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The

Longhorn Feud

S

By MAX BRAND
Adgthor of **The Untamed,” “Seiior Jingle Bells,” etc.

Holy Creek, Barry Litton soon discovered, was the sort of cowlown
where even the steers are branded with death’s heads

CHAPTER 1

DRINKS ON A STRANGER.

[ \VERY one in Holy Creek re-
Ii members the day that Barry
Litton, better known as Blue

Barry, came to town, because most of
the people had a chance to see him, and

to see him in action, before that day
ended.

It was during the hot middle of the
morning—though any time after sun-
rise was hot in Holy Creek—that a man
on a mule rode into the place, follow-
ing a tall fellow on a mare, brown with
black points. They were dust-covered.
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There was nothing distinguished about
them, except the dainty way in which
the mare picked up her feet, and the
width between her eyes, and the small-
ness of a muzzle fit to drink out of a
pint pot, as the Arabs say of their
chosen horses.

When the two came to Pudge

N
The unwelcome stranger’s fist flashed out

Oliver’s saloon, they rode in under the
wide roof that was built out as far as
the watering troughs. Under that roof
Pudge Oliver always kept the sand well
wetted down with buckets of water, and
although that water was apt to be
steaming at the edges, where the sun
gbt at it, it looked cool and inviting to
any one who was thirsty, and it drew
a great deal of patronage into the
saloon.

The tall man drew rein, and looked

over a line of idlers on the veranda.
They were resting between drinks, and
exchanging gossip.

“ Willow!” he said.

The man on the mule tumbled out of
his saddle, and ran up to salute the first
speaker. " Yes, sir?” said he.

The idlers on the veranda looked at

one another, and sat forward. Citizens
in the town of Holy Creek were not ad-
dressed as ““ sir ” unless they were very
old indeed, and very much respected.

They were the more surprised be-
caus  Willow himself wore an air of
importance. He was not very tall, but
he had a ponderous torso mounted on a
pair of bowed legs that looked made to
order for hooking around the sides of
a rambunctious horse. Furthermore, as
he saluted, the loose sleeve of his coat
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fell back a little and showed a wonder-
fully brawny forearm covered with
hair, and through the shadow of the
hair gleamed the reds and purples of
some elaborate tattooing.

Here was a man who seemed to have
been through the wars; the sort of a
man who might have been picked to
boss a round-up, and yet he was “ sir-
ring ” his companion.

“ Willow,” said the first rider, “ this
looks like a place where a fellow might
have a drink, eh?”

“It’s kind of got that look, sir,” said
Willow, cocking his eye at the battered
swinging doors that admitted one to the
sanctum. He licked his dusty, cracking
‘lips as he spoke.

“You can’t tell by the outsides of a
place, though,” said the tall young man.
“ Go inside and have a look around, will
you? If it seems real on the inside,
come out and tell me, will you?”

“ Sure I will,” said Willow, and pro-
ceeded to do so.

E went hastily up the steps and
through the swinging doors.

Of course this was at the time
when the great Chaney-Morgan cattle
war was on—the war that began over
the steer that finally had a death’s head
branded into its side, so that it was
called the Dead Man Steer. And it
just happened that Jerry Deacon, of the
Morgan outfit, was in that saloon at
the time, having a drink and a little
argument with a stranger over the
merits of the case. Since the stranger
disagreed, at the very instant that Wil-
low pushed the doors open, both men
were going for their guns, and Jerry
Deacon was a split second faster than
the other fellow. His bullet laid the
other’s forearm open to the elbow. The
stranger dropped his gun, and stood
stupidly looking at the running blood.

“Hey, quit messing up the floor!”
shouted Pudge Oliver. “ Go into the
back room, there, and let the cook tie
you up.”

Willow stepped outside the swinging
doors and hailed his companion.

“ It looks real and it sounds real,” he
said.

“ That doesn’t mean anything,” said
the man on the mare.

So Willow reéntered, and at the bar
ordered a drink. He paid for it, sniffed
it, and drank it.

He went back to the swinging doors
and opened them a second time.
“ Smells real and tastes real,” said he.

“Every man can make mistakes,”
said the other. “ Have another drink.”

Jerry Deacon’s blood was up. He had
meant to split the wishbone of yonder
stranger, and he was grieved and sur-
prised because his bullet had traveled a
whole three inches outside of his in-

" tentions.

He said, “What tastes real, and
what locks real ?”

“The whisky and the blood,” said
Willow, ordering another drink, and
licking his cracked lips. “But I got a
boss that’s hard to convince. Have a
drink with me, bo?” :

There were two things about this
speech that were offensive to Jerry
Deacon. One was that he was called
“ bo,” which as all people know is short
for “hobo,” and the second was that
any one should dare to speak lightly of
his gunwork.

He edged closer to the bar, as he an-
swered, “ I don’t drink with strangers.”

“ Stay dry, then,” remarked Willow,
as he rolled the second glassful over
his huge tongue.

“T dunno that I'll stay dry, either,”
said Jerry Deacon.

“Go and be damned, then, if that
suits you better!” said Willow.
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“Is that your game?” remarked
Jerry Deacon. And dropping the
weight of his stalwart six feet and three
inches behind the blow, he hammered a
straight right against the chin of the
stranger.

Willow went backwards on his heels,
taking both short steps and long. He
hit the doors with his shoulders, stum-
bled backwards onto the veranda, and
nearly fell.

“ And it is real,” he shouted to his
friend. With that he charged back into
the saloon to renew the battle, because
he, too, was a fighting man.

The tall fellow now slipped from the
brown mare and entered the saloon at
the rear of the crowd which was pour-
ing in to see the fight. And as they
livened the air with their cowboy yells,
he saw Willow receive a right and a
left, a beautiful one-two punch, flush
upon the end of the chin.

GAIN Willow staggered back-
wards on his heels. He should
have fallen in a crumbling heap,

except that he was made of iron.

After him came big Jerry Deacon.
Jerry was good with a gun, but he was
far better with his hands. And now
he wanted nothing but to smash the
stranger to bits. He might have done
it with ease, because Willow’s hands
were down and his eyes were bleared.
It was not kindliness that prevented
Deacon from doing just that; but as he
charged he was tripped from the side,
and almost fell on his face.

This was interference. It was al-
most mockery. Deacon forgot all about
the haif-beaten form of Willow, and
whirled about, yelling, “ Who did
that?”

“T did, brother,” said Willow’s
friend. “ He’s five inches shorter and
thirty pounds lighter than you are.”

“TlIl lighter you!” cried Jerry
Deacon. He was half minded to draw
a gun and work in blood, as he said this,
but the stranger stood with his hands
on his hips, and with such a peculiarly
mocking smile on his lips that it seemed
to Jerry there would be no satisfaction
in anything except in a laying on of
hands.

So he went in to break the stranger
up, but he did not go in blindly. A
really good boxer never does that, and
Jerry Deacon was really good. He
came with a beautiful long left that
worked with oiled precision, though it
carried all his weight.

Somehow he missed the mark. He
lurched forward, his impetus spent on
the thin air; and then the floor rose
with dizzy suddenness against the face
of Jerry Deacon, and at the same in-
stant the ceiling dropped upon his head.
His brain was covered by a wave of
utter blackness.

It had all been very quiet and sim-
ple, but keen eyes had been watching.
Men who rope steers and pitch hay
understand that strength is nothing
and art is everything. So they compre-
hended that twitch of the shoulder and
that lilt of the body which had cracked
a hundred-and-eighty-pound whiplash
neatly on the chin of the redoubtable
Jerry Deacon.

WO or three men ran forward to
help the fallen man, but the
stranger remarked, “ You'd bet-

ter leave him there. If his neck’s
broken, you can’t do him any good.
If it’s not broken, he needs some time
to cool off before he comes to. Step
up and liquor with me, boys, because
this looks to me like a real town, full
of real people.”

He smiled on them and laughed with
them as he said this. And suddenly
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Jerry Deacon was forgotten. He lay
there bleeding quietly on the floor,
gradually recovering his wits, while
the others filled their glasses from the
bottles that Pudge Oliver spun up and
down the length of the bar, bringing
them to rest at the appointed inter-
vals.

Pudge Oliver filled his glass with the
rest, invited by a cheery nod from
the stranger. “ What’s your name,
brother?” demanded Pudge.

“My name is Barry Litton,” said
the stranger.

“ Blue Barry is what they call him,”
said Willow. “ Blue for the color of
his eyes.”

“ Here’s to you, Blue!” called the
saloon keeper. ‘“ Here’s in your eye!”

“Here’s in everybody’s eye!” said
the stranger. “ May the world never
be rounder!”

They turned bottoms up, and Wil-
low said to a neighbor, ““ Anybody
know that gent on the floor ?”

“I know him,” said the man ad-
dressed. -

“He's good with his fists,” said
Willow, “but he’s had enough from
that side of the page. Maybe when he
wakes up, he’ll start dreamin’ about
guns. If you know him, you better try
to lead him out of here on the quiet.
Because if he starts any more trouble,
that poison will start workin’ on him—
under the skin.” He hooked a signifi-
cant thumb towards Barry Litton, as
he spoke.

The cowpuncher who had been thus
addressed, after a glance at Litton,
went to the place where Jerry Deacon
was just beginning to bestir himself on
the floor. What the cowboy said to
Deacon no one could hear, but it was
enough to make Jerry Deacon arise
quietly and slip almost unnoticed from
the saloon, one hand pressed thought-

fully against the bump that was rising
on his jaw,

CHAPTER II.
WHERE THEY GROW WILD.

\UDGE OLIVER was as honest as
he was fat.

“ Litton—or Blue—or what-
ever they call you, mostly,” he said,
“ you may have worked up a neat little
bit of trouble for yourself.” -

“ How come?” asked the tall young
man, with his cheerful smile.

“Why,” said Pudge Oliver, “it’s
this way: Jerry Deacon is one of the
best men that the Morgan bunch have
got, and they’re likely to chip in on
his side. You wanta watch ycur step,
unless there’s some Chaneys around.
They’d take mighty kindly to anybody
that had socked Jerry on the chin the
way that you've just gone and done!”

“What’s edting the Morgans and
the Chaneys?” asked Blue Barry Lit-
ton. -

“It’s a steer,” said Pudge.

“Can’t the steer eat hay, and not
men?” said Litton.

“It’s this way,” explained the bar-
tender, while the rest of the crowd lis-
tened with interest, though to them it
was a familiar tale. “It’s this way.
There was a steer, d’ye mind, up on the
range where the Chaney and the Mor-
gan interests sort of overlapped: A
Chaney puncher brings him to the
round-up with the right ear mark;
and there’s a Morgan man at the
round-up, and he points- out that the
second part of that ear mark is pretty
doggone fresh, and without that sec-
ond part of the earmark it would be a
real Morgan steer. Pretty soon those
two boys get out their guns and -shoot
themselves sick. But the Chaneys, they
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get the steer, in the windup; and then
the Morgans come over, and by night
they cut the steer out of the night herd
of the Chaneys, on Chaney ground, and
take it back and put it up in their cor-
ral. The Chaneys get real wild when
they hear this. They get a bunch to-
gether, and they make a morning raid,
like old Injun days. There’s three men
killed in that party—two Chaneys and
a Morgan, because the Morgans were
ready and waiting, and they turned the
Chaneys back . . .

“A while later, the Chaneys try
again, and this time they get the steer,
but they don’t go far, because the Mor-
gans overtake ’em. There’s a fine bat-
tle, and out of fifteen men there ain’t
a one that ain’t sick with the lead that’s
in him, before the finish. The steer
runs loose. A coupla times the Chaneys
catch him up, and the Morgans come
shootin’ for him. A coupla times the
Morgans catch him up, and the
Chaneys start up the war again; until
finally the sheriff takes and catches up
that steer himself. Somebody’d brand-
ed the critter with a death’s head above
a pair of crossed bones.

“The sheriff’s got the steer now,
holdin’ it in the name of the law, till
a lawsuit is decided on the ownership.
Because the Chaneys got the first law
decision, and the Morgans, they won
the case on appeal; and now it’s in a
higher court. They say that the sheriff
will sell that steer, if anybody’s willing
to buy it, because he’s tired of feeding
it. But, first and last, fifteen men have
died for that Dead Man Steer, and
more are gunna die, before the end.”

L HY doesn’t the sheriff knock
the steer on the head?” said

Barry Litton, v
“ Why, he don’t dare to,” answered
the bartender. “And nobody else

wotld dare to, ’less he wanted both
the gangs down on his head. The time
has come, around here, when there
ain’t nothing but guns and gunmen,
and the days are pretty bad.”

“Why,” said Litton, “ seems to me
you're selling your share of whisky.”

“Sure I am,” answered Pudge
Oliver, “but there’s been so many
holes put in the walls and the roof of
this here place by bullets which missed
the mark, that when the rains com-
mence she’s gunna leak like a sieve.
I've lost seven of them big mirrors
from behind the bar; an’ finally I give
up, and kept that cracked one. Most
men can’t stand the pace here in Holy
Creck—and doggone me, neither can
the glassware!” He sighed as he said
this.

“That’s a good name,” remarked
Barry Litton. “That’s as good a name
as I ever heard for a town—except
that it takes a little time for the saying
of it.” :

“It’s this way,” said one of the
punchers near Blue Barry. “In the
old days there was a Mormon or some-
thing comes by this way, and he takes
and breaks a.wagon here, and has to
stay awhile—with all his wives and
children. It happens that while he’s
here there’s some rains, and a little
water is runnin’ in the draw, outside of
town. So he calls it Holy Creek, and
puts up a sign to that effect when he
goes on. But there ain’t any Creek,
really, and it sure ain’t a holy town.
Still, I guess that’s why the name has
stuck so good!”

There was more laughter, after this
recital. :

“It sounds to me,” said Barry Lit-
ton, “ like a really good place for a man
to put up.”

“It is,” declared Pudge Oliver.
“ The whisky keeps well here, as long
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as it’s in the barrel. It's that kind of a
climate. You take a lot of places,
there ain’t any regular wind that blows
in the middle of the summer. But here
in Holy Creek there’s wind pretty near-
ly every day in the year; just like a
dragon was breathing in your face.”

“ It sounds pretty good to me,” said
Barry Litton.

“ People here don’t use starch when
they wash clothes,” said Pudge, “and
that’s a saving.”

“Why no starch?”’ asked Barry
Litton. =

“ Because the salt of a gent’s sweat
will stiffen his shirt for him in a coupla
hours, any day,” said Pudge Oliver.

“¥ LIKE this kind of a town,” said
Barry Litton, “ because of the
people that are in it. It takes a

cool man to live in as hot a town as this.

Why did you choose this place, brother,

to put up a saloon?”’

“T’ve been run out of all the other
counties in the state,” said Pudge
Oliver. “ That’s one reason. And the
other reason is that the folks around
here are afraid to drink the water. The
whisky’s purer.”

“1 think I'll try my luck here,” said
Barry Litton.

“ What kind of luck do you like?”
asked the bartender, while the others
listened more intently than before.

“T like,” said Barry, * four crooks
all sitting at a table with a lot of money
in their wallets, and asking for a fifth
hand. That’s the sort of weather that
I bloom in.”

They laughed again, as they heard
this.

“How about a common or garden
greenhorn—a regular tenderfoot with
a million in: his bank?” asked Pudge
Oliver. “ You. wouldn’t shy at that
kind of a mark, would you?”
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“T don’t like that kind,” said Litton.
“ Green fruit always makes me sick. I
never eat it. The harder the nut, the
sweeter the kernel, brother.”

He produced three dice from no-
where, threw them to the ceiling, and
made them come rattling back into his
palm. ‘“That’s the music that I like
to hear,” said he. “ But I don't like the
boys to think that they’re playing
against luck when they’re playing with
me.”.

“Look here,” said Pudge, “you
mean to say that you make a living out
of the cards and the dice? Without
keeping your game on the quiet?”

“It’s this way,” answered the
stranger. “ The more I talk about it,
the more some of the wise ones will
wink to themselves. They know that a
really handy man with the cards never
boasts. And they can’t help asking me
to sit down while they trim me. That’s
the way I always make my stakes.
Right now there’s some of the boys
along your bar that would like to ask
me to a little card game.—Speak up,
brothers, and lemme know the truth!”
He looked up and down the line.

LONG, lean; hard-faced man with
‘an eye that was the blue-gray of
steel, looked back up the bar and
said, “ I'll play with you, son. I’ll see
how good you are!”
“It’s a match!” called several others.
But Blue Barry cheerfully answered,
“No, you're a working man. You can’t
juggle the cards or make the dice talk
back to you unless your hands are soft.
There’s a pair of hands, gentlemen,
that are always kept soft. Look at
them! The pride of my life are those
hands. Never done a stroke of work in
their lives—and they never will do a
stroke of work, until I change my
mind!”
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He spread his hands on the bar.
Brown, beautifully tapering, slender
and long, they looked almost like the
hands of a woman; but they were big,
with muscular cushions under the
thumbs.

“ Does it pay you, brother?” asked
the bartender.

“Why, man,” answered Litton,
“ what d’you think >—TI’ve been around
the world, and lived on the fat. I walk
where I want to walk, and I talk where
I want to talk. I’ve done so much for
these hands of mine that they wouldn’t

lie down on me and give me a bad deal

in return.”

“Well, then,” said Pudge Oliver,

‘“ what brings you out here? If you've
got what you want other places, why
would you want to come here?”
- “That’s easy,” said Litton. “It’s
partly because it’s in my Dlood. But
more than that, it’s to fill out my
game.”

“ Well?”” asked Pudge Oliver.

“ There’s plenty of money in the rest
of the world,” said the stranger, “ but
there’s a shortage of men. A big short-
age, mind you! I came out here where
they grow wild. I want to see what
they’re like!”

CHAPTER IIL
A DRINK ON THE SHERIFF.

HEY went out into the sunshine,
Litton and Willow.
“Still like this port, Tom?”
asked Litton.
“T never liked it much, even when
I first heard you speak of it,” said Wil-
low. “I only said it was real. And
you ain’t asked what part is real about
this harbor.”
“ Well, what part, then?”
“The reefs and the sunken rocks,”

said Tom Willow.
part of it, sir.”

“ We'll make it like home,” declared
Blue Barry. “ With a good navigator
like me, Tom, and a good hand like
you at the helm, we’ll be right at home.
Where does the sheriff live, I wonder?”

“ Sheriff ?” exclaimed Willow.
“ What on earth do you want with a
sheriff ?”

“1 want to see the steer he’s board-
ing,” said Litton.

“I knew it when I seen your face!”
said Tom Willow. “ When I seen you
shining your eyes, I knew that you had
ideas, and all of my bones, they be-
gun to ache all at once—and all over.”

“Why, what’s the matter, Tom?”
asked Litton,

“Aw, I dunno,” said Willow. “I
guess I'm gettin’ old. Ridin’ fifty
miles a day, that ain’t nothing. Crossin’
a few deserts is nothing but fun. A
few sand storms—what are they to talk
about? As for livin’ on what we can
shoot, in the way of skinny rabbits and
what not, I guess that kind of chuck is
too good for an old tar like me. And
as for a few slams on the jaw like I
got from Jerry Deacon, who must have
had sledgehammers tucked into his
hands, why, they’re just enough to
make the fun right. So I dunno why
it was that I got sort of an ache all
over when I seen that light in your
eyes— Only, I guess I'm gettin’ old.
T've seen a lot of lightning in the sky,
sir; but when I see yours, I always
know that it’s gunna strike—and that
it’s gunna strike right near me!”

He ended this speech with a sigh,
and a shake of the head.

“He hit you pretty hard,” agreed
Litton. “I've tried to teach you how
to use your head for ducking and rid-
ing with punches, instead of using it
like a wall for the other fellow to break

“ They’re the real



12

his fists on. You've never learned the
trick, though.”

“It’s this way,” said Tom Willow.
“ A fight is a fight, and I dunno that I
ever minded a good, straight fight. But
my idea of a scrap is where you slug
and get slugged, and the one that slugs
the hardest, he wins. But I never held
by these here stampings and dancings,
and all of that. They kind of upset me,
and I ain’t at home with ’em. But if
it was a fight where you roughhouse,
then I'm kind Jf easy, because that’s the
way I was raised. It ain’t everybody
that has a chunk of lead pipe on the
end of a string, the way you have when
you sock a gent on the chin, sir.”

The other shrugged his shoulders.
“If you can’t remember anything else,”
Barry said, “remember that crouch,
and the long left. Anyway, Jerry
Deacon got just a little more than he
sent.”

“ He was cock-eyed,” said Tom Wil-
low, with a grin of delight. ““ He cer-
tainly was knocked for a loop.” e
chuckled.

“ About this town,” said the master.
“I'm sorry you don’t like it. Because
to me it looks like a bright place.”

“ Yeah—and I knew you'd like it,”
agreed Tom Willow. “ A place where
they even brand their cows with a
death’s head. You couldn’t help liking
that kind of a joint.”

ILLOW paused, and then

added, “ Trouble is the stuff

for you to breathe, all right— -

except the kind that comes too far
south.”

“ What do you mean by that?”’ asked
Litton.

“ South Seas,” said Tom Willow.

“Why,” said Litton, “that’s the
cream of the world, Tom!”

“ Ay,” nodded Willow, “but I've
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seen the cream turn sour. When you
saw Stacey—"

He held the next words back by click-
ing his teeth together, and stared with
frightened eyes at his companion. Blue
Barry had halted in mid stride. Some
of the color left his face. He looked
straight before him, out of narrowed
eyes, as though he was confronting a
leveled gun. '

“TI'm sorry,” said Willow. * That
damned name—it just sort of slipped
out!” '

“That’s all right,” said Litton,
drawing a deep breath and walking on.
“It’s a jolt when I hear— Well, let
it go.”

They went on in silence, Tom Wil-
low still watching his master with eyes
of fear and awe.

Litton hailed a freckle-faced young-
ster who was passing, scuffing his feet
for the sole purpose of raising a vast
cloud of dust.

For his own part, the boy did not
mind dust; as for others, the more he
could annoy them, the more he admired
the effects.

“Where’s the sheriff to be found,
partner ?”’ asked Litton.

The boy shrugged one shoulder.
“ Somewhere between here and a bad
time for somebody or other,” said he.
He walked on.

The long arm of Litton went out and
collared him. The boy turned, a green
light in his eyes.

“Leave me be!” he said.

“ Where do I find the sheriff ?” asked
Litton.

“Leave me be!” said the boy, “or
T’ll punch you in the stomach, you long-
legged chunk of nothing-worth-while.
Leave me go!”

“I told you it was a good town,
Tom,” said Litton. “Even the boys
have learned how to talk, eh ?—Listen,
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partner,” he added to the boy, “I like
to wring necks, but I don’t want to start
on you unless I have to. Where does
the sheriff live?”

“ In his house,” said the lad.

“ That’s news for me,” remarked
Litton.  He lives in his house, an’ not
in a hotel, eh?”

“ There ain’t any hotel,” said the boy.
“Leave me go, or I'll break your
shins!”

“You've told me everything that I
want to know,” said Litton. “ The
sheriff lives in his house down the
street.”

The eyes of the boy glinted again.
“That’s right,” he said, “down the
street.”

Litton turned him loose. ‘“ He lives
up the street,” said Barry. “ That’s all
I can find out. I tell you what, Tom,
this town gets better and better! This
is the sort of a town that I call /ard.”

“1 could of told you that a long time
ago,” said Willow.

HEY turned back up the street,
T and after walking some distance,
Litton stopped in front of a
house with a short, high veranda before
it. = A long-haired, gray-bearded man
sat in a rocking chair on the porch,
smoking a pipe with a curved stem.

“ Morning,” said Litton. “ Can you
tell me where the sheriff’s house is?”

“ What'’s the trouble?” said the man
with the pipe, speaking from a corner
of his wide ‘mouth.

“ No trouble—1I just want to find the
sheriff.”

“ Nobody wants to find the sheriff,”
said the gray-beard, “ unless there’s
trouble. What’s the matter with you?”

“It’s about the steer that the sheriff
keeps.”

“Oh, is itP—And you mean to say
that steer ain’t trouble ?”’

“It’s no trouble of yours,” broke in
Tom Willow.

“ What makes you think it ain’t?”
asked the man on the porch. He now
developed sufficient interest to cause
him to remove the pipe from his mouth.
When that was done, he looked calmly
down on them. “ That steer’s a whole
pile of trouble to me, I can tell you.”

“ Can you tell us where we can find
it, then?”’

“In the back yard.”

“ What back yard?” asked Litton.

“ The sheriff’s back yard.”

“That puts me back at the begin-
ning,” said Litton. “I want to know
where the sheriff lives.” -

“ What sort of trouble are you in?”
repeated the gray-beard.

“Damn it all!” said. Litton. “I'm
not in trouble. Whose back yard is that
steer in?”

“In the sheriff’s back yard, like T
told you,” said the man on the porch.

They seemed to have reached a com-
plete impasse. The man on the porch
replaced his pipe between his teeth and
looked calmly and vaguely across the
roofs of the other houses, towards the
blue mountains. It was plain that he
considered the conversation at an end.

“Hold on,” said Litton, taking up a
new thread. “ How does it happen that
that steer gives you trouble?”

“ What steer ?” mumbled the other.

“The Dead Man Steer.”

““ Because I have to take care of it,”
said the man on the front veranda.

“ Oh, you work for the sheriff, do
you?”

e NO.”

“ Who do you work for?”

“ Myself,” said the veteran.

Litton began to chuckle.
got me puzzled,” said he.

“You ain’t the first,” said the other.

“ Who are you ?” said Litton.

“You've
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“ The oldest man in Holy Creek,”
said the man on the porch.

“ 1 believe it,” said Litton. * You're
the oldest man—and you’re the tough-
est.”

= OUNG feller,” said the man of
Y the beard, “if you get fresh,
I'll come down there and put

my hands on you.”

“ All right,” said Litton. “I can’t
find out who you are, and I can’t find
out what you do, except that you take
care of the steer, and that you don’t
work for the sheriff.”

“That’s right,” said the other.
“ Now you boys trot along and leave
me to my smoke.”

“ But the sheriff has to take care of
the steer,” said Litton.

“ Never said he didn’t,” replied the
other.

“Then youw're the sheriff?” asked
Litton.

“ You can make up your mind for
yourself,” said the other.

“ Why, now I come to look again,”
smd thton, “I've seen plctures of
you.”

“ It’s the long hair that makes them
take pictures of me,” said the other.

“ Every damn fool who sées my long -

hair says that he’s seeing the real wild

and woolly West, and he gets out his .

camera. I've busted twenty-thirty cam-
eras, in my time. ‘I hope I'll last to
break twenty or thirty more.”

“ You’re the famous sheriff,” said
Litton. “ Youre Sheriff Dick Wil-
son.”

“I never said I wasn’t,” said the
other.

Litton walked up the steps and shook
hands.

“Im Barry Litton,”

“ Never heard of you,”
the gruff sheriff.

said he.
answered
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“@ NO,”
going to.”
At this, Dick Wilson took his pipe
from between his teeth and looked the

said Litton, “but you're

. visitor up and down. “ What you want

around here?” he asked.

“1I want the steer,” said Litton.

“ What you want it for?”

“ Because I haven’t had any pets for
a long time,” said Litton. “I need
something to play around the room and
lie down on my feet to keep ’em warm
of a cold evening. I need something
with an eye that will brighten when it
hears my footfall. I need something
on which I can lavish the love, Sheriff
Wilson, which is man’s inherent gift
from the Creator, and which man must
give again, sir—be it on high or low—
else the spirit which—"

L HY,” interrupted the sheniff,
“doggone my hide if you
don’t talk like one of these

here damned sky-pilots!”

“ Thank you very much,” said Lit-
ton.

“1 didn’t mean it for a compliment,
neither,” said the sheriff.

“ Oh, I know,” said Litton, “ you're
one of those diamonds in the rough—
one of the hearts of gold under a rude
exterior—one of God’s Gentlemen—"

“ Hey, quit that, will you?” said the
sheriff, in haste.

“I'm just trying to be agreeable
remarked Litton.

“You ain’t, though,” said the sher-
iff. “I don’t agree with nothing that
you say!'—T1’'d like to know something,
though. Where’d you come from?”

“ From right over there,” answered
Litton, with a wave of his hand that
included half of the points of the com-
pass.

“I thought you did,” replied the
sheriff. “ The big wind come from the
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same place, too. Don't it give you no
pain to keep on talkin’ the way you
do?”

“Not if I can get the Dead Man
Steer,” said Litton.

“ What would you do with it—aside
from makin’ a parlor pet out of that
longhorn?”

“Why,” said Litton, “I'd simply
teach it to do a few tricks, and then
I'd put it in a pen and charge five cents
a head for a look.”

“ You wouldn’t make much money,”
said the sheriff, “because there ain’t
many people in this town, an’ most of
’em has seen the steer, one time or an-
other.”

“ The boys would come in from the
range to look.”

The sheriff arose, with a sigh. “I
wouldn’t wanta try to talk you down,”
he said, “ because I see that you thrive
on talk. If you want that damn’ steer,
you know what you'll do?”

“Yes, I'll keep it behind a fence.”

“Until the Chaneys or the Mor-
gans decide to come down and take it
away from you. Come on and see the
damn’ thing, though.”

E led the way to the rear of the
house; and there, in a small cor-
ral close to the barn, stood a
big longhorn. It was fat and strong,
with sleepy eyes; it chewed its cud. In
the full blaze of the sun, it was a yel-
low-gray in color, with a yellow spot
over one eye and a black spot over the
other, which gave it an odd effect of
looking in two directions at the same
time. :

“ That’s the steer,” said the sheriff.
“1 gotta hold it till the lawsuit’s set-
tled. But law ain’t ever gunna settle
that. Blood’s the only thing that Il ever
lay the dust.”

“ Well,” said Barry, “ I’ll take that
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it when you want it.”

“ Take it, then,” answered the sher-
iff. “That fool steer can eat up five
dollars’ worth of hay in a week—un-
less you put green glasses on it and
feed it sawdust for grass.”

“ Hey, Dick!” called a raucous voice
from the other side of the high board
fence of the corral.

“Yeah?” asked
“ Whacha want, eh?”

“They’s been a rumpus down at
Pudge Oliver’s place.”

“ Anybody dead?”

“ No, but a limber lookin’ gent come
to town and got arguin’ with Jerry
Deacon. Knocked Jerry cold.”

“ Nobody is knockin’ Jerry Deacon
cold,” said the sheriff, ““except with
the butt of a gun, or a club.”

“ This gent done it with his fist. I
seen him. He’s got a bow-legged sailor
along with him that started the fight;
but the young bird was the one that
finished it—whango! You better come
along down and be on deck, because
the whole doggone Morgan clan is
preity sure to come pilin’ into town
lookin’ for that man.”

“ Go back and tell the boys that the
stranger is by name of Litton, and
that I’ve hired him to keep the murder
steer for me. That ‘Il cheer things up
around this town, a pretty good deal.”

There was a yell of surprise from
the man beyond the fence, and then a
scurty of retreating footfalls.

The sheriff grinned broadly.
“Looks to me,” he said, “like this
town was gunna open hoth its eyes,
pretty soon. Looks to me like I feel
younger than I did a while back.”

“Good,” said Litton. * Willow,
bring a rope, and we’ll take that little
steer away to his new home.”

Willow brought the rope. The yel-

the sheriff.
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low steer, trained by much handling in
the course of his life, came on the lead
as readily as a dog. With his eyes half
closed, and still chewing his cud, he
ambled down the street behind Wil-
low. -

“ Which way?” said Willow.

“The hotel,” said his master. He
screened his eyes, for he was looking
“against the sun. He stared fixedly at
the great brand which had been drawn
with a running iron on the flank of the
steer. Whoever had made it was an
artist, for it was an excellent repre-
sentation of a human skull and a pair
of crossed bones. As the skin of the
steer’s flank stretched and puckered
with the steps he was making, the skull
seemed to grin and scowl. ‘

= OW does it look to you?” asked
the sheriff.

“ It looks like a lot of fun
for me,” said the other. “ So long,
sheriff.” >

“Hold.on,” said the sheriff. “I got
a brand of whisky in the house that
needs to be tasted. Come along in and
try a swig of it.”

They entered the house, where the
sheriff did honor to his roof by push-
ing his hat on the back of his head.
The stranger removed his entirely.

Now the sheriff indicated a great
ten-gallon jug that stood in a corner.
“ Here’s a glass,” he said, giving one
to Litton. “ Now just help yourself,
Mr. Litton. Go just as far as you like.”

Litton did not hesitate. It was a
ponderous stone jiuv, and it was brim-
ming with liquid. Yet he did not put
the glass on the table and use both
hands to manipulate the great con-
tainer, for he understood perfectly that
the sheriff was quietly. attempting to
discover what amount of muscle was
stored in the arm that had knocked
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down Jerry Deacon. Sheer effort
would hardly manage the thing, and he
knew that, also. Any human wrist
would snap under the strain of lifting
the great jug and turning it sidewise.
But Barry Litton picked up the jug,
gave it an easy, pendulous swing, and
then quickly shifted it so that the bulky
jug lay within the crook of his arm. He
drew the cork.

The hardest effort of all had to be
made in order to pour the liquid out
into the glass in a steady stream. His
whole arm and his shoulder ached with
suppressed shudders as he strained to
accomplish this. But he managed it.
Without' a tremor, a small amber
stream poured out until two fingers of
liquor lay in the glass.

Still he persisted in keeping the jug
under his arm. “Have some your-
self ?”” he asked.

“ Sure,” said the sheriff, his eyes
glistening. He held out his glass, and
into it fell the same slender, steady
stream.

The test was not over, however. The
sheriff’s glass was given back to him,
and after that young Mr. Litton had
to swing the jug down from his arm
without breaking his wrist—and place
it on the floor without a jolt. He
accomplished that trick. ,

Last of all, he had to hold the glass
in his strained right hand, and drink it
without letting a tremor show. This
he could not do. Speed would have
to cover that weakness; and so saying,
“Here’s in your eye, sheriff,” he
nodded to his host, scooped his own
glass from the edge of the table with a
swift gesture, tossed off the liquor, and
immediately replaced an empty glass on
the table.

The sheriff looked on with greater
pleasure than ever. ‘ Muscle—and
brains,” he said. “Good luck to you

: 1 A--10
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and the Dead Man Steer, brother!”
Then he drank his own portion to the
dregs.

CHAPTER IV.
SIGNS OF THE 1TIMES.

OUNG Mr. Litton overtook Wil-
low just as the latter was ap-
proaching the neighborhood of

Pudge Oliver’s place.

He said, “ Tom, the time has come
for us to settle down for a little while.”

“ Sure, I knew that, I knew that,”
answered Willow. “ We'll settle down
here in a harbor full of reefs open to
the wind, with a steer called the Dead
Man for an anchor to windward. Ain’t
that the plan?”

“That’s the advantage of having
had you with me so long, Willow,” said
Litton. “You know what's in my
mind—and that’s a great thing for
me.”

“ Me?” said Willow. ““ I don’t know
what’s in your mind, and I don’t wanta
know. I ain’t such a fool that I wanta
know the future. I'd rather keep
hopin’ about it.” -

“ The first thing,” said Litton, ¢ is to
get a place to stay here in town—some-
where on the edge of it. Next, we'll
have to put in a supply of guns, because
we may need some of ’em, Willow.
You can see that. The people around
here have an itch that only a spray of
lead can cure.’

Willow groaned but made no other
answer.

“You collect the horses,” directed
Litton, “ and T'll step into the gun shop
and see what they have in the way of
what we want.”

“ Samuel Raeburn, Guns and Am-
munition,” was the legend that ap-
peared ahove the door of the shop.

2 A—10
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Pushing open the door, Litton
stepped in and found sitting on the
counter the same freckle-faced lad
whom he had collared on the street, not
long before. The boy’s hands were
idly gripping the edge of the counter,
and his brown, bare legs were swing-
ing. . He looked at Litton with blank
eyces.

“You the proprietor of the shop,
brother ?”” asked Litton.

The hoy’s bland, deceptively inno-
cent expression did not change as he
called out, “ Hey, Loul”

A girl’'s voice answered,
Jimmy ?”’

“ Come and look at,” said Jimmy.

Footsteps hurried, a door was pulled
open. “That worthless mongrel of
yours has treed my cat again,” scolded
the girl in the doorway. “If you—
She paused, seeing the stranger. With
eyes as blue and bright as Blue Barry
Litton’s eyes she looked straight back
at him.

“ Look at,” said the boy. * ‘This is
what I wanted you to see—This is the
one that grabbed me on the street.”

“I want to look at a pair of eight-
bore double-barreled shotguns,” said
Litton to the girl, “and a couple of
Winchesters.” :

“Yeah,” said Jimmy, “I knew you'd
be needing guns, pretty soon. Maybe
you'll be needing a grave before long.”

The girl had laid the guns on the
counter in silence. But now she said,
“Jim, get off that counter and go
away! You're rude.” :

“Him and me are both rude,” ad-
mitted Jimmy. ‘ But he’s the rudest.
He’s the one that licked Jerry Deacon,
down at Pudge Oliver’s.”

“ Jimmy, get out of the store!’ ex-
claimed the girl.

“ She’s none too pleased about Jerry
getting a sock on the chin,” explained

“Yes,
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the boy, slipping from the counter and
going towards a door, though at a
snail’s pace. “‘ She’s pretty crazy about
Jerry.— That big ham!”

His sister"gave him a calimly disdain-

ful glance.

ERE are the Winchesters,” said
she. “They’re all the same,
and all good. These shotguns

are right, too,” she added. '

“ How do you know ?”

“T've used the same kind myself,”
said she.

He looked at the heavy guns, and
then at her slenderness.

“ She’s pretty proud of .that,” said
Jimmy. * She puts in about that every
time she can.”

A side flick of the eyes touched
Jimmy, but failed to daunt him. Still
he moved towards the door, and still
his progress was that of a snail.

“These will do,” said Litton. “I'm
sure the shot guns are all right. But
the rifles? Well, I'll have to try one of
’em.”

She filled the magazine without a
word. He felt a certain curiosity be-
hind her eyes, but saw that she would
not let it rise to the surface.

And he, thanking her, stepped to the
door. “ Come along, Jimmy,” he said,
“ and show me something to shoot at.”

He saw a slight movement on the
part of Lou, as though she longed to be
present at that testing, but he left her
uninvited.

Jimmy, aggressively eager, hurried
forward to open the door. In the blaze
of the sun before the shop he stood be-
side the tall man, glancing hungrily
around him.

“'There!” he said.

“ Where?” asked Litton.

“See that sign?— That sign that
says ‘ Morgan and Company, Grain,
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Hay, and Livestock,” right there across
the street?”

“Well,” said Litton. “ What about
it? There’s another sign just opposite
that says ‘Chaney and Company,
Grain, Hay, and leestock ’ Which
shall it be?”

“ Take either one of ’em,” said the
boy. “ They’re hangin’ by a pair of
wires each. If you can shoot those
wires in two, it proves that the rifle
carries pretty straight, doesn’t it?”

“ And the signs fall?” suggested Lit-
ton, grinning.

“ That doesn’t make any difference,”
said Jimmy. ‘ The Chaneys and the
Morgans are dead pleased when any-
body shoots down those signs. It gives
them a lot of free advertising.”

“ Well,” said Litton, ¢ why not? You
know, Jimmy, the way I'm fixed in this
town, it won’t do for me to let people
think that I'm a bad shot. Because I'm
not. I'm pretty good.”

“Oh, are you?” said Jimmy, sneer-
ing instantly at the first suggestlon of
bragging.

“TI’m not a champion, but I'm pretty
good,” said the other. ‘“ And it’s only
fair to let people know it.”

Jimmy, with an uncertain mind,
stared at the big man. Then he
shrugged his shoulders, reserving judg-
ment.

Litton, in the meantime, looked ear-
nestly at the gleam of the heavy wires
that upheld the Morgan sign. ~Then
he lifted the rifle quickly to his
shoulder.

The butt had hardly settled into the
hollow of his shoulder before he pulled
the trigger. The great sign swung
down and hung by a single wire.

“ Jumping — jiminy!” said Jimmy,
under his breath. He looked up with
worshiping eyes-at the stranger; and,
behold, as the sign swung slowly back
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and forth, the rifle spoke again, and the
heavy board crashed to the ground.
Jimmy yelled with joy.

ROM the great, yawning double

doors of the warehouse ran two

or three men. They recoiled with
shouts when they saw the figure with
leveled rifle across the street. But the
direction of the weapon was no longer
towards them.

“If the Morgans are down,” said
Litton, “turn and turn about is fair
play. What about the Chaneys ?”

Straightaway the rifle barked twice,
and the Chaney sign smote also the dust
and broke in two.

Jimmy could no longer shout. His
eyes were two blue and white saucers.
And Litton, turning, had a faint
glimpse of a girl’s face, pressed so close
against the front window of the store
that the nose made a white spot on the
pane.

He reéntered the door as Lou Rae-
burn was scampering to regain her
place behind the counter. She was pant-
ing a little, and her eyes were dancing
as he paid his bill.

‘“ Straightest shooting rifle I ever
had,” said Barry Litton.  Maybe I
can get some advice, here?”

“You bet you can get advice,” said
Jimmy, his voice a crow of ecstasy.

“I want to find a shack on the edge
of town—a place to rent. A couple
of rooms would do. Know about a
place like that?”

“Si Turner’s place,” said the boy
and the girl, in one breath.

“ Will you show me, Jim?” he asked.

“Don’t forget about ammunition,”
said Jimmy. O, but there’s gonna
be a stir. The Chaneys and the Mor-
gans! Both slapped in the face! Wow!”
The boy who liked to kick up dust
yelled with joy.
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So it was that ammunition in quan-
tity was bought.

“ Have you got a lot of friends?”
asked the girl behind the counter.

“ Quite a few, here and there,” said
Litton, who was standing at the door.

“You'd better spend the night writ-
ing to them,” said she. “ They’d prob-
ably all like to have a farewell letter!”

“I might do that,” he answered,
“but I haven’t any writing paper with
my crest on it.” He passed out to the
street, with Jimmy fairly dancing be-
side him.

Already a crowd was gathering
around the fallen signs, and more men
and women and children were coming
at full speed.

“You're raised a dust, all right,”
said the boy. “ Look at ’em! By jingo,
won’t the Chaneys and the Morgans
choke

Tom Willow, with the two horses
and the steer, stood nearby.

“ Great thunder, sir,”
“ What you been up to?”

“1 was trying out a rifle,” said Lit-
ton. “ Which way is the Si Turner’s
place?” he asked of the boy.

“Right down the street, between
them two fallen signs,” said Jimmy.

“ Go down the street,” said Litton to
Willow, “and we’ll overtake you.
Where’s there a shop to buy chuck,
Jimmy?”

“There’s Mayberry’s, across the
way,” said Jimmy. ‘“They’ve got
everything from whole sides of beef to
crackers.” ’

“We'll try Mayberry’s,” said Litton.

E]

said he.

HEY crossed the street, and as

they crossed, Litton called after

Willow, “Step up and give
Chaney and Morgan enough money to
pay for putting their signs back in
place, will you, Willow ?”
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There was a groan from that worthy,
and Litton and the boy entered May-
berry’s big store.

“ Look,” said Jimmy, “ there’s every-
thing that anybody could want, here.”

“Go on and order, Jim,” said his
companion.

“ Me? Me order?” exclaimed Jimmy.

“ That’s the idea. You order. No-
body knows what he wants to eat, after
he gets past twelve or thirteen years
old. But at that age a fellow knows ex-
actly what he wants.”

“ You like jam?” asked Jimmy, wist-
fully. “I mean, with bread that’s thick
with butter?”’

“ Nothing better, now that you speak
of it,” said Litton.

“ And sardines?” asked Jimmy.

“Yes, and sardines, of course! You
go ahead and order.”

“ How much?”

“ Why, as much as you think a pair
of people would want to have around
them, if they were staying a month or
so.”

Jimmy’s blue eyes flared with joy.

He stepped to the counter. * Hey,
you,” he said to the clerk.

“ Whacha want, Jim?”
yawning clerk.

“Trot out that deer
brought in this morning.”

“ How much of it?” asked the clerk.

“The all of it,” said Jimmy.
“ There’s gunna be venison ate around
this town, before long.—And rake
down ‘that shelf of blackberry jam. I
wish that there was two shelves, but
I'll take what you got.—And all the
canned brownbread that’s in the place,
too.”

“ Hey, Jim, what sort of a jamboree
is this going to be?” asked the clerk.
“ And who’s gonna pay for this here?”

“This here gentleman is gonna pay
for it all,” said Jimmy. ‘I wantcha

asked a

that was
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to know, boy, that a gent has struck
Holy Creek who knows what chuck is!”

CHAPTER V.
WITHOUT WARNING.

ITTON and the boy left the store,
and together they went down the
street.

You coming down to Turher’s

place with me?” Litton asked.

“ Say,” said Jimmy, “ what are you
doing with the Dead Man Steer ?”

“ I'm keeping it for the sheriff,” said
Litton.

“What for?”

“T’'m going to charge nickels to the
boys who want to see it—except you,
Jim. You're in on the ground floor.”

“ Nickels, eh?” questioned Jimmy.
“How about bullets? Will they do?
Because you're likely to get a whole
flock more of them than nickels.”

“Tll take whatever I can get,” an-
swered Litton. “ Mind you, partner,
if you walk down the street with me
now, you're liable to collect a bullet or
two your ownself.”

“If they can hit me, they can mur-
der jack-rabbits on the run,” boasted
Jimmy. ‘“Come along!”

So they sauntered down the middle
of the street.

“ It makes dusty walking, here in the
middle of the street,” said the boy.

“ It does,” answered the other, “ but
it gives you a chance to look at the
doorways behind you.”

They drew near the crowd that
now spilled quite across the street from
the Chaney to the Morgan warehouse.
And as they approached, an avenue
opened up before them.

Jimmy, delighted, could not help
thrusting out his chest like a pouter
pigeon.
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 Something’s gonna break now,” he

said.

“Not yet,” answered Litton.

“ Theyll need a little time to make -

up their minds. Anyway, we’ll see how
hard this town is.”

“It’s plenty hard,” said Jimmy.

They had come to a spot midway
between the two stores when a gray-
headed man, big and walking with long
strides, came out to them. He pointed
a finger at Litton.

“You're the man who shot down
that Morgan sign?” he asked.

“I am,” said Litton. “ I needed to
try out a rifle I'd just bought, and I
thought if I paid for the damage—"
He was smiling gently as he spoke.

“You and your damages be
damned!” said the big man. * This
ain’t the last you’ll hear of shootin’
down signs in Holy Creek!”

“ Brother,” said Litton, “ I'm mov-
ing into the Si Turner shack, and if
anybody wants me, I'll be found there
at regular hours—and irregular hours,
too. The Dead Man Steer will be at
home there, too. Five cents is all I
charge.” :

He drew himself up. Then, looking
deliberately to the right and the left,
over the heads of the others, he re-
marked, “ But it doesn’t look as though
T’ll collect much money in this crowd.”

“Doesn’t it?” demanded the other.
“ What do you—"

“Tt doesn’t,” said Barry Litton,
“because it doesn’t look to me as
though there are many men in the lot
of you who are worth a nickel!”

“7 ITH that he strode on, leaving

behind him the men who had
been drinking in the scene,

their eyes and ears dumfounded.
Jimmy scurried at the side of his
longer-stepping companion. * Jumping
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jiminy!” said he. “ You know who that
was?”’

“ The gray-headed fellow? No.”

“ That was Rush Morgan himself,
and he’s the head of the whole clan,”
said the boy.

“Is he?” said the other carelessly.
“TI'm glad I've seen him, then.”

“ But look here!” said the boy. “If
you—" He paused, unable to speak
more, and looked at the load of guns
carried over the bend in his compan-
ion’s left arm.

Then he shook his head. “ What
brought you out here, partner?” asked
Jimmy, filled with a deep awe and even
deeper worship.

“ Why,” said the other, “ a friend of
a friend of mine wrote about Holy
Creek. I thought since I was traveling
this way I might as well look it up.”

“Who was it that wrote?”

“ A man called Pete. Red Pete. Red
Pete Chalmers was his name.”

“Red Pete?” asked the boy. “ Why,
I know about him!”

“Do you?” said Litton, with seem-
ing carelessness.

“ They bumped him off.”

“ Why, who killed him?” asked Lit-
ton. “ Was he a bad actor?”

“He wasn’t doing nothing,” said
the boy, “ but he got in between, when
the Morgans and the Chaneys met up,
one time, right here in town. It hap-
pened right back there. They opened
up, and he got in between. He was
about the only man killed that day.”

“ Wouldn’t the fool move when they
yelled to him to get out of the way?”’
asked Litton even more carelessly. But

his face, which was turned a trifle

away from the boy, had turned a shade
pale under the tan. His jaw was set
like stone.

“ There wasn’t anybody shouting to
him to get out of the way,” said the
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boy. “ They just opened up and blazed
away at each other, and he happened to
be in between.”

“Yeah?” murmured Barry Litton.
“Was it a Morgan or a Chaney who
got him?”

“ Nobody could tell,” said the boy.
“He was right in between. It might
have been either of the lot, or both.”

“ Kind of hard luck for Red Pete,
eh?” said Barry Litton, laughing.

There was a hard grating sound in
the laughter. The boy did not notice it,
however. He looked up with amaze-
ment at a man who could be so totally
callous.

2 EAH, it was hard luck,” said the
boy. “ Kind of mean luck, too,”
he continued, ‘ because, like

you say, you'd think that people would

give a sign to folks in between, before
they start in shooting.”

“Yes, a fellow would think that,”
said Litton. ¢ Still, I don’t know. A
man, has to take his chances.”

- “Yeah. But there weren't no

chances—not for Red Pete. It made

me sick when I seen him spin around
and drop.”

“Oh, you saw it, did you?” said
Litton, with an imperceptible start.

“ It was close to the shop, you see,”
explained the boy, “and I was there
near the window. I looked out and saw
the shooting begin, and I saw Red Pete
grab his guns as he fell.”

“He went for his guns, did he?”
asked the other in a faint voice.

“You bet. He had a gun in each
hand as he hit the dust, but he hit the
dust dead.”

“That was his bad luck,” said Lit-
ton.

“He was a fine big gent, too,” said
the boy. “He was your size, part-
ner.”
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“ Was he?” murmured Litton. His
voice was almost inaudible.

“ And he had eyes about like yours
—mighty blue,” said Jimmy.

“Yeah?” drawled Litton. He gave
a sudden shrug to his shoulders, as
though a chill had run down his spine.

“ Say—he was a ringer for you,”
said the boy, ““ except that he had red
hair.—I never thought of that be-
fore!”

“ Yeah, I guess a lot of people look
like one another,” remarked Barry Lit-
ton carelessly.

“But not ringers—like him for
you,” said the boy. “ They got him
planted out in Boot Hill, and nobody
but half a dozen would know where
the grave is.”

“ Why,” said Litton, “ some day we
might step out and take a look at it—
just for curiosity, eh?”

CHAPTER VL
MRS. MURDER.

I TURNER’S place lay on a
slight rise of ground at the end of
the village, and on the way to the

shack they routed out Turner himself
to conduct them to the old house. He
was living in a new one, now—a tall,
narrow house with two stories and an
attic, the attic being Si Turner’s chief
pride. Whenever he made a - lucky
strike in the hills and sold out his claim
for a comfortable sum, the very first
thing that he thought about was a
house with an aftic; for, as he ex-
plained to young Barry Litton, a one-
story house was all right for a young
fellow, but by the time a man had
accumulated a past he needed some
place to put it.

“'There’s my old traps, for in-
stance,” said Si Turner. “ Why, some
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of them old bear traps of mine have got
a history behind them. I tell you what,
I can read inches deep in the rust; they
are covered with fine prints for me,
brother.—Then you take things like
old broken snowshoes. They ain’t much
to look at, but some of them snow-
shoes, they walk me right back through
times that give me a chill up the back,
I can tell you. And where’s there a
place for ’em except in an attic? No,
sir, I tell you what—a house without
an attic is like a man without a mem-
Ol‘y.”

The old shanty which Barry Litton
had asked about was composed of two
rooms, a kitchen-dining room and a
bedroom-parlor. There was a stove in
the kitchen; there were two bunks built
against the walls of the other room.
There were a few other articles of fur-
niture, about which Si Turner made the
comment, “ They don’t look right, sit-
ting around the new house; and they’re
too good to store in the attic. So there’s
a good many times when 1 come up
here and spend an hour or two fiddling
around the old house, thinkin' things
over—You take and look at that
‘M. W., carved into the side of that
table, good and deep. It was carved by
a good deep kind of a man. Them
initials was sunk there into my table by
Milton West. It wouldn’t be hard to
prove to my grandchildren, if I ever
got married and had any, that Milt
West was a partner of mine. There’s
things about Milt and his fights and his
travels that would make a man keep on
thinkin’ for an hour at a time . . .

“’There’s other things about the
house that might be you'd like to know
about. There’s that slice above the
door. Maybe you wouldn’t know that
Tom O’Shay, he put that cut there with
his own hand? Yes, sir, the ax he
throwed didn’t hit me, but it took the
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hat off my head and jammed it into
the wall, there. Look close an’ you can
see some of the threads that still stick
there in the crack.—You see?”

“ SEEL,” said Litton.
Said Si Turner: “It never
would hardly be possible for me
to be lonesome, up here in this shack.—
There’s that cobweb, d’you mind ?”’ He
pointed to a great sheet of silver silk
that filled an upper corner of the
ceiling.

“That’s a big cobweb,” said Litton.
“ That would be good for stopping a
flow of blood.”

“ Well, maybe it would,” said Si
Turner. “I reckon that anything cob-
webs would be good for, that one
would be extra fine at. Well, I've seen
that cobweb made and kept for eight
years, partner! Yes, sir. For eight
whole years she’s hung there. And the
old lady spider down there in the sack
at the corner of the web, with her
hands stretched out on her telegraph
lines, waiting for news of raw meat.
There’s many and many a time, I can
tell you, that I’ve sat here, of a summer
afternoon, and caught flies and hoisted
them up and dropped them on the web,
and watched old Mrs. Murder come
bustling out and grab the fly. T've lis-
tened to his poor wings sing for a
second or two; and many a morning
T've looked down in the corner and
seen the dead, dry bodies that Mrs.
Murder had heaved out of her house!

“There was a day when I seen a big
hornet go whang into that nest, and
bust about half of the main cables at
one crash. Out comes Mrs. Murder on
the run. I aimed to think that she’d
cut the hornet loose before he spoiled
the rest of her web; but not her. She
begun to throw out films of thread, and
pretty soon she got one of those wings
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of the hornet nailed down. He was
still thrashin’ around and tearin’ things
up; and finally, all that web was down
except where the ruins was hanging by
the ends of two or three of the main
cables. It was a sad thing to see that
fine old web danglin’ around in the
wind that the hornet kept up with his
one wing. '

“But by jiminy, I tell you what—
Mrs. Murder, she kept at her work,
and finally she got the other wing
lashed; and then she went down,
mighty careful. I stood on a chair and
watched that hornet gnashing his teeth
and sticking out his sting, like the head
of a spear, and all shining with poison.
A coupla times it looked to me like he
was gonna put an end to Mrs. Murder;
but at the last she got him, and what
was left of that feller is back in my
attic, glued to a bit of a card. There ain’t
more’n a shell left to him, and yet you
can’t hardly see where that old lady put
in the knife!—No, sir, I never seen a
better spider than her; a more keener
spider, or a neater about her house-
work—or a brighter, or a more enter-
taining spider. For a long winter eve-
ning, I wouldn’t know whether I'd
rather spend time with old Milt West,
when he was alive, or watching that
spider up there. Why, she knows mie,
doggone her!”

He tapped the web with a straw, and
out ran a long-legged, hairy horror of
a spider, to pause in the very center of
the web.

“There she is!—There’s Mrs. Mur-
der for you,” said old Si Turner.
“ Ain’t she a beauty?”

“ She’s as good a spider as I ever
saw!” declared Litton, with a slight
shiver in his shoulders.

“You give her a fly or two, now and
then,” said Si Turner, “ and the first
thing you know, you won’t be reading
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your paper, of an afternoon.—You'll
be cocking an eye up at that web.”

I TURNER pointed out other ob-
jects of interest on his place. He
had been faced with the great

question—Ought he to take electricity
into the house, or not? But electricity
finally had come in; and as Si Turner
said, it made the house as bright as
day!

This house, with all of its carved
initials, its electric light, corral, shed,
and spider webs, was for rent at the
small figure of ten dollars a month.
Barry Litton paid a month in advance.
Then Si Turner shook hands, wished
him luck, and wandered back down the
road.

Jimmy, in the meantime, had scouted
about the place and delighted himself
with all that was in it.

“Here comes the grocery wagon,
loaded down,” said Litton. “ You tell
the driver where to put the stuff in
here—if there’s room for it all in the
kitchen. I've got to go out and have a
talk with Tom Willow.”

“ Partner,” said Jimmy, “I'll have
everything stowed away like in a pack
—with a diamond hitch throwed onto
it!”

Tom Willow had put the mule and
the horse in the shed in the meantime;
and the corral was left to the wander-
ings of the Dead Man Steer. It wasa
good corral, with a muddy little stream
of water trickling across one corner of
it, and a fresh growth of grass cover-
ing the ground. The Dead Man Steer
began to graze in the most peaceful
manner, while Barry, his new guard-
ian, looked down upon him with
thoughtful interest.

Both the Morgans and the Chaneys
had been slapped in the face on this
day; and now the steer was virtually a
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red rag that would flap in their faces. Barry turned to Jimmy, who had
Barry Litton was more and more just finished storing and stacking the
pleased as he considered this matter. provisions in the kitchen. “ Hey, Jim!”

From among the many boxes sent up he said, “ come here a minute, I've an
from the grocery store he selected the errand in town for you.”

smooth, pinewood sides of two, and “Yeah?” said Jimmy, dimly, speak-
upon these he wrote in large letters: ing around a mouthful of fig cookies
TRESPASSERS BEWARE 111111 that distended his jaws grotesquely.

“Will you run down to the sheriff

Underneath, he wrote in smaller : s
and ask him if he has any objection to

letters: _
Anyone encroaching upon this ground with- gLy shoovtm.g trespassers after I've put
out permission does so at his own risk. out these SlgnS?”

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK.
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Plane Parking in the Arctic

“C-CASK ” are the license letters of one of the most remarkable airplanes

in Canadian aviation. It was while flying from Baker Lake, on the
west shore of Hudson Bay, to Bathurst Inlet, over practically uncharted
territory, that a snowstorm came up, forcing G-CASK and a companion
ship down at Dease Point.

A gale was blowing by the time the two ships arrived at Dease Point,
not far from the magnetic North Pole, which made the use of a compass
impossible. FEven the sun compass carried failed to function for the ships,
because heavy snow obscured the sun from sight. This was in September,
1929. Lack of gasoline, because the machines had flown so far off course,
made it imperative that one ship be abandoned and the party fly to Bathurst
in the other. G-CASK was left behind. It was run up on shore under its
own power, despite the fact that it had pontoons and not wheels, it was
tied down to the rocky ground, its engine bundled up in the regular engine
covering, and left to weather the Arctic winter, drifting sea-fogs, salt spray,
blizzards, and the sun of the twenty-four hour Arctic short summer days.

In August, 1930, G-CASK was sighted by a plane sent to-salvage the
ship. Apart from a little rust there were no signs of damage, even the
floats being in perfect condition. The engine was checked over and started
up without any difficulty. The machine was taxied down the rocky shore on
its pontoons to the water within two and a half hours of the arrival of the
salvage plane. The following morning, after sitting for eleven months
uncovered to the Arctic winds and weather, it was flown to McMurray in
northern Alberta. Even the battery was in good condition when the ship
was found.

James Montagnes.



The Man-Hunter
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Author of “Chiteaus of Missing Men,” ““Buccaneer Blood,” efc,

Livingston had trailed his man in worse places than the Lower California
mountains—but never a man guarded by ghosts

CHAPTER I
HOT BLOOD.

HAT guide of mine, Pedro, was
I the worst sort of rascal. They
warned me about him before I
left La Paz. When the jefe went over
my papers and signed my rifle permit,
he dropped a hint—after his own
fashion, of course. ,
“ Sefior Livingston, I grieve to see
you depart with that man Pedro. Our
country is wild, and it would pay you
to wait a week or so, when I could pro-
cure you a better guide.”

“T can take care of Pedro, thanks,”
I told him. “He’s the only man in

' La Paz who knows the Three Virgins
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country, and I’ve met bad men before
this. That’s my business.”

“ Assuredly,” said the jefe, “It is
certain that Pedro knows the country.”

He took me for a bull-headed
gringo, but as a matter of fact I did not
dare wait a week or two. If I did,
Bannister would certainly learn that I
was here. Strangers at La Paz, outside
the pearling season, are few and far
between. Even if Bannister lived in the
midst of the most God-forsaken desert



“There are no cartridges in it,” he heard Bannister say mockingly

on earth he would hear about me. My
only chance to get him was to strike
hard and fast. Two years back, in
Honduras, I had missed him in just
that fashion—by delaying my stroke.
Then Bannister dropped completely out
of sight. Now I had him, and I meant
to get him.

So I left La Paz with my friend
Pedro, swarthy, agile, hard as nails,
and with two mules. The Three Vir-
gins were ahead of us now, their empty
volcanic cones hard and ash-white
against the blue sky, and about us was
a blasted region. Not even cactus grew
here. Nothing but naked rock, though
Pedro declared we would find cactus
enough ahead.

Pedro made no trouble. I can be a
pretty hard-boiled sort of person my-
self, when necessary, and he knew it.
Also, I was no tenderfoot. I had trailed

27

other men before this; as I say, that
was my business. The chief operative
for the Bankers Protection, Incorpor-
ated, has to know his onions—or die
quickly. ‘

Detective? No, not a bit of it. T
merely ran them down after the real
detective work was done, and I am not
one of these duty hounds, either. For
instance, I let Pearling go, after
nabbing him in Morocco, because I felt
sorry for the poor devil, and because 1
found he was not to blame. I also got
Wasserman off, after bringing him
back from Peru, by my evidence.” But
Bannister—ouch! Bannister was just
a high class, cold-blooded thief.” He
got clear with a cool million and a half,
all trust funds, and all belonging to a
bunch of women who had organized—
widows, mostly, made so by the war.

I can see why a man will steal from
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a bank, why he’ll wreck.a stock com-
pany, why he’ll even rob himself, as
some do. But the man who cleans out
a crowd of veterans’ widows and kids,
is about the lowest thing on two legs,
in my opinion. That’s why I had made
it a personal matter to get Bannister.
And hete he was, out in the middle of
Lower California, under the name of
Epstein, pretending to be a German
scientist. I had the goods on him, right
enough. He had been here for two
years, after giving me the slip in Hon-
duras. :

On the sixth night out I had a talk
with Pedro. We were at a tiny water
hole, nothing but that naked volcanic
rock all about us; and the glass-like
trail had ripped my boots to .pieces.
When a trail will do that in six days,
you know how bad it is. Pedro wore
the soft leather sandals of the penin-
sula, which will last longer.

“Tet us confer seriously, Pedro,” I
said, when we had finished our supper.
The tips of the Three Virgins were
ominously red in the sunset. “Just
how far is San Xavier Cafion from
here?” '

" Pedro shifted his serape to the other
shoulder and spoke through his cig-
arette. “ Two days, seiior.”

“Then we'll have plenty of water,
leaving here. Do you know Sefior
Epstein?”

Pedro did not. “It is-three years
since I have been to San Xavier,” he
said. ‘7 hear that a man is there, yes.
In the ancient days, the fathers had a
mission there; but the Indios have died
out, and now everything is in ruins. TIs
the sefior a friend of Sefior Epstein?”’

“ Even as a brother,” I said solemn-
ly. “I bring him good news from his
friends.”

At last I got Pedro to draw a map
in the dust, and he did not have sense
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enough to do it wrongly, though he
tried. However, I got the truth out of
him before we finished. He was a
sullen rat, this Pedro, unshaven and
dirty and with long black mustaches;
but his rifle was kept clean. This was
significant. It should have warned me,
but it did not.

Morning saw us stumbling on behind
the mules, across that waste of lava
and obsidian, always climbing imper-
ceptibly to the upland beyond. Now
began to appear the distorted shapes of
yucca cactus, Joshua trees lifting
agonized arms. Here and there, where
cafions ran into the distance, mesquite
and smoke-bush hecame evident. A
hot, intensely dry breeze swept down
from the Three Virgins, sapping the
moisture out of our bodies.

OON came. The sun was white-

hot, blinding, its terrific down-

pour of heat radiated back a

thousand-fold from the rocky waste

around. In such heat a man could go

mad quickly, could act on sudden
frightful impulse, could do anything.

Pedro halted the mules and beck-
oned to me. He pointed past the west-
ernmost  of the Three Virgins, and I
saw a little red knob of rock in the
distance.

“On the north side of that red hill,
seiior, is San Xavier,” he said, thick-
tongued. ‘““ Much cactus about, all
kinds. It is like a forest. T'o-morrow
night we get there, for it is far—"

He paused suddenly, reached for-
ward, and jerked his rifle from beneath
the straps of the nearest mule. He
fired quickly, and uttered a low cry of
exultation, then shambled forward. I
saw him pick up the jack rabbit he had
knocked over. He set his mouth to the
still quivering body. After a moment
he lowered it, and blood showed on his
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face. He had been drinking the warm
blood ! :

That disgusted me. He returned to
where I stood, and a dozen feet away
dropped the rabbit. Then, without a
word, without warning, he threw up
his rifle and fired pointblank.

The bullet knocked me sprawling,
striking me squately over the heart. I
dared take no chances on a second bul-
let, Coming to one knee, I whipped out
my pistol and shot twice. Pedro
crumpled up, in the very act of firing
again. Probably he had never heard of
a bullet-proof vest.

There was nothing to do for him;
both bullets had gone home. I toiled
hard, piling up some loose rock above
his body, and so left him. Despite this
inconvenience, however, I did not re-
move the vest—it looked like any other
vest, and I wore it in place of a coat.
This was not the first time it had saved
my life.

All this is but the prologue, as it
were. You will observe that there could
be no mistake whatever about Pedro
being dead, exceedingly dead. And no
one had observed the happening. We
were alone, and in the midst of a
frightful desert, beneath a brazen §ky,
long days’ travel from any inhabited
spot.

I plodded on with the mules across
the trackless waste, hoping that Pedro
had not lied about the location of San
Xavier.

CHAPTER IL
STRANGE WELCOME.

EDRO had not lied, but it was

P close to sunset when I came down
into San Xavier Cafion.

I was a frightful looking object, un-

shaven for a week, my shoes and gar-

- about me, but the path held clear.
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ments in rags, my old Stetson flopping
over my eyes. That was as I wished,
for while Bannister did not know me
by sight, I was taking no chances on
the unknown.

Making the red hill, which proved to
be a long hogback of volcanic rock, I
could gaze down upon the canion, which
proved surprisingly wide across, run-
ning off to the northwest. As Pedro
had said, it was a veritable forest of
cactus. I had never seen or imagined
anything like it.

After’ the winter rains, when the
cactus was in flower, this must have
been a glorious sight; but the flowers
had gone months ago and all was dry
and barren. Here were immense fluted
columns of the saguaro, blackish and
spiked, towering to seventy feet or
more; the graceful muilapa, nearly as
high; dense clusters of gray ocotillo
poles, and beneath these the cylindrical
barrel cactus or wiznaga, huge brown-
ish cardones, cat-claw brush, cholla,
and various kinds of yuccas.

Sight of all these in one spot aston-
ished me, until I realized that they must
have been gathered here originally by
human hands, perhaps by the old
padres. From the hillside, to which a
distinct path had led me, I perceived
that this apparent jungle of thorns was
really broken by gullies and rocky
arroyos, Only in the rainy season could
there be much water in this wide, rocky
cafion. From where I stood, the path
plunged down into the jungle, and in
the midst of it all, a quarter-mile away,
I discerned the red tiles of a roof.

I followed the path, and the mules
were willing enough, for they sensed
water ahead. In five minutes the mass
of brown and gray claws had closed
No
living creature had been in sight from
the hill.
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Here in this grotesque jungle the
heat was terrific. The long, thorny
ocotillos seemed to squirm like reptiles
under the bitter sunlight. Reptiles, in-
deed, could hardly have endured this
sun for two minutes without perishing.
Only the white lizards, with their spiny
backs looking like miniature dinosaurs,
could find this downpour of sun a
pleasant thing.

The shimmering, weaving ocotillos,
with their fierce, hard thorns, fascinated
me. They were all around, in multi-
tudes. The path, while wide enough,
was cut off from any sight of what lay
ahead, until I descried the mass of a
grayish stone building with the red roof
tiles which I had seen before. Oddly
enough, the forest of cactus went up
close to it, surrounded it, extended on
the farther side. This was abnormal.

The building was large. Masses of
stone lay about; and surveying it care-
fully, I realized that it was an old struc-
ture rebuilt, and not so long ago either.
Undoubtedly, Bannister had put it into
shape for his own use, from the ruins
left by the padres. Therefore he was
not alone here. He would not be alone,
naturally.

With a tinkle of their bells, the mules
passed on around the house. I hobbled
up to the massive door and pounded at
it. Even with the sunset, there came
1o cooling breath here, for until mid-
night heat would pour out of the sun-
soaked rocks all about.

The rasp of a bolt being shot back
came to me, and the door was swung
open by Bannister himself. Although he
had grown a mustache and a chin-tuft,
I knew him instantly from his pictures;
a tall, powerful fellow, sun-hardened,
with slits of eyes and a hawk nose.
Predatory, cruel, but keenly intelligent.

“ Good day, sefior,” I mumbled in
Spanish. I had purposely drunk no
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water all afternoon, to make my voice
thick. ““Water! I’ve been lost for two

-days—guide tried to murder me, but I

got away. I found a trail that brought
me here—"

“Hello! You're no Mexican!” ex-
claimed Bannister in English,and threw
open the door. ““ Come in, partner! The
house is yours, as .we say down here.
American?”’

“ Sure. Simpson is the name,” 1
said. ‘ Thought you were Mexican.—
Got any water?”

“ Come along,” he said. “TI am Dr.
Epstein. We'll take care of you. Those
your mules that went around ? All right.
Gomez will see to them. Come along.
When will you fool prospectors learn
not to wear boots? Well, we've got
plenty feguas, and water enough. Got
a room all ready for you. That’s serv-
ice, eh?”

I was surprised to find only a narrow
little passage inside the door. It turned
sharply to the left, running along the
outside wall of the building, and we
passed no doors on the other side. At
the end of this singular corridor, Ban-
nister flung open the door of a room
and waved me in.

T was not a large room. It held a
cot, a table, chairs, a washstand
ready with clean towels—every-

thing neat and clean, with curtains over
the windows. On the table were some
American magazines and a recently
published book.

“You're okay now, Simpson,” said
Bannister from the doorway.  Drink-
ing water you'll find in the olla at the
window. I’ll send Gomez with some
teguas and a clean outfit. Anything you
want out of your packs?”’

“ No, thanks,” I said, reaching for
the olla that hung before one of the
windows.
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“ Then take an hour’s rest, and we’ll
rouse you at seven, for dinner.”

He departed, closing the door after
him, as I was gulping at the water with
a very real thirst. Then I stood look-
ing around, considering my course.
Shave? No. Best to clip the beard
and leave it. Bannister was smart, and
he might have gotten hold of a picture
of John Livingston somewhere. The
name of Simpson, however, which also
appeared on my permits and docu-
ments, would mean nothing to him.
Better take no chances. I had my man
all right, but I also wanted as much of
his loot as I could grab. Those war
widows needed it.

Painfully, I got my bandaged feet
out of the remnants of my boots, and
was stripping off my vest and my tat-
tered garments when a knock sounded
at the door. At my word, it opened to
admit an almost black peon who bore a
tray with limes, tinkling pitcher and
glass. He also carried a pair of the
usual hide sandals, and a folded pair
of pyjamas of bright yellow silk.

“The mules are safe, sejior,” said
Gomez. “ And I will clean the rifle,
which is dirty. The sefior sends you
limes and ice, and these garments. At
seven I will call you.”

Something about the man struck me
as being queer. He spoke without ani-
mation, listlessly, with no expression in
his face; his eyes looked dull and dead.
Then I saw an enormous purplish scar
clear around the dark throat. When he
went out I stared after him, feeling
slightly shocked in a way hard to de-
scribe.

I enjoved a good wash-up, clipped
my beard into trim lines, and turned to
the pitcher. In it was ice and water. I
noticed that three or four of the limes
had been cut in half, but that suggested
nothing to me except the thoughtful-
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ness of a perfect host. Lighting a ciga-
rette I squeezed the limes into the
pitcher, stirred up the contents, and
poured a refreshing drink. My whole
body was avid for water, after that
scorching desert.

With the second glass, however, I
paused abruptly. Now, perhaps, too
late, I noticed a peculiar taste, not en-
tirely of limes. Taking up the pitcher,
which was of clear glass, I examined
it. No sugar, no sediment, nothing
wrong.

Then it occurred to me to examine
the limes which I had squeezed. Why, I
have no idea, unless from some linger-
ing thought of the Borgias, those noted
poisoners of olden days. The Borgia
family, I recalled, had supplied the
money to found certain of these old
missions in Lower California, a fact
which I had learned in La Paz.

The limes, I found, were slightly dis-
colored, as though cut with a dirty
knife. I smoked thoughtfully for a
moment, then pulled the curtains from
one of the two windows. The sun was
down by this time, and the room was
darkening. Across the windows were
iron bars. Turning to the door, half
angry at my own folly, I tried it—and
found it locked!

“ Nonsense!” I muttered. “ The win-
dows would be barred, in this country.
And they might easily lock in any wan-
dering drifter . who showed up.—But
damn it! I don’t like those limes!
Could Bannister have suspected any-
thing? Did he dope me, by any
chance ?”

I could not believe it, for there
seemed nothing wrong with me. Pres-
ently I stretched out comfortably on the
bed, after donning those silk pyjamas.
They belonged to Banister, as the size
showed. He was a big man, but I was

a trifle larger, hence they were a mite
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small in the chest for me. I put my
bullet-proof vest on, beneath the jacket.

CANDLE and matches lay on the
table. As the room darkened, I
rose and lit the candle. My ap-

prehensions fled away, for I felt not the
least drowsiness or feeling of having
been drugged ; and laughing at my own
suspicions, 1 opened the book that lay
on the table and sat down to glance at
it, with idle curiosity. My own name
was written on the title-page!

I stared at it, incredulous, but there
was no mistake. “ John Livingston,
Bankers Protection, Inc.,” stared back
at me. I turned the page, glanced
through the book. It was a dummy
book, made with blank leaves. On these
leaves were pasted photographs or
items, cut from magazines and news-
papers, all of them concerning me in
some way or other. Nothing else was
in the book. -

With a glimmering of sense, I re-
alized the truth. Bannister had known
that I was after him, of course. He had
subscribed to a clipping agency and had
procured every clipping possible ahout
me. No doubt he had a mania on the
subject. Not an wuncommon thing
among such criminals. He had known
that John Livingston would come here,
some day, somehow, and so he had put
this hook in this guest chamber.

I smiled at that, and smiling, fell
asleep. A hideous dream came to me,
a regular nightmare. All I can recall
of it is that I was lying out beneath the
limbs of a Joshua tree. A monstrous
buzzard was sitting on my chest, and
presently he leaned forward and drove
his beak into my cheek. The pain of
it awakened me. Coming upright, I
found that the man Gomez had been
shaking me with one hand, holding up
the candle with the other. A drop of
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the hot wax had fallen on my cheek.
When I cursed him, Gomez shrank
back, then stood staring at me with his
dull eyes. Again I felt that singular
horror of him; it quelled me into
silence.

“ Sefior, dinner is ready,”
his lifeless voice.

“Very well,” I replied, and rose.

The house was by no means cool; the
stone walls, like the stone walls of the
cafion, were still fiery from the day’s
sun. My pyjama garb was eminently
suitable,

I looked at Gomez. “ What is that
mark around your neck?” I demanded.
He lifted one hand to the purplish scar
and regarded me with a blank expres-
sion.

“I do not know, sefior,” he an-
swered.

I determined that he was probably
slow-witted or worse. When 1 signified
that I was ready, he preceded me with
the candle.

Wide awake now, I was laughing at
my own excited imagination. There
was the book on the table, of course,
but that was a perfectly logical and
common-sense matter, not in the least
extraordinary. In passing, I glanced at
the tray, and saw that the limes had
shriveled about the edges. Perhaps
from the heat, perhaps not. For an in-
stant, my suspicions flared up, then died
again, and I was quite myself, entirely
normal in every way—or so I thought.

Out in that narrow corridor, Gomez
turned sharply left. Another narrow
corridor without a door. These singu-
lar halls appeared to surround some
central chamber, apparently without an
opening. A door showed ahead of us,
covered with a heavy curtain. Gomez
swung open the door, held aside the
curtain for me, and I walked into a din-
ing room blazing with soft candlelight.

2A—10

]\es said, in
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Bannister turned from the table and
held out his hand in greeting. ‘“ Ah!
Feeling better now, Simpson?” he ex-
claimed, looking me fixedly in the face
as we shook hands. “ Yes, more like
yourself. Come, sit down. - You may
serve, Gomez.”

“ S, seitor amo,” said Gomez.

Those three words startled me slight-
ly. Gomez had called Bannister *“ mas-
ter,” which was not at all customary.

)

DROPPED into a chair and looked
I about me with some curiosity.
The room was simply and com-
fortably furnished; the table was neat
but simple. There was crudity on every
hand, no ostentation whatever. Bannis-
ter fell to talking about the trails from
La Paz, and I came alert as I gave my
pre-arranged account of myself.

Yes, I had come from La Paz, seek-
ing a bit of hunting, trying to get back
health by a trip through these high up-
lands, and incidentally exploring a
little-known country. That was after
my business back home had gone to
smash. My guide, taking me for a
wealthy Americano, had tried to mur-
der me and I had fled.

“You're lucky,” said Bannister
gravely, his slits of eyes glittering in the
candlelight. * Others have not been so
fortunate. I remember, last year, a man
named Cleveland perished miserably in
this desert. He was trying to explore
or prospect the Three Virgins.—They
are inhospitable ladies.”

I felt rather cold. I had known
Cleveland. He was, in fact, one of my
own men, and he had been on the trail
of the Denver Bank teller, Hall, who
had vanished somewhere on the West
Coast with his loot. No report had ever
come from poor Cleveland, though Hall
had been found murdered aboard a
coasting steamer, his loot missing.

3A—10
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Gomiez was serving an excellent dish
of young goat.

“It’s a surprise to find a man like
you in this waste, Dr. Epstein,” I said

presently. “ Surely you don’t live all
alone here?”
“ Alone? Oh, by no means!” and

he laughed in a queer way that gave me
the creeps. “I have Gomez, and his
wife who cooks for me, and one or two
other friends here. T’ll introduce you
to them after dinner. I find this a fas-
cinating place, Simpson, and well suited
to my work.”

“ And what is that, if I may ask?”

“ Experiments which might not be
welcomed elsewhere,” answered Ban-
nister., His voice had taken on a metal-
lic edge. *“ Perhaps you would like a
bit of music with your dinner? Let us
get a Los Angeles station—"

He shoved his chair back, put out his
hand to a radio cabinet against one
wall, and the next minute we were lis-
tening to one of the big broadcasting
chains.

I mention this to show that to all
appearance and feeling I was at this
time entirely normal—quite myself.
Yet I found myself conscious of an odd
singing sound in my head. Aware of
it, I thought it came from the radio,
until I realized that actually it had been
in my head ever since I had been wak-
ened. It was like the humming of a
bee swarm, somewhere in the house, but
it was actually in my own brain. I
thought again of those shriveled limes,
and my heart contracted a little.

Gomez brought in coffee, pouring it
from an earthen pot. I was astonished
to find it so extremely weak as to be
unpalatable.

Bannister was watching me with a
grim smile. “ You do not like my cof-
fee, eh? Well, that is too bad, but it
cannot be helped, in view of the inter-
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esting evening you are about to have,
my friend.”

He offered me cigars as he said these
words. I took one, but I met his eyes;
and in his gaze I perceived that he knew
who I was. The telepathic conviction
flashed into my mind, as firmly as
though he himself had voiced it.

“In what way is the evening to be
interesting?”’ I asked casually.

“T shall show you a few of my ex-
periments,” Bannister said, with an as-
sured and confidential air.

For some intangible reason, I felt
helpless, futile, powerless. True, my
pistol was tucked under the waistband
of my pyjama slacks, and I wore the
bullet-proof vest under the yellow silk
coat. None-the-less, I felt almost un-
nerved, somehow defenseless; and it
was as though Bannister was aware of
this and somehow conveyed to my brain
the knowledge of his perception. He
had no hypnotic gift, certainly. It was
not that at all, for I was perfectly con-
scious of everything.

I saw Gomez come to the table, heard
him utter a low word. Then Bannister
laughed and knocked the ash from his
cigar. ‘“ So he’s come, has he? Very
well. Tell him to come in here.”

Gomez retired. A moment later the
door opened. Into the room, holding
his big straw hat in one hand, a black-
ened red smear of blood still over his
heart, walked my late guide, Pedro!—
Yet I knew that I had killed him!

CHAPTER III.
‘ MEET THE DEAD!”

£ OU are here -to serve me,”
barked Bannister at him. “ Now
get out! Gomez will show you
where to sleep and what to do. Get
out!”
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“ S, sefior amo,” humbly replied
Pedro, and shuffled out of the room.
He, too, called Bannister “ master.”
He, too, had lackluster eyes and a dead
face—a dead face!

I sat there paralyzed. At the mo-
ment, nothing occurred to me except
that I was looking upon the man whom
I had shot ; that he was walking, speak-
ing, here in the same house with me.
Yet I had left him buried under a cairn
of loose rocks, back in the desert.

As I say, nothing else occurred to me
just then. The portion of my brain that
reasoned, that argued, that made four
out of two and two, was powerless. My
faculties were somehow nipped with
frost.

Bannister sat sipping his coffe, those
slitted eyes of his burning as he glanced
at me, a half smile on his lips. My
hand crept up to the pistol under my
pyjama coat, then fell again. Mechan-
ically, I lifted my cup of alleged coffee
and drank it.

For an instant my brain cleared. I
told myself that what I had seen was
rankly impossible. Somehow, I was de-
luded, gripped by a phantasm of the
imagination.

Then the stark, seeming reality of
it all swept over me again, and the in-
stant of clarity was gone. I knew that
I was here to get Bannister and his
loot. The impulse to shoot him here
and now, to fire under the table,
mounted and again receded. I did not
want to kill him. If possible, he must
be taken alive. These thoughts went
through my head like waves, increasing
and dying away. Certainly my brain
was not normal; but I could realize that
only dimly.

Presently Gomez came into the room
and took some of the dishes; but at a
gesture from Bannister he departed in
silence. The sight of him shocked me
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anew. Was he; too, a dead man? That
horrible scar about his throat—had
someone cut his throat in life, then?

Bannister was leaning forward,
speaking across the table to me. My
perception cleared momentarily and I
stared at him, drinking in his words.

“For a long time, my friend,” he
was saying gently, “I have been ex-
pecting the advent of a most unwel-
come gentleman here. As long as he is
alive, I can expect him to come. Until
1 know that he is dead, I shall never be
free from that menace; I can never live
my own life unhindered and in safety.”
He paused, regarding me with a curi-
ous air. “ So I have been preparing for
his arrival,” went on his voice, soft but
very piercing and metallic. * Gomez
has been invaluable to me. Gomez is
two-thirds Indian, one of the last sur-
vivors of the natives of this region. He
has taught me much, and has aided me
in my experiments. He is really most
intelligent, though you might not think
so to look at him. :

“For example,” he pursued, puffing
his cigar until it glowed brightly again,
“ there is the local branch of the salvia
or sage, which the Mexicans call chia.
Gomez has taught me the very singular
uses of these beans, especially when
they are combined with other local
products of the desert—especially of
this cafion, so filled with cactus and
other growths.

“ Perhaps you have observed the
weed, so like our own Jimson-weed,
which is so common in the desert, with
its trumpet-shaped flowers that only
open at night? It is the true datura,
my friend—that Indian plant of
strange properties! FEven up in the
Apache country, its use is widespread
in religious ceremonies. It is narcotic.
It confers clairvoyance as every Indian
knows. It remained for me, however,
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to distill a concentrated essence of this
plant, and to turn it to use.”

E paused again, reflectively. I
understood his words perfectly,
yet I could not reason from

them or connect one thing with an-
other. My will seemed to be utterly
paralyzed. At the moment, it did not
occur to me to connect what he had just
said with those shriveled limes on the
tray. He must have known this per-
fectly, for his next words—a pure, un-
varnished lie—were designed to make
my numbed intellect believe that his in-
fernal art had been exerted on others,
instead of on me.

“ So powerful are the properties of
these herbs,” he went on, ‘“that by
means of them I am enabled to return
the dead to life, under certain condi-
ticns. You have just seen for yourself
that Pedro, whom you killed, now
walks and speaks and acts; he has come
here, like Gomez, to serve me.”

“You infernal devil!” I exclaimed
hoarsely.

Bannister looked at me and smiled.
“ Stubborn man, eh? You refuse to be-
lieve in my powers, eh? Well, that was
to be expected. You are larger and
more powerful in body and brain than
most men.—But it does not matter. At
least, you are docile now. To-morrow
you will be still more docile; in fact,
you will have lost all your animosity
and hatred of me, and you will serve
me well and faithfully.”

This infuriated me. I could not com-
prehend his amazing assurance, his
cold-blooded deviltry. Yet he was right
enough. I tried to jerk out my pistol,
and only with a distinct effort, a dis-
tinct pause between brain-impulse and
motion, could I grasp the weapon.
Then I lifted it above the table edge.

“ That’s enough from you, Bannis-
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ter,” I said, though I found it hard to
speak. “You—you are going back
with me.”

He broke into a laugh. * No, my
dear Livingston, I am not! And you're
quite unable to hurt me with that pop-
gun of yours. There are no cartridges
init.” e

I flew into a blind rage then, pulled
the trigger again and again. Nothing
happened. I tried to fling the weapon
at him, but it only fell from my fingers
on the table. :

“ Very singular!” he observed, cock-
ing his head on one side and watching
me. “Your brain must be unusually
powerful, since it has so much resist-
ance! You still have the impulse to
attack, eh? Well, that will pass in time,
and meanwhile you can do me no harm.
Come! A fresh cigar; then we'll go
into my experiment room, and you
shall learn some other things that will
assuredly interest you.”

E reached for another cigar,
trimmed the end carefully, and
held it to a candle.

In some corner of my brain awoke
the knowledge that he was right about
that desert lily being of the datura
family, and about its odd narcotic
powers and its effect upon the intellect.
This was one of the most remarkable
symptoms of my condition. I knew
that his words were quite logical, that
amazing things could be done with the
desert plants, yet at the time I could not
realize that anything had been done to

me. My whole thought was, as he sug-
gested, that he had worked upon
others. 'The vision of Pedro, with his

dead face, still haunted me with horror.
My will had become weak indeed.

. I fought desperately and frantically
to keep my sanity. He had not hypno-
tized me, certainly, for I have tried that
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more than once in my life, and no
hypnotist has ever succeeded in putting
me under. Yet assuredly I was within
his power. And all the while I felt
perfectly clear-headed, knew every-
thing that was going on—or thought I
did. Looking back on it all now, I can
see that ther€ must have been a sort of
reverse-English on the whole affair. It
is very difficult to put it into words.

Bannister rose. ‘ Since there need
be no further pretense between us, my
dear Livingston,” he remarked, “ sup-
pose you come along with me.”

I rose, part of my brain still fight-
ing, yet unable to resist. I reached for
the pistol, then remembered that it was
empty and useless. I could not compre-
hend why it was empty, however; I
was unable to perceive even the simple
fact that the weapon must have been
rendered useless while I slept.

Bannister called sharply. Gomez
came into the room. In each hand he
held one of those gray ocotillo poles,
freshly slashed. Each was over eight
feet in length. I watched him stupidly;
no doubt my eyes at that moment held
the same lackluster expression so evi-
dent in his. Bannister went to a curtain
against one wall and drew it back, to
reveal a door. Into this he set a key,
unlocked it, and threw it open. Then
he waited.

Gomez must have understood his
role perfectly, for although no words
were spoken he held the tips of the two
ocotillo poles together and touched one
of the candles to them. I compre-
hended that he was making a pair of
torches, for I was well aware of the
peculiar property of the ocotillo, com-
monly called candle-tree, when it is not
in sap.

The blaze caught, each ocotillo tip
burning with a steady, clear blaze like
that of a wax candle. Lifting the two
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long torches, Gomez passed through
the doorway, and Bannister beckoned
me to follow.

I did not want to obey. Indeed, I
tried most furiously to resist, for a
frightful horror of what I might see in
this place had gripped upon me. None-
the-less, I walked over to the door and
passed through, and Bannister came
after, with a laugh.

“ My laboratory, Livingston! I'm
certain yowll find it of interest,” he
said. “You see, my experiments are
still in progress here. There is but the
single entrance. That is why I made
the door extremely massive. It is im-
possible for anyone to batter it down.
I would not like to have my specimens
escape, you understand.”

I did not understand at all, but was

to learn all too soon.
I again by the frightful specter of

Pedro, but he did not appear.
Oddly enough, I had not thought to in-
quire how Bannister knew that I had
shot Pedro! This, indeed, was some-
thing that I never did learn, although
I could make various conjectures in the
matter.

The room, or chamber, in which I
now stood was but a square rectangle,
with not a single opening about the
walls except the one doorway by which
we had entered. It was really a labora-
tory of sorts, for I glimpsed work
benches and apparatus, and on every
side were pressed bundles of various
herbs and plants.

In the ceiling, which was domed and
rounded, was a large skylight of thick
glass.

Despite Bannister’s words and my
own frightful sensations of horror, no
dreadful sight met my gaze. The room
was empty, one side curtained off. In

HAD half expected to be greeted
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the center of the floor stood two
enormous sockets of cement; and ad-
vancing to these, Gomez set the ocotillo
poles in them; nearby were a number
of other ocotillos, ready for burning.

“You may go,” said Bannister.

Gomez turned and went in silence,
and behind him the massive door
swung shut.

“Now, my dear Livingston,” and
Bannister gave me one of his hideous
laughs, “ you shall witness the really
remarkable results of my work here!—
Be at your ease, my friend.”

At ease, indeed! As I watched him
walk over to the curtain, the flame of
desire leaped in my brain—a raging
impulse to attack him, to do I knew not
what. Then it was gone, as wave upon
wave ebbed and flowed through my
brain, leaving me powerless. The will
to fight still existed in my spirit, and
that was more than he had figured on.

He passed behind the curtain, and I
heard his voice there, as though he was
talking to someone. I glanced toward
the door. With all my soul, I wanted
to rush out of this room. The door
was a trifle ajar so that I could see the
light from the dining room, so cheer-
fully different from the ghastly flare
of the snapping ocotillo torches! The
impulse to turn and run for it rose
more strongly, surged up with a pow-
erful wave in my brain. I was almost
in the act of turning when Bannister
came into sight again.

“ A friend of yours, Livingston!” he
exclaimed, and held aside the curtain.

Another figure strode past him and
into the circle of light, toward me. A
fearful feeling of repulsion seized upon
me. I was conscious of a foul and
abominable odor that seemed to fill the
whole chamber. Unutterable horror
held me paralyzed, motionless, as the
figure addressed me.
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“Hello, Livingston! Never expected
to see 'you here.”

I stared at the speaker. It was Cleve-
land, the man who had vanished last
year, the man whom Bannister de-
clared had died in these deserts! He
was looking at me, speaking to me, had
halted in the full light from the two
faintly sputtering ocotillo torches. Cer-
tainly I could make no mistake here. I
had known him well. I recognized
every lineament, every feature, even
his garments.

Then I became aware that his gaze
was dead and lifeless, like that of
Gomez. So great was my.horror that
the sweat started on my face and ran
down in rivulets. Yet I could not move,
could not utter a word.

“ Aren’t you going to speak to me,
old chap?” Cleveland went on, in a life-
less voice that was nomne-the-less the
voice of Cleveland.

Bannister uttered a low laugh. “Go
on and talk to him, Livingston! Surely
you’d like a conversation with the dead,
after this length of time? Or perhaps

you’d prefer to speak with someone.

whom you never knew?—Here, Juan
Anquilla! Come out and shake hands
with Sefior Livingston, who is short-
ly to join you in your cloistered
seclusion !”

Another figure came from the cur-
tained recess. It was that of a Mexican,
a handsome fellow. My brain reeled
when I saw, as he came into the circle
of light, that there was a bluish bullet
hole between his eyes. He came
straight toward me and put out his
hand.

At the same instant, Cleveland
turned to me. ‘ Here, Livingston—"
He, too, put out a hand.

Something snapped within me. With
a frightful cry of terror, I leaped away
from the touch of these dead men,

struck against one of the ocotillo
torches, and knocked it to the floor. As
it fell, the burning end came down
across my arm. The sharp, vivid pain
of the burn shot through me, wakened
my brain, '

I saw Bannister leap forward to
catch up the torch, but I was already
gone, bolting for the dootrway.

He shouted furiously after me. Ter-
ror lent me wings. I gained the door,
shoved it open, came out into the din-
ing room again. Then I clung to a
chair, trembling, shaking in every limb,
overcome by a convulsive spasm of
sheer fright.

CHAPTER IV.
ON THE AIR.

HETHER the pain of the burn
had reacted on my brain, or
whether Bannister’s deviltry

had over-reached itself by affecting me
too powerfully, I cannot be certain, At
all events, I was at last able to act.
Upon gaining the dining room I had
slammed the door and turned the mas-
sive key, though purely without voli-
tion.

When I heard Bannister hammering
at the wood, faintly caught his voice
coming through the door, I turned and
stumbled blindly out of the dining
room. Remember, I was not by any
means myself. The drug smeared on
those cut limes had affected some part
of my brain in a powerful manner, and
I knew only that a supreme terror
pursued me. =

Had that horrible and unearthly
scene been some wild incident in my
imagination? I stopped at this thought.
Perhaps I was insane. Perhaps I was
in a dream. I could not figure things
out, but I saw the burned sleeve of the
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pyjama coat, I felt the hot sear of the
scorched skin. Then I found that I had
come into the kitchen of the place—a
large kitchen with a lamp burning in a
wall socket at one side and a wood fire

going in the range. The coffee pot was

simmering on the range.

Now, incredible as it may seem, I
could not at this moment remember
much of what had taken place. My
mental processes were—and still are—
quite clear to me. As I stood there
looking around the empty kitchen, my
one thought was of the disappointingly
weak coffee which Gomez had served
at dinner, and I had little thought for
the horrible experience I had just been
through. Here on the table stood a tin
of coffee, and I seized it with a laugh
of delight and dumped it into the earth-
enware pot on the stove. I can still
recall my wild glee at the idea of teach-
ing Gomez how to make coffee.

Undoubtedly a psychologist, or one
skilled in observing mental processes,
would be able to trace the queer im-
pulses of my drugged brain and would
find them very simple and logical. But
as I stood there by the stove, stirring
that coffee, which my whole system un-
doubtedly deeply craved, I can swear
that I had no conscious idea except to
get back at Gomez for serving such
weak coffee. It did not occur to me to
wonder where he was, or to fear his
return.

I can even recall seeing, on the ledge
of the window in front of me, a row
of cartridges, those which Gomez had
removed from my pistol. They meant
nothing to me, for my brain could not
trace the connection to myself. They
meant simply nothing at all to me.

The coffee simmered. At one side
were piled the dishes from the table,
not yet quite cleared away. I picked
up a cup and poured out some of the
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hot coffee. It was strong enough now—
I can still smell the rank, acrid aroma
of it as I poured the cup full.

Drinking it, hot and clear, then pour-
ing more into the cup, I became aware
of a grateful and soothing sensation
impossible to describe.

Then, suddenly, I wondered why
Gomez had served such a weak bever-
age, and I remembered Bannister’s
words and his manner at the time he
did so. I understood that coffee, strong
coffee, was the one thing my system
most needed, possibly the only stimu-
lant that would counteract the drug
which had so affected my brain.

I hastily swallowed all the coffee
from the pot, got more water, set it on
the rapidly dying fire. Then I sank
into a chair, looked around, and sudden-
ly began to figure things out. Night-
mare! Hallucination! Perhaps the sun
had addled my brains a bit. These sup-

- positions flitted through my head. Cer-

tainly there could be no reality in what
I had passed through (I now remem-
bered it all), for it was all too incred-
ible, too monstrous to have any reality.

Then the sweat sprang out on my
face again, for as though to answer my
thought, Bannister’s voice reached me.
It came faintly enough, but clearly. He
was calling Gomez with furious oaths.
My head was clear enough now, and I
came to my feet, alimost myself once
again. All fear fell away from me.

“ By the Lord!” I muttered, angrily.
“I don’t know what'’s back of all this
nonsense about dead men, but there’s
no sense to it. I’d like to see one of his
precious dead men now!”

ITH a laugh, I caught up the

-\'. " coffee pot and gulped at the
half-simmered fluid. Scalding

and nauseous as the stuff was, it was

what I needed. When the last of it was
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gone, I was ready for anything—and
high time, too.

I set down the earthen pot, and noted
two old-fashioned flat irons standing
on the back of the stove. At this in-
stant I heard a sound, and looked up.
There in the doorway, standing gawk-
ing at me, was the man Gomez. He
must have been outside, and so had
heard nothing. S

At this instant Bannisier’s voice came
in renewed oaths and calls. Gomez
heard it, recognized it. He shot a glance
toward the dining room, then peered at
me. A change came over his face, a
contortion of swift passion. -He drew
a knife and came forward with a leap—
wordlessly, murder in his glassy eyes.

I caught up one of the flat irons
under my hand and let drive. All the
furious repulsion one feels for an un-
clean, abnormal creature nerved my
arm, although at best the flat iron was
no great weight.

Gomez went backward with a crash,
and I saw his foot jerk up convulsively,
then become quiet. He had fallen on
his own knife, though the knife, I
imagine, had not been needed, for that
pointed bit of iron had smashed square-
ly into his temple.

“And now,” I said grimly, as I
straightened up from my cursory ex-
amination, “ we’ll just get that pistol.
Here’s one dead man who’ll stay dead
a long while!”

I caught up the cartridges from the
window-ledge and went back into the
dining room, where my empty pistol
still lay on the table. A moment more,
and it was loaded again. I paid no at-
tention to Bannister’s voice, now
sounding more hoarsely from the inner
chamber. Taking up a cigar from the
bex, I lit it at a guttering candle and
dropped into a chair, trying to resolve
this madhouse into some sanity.

_instant by the sight.
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To tell the truth, I did think that the
sun might have affected my brain, for
no drug could explain away the things
which I had seen. More terrible than
anything else, of course, was the ap-
pearance of Pedro. How could it be
that the man whom I was certain I had
killed had come walking into this very
room? This, I felt, was something to
settle at once, if possible. He could not
be far, and Bannister was safely stowed
away for the moment.

I took the pistol, caught up a three-
branched candlestick of native pottery,
and set out through the kitchen to s
where Gomez had been before his reap-
pearance. He, at least, remained dead.

Passing out the rear door, I raised
the.candles to throw light ahead, and
made out a shed in the rear, and close
by. It was a portion of some old ruin,
and was thatched over the top. Advanc-
ing to it, I found my own mules here,
and two more beside them. Then, as I
stepped into the shed, I stopped short.
Pedro was here before me. His body
lay on a heap of straw in one corner;
and now, though I knew myself to be
quite normal again, I was shaken for an
Only for an in-
stant, however, for Pedro was indis-
putably dead, and in my opinion he

.would never be anything else.

Thoughtfully, I went back into the
house and returned to the dining room.
The radio was still playing softly, for
it had been turned down. I chanced to
stand before it, frowning, trying to get
some clew. Then I saw a bit of paper
lying on top of the cabinet. Reaching
for it, I saw the figures scribbled there :
“74, 9:45.”

A glance at the clock on the wall
showed me it was nine forty now.
Could this be a clew? I sat down be-
fore the radio and turned the dial to
seventy-four, and got only the burr-r-r
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of a power wave that carried nothing.
I settled back in the chair and waited.
Something was on this wave length at
least.

Bannister’s voice came again, with a
thudding reverberation from the door,
but that massive wood resisted him. I
eyed the door with a grim smile. Ban-
nister was certainly hoisting himself by
his own petard, and no mistake!

UDDENLY a second voice came
into the room, this time from the
radio. I turned on the volume, and

the voice leaped out clearly in Spanish.

““ Seiior doctor! This is Luis Gas-
paro calling, seiior. Nothing has been
heard from the man whom you know.
As I suspected at first, it is now certain
that his name is Livingston. Since you
know the route Pedro will follow, I
trust all is well. Adios, seiior!”

Silence.

I shut off the radio, fecling well sat-
isfied with my experiment. So Ban-
nister had known of my coming, even
before I left La Paz with Pedro! Ev-
idently that rascal did not hesitate to
spend his money in assuring protection
for himself. Luis Gasparo, eh? Well,
he would soon be found when I got
back to La Paz.

The whole thing—up to a certain
point — had cleared itself logically
enough by this time. Bannister had
known of my coming. Either he or
Gomez had come out to meet me, per-
haps had spied on me and Pedro. At
all events, they had brought Pedro’s
body in here. But why? Why, indeed,
unless to have Pedro walk in upon me?

“Damn!” I rose from my chair in
angry irritation. “I was drugged, and
I saw things. That’s the only explana-
tion.”

Then I looked at the closed door,
thought of Cleveland, and broke into a
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cold sweat again. Impossible! Still, it
had been devilishly real. I had no doubt
that Gomez might have impersonated
Pedro in some manner. In my mental
condition, I probably would not have
detected the imposture. But about
Cleveland, and that other Mexican in
there . ..

“ Devil take it!” I said aloud, thank-
ful for the sound of my own voice.
“1'd better explore this place, see what
I can learn, then grab Bannister. No
use trying to think it out.”

To be truthful about it, I was a bit
afraid to open that door.

Instead, I set out to explore the place.
There was not a great deal to it, after
all, for Bannister had put most of his
building work into the big central “ lab-
oratory.” Aside from my own room,
there were only three other rooms in the
whole place. One of these obviously
belonged to Gomez who, contrary to
what Bannister had said, had no wife,
or if there had been a woman here, she
was gone now, for I saw nothing of
her. The second was Bannister’s sleep-
ing room, a bare little place. There re-
mained a comfortable, fair-sized room
which he seemed to have used as study
and a general headquarters.

ERE I lighted a lamp and began

a thorough search. First glance
showed nothing but a small

desk, chairs, magazines, some enlarged
photographs of desert subjects; but I
knew better than to believe my eyes.
I turned that room inside out, pretty
thoroughly. Bannister had been so
confident about himself that he had
not bothered particularly about hiding
his loot. I found it in a neat hollow
of the wall, covered over by one of his
enlarged photographs, and I raked it
all out on to the desk. The securities,
the bank notes and the gold made quite
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a package to handle, and while putting
it in shape for mule transport, I dis-
covered that it was not all Bannister’s
loot, not by a good deal. A large
share belonged to Hill, the Denver
looter.

“ So that’s that!” I observed to my-
self. “ The mystery of Hill's murder
is now cleaned up. One crook preying
on another crook, eh?—This will be
good news for some Denver folks.”

It was not bad news for me, either,
considering the reward that had been
offered for the recovery of that loot.

Taking the packages outside, I
stitred up the mules, filled water bot-
tles, packed up some grub, and got two
of the ornery beasts loaded. A third
I made ready for myself, by putting
a pad upon the beast, for my feet were
in tough shape. The fourth mule got
away and bolted headlong into the cac-
tus forest. And like a fool, I let him
go. With the three all ready, T came
back into the house and passed into the
dining room, where the candles were
now burning low.

As the smart of my burned arm as-
sured me, the last vestiges of any drug
had been swept out of my brain. There
was no danger now that any hallucina-
tions, visions, suggested nonsense, or
whatever it might have been, would
recur to mel—In fact, the discovery
of Pedro’s body had suggested an-
other theory. It was possible that Ban-
nister might have been keeping the
bodies of Cleveland and that Mexican,
Juan Anquilla, in mummified condi-
tion, and that just when I had seen the
bodies I had been especially susceptible
to the notion that they were alive and
speaking. While not wholly satisfac-
tory, that explanation seemed plausi-
ble. : '

“Well,” I thought grimly, as I ap-
proached the door, “ this thing will be
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settled here and now. The fact that
Bannister so carefully had the car-
tridges taken'from my pistol shows
that all this spooky work really can be
dissipated by bullets.—And it will be,
too!”

None-the-less, I confess that a
shrinking hesitation seized me as I
touched the massive key in the lock of
the door leading to the inner room.
The bare thought of Cleveland un-
nerved me. Would I see him come
stalking out —Speaking, moving, act-
ing like a living man? With an oath
of disgust at my own fears, I turned
the key and pulled the door half open.

“All right!” I exclaimed angrily.
“ Come and get it, blast you!”

Although I was confident that Ban-
nister carried no pistol—which would
have shown plainly had it been on his
person, since he wore only pyjamas—
I skipped back out of any angle of
fire, my own weapon ready. The
ocotillos had burned out. The room
behind the door was dark, impenetra-
ble.

Then I heard a.step, caught sight
of a moving figure, and jerked up my
pistol.

“ Come along, Bannister! You're
done!” 1 said.

It was not Bannister, however, who
came out. It was Cleveland. His dead
eyes were fastened upon me, and the
corpse-like pallor of his features was
horrible to see.

CHAPTER V.
KILLED BY A DEAD MAN,

LI, of the fearful horror I had
previously felt came rushing
back upon me. I stood there for

a long moment in paralyzed inaction,
doubting my own senses, my own san-
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ity. An overwhelming panic laid hold
upon 1e.

No mistake about this! Cleveland
moved like an automaton. He halted,
and then spoke to me. I could see the
facial muscles move. His voice was
as dull as before, but it was his voice.

“ Hello, Livingston! You can’t run
away {rom us, you know. Don'’t try
it.”

Another step, slow and scuffling. I
tore my eyes from him and looked at
the doorway. It was the Mexican, Juan
Anquilla, who now came into the cir-
cle of light. He, too, was looking fix-
edly at me. He did not stop, like Cleve-
land, but came straight toward me,
with a steady shuffle that was unnerv-
ing in the extreme, as though nothing
could halt his progress.

“ Come with us, seiior,” he said
softly.

“Stop!” I cried out, backing away
against the table. “ Stop, both of
you—!”

Cleveland put out his hand, stepped
toward me. At this instant came the
voice of Bannister from the obscurity
behind : “ All right—seize him, both of
you!” it ordered. *“ Jump at him!”

With indescribable horror, I saw
Anquilla gather his muscles and hurl
himself directly at me. Cleveland fol-
lowed suit. I fired twice, as Anquilla
leaped. A frightful, strangled scream
burst from him. The explosions rever-
berated from the rafters. Then he
hurtled into me full tilt, a lifeless thing,
striking against me as he fell forward.

He knocked me back bodily against
the table. It came to the floor with us,
crashing and splintering, sending. the
candles into darkness. Only a single
lamp in a wall-socket continued to
light the room. Something seized my
wrist as I struggled to get away from
that horrible contact. I knew that
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Cleveland had my arm with both
hands, was trying to wrench away the
pistol. The touch of his cold fingers
inspired me with fresh horror.

At the same time, everything came
clear to me. With a shock, I realized
fully that after all_he was a living,
breathing man. I could feel his pant-
ing breath in my face; I could smell
the rank odor I had observed in that
chamber of horrors.

“All right, master!” rang out his
voice. “I have him!”

He had me, sure enough. The pistol
was gone, and I lay half under him,
the body of the dead Mexican across
my legs, pinning me down, holding me
wedged against the ruins of the table.
Cleveland was clutching my right wrist
in both hands, uprearing above me,
having knocked away the pistol as he
wrenched it from me.

Bannister came into sight from the
doorway. “Hold  him, Cleveland!”
came his voice, as he peered forward,
trying to see exactly what was hap-
pening by the dim light.

HEN my moment of supine
weakness was past. Strength
came flooding back into me with

a tremendous surge; the strength of
frantic desperation, of angry realiza-
tion. I was dealing with actual, living
human beings after all, and the knowl-
edge galvanized me into sudden ac-
tivity. .

With a surging heave, I unseated
Cleveland. His flabby, clammy fingers
slipped from my wrist, just as Bannis-
ter caught up a pottery candlestick and
dashed ‘it down to brain me. I writhed
aside, and the weapon shattered on the
floor by my head. I reached out, caught
Bannister’s ankle, and pulled him down
with a jerk. As he fell, his voice leaped
out in a furious oath.
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Then I was clear of them both,
frantically throwing myself sideways,
away from them.

Coming to one knee, groping for
support, my fingers touched a broken
leg of the table. I caught it up, just
as Cleveland recovered and jumped for
me. I smashed him over the head with
one sweeping blow, and he went down
like a log. The weapon flew out of
my hand. I came erect, and then stag-
gered backward under a tremendous
crack on the jaw as Bannister came at
me like a wild cat. .

Then I had my hands full and -no
mistake. The man was hard as nails.
So was I, for that matter. But he was
fighting like a madman, regardless of
my blows. Time after time my fists
drove into him; but he only shook his
head and bore in, hitting hard and fast
and furiously.

He drove me back and back, until
I saw one corner of the room behind
me. Then, with my back against
the wall I suddenly brought up one
foot and let him have it in the chest,
full force—a shove, rather than a
kick, with all the purchase of that solid
wall behind me.

Bannister went flying backward.

He lost his balance and went headlong

into the ruins of the:table. Cleveland,
who was in the act of rising, fell on
top of him. And for a long moment
everything was quiet.

I had lost all idea now of taking
Bannister in alive. If T myself was able
to get back alive, I would be doing well.

I realized that it would be best to
tie Bannister up while I had the
chance; and with this in mind, I
started forward.

Abruptly, Cleyeland came to his
feet, and the sight halted me where
I stood. For he did not come alone,
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but brought Bannister with him,
Brought him up limply, hanging there,
gripped about the throat in both hands,
his tongue protruding—throttled to
death in the hands of a man who was
to all outward appearances quite dead.
And that was the end of Bannister.
Cleveland, however, was by no means
dead.

Out of these most horrible oc-
currences evolved the one supreme fact,
as I presently established to my own
satisfaction. My bullets, right enough,
had killed Juan Aquilla—a man about
whom I was never able to learn any-
thing definite. But Cleveland, at my
shocked command, obeyed me with
docile passivity, dropping the body of
Bannister and standing quite still.

One by one the facts righted them-
selves. Aquilla, the Mexican, had not
borne any bullethole between his eyes
at all; that was merely a bluish powder
scar from some old accident. And
Cleveland, far from being the walking
corpse which I had so wildly imagined,
was very much alive. He and Aquilla
both—and possibly the man Gomez as
well—were merely victims of Bannis-
ter’s diabolic. experiments with the
datura infusion. .

Bannister, with his excellent private
intelligence system, had known all
about Cleveland, and had trapped him.
Then, keeping him here for the past
year, had turned him into a docile
slave by means of his infernal drug.

The hell of it was, however, that
Cleveland had to ride that spare mule
back to La Paz, while I walked. By
the time we got there he was still pretty
shaky, but he was recovering, thanks
to a steady diet of strong coffee.

For all I know, Bannister’s hell-
haunted house still stands there, with
its dead, beneath the Three Virgins.

END, >



The Affair in Cabin Twelve

By JAMES WARNER BELLAH

Torn scraps of paper, a burned
lowel—such were the clews that
led Steward Archie Simms to the
heart of a shipboard mystery

HE racing shadow of the after-
I noon plane from Guernsey
skimmed the surface of South-
ampton Water and wrinkled in the
wake of the liner that was making its
slow way out to the Channel and Cher-
bourg. Strange things, liners. Small
worlds in themselves, moving in well
defined orbits, gathering the threads of
many lives and knotting them loosely,
for a week, into a new entity that,
however insignificant, remains in the
mind. “ That time I crossed on the
Mauretania—"
Archie Simms, standing in the after
gangway of “ C " Deck, breathed deep-
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“Tll fix this sneaking
swine!"’

ly of the clean sea air and thrust back
his old shoulders in a quiet ecstasy that
always came to him for a brief moment
when the tugs and the shouting and the
dirty harbor waters lay well behind
and the first gentle push and thrust of
good blue water shouldered the keel.
It was smell mostly—that ecstasy. A
smell of cleanly scrubbed rubber, newly
polished brass, clean crisp linen, freshly
baked bread in the lower gangways,
warming oil perhaps, from the engine
room ventilators, wet coiled manila on
decks scraped clean of shore muck—
the thousand and one smells of a liner
reborn to freedom.
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Brophy, the Second Class barber,
came and stood at his elbow.

“Well,” he said, ‘“this is my last
trip, I can tell you. Next time she
leaves Southampton, Al Brophy will be
snug and comfy ashore with the Missus
and a neat little shop on Donover
Street, and drinkin’ your health in a
pint of draft.”

“ We'll be passin’ the Needles in arf
a mo’,” suggested Archie Simms.

“ Blinkin’ Needles! Nope—it’s too
narrowin’. Southampton, Cherbourg
and New York. New York, Cher-
bourg and Southampton, with nothing
exciting to break the monotony but
seasick dames and poor tips. You bet-~
ter quit before you're too old to do
somethin’ else.”

“ Maybe,” said Archie Simms.

“ Nothing ever happens to keep a
bloke interested—there’re your blink-
in’ Needles.”

They marched solemnly into the
liner’s wake to port—three great slices
of rock candy wading out into the sea
that frothed white and churned about
their feet. Archie Simms liked the
Needles for some reason he could never
hope to explain in words and he always
made it a point to clock the time out to
them and in from them. It was a harm-
less game he played—but it was quite
important in his mind.

“Well,” he said, “I'll be getting
along.” He climbed up to “ B ” Deck
and taking a bundle of towels from the
linen locker, started his rounds. €abins
Nine, Ten, Eleven, and Twelve were
his by right of seniority and fine pick-
ings they were, too. Joseph Perignoli,
the hotel man, had had them en suite
last crossing—a cool hundred dollar tip,
if you please, and ““ Thank you, Stew-
ard.” A little by-pass passage running
athwartships led in to them from the
Smoke Room passageway and led out
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again into the starboard gangway so
they could be closed off into a unit.
Each had its dressing room and its bath
—more work but worth it, when you
were gettin’ on a bit and the Missus
kept talkin’ about a chicken farm, inces-
sant-like.

Croker from the Smoke Room, with
a tray in his hand, came down the
passage, a grin on his face.

“ Fifth time since we left,” he said.
“ Number Twelve—he takes a double
brandy and Schweppes each time and
gives me a shillin’ each time I bring
em. If we was only a P-and-O’er I'd
retire and live on the income before we
made Aden, I would. Must be storin’
up a supply so he won’t go dry in the
States.”

“ Must be,” said Archie Simms.

E followed Croker into the pas-
sage and tapped on the first door
to the right — Number Ten.

There was no answer. He opened the
door with his key and went in. The
room was heavy with a cloying per-
fume. He left the door on the hook
and opened the ports to clear the air.
Women did that sometimes—he knew
the trick—put it on thicker at sea, they
did, when the breeze was fresh—so it'd
last longer.

He picked up a small pair of gray
suede shoes that lay one upon the lock-
er-top and one across the cabin, half
under the wardrobe, and placed them
side by side under the bed. That kind
of woman. Funny how silly people are.
Expensive cabins and shoes with a tiny
little break in one sole. Or maybe it
had just gone through and she was fin-
ished with them. He glanced at the
luggage on the racks. You could tell
a lot of things from luggage, if you'd
a mind to, you could. It was like people,
luggage was. It could be comfortable
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and set in its ways or it could be shifty-
eved and nervous like a pickpocket.
Sometimes it seemed like luggage sort
of took on the character of the people
it belonged to. Funny, things like that,
when you come to think about "em.

It was good luggage but old and the
handle of the hat box had been mended
with coarse waxed thread—a cheap job.
Archie Simms sighed for his tip and
picked up the coiled lengths of a pair
of gray silk stockings that lay inside
out on the floor beside the bed. The
toe of one of them had been hurriedly
and awkwardly darned with white
thread. He dropped them across the
foot of the bed.

 Oh, well—maybe just careless-like.
You never know till they come to go
off.” He hung up his towels and went
out, locking the door behind him. The
small card on its center panel read,
“ Mrs. A. H. Inglis, New York.” He
went next door to Cabin Nine. The
card on that door read Mr. A. H. Inglis.

Archie Simms racked the towels, un-
locked the connecting door and flicked
at a smudge of cigarette ash on the car-
pet. The butt, burned to the varnish on
the edge of the chest of drawers, he put
carefully in his dust pan.

“ Careless people,” he snorted and
crossed to knock on the panels of Num-
ber Twelve. There was no answer. He
opened the door.

A young man without coat or waist-
coat lay upon the bed with his black and
white silk braces shrugged off his
shoulders and dangling overside from
his trouser top, his collar open and the
knot of his cravat slipped until it lay
upon his third shirt button. The lids
of his slightly puffy eyes were closed
and his lips hung loosely open. He was
snoring pettishly and mumbling in his
sleep.

From force of habit, Archie Simms
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muttered, “ I beg your pardon, sir,” and.
went out, closing the door softly behind
him. The card in the small brass frame
read, “ Mr. Barry George, New York.”

“O-ho,” thought Archie Simms.
“ Mister George agyne—that’s good.
Been ’avin’ a bit of a rough time larst
night, I sh’d sye. Well, we’ll get ’im
out of that directly. A fine young man,
Mister George. I mind 'ow ’e always
hexercises 'is own dogs an’ feeds ’em
hisself instead o’ lettin’ the butcher do
it. Rich enough, too—a barth now in
an hour or so and a bit of Hangostura
wiv an egg and soda and we’ll ’ave
Mister George as roight as ryne an’
thank you, for ’is dinner.”

Footsteps were coming rapidly up th
passage. »

- HIS Mr. George’s cabin?”’ It
was a steward with a glass and
bottle of Schweppes on a tray.

“ He’s asleep.”

“ Makes no difference. He rang for
it—and here are his chits for the past
six drinks—to sign. \We've got to close
up before tea.”

“ New orders?”

“ Never mind.” The steward tapped
briefly and entered. Archie Simms went
into Cabin Eleven. Eleven was riding
empty saving a last minute booking
from Cherbourg. Archie Simms sat
down in one of the deeply upholstered
chairs and pulled out his package of
gaspers—ten for tuppence ha’penny.
He lit one and leaned back to enjoy it
heartily. Some ten minutes later when
he finished, he opened a port, fanned
the smoke out, flicked at a speck of ash
and, taking the dead butt with him in
his pocket, went out and closed the
door. As he leaned down to turn the
key, he saw a white coat flash into
Cabin Ten.

“’Ere! Who's this goin’ into my
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cabins wiv a key?”” He walked across
quickly and turned the knob. The door
was locked. He rapped sharply.

“ Who'’s there?”

“Tt’s Simms—that’s ‘oo it is—open
up!”

The door opened suddenly and
Archie Simms was confronted by a
lady in a toque and a loose deck coat
of camel’s hair, open in front. She
was smoking a cigarette man fashion
and talked without taking it from her
mouth. Behind her with his back to
the door stood a man in dress trou-
sers, struggling apparently with a re-
fractory collar.

“What do you want?”’

“Why —I'm the steward—I—is
this your cabin, ma’am?”’
“I'm Mrs. Inglis, if that’s what

you want to know. We have Nine and
Ten.”

“Yes, ma’am. I must have been
mistyken. I thought one of the other
stewards had gone in ’ere wiv a pass
key. It’s not allowed, it ayn’t.”

“ You must have been mistaken. No
one has been in here.”” Mrs. Inglis
closed the door.

“ Strike me,” said Archie Simms.
“ It must be hastigmatics in me eyes.”
He moved off down the passage to go
below for his tea. * Blyme though—
funny to be dressin’ fer dinner at arf
parst four.”

Croker, the bar steward, was lean-
ing against the serving counter in the
pantry, drinking his tea and dipping a
large hand into a tin of Huntley-
Palmer biscuits by an arrangement he
had with the pantryman who, in his
turn, liked a nip of Gordon’s now and
then and a spot of brandy before he
went to bed.

Archie Simms drew his hot water
from the tank and, choosing a fresh
pot from the shelf, ripped open two
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cloth balls of tea and poured the water
over the leaves.

“ No bloomin’ tyste of ‘cheese cloth
in my tea.”

Croker laughed.

“ Bloomin’ haristocrat!” said
Archie. “ You'll be ’avin’ a cabin to
yourself, next the Old Man’s soon, I
suppose, wot wiv closin’ the bar for
your tea time and assistants and what
not.”

“ Who's closing wot bar ?”

“ That’s what your man told me.”

“Wot man?”’

“The one as brung the latest bit of

refreshment to Cabin Twelve.”

“We've got no one in the afternoon
watch—and the bar ain’t closed as I
know of. Leastwise it was open five
minutes ago. Jack must 've got one of
the cabin stewards to help after I left.”

“Did you only leave five minutes
ago?”’

“ S’help me.”

“Well, that’s funny. Was Jack peg-
gin’ Mister Barry George’s chits' or
was he signin’ each one as you brought
the drinks?”

“ Signin’ each one he was. It’s the
only safe way with a thirsty man.
They forgets otherwise.”

Archie Simms shook his head.
“ Must be goin’ off my conk,” he said.
“’Ere—hands out of that biscuit tin
for ’arf a mo™—I'm ’avin’ some my-
self, thank you—and jam.”

HEN Archie Simms climbed

up to “B” Deck again, the

buzzer was going full blast
and the indicator stood on Twelve. He
hurried along to Mr. George’s door,
tapped and opened it.

Mr. George was sitting somewhat
disconsolately upon the edge of his dis-
ordered bed.

“ First,” said Mr. George, “I want

3A—10
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the barber—and I want him right
away. Secondly I want a warm bath.
Thirdly I want the bar steward, and
fourthly I want to know what you did
with my revolver and what kind of a
way you think that is to lay out dinner
things. Hello—it’s Archie Simms
again, isn’t it?”

“Yes, sir, Mister George—an’ very
glad to ’ave you aboard agyne, sir, for
a passage. And beggin’ your pardon,
sir, I've only been in once—while you
was asleep—an’ I didn’t lye out noth-
ink.”

“It’s all the same to me” Mr.
George waved the argument aside.
“Some one did, not twenty minutes
ago, and a sloppy mess they made of
it. Look at it.- And no barber yet—and
no bath—and where’s my revolver?”

“1 really don’t know, sir.”

“Well, can you get that other stew-
ard and find out?”

“ Other steward? I'm the steward
here, sir.” =

“1 know you're the one here. But
get the one that was here before. See
here, I know I’'m a bit peeled, but so
would you be, Archie Simms, if you
had gone through what I've gone
through the last two days.” Mr. George
placed a gentle hand on his forehead.

“Yes, sir—but the revolver—"

Mr. George laughed. “It’s not
loaded. It’s a superstition merely, but
it happens that I carry my studs and
links in the holster—and it’s gone and
so are they. Find it.”

“Yes, sir, I remember you do now,
sir—and the barber.” Archie Simms
backed hurriedly into the- passage.
His heel struck something as he closed
the door. He stooped and picked up a
small holster of oil-rubbed sole leather.

“ Beg pardon, Mister George—but
’ere it is outside the door.”

“ Now, how in—?" The young man
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scraiched his head. * You don't sup-
pose I was playing cowboy, do you?”’

“1It’s light, sir, for a revolver, I
should think.” Archie Simms handed
it over.

“Light—1 should say it was—the
gun’s gone. Now, that's a mess, isn’t
Mr. Barry George upended the
holster and let a small cascade of
studs, collar buttons and links trickle
into the palm of his hand. “ Oh, well,
I suppose I've got it coming to me.
Are you married, Archie Simms?”

“Yes, sir—quite ’appily as such
things go, beggin’ your pardon.”

“ Excellent—if you should marry
again—take my advice—don’t have a
supper. I’ve been having one for the
past two days. Oh, well—ask the bar
~steward to bring an egg and a bottle
of Worcestershire sauce when he
brings the brandy.”

“ Yes, sir.”

Archie Simms liked Mr. George. A
lot of young men would just be nasty
to a steward when they’d had a nip too
much the night before. Shoutin’
nasty. He sent the barber up and the
bar steward down, and set about run-
ning Mr. George’s bath. At six thirty
he went down for his supper.

HERE were some sheets of the

Daily Express in the pantry.

Archie thumbed them over and
turned to the Castlerosse page. He
liked the ring of Castlerosse’s writing
—and the things he said about people.
The racing at Doncaster—fine feath-
ers, fine ladies, fine horses—racing
should not be a drip-nose sport. And
again: “I met Mr. Arthur Bellinger
this morning, who tells me that a very
ancient and honorable custom of his
youth has come back into being. It
seems that one not only takes the
health of the bride in broken glass—
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but one may even take it in broken
chairs from sheer enthusiasm. The
Berkeley lost forty chairs not later
that last evening. The charming cus-
tom, it appears, was. revived by the
Honorable John Baltho Townshend in
honor of Mr. Barry George, the
American, who sails to-morrow to
quarter his railroads and copper mines
with the grace and most  exquisite
beauty of Pamela Stewart. And speak-
ing of beautiful women—"

Said Archie Simms to Archie
Simms, “I certainly ’opes ’e’s ’appy
wiv ’er—’e’s a fine young man.”

The chimes were going for dinner
when Archie Simms polished off the
last of his sweet and made his way
back to his bed-turning and ice water
rounds.

Cabins Nine and Ten needed a
thorough going over. “ Careless people,
them Inglises—clothes all over the
plyce. Spreads dirty from shoes—
cigarette ashes and burnt pyper in the
barth room—"” He went out for his
pan and brush and started in on the
mess. Thoroughgoing, Archie Simms.
The burnt paper had got down between
the damp wooden gratings. He lifted
them and swept underneath. Flimsy
pink paper it was. He picked up a half
burned fragment.

“ Bar chits, stryke me—couldn’t he
tear ’em up and put 'em in the basket?
"Ullo, '’ullo, ’ullo—" Archie Simms
stood up and held the chit fragment to
the light. Under “—mall Schwe—
part of a signature was scrawled:
“ Barry Geo—"

“ Stryke me—'is chits they are.
Funny. Wot would ’is chits be doin’
over 'ere>—Burnt up, too.” Archie
Simms shook his head and went on
with his sweeping. * Funny.” He
wadded the towels into a pile and put
them ottside in the passage while he

ARGOSY

went back for the wastebasket. He
emptied it into his dust pan and turned
down the bed, then he took the towels
and the pan down to his slop locker.
Gingerly he shook out the bath towels
to separate them from the face towels.

“’Ullo! ’Ole in it.” He tossed that
one aside. “’Ole in this one too—
burnt ‘ole in every blinkin’ one—syme
size too.” He stuck the tip of his little
finger into the holes. It just fitted. He
picked up the last face towel. It was
charred black around the hole for a
space he could barely cover with the
palm of his hand.

“ Stryke me—burnin’ towels—like a
red hot poker would do it. What're
they up to, I wonder? Funny, very
funny.”

He closed the door of his locker and
sat down on the bin with his dust pan
on his knees. Carefully and from sheer
curiosity he started to play another
game that he was rather fond of in a
small way. He sorted out the torn and
wadded pieces of paper from Number
Ten’s basket. A gelatine candy box
wrapping he threw aside and with it a
broken cork, string, two hairpins and a
match stick. But what he didn’t throw
away was a corner of gray paper that
had a column of letters on it.

ry Geo
ry Geo
ry Geo
ry Geo

“ Oh ho,” said Archie Simms. “So
it’s that, is it? Plyin’ steward to get the
young 'un’s nyme ’e was, was ‘e? Then
he’ll be writin’ fairy tyles wiv it next,
I suppose.” He picked up another
fragment that had “—eleven o’—" on
it and a third that read “—to—ni—"

“'Ullo an’ strike me. What would
that be now? I should think it'd be the
check book next, he’d be after—"

The buzzer clacked overhead and the
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indicator stood on Nine. The door of
the cabin was open when he got there
and Mr. Inglis, dressed for dinner, was
lighting a cigarette.

“ Oh, steward—find Mrs. Inglis for
me, will you, and ask her to join me
in the Smcke Room for a cocktail-—as
soon as she can.”

“Yes, sir,” Archie Simms went out
into the Smoke Room passage, pushed
open the door into Jack’s sanctum and
rang the rotunda.

“Mrs. Inglis,” he said, “she’s to
come up to the Smoke Room for a nip
wiv her husband—when you find ’er.”
He hung up and turned to Jack. “I
don’t mind if I do,” he said. ** Sherry’ll
do the trick.”

 sat down and dug into a pile of

magazines under the wine bin.

“’Ope we ayn’t got no one goin’
off in Cherbourg,” he said. * Them
frog custom men’ll be off juty by the
time we get tied up. That means ail
night alongside.”

Jack shook his head. “ Forty-two
comin’ aboard altogether with eighteen
of them cabin. No one going off. Mr.
Jenks told me himself.”

Archie nodded and finished his
sherry. “ We'll be in by nine thirty.”
He took a copy of “Wadley’s” and
went back to Cabin Eleven for his eve-
ning smoke. From the doorway he
snapped on the dressing room light,
closed the door carefully and crossed
the darkened cabin to the smaller room.

For perhaps three quarters of an
hour he sat there reading, then he got
up, snapped off the light and pulled
back the curtains. The lights of Cher-
bourg twinkled far ahead in the dark-
ness and almost at once the bridge rang
down half and the liner lost speed.
Archie Simms fanned out his smoke as

JACK filled two glasses and Archie

before and went back through the cabin
to the passageway. As he closed and
locked the outer door he thought:
“’Ope no bioke tykes ’er from Cher-
bourg—chummy like—'aving an empty
to pop into for a fag now and then.”
He pocketed the key and stuck a finger
into his collar to pull it down. The
movement raised his chin and his
mouth popped open.

‘“ Stryke me,” he said. “Must be
goin’ off m’ conk!” He stared at the
number over the door—a small black
number on a glazed porcelain disk that
was held to the woodwork by two small
brass screws. It was Number Nine.

“Did I come in the Smoke Room
passage or did I come in the starboard
gangway® I certainly come in the
Smoke Room passage, I did—and the
first cabin on the left ought to be num-
ber eleven—the empty omne. I sye—
wot’s all this, anywye?” But the num-
ber on the door to the left stared blank-
Iy at him. It was Nine. He scratched
his head in perplexity and looked at the
number of the cabin opposite. It was
Twelve. It should have been Ten, “ Am
I barmy?” He drew a long breath.
“ Archie Simms—answer me that.

“We'll see.” He unlocked the cabin
which now bore the number Twelve,
snapped the lights on and looked at the
luggage racks. That was right—and
yet the number was wrong. He
scratched his head. The racks com-
placently held bags—women’s bags
marked “ E. S. I.”

*“ Well—stryke me—a spot of sherry
never did that before!”

Again he locked the door and went
slowly out on the starboard deck.

The liner was creeping in with the
long curving shadow of the Mole,
picked out in winking lights, arching
toward it to starhoard. Archie Simms
watched it doubtfully. He was still
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worried and. presently he went down
the deck ladder and made his way for-
ward. He leaned his head in at the
office.

“ Anyone from ’ere for Eleven,
‘B’ Deck, Mister ’Arper?”

“Not yet, Simms.”

“ Thank you, sir.” He moved over
to the deck diagrams on the bulkhead
and looked at “B” Deck. Slowly he
ran his finger over the by-pass passage
on which the confusing cabins were
located.

“Now what do you myke of that, I
arsk you? The diagram’s not a mite of
help!”

HE hook went down presently
and the ship lay waiting for the
tender. From the rail Archie

Simms thoughtfully watched it come in
alongside, then with the other stewards
he went down and stood in the luggage
queue to pass the stuff aboard. But his
mind was not on his work. -Deep fore-
bodings seethed and boiled in his
usually calm brain. The passengers
filed up behind him, laughing and chat-
tering like magpies and presently the
hand luggage was coming up in a
steady stream and thumping on deck in
two long rows.

With the last of it, the tender cast
off and made its way back across the
dark waters. The gangway came up
to its lashings. Forward the donkeys
snorted and strained at the hook.

By the time the luggage was sorted
and the bedroom men had it racked, the
rotunda clock stood at ten. Archie
Simms went slowly up to “ B ” Deck.
The Smoke Room crowd was thinning
out and there were only half a dozen
occupied chairs on the deck itself.

He went into the by-pass passage.
There was no one in any of the three
booked cabins. With a grim look on
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his face he threw the bolts shut on both
end doors and for something like a
quarter of an hour he busied himself in
the cabins off the locked passageway.
When he was finished, he unbolted the
doors, mopped his brow and let him-
self into Cabin Eleven, which still bore
the disturbing number Nine glistening
on its door, to wait.

Ten minutes went by, then he heard
the Smoke Room passage door open
and close and some one stopped in front
of the door opposite. He heard the
door close quietly. Archie Simms
smiled wisely to himself.

It was an hour later when he heard
the starboard gangway door open and
he heard Mr. Barry George say, “ Well,
good night, old man,” and the rattle of
the key down the corridor.

Some one laughed and Mr. Inglis’s
voice said, “Over there, isn’t it?—
that’s Cabin Twelve.”

“So it is,” said Mr. George. “I
thought we came in the other passage.”

Then, in quick succession, two cabin
doors closed and the by-pass was quiet.
Archie Simms sat quite still with an
icy tingling in his finger tips. “ There
was something — something — if you
could only just figger it all out—some-
thing.”

It came with the suddenness of a
knife in the ribs—a loud banging as of
doubled fists beating frantically on the
panels of a cabin door—the sharp bark
of a revolver shot—a woman'’s scream
and a man’s voice frenzied with anger,
shouting.

Archie Simms was in the passage
just as the doors at both ends were
pulled open by people from the deck
and from the Smoke Room, crowding
and shoving each other with Croker
trying his best to hold them back.

Across the hall the door of Cabin
Ten stood wide open. Mr. Barry
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George in a dressing gown was flat on
his back on the deck and Mr. Inglis
kneeling on his chest—a revolver be-
tween them and the locker. Mrs. Inglis
in pyjamas and kimono, hands to
throat, leaned wide "eyed against the
foot of the bed.

“ Get the purser—you man!”’ yelled
Mr. Inglis. “Tll fix this sneaking
swine !”’

“ Are you hurt, Mr. George, sir?”

“ No—damn it. I say—off the chest
a bit—what’s the game, anyway?”’

Archie Simms caught Croker by the
sleeve. ‘“Get Mr. Franklin, Alf—
quick !”—and he slammed the door of
the cabin and locked it on the inside.

“Open that door,” shouted Mr.
Inglis. “I don’t care who knows about
this business. The more the merrier.”

“ Oh, shut off the melodrama,” said
Barry George. He tore a fist loose and
jammed it against Inglis’s elbow and
with a quick twist got to his knees and
stood up.

“It’s a pretty enough game as it is
without going any further with it.
You've apparently gotten what you
wanted to get.” His fingers were trem-
bling as he reached for his cigarette
case. “—and just at the right moment,
too, I should say—" x

There was a knock at the door.

“Mr. Franklin?’ asked Archie
Simms.
“E¥esit

E opened the door and let the
purser in. The passage outside
was packed and jammed with
milling passengers. He closed the door
on them once more and stood to one
side, waiting.
* What's the trouble ?”’
“ Trouble ?” snapped Mr. Inglis. “ I'll
damn well tell you what the trouble is!
This is my wife’s cabin—Cabin Ten,
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She was in the Palm Garden the last I
saw of her, playing bridge. I had a
nightcap twenty minutes ago with this
man George and left him going into his
own cabin—Cabin Twelve. I was get-
ting ready for bed in my cabin—the
connecting door was locked on my
wife’s side. I lieard a noise in here. I
called to her, but as there was no
answer, I came around through the
passage and opened the door. They
were in here together—you hear that?
And as I came in, George fired a shot
at me—there’s his gun there—so I
tackled him and threw him.”

Mrs. Inglis burst into tears and sank
down upon the bed.

“Oh, it’s not true—it’s not!” she
sobbed. 2

M. George had managed to light his
cigarette. HHe sat down on the locker
top. ““That’s so,” he said, “but 1
haven't the foggiest notion how we’ll
arrange to prove it. First of all, believe
it or not, Inglis saw me coming into
this cabin. In fact, he pointed out that
it was my cabin — Twelve — and
watched me go in. I could have sworn
it was Twelve. I haven't been out
since. I took off my jacket and waist-
coat and started into the bathroom, but
the door was locked.

““ Just then Inglis burst in with a gun
in his hand, fired a shot into the ceiling
there and threw his gun out of the port
—then the bathroom door flew open
and there was Mrs. Inglis just as she is
now. Inglis got me off my guard and
tackled me, and here,” said Mr. George
ruefully, “ we all are.”

“ Whose gun is that?” asked Inglis,
pointing to the floor.

“ Oh, it’s mine all right,” said Barry
George. ““ The steward will tell you I
missed it this afternoon, but that’s no
proof—1I could have hidden it and made
up the story.”



54

“You see!” said Mr. Inglis.

The purser picked up the gun, broke
it and caught the five shells in the palm
of his hand. One of the brass casings
was empty.

Mrs. Inglis was crumpling a piece of
gray paper in her hand and moving to-
ward the open port. Inglis caught at
her savagely and wrenched her hand
open. “ Look!” He smoothed the paper
and handed it to the purser—“‘ To-
night at eleven, Barry.” If that’s not
enough I'd like to know what is.”

“Did you write this, Mr. George?”

Barry George looked at it.

“ Of course not, idiot! I don’t know
these people from Adam—but it’s near
enough to my handwriting — I say —
just have a look at the door and see
what cabin this is anyway, will you?
Am [ going crazy or what?”

“It's Cabin Ten, all right, Mr.
George. The man who came down for
me told me Ten and I looked at the
number, of course, before I knocked.”

“ Well—I'll be damned—TI guess that
tears it, But how it happened is more
than I know.”

“ But you’ll know something hefore
1 get finished with you,” shouted Inglis.
“T shall radio my lawyers to-night to
draw up the necessary papers and to in-
stitute suit immediately we dock in New
York—naming you as corespondent—
with an added police charge of feloni-
ous assault.”

“ Now, gentlemen—gentlemen,
please! There must be some mistake
here. The cabins are adjoining and
even if the door is locked between, I
can’t believe—"

“ What you see—what is proven be-
fore your eyes, I suppose?” said Inglis.
“ Well, whether you believe it or not
you'd better remember it, for there’ll be
a subpeena waiting for you when we
tie up.” -
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“Very good, sir,” said the purser
stiffly. “In that case I don’t see what
more we can do about it to-night, do
you? I shall take the gun—"

“Don’t you touch it—it’s got his
finger-prints on it—that’s evidence. If
you do—take it in a handkerchief.”

“ As you say.” The purser took out
his handkerchief. “ And in the inter-
ests of the ship and the line might I ask
that the incident goes no further at
present—that is until we dock?”

“ To hell with the ship!”

R. GEORGE smiled. “ Well,
Inglis, old boy, get it off your
chest. How much have you and

your charming wife figured that this
will cost me?”

“ Are you trying to insinuate that I’d
touch your money ?”

“ Not at all—but alienation of afféc-
tion has a market value as everything
else has in this day and age. And as it
happens, I hate lawyers and publicity
as [ hate snakes in the grass. Let me
see,” he took a check book from the
dresser top and uncapped a fountain
pen.

“ Mr. George,” said the purser, “if
you'll listen to me—I wouldn’t do that.”

“1 won’t listen,” said Barry, “so
don’t say anything. This kills your
bird as well as mine and keeps the
ship out of it.” He looked at Inglis.
“ I'll make it generous—and when you
look at it you will either fold it up
and put it in your pocket or tear it up.
If you fold it up, you will sit down
and write a little note to my dictation
which we will both see put in the
purser’s safe—mnot to be withdrawn in
New York until you have had time to
get to my bank—but a little note that
kept in my possession will keep you
from coming back for more candy——"

“ Mister George, sir—please don’t
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write anything for a minit.” The four
people looked at Archie Simms. He
stood there uncertainly with his fin-
gers tight against the sides of his
trousers, very white in the face.
“A—a steward can’t help but see
some things, ’e can’t, beggin’ your
pardons. It ayn’t necessarily snoopin’,
it ayn’t. They just "appens natural like.
I seen some things to-dye.” He turned
apologetically to the purser. “ Could
I just tell ’em ’ow they 'appened, Mis-
ter Franklin, not meanin’ to myke no
trouble like?”
“ Tell what?” asked the purser.
“Well, sir—first about the gun.
Whether it was missin’ or not—some
one wrapped a gun up in towels this
afternoon—muffled it like and fired it.
Them towels is in m’ slop locker now.
They - come from Cabin Nine—Mr.
Inglis’s cabin. Then there was these
that come from Cabin Nine, too.”
Archie Simms pulled out a piece of
paper, unfolded it and laid a fragment
of a bar chit and two pieces of gray
paper on the locker-top. “ They mayn’t
prove nothing either, sir—but there
they are to show some one was prac-
ticin’ Mr. George’s handwritin’ like—
" “Then about nine o’clock it 'd be,
sir, I dodged into Cabin Eleven’s dress-
in’ room,” continued Archie Stmms.
“TIt’s empty, sir, an’ beggin’ your par-
don, T was tykin’ a smoke or two
which is agynst regulytions. T was sit-
tin’ there quiet like when I thought I
heard a noise at the door—somethin’
fumblin’. T went to the door as soon
as I could get rid of my cigarette, but
the passage was empty. But so help
me, the number of the door said it was
now Cabin Nine that I'd been sittin’
in! That stymied me for ’arf a mo’.
“Then I realizes there was no nyme
card on the door which there should "a’
been, for Eleven is the only cabin right-
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ly vacant in this passage. That made
me know the number wasn’t right. But
just the same I went down and had a
look at the deck diagram. But as you
know, Mr. Franklin, they chynged the
de looxe cabins from letters to numbers
when we was done over in June an’
the diagram ayn’t been chynged as yet.”

“Well, anyhow, this isn’t Mr.
George’s own cabin—it’s Number
Ten,” snarled Inglis, glaring at him.

“Yes, sir,” Archie Simms nodded
calmly. “ But what I was goin’ to sye
was this. Some one chynged the num-
ber;! Some one took out the screws,
cut ’em off short wiv clippers an’ neat-
ly cemented the screw heads back into
the number plates. There was some
one got in here also an’ hung up Mr.
George’s dressing gown over Mrs,
Inglis’s clothes an’ a few of his things
from his own cabin to myke it seem
to Mr. George when he first comes in
that he was in his own cabin. ’Cause
when Mr. George came in here the
number on the door was Twelve—the
number of his cabin! Then quick—Iike
some one . . .” Archie shot a covert
glance at Mr. Inglis who seemed sud-
denly to have become pale, “ some one
shifts all the number plates back to
their rightful position — after Mr.
George was in here!”

Mr. Franklin strode to the door,
jerked it open and reached for the
porcelain embossed number plate.

“ No, sir!” almost shouted Archie
Simms. “ Don'’t touch it, sir! Finger-
prints!”

Franklin wheeled and withdrew his
hand. “T get you, steward,” he said.

INGLIS’S hand was shaking as he
lit a match—after two tries—and
took & deep drag of a cigarette.

Archie Simms nodded. “I was fig-
urin’ sorta on that, Mr. Franklin.
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An’ there wouldn’t be any reason for
one man’s finger-prints to be on all
four number plates in this passageway
—leastways if there weren’t somethin’
rotten up? On all four of ’em, Mr.
Franklin, sir?”

Mr. Franklin shook his head. “I
don’t think there would be, Simms.”

“Well,” said Archie Simms de-
cisively, “blyme if I won't bet my
whole year’s wages—tips an’ all—
agynst the fact that Mr. Inglis’s finger-
prints—beggin’ his pardon—is on each
an’ every one of the four porcelain
plates on the doors. An’ they ought to
show up, sir, nice an’ plain, for I care-
fully wiped off each one so that the
prints would show plain-like, after 1
had examined ’em.’

Inglis stammered something umntel-
ligible.

“How about it, Mr. Inglis?” said
Franklin slowly. “ Shall we have the
door number plates checked up by a
finger-print expert when we get to New
York, or would you and your wife care
to let the matter against Mr George
drop?”

Inglis shot his wife a look. “We'll
let the matter drop,” he muttered
hoarsely.

Franklin looked at his watch and
faced Mr. Inglis. “If you hurry, you
and your wife can make the pilot boat
back to Cherbourg. If you care to,
you may take up the matter of a re-
fund with our offices there. I advise
you strongly to hurry, for if you are
aboard when we dock in New York I
shall have no other course than to re-
port the matter to the police.”

Barry George scratched his head and
went out into the passage. “ Good
Lord,” he said. “ What a squeak!”
, And later, after the purser had gone
to escort the Inglises overside—
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Archie Simms, my friend, I don’t
wish to fly in the face of what is right
and decent, but my memory is very
poor and if I should go ashore in a
hurry I might forget the usual. So in
case I do,” he pulled six twenty-pound
notes from his pocketbook, “ I should
not like to have it on my conscience.”

“ But—Mister George—a hundred
an’ twenty quid, sir?”

“Never talk about money, Archie
Simms—it’s low.”

“ Yes, sir—quite so, sir, an’ I ’opes
as 'ow you an’ she is very ‘appy, sir,
beggin’ your pardon.”

“Thank you, Archie Slmms we
shall be.”

Archie Simms went below decks to
make his way forward to the glory
hole. Brophy, the Second Class barber,
was sitting on a hatch cover smoking
the end of his good-night pipe.

“ Bloomin’ passengers,” he said.
“T'wo of ’em just off in the pilot boat
—chynged their minds! That's all deep
sea flunkying is nowadays—whims of
passengers—with nothing ever happen-
ing but seasick dames and poor tips.
Not for me. When you pull out of
Cherbourg next passage I'll be snug
an’ comfy ashore with the Missus an’
a neat little shop on Donover Street.”

“An’ drinkin’ of our ’ealths in a
pint of draft, wot'o?” said Archie
Simms contentedly. An increasing
tremor ran through the great body of
the liner as she left the pilot boat and
nosed out into the open sea on her six-
day run to New York. “ Well, I'm
stying wiv the ship, AL In my blood,
I guess.”

“ Ah,
Brophy.

“Mybe I am,” grinned Archie
Simms, *“but there’s those that might
argue the point wiv you.”

END.

garn, ye're barmy!” snorted



The infuriated mob was closing in

‘The Band of Death

By FRED MacISAAC
Agthor of “ The Affair at Camp Laurel,” “The Unknown Island,” ete.

Buck Jervis and his millionaire pal thought Buenos Aires would be a swell
place for a vacation—until a revolution started popping

THIS STORY HAS JUST BEGUN—START IT NOW.

when Buck “ Bombshell ” Jervis,
with good aim but questionable
judgment, hit the Argentine president
on the nose with an apple. The blood
that spurted from the presidential
proboscis was paid for dearly, how-
ever, for soldiers fired into the crowd
surrounding the palace, killing a score
of demonstrating students.
Jervis, accompanied by his com-
panion, Richard Van Hooven, escapes

IT started one night in Buenos Aires

unhurt and they hasten back to their
hotel. They had just arrived in the
South American city that day and,
seeking diversion, had joined the
throng of student agitators. Jervis's
bull’s-eye on the outraged presidential
nose was not an accident—he is a big
league pitcher on vacation.

Jervis, who is telling the story, and
Van Hooven met in a New York
speakeasy. Jervis was holding out on
the New York Yankees for more pay;

This story began in the Argosy for December 3.
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Richard Van Hooven, reckless young
millionaire, was holding out on the
Federal courts, who wanted him to
testify against his bootlegger.

Van Hooven persuades Jervis to
take the position as his secretary, and
offers to pay him his regular high-
figured salary. The secretarial job,
however, seems to consist of traveling
and fighting companion. Van'Hooven
playfully insists upon introducing Jer-
vis as a Congressman

Back in their Buenos Aires hotel, the
two friends encounter the Duke of
Rugborough, an obnoxious English-
man who had married Van Hooven’s
sister and is being paid to stay away
from her.  The -duke borrows some
money and departs, and on his foot-
steps enters General Ibafiez y Resolva,
revolutionary leader, who reveals that
he saw Buck hurl the apple, and will
turn him over to the police unless both
Amerieans join his party.

When Van Hooven sees Rita Cala-
vero, red-headed leader of the Band of
Death, the women’s branch of the
revolutionary forces, he decides he will
join anything with which she is asso-

ciated.” Jervis is affected the same way

by Fiora MacShane, part-Irish girl
who i a member of the band. After
swearing allegiance to the revolution,
Buck and Dick return once more to
their hotel, this time to be alarmed
when Col. Ramon Espada appeared.

CHAPTER VL
DICK GETS A JOLT.

5 OME. right in, coronel;” Dick

C said. “ Make yourself at home.

Bring in the army if you like.”

The colonel came into the room

while the soldiers stood in the door-
way.
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“Do you speak Spanish, sir?” he
asked very slowly. Dick nodded. Imme-
diately the colonel twisted his little
black mustache, showed us a lot of
white teeth, bowed, stuck his hand into
his breast pocket and pulled out an en-
velope. I figured it was a warrant for
our arrest for what had happened the
night before.

He began a long speech in Spamsh
Dick listened and I saw him getting
back his nerve. When the colonel
finished, Dick shook hands with him
and accepted the envelope and handed
it to me.

“ What do I do with this?”’ I asked
anxiously.

“Open it, and pretend to read it.”
He then made a speech to the colonel
in Spanish and the officer bore down on
me and shook me by the hand. After
that the colonel said something to the
soldiers, who pulled up their guns and
I thought they were going to shoot but
they only presented them in a salute.

That was a relief, so I opened the
letter, which was in Spanish. I handed
it to Dick.

“ Read this Choctaw,” I said. “ Are
we pinched or are we not?”’

- Dick said something more to the
colonel who bowed and backed out of
the room and went off with his soldiers.

“'This,” said Dick, “is an invitation
from President Ilioti to Congressman
Buckram Jervis to’ present himself at
the palace the day after to-morrow. A
little courtesy from one high govern-
ment official to another, old top.”

“Oh my aunt!” I exclaimed. * See
what you got me into? I'm a fake. If
they don’t shoot me for chucking the
apple they’ll jail mé for pretending to
be a Congressman. Let’s get right out
of this damn town.”

Dick laughed loudly. “The papers
must have given you a good write-up,”



THE BAND

he declared. “I certainly gave them
plenty of material. I suppose the
American consul-general will be
around to pay his respects. We’d bet-
ter get out of the hotel. I doubt if you
could fool him.”

“But I can’t meet this president
after smashing his nose.
into this, you lunatic, and, if you don’t
get me out, I'm going to murder you.
You have it coming to you anyway.”

“ Leave everything to me, old pal.”

“That’s how we got into so much
trouble,” I answered him. :

“Tt will be fun, at that,” said the
nut. “It will be a formal reception.
You wear a frock coat and plug hat.
Just to see Buck Jervis in a plug hat is
worth anything it costs.”

“I’m not going.”

“You are, if we are still in Buenos
Aires—but we'd better make our get-
away. Come to think of it, the Con-
gressman business was sort of dumb.
I pulled it on the duke and the general
en impulse, but T shouldn’t have talked
to the reporters. Sometimes, Buck, I
am a little indiscreet.”

“ When ain’t you?”

“Oh, well, we’ll carry it off. Let’s
dress and go down and look at the
morning papers.” He glanced at his
watch. “ Good Lord, twelve o’clock.
In half an hour I'm going to be lunch-
ing with her.”

“You just ate breakfast.”

“T1l eat her up just the same. Oh,
too-la-roo—la-ladday.”

He began to dance around the room.
I was still sore and frightened about
the Congressman business and I didn’t
enjoy his performance. We were
dressed in about fifteen minutes and
ready to go, but, as we opened the door,
we.almost bumped into a bellboy with
a note on a silver plate.

“ For Sefior Van Hooven,” he said.

You got me -
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Dick opened it and glanced at it and
looked as though somebody had
poisoned him.

““She can’t meet me,” he said, al-
most ready to cry. “ This is a hell of
a note.”

“ She was the bait,” I said cheerfully.
“A nice bit of red-headed bait and
now she’s on the hook for some other
poor fish.”

“‘Most important matters call me
to Rosario,” ” he read. “ ‘A thousand
regrets. You will hear from me soon.”

“1 want a drink,” he said savagely.
“ Comv on, and if you utter one word,
I’ll strangle you.”

S the chief object in life of red-
headed dames is to double cross
people, I wasn’t a bit surprised

that she had run out on Dick. The
revolutionists had his John Hancock to
a document which would get him shot,
and me with him, if the government got
hold of it, and there was no more reason
for Rita to bother with him. But it
had looked to me, by the way she had
let him kiss her, that she had tumbled
for him as he had for her. Most likely
she had had to go homme to her husband;
no matter what they claim, they always
have husbands.

We went into the bar and there,
clinging to the ropes, was the Duke of
Rugborough. When he saw free drinks
coming in on four feet, his grace let go
his hold of the edge of the bar and
toddled over to us.

“What ho!” he said.
and salutations!”

“1dello, Bugs,” replied Dick. “ Lis-
ten, did you ever hear of Sefiorita Rita
Calavero?”

“ Why, certainly,” replied the duke.

Dick grabbed his arm eagerly.

“ Come and sit down, old man. Who
is she?”

“ Greetings
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“ A champagne cocktail wouldn’t be
so bad,” insinuated the duke.

“ Three of them,” Dick told the
waiter. “Hurry up and answer my
question.”

“The lovely Rita,” exclaimed the
duke. “ Here’s to every one of her
titian hairs.”

“ Who is she?”

“ Daughter of Sancho Calavero of
Mendoza. He is the greatest wine
grower in the Argentine. That girl is
worth more money than one of your
Vanderbilts.”

“ But she isn't married ?”

“Not as far as I know.
hellion.” 5

“ Duke,” I said, “ let me shake your
hand.”

“ With pleasure, Congressman.,”

“ About that Congressman busi-
ness—" I began.

“ Third strike. Get away from the
plate,” said Dick quickly. “ Bugs, I've
a mind to break your head. She’s not
a hellion. She’s the loveliest, sweet-
est—"

“Tut, tut,” protested the duke. “I
mean by Spanish standards. She is
emancipated. She won’t play the game.
She goes where she likes, does what she
pleases and dispenses with all the con-
ventions. No ducennas for her. She
has a racing stable at Palermo; she’s
been arrested for reckless auto driving a
dozen times. She has been ostracized
by society because she goes into the
stadium and plays pelota with profes-
sionals like the MacShane woman.”

“ You say anything about Fiora Mac-
Shane, duke,” I warned him, “ and I'll
dent your head so your crown won’t fit
you.”

The duke made the choking sound he
called faughing. “ One night in B. A.
and you know both the Calavero and
the MacShane!” he exclaimed. “ So

She’s a
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you stepped out last night, eh, what,
my boy?” '

“I met Sefiorita Calavero right here
in the hotel,” said Dick. * She lives
here.”

“ Don'’t be stupid, old boy. She lives
in a house as big as this hotel in the
Calle Don Carlos. That girl is a hot
one. I suggest that you give her the
whole road if you see her coming.”

“ She sounds to me like a very glori-
ous young lady,” answered Dick. “ I'll
tell you something, Rugborough. I'm
going to marry that girl.”

“Ho, ho,” chuckled the duke.
“Don’t let General Torres y Villa hear
you make any such a boast.”

“ Whe is he?”

“ Minister of War and a tartar. - He
is affianced to her. An arrangement
made when she was a child. She has
refused to marry him and he has left
word at all the clubs that any man who
makes up to her will have to answer to
him.”

Dick’s face got red and he stuck out
his chin. “I’ll make it my business to
call on the scoundrel this afternoon and
repeat my statement,” he said savagely.

I grabbed his arm. “ Back up,” I
ordered. “ We're in trouble enough.”

“The Congressman is right,” said
the duke earnestly. “Dick, old man,
this isn't Anglo-Saxon country. You
can’t fight Villa with fists. He’ll have
you assassinated. Besides, the girl
wouldn’t look at you.”

“No? I've held her in my arms.
What do you think of that?”

UGBOROUGH’S fishy eyes light-

. ed - with curiosity. “I think
you're a bally liar, if you want to
know. Rita has no use for men. She
told a reporter that we were all rotters
and she wouldn’t marry the best man
who ever lived. Made a sensation. They
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tried to get her father to put her in a
convent, but the old boy is under her
thumb.”

“Forget that,” I said to Dick.
“ Duke, do these revolutionists amount
to anything ?”

“ Certainly not. There is some dis-
affection, but the government is strong.
{Every paper in the city praised the ad-
ministration for firing upon the rioters
last night and demanded the apprehen-
sion of the scoundrel who threw an
orange—"

“ Apple—" I said and Dick stamped
on my foot.

“Well, some sort of fruit, and dis-
figured his excellency. This is the most
civilized country in South America,
after all.”

“Where can I find this General
Torres y Villa?” demanded Dick anx-
iously.

“ Congressman,” said Rugborough,
“ use your authority. The man is mad.
Of course he always was. His whole
family is mad, as I have reason to
know.”

“Leave him to me,” I said grimly.
It was right then and there I decided
that I'd take charge of our business in
the future. In one day the nut had
fixed it so we could be executed for
about five different crimes.

“Do you know Rita?” Dick asked,
paying no attention to me.

“I know everybody,” replied Rug-

borough. “ Never fancied red-headed
women.”

“ You and me, duke,” I told him joy-
fully.

“By the way, Congressman,” r:-
marked the Englishman, “that was
pretty stiff, your statement to La
Prensa.”

“Yet’s not go into that. Who
cares?” demanded Dick. ‘

“1 mean that prohibition would
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make the Argentine more prosperous
and that all the bars in Buenos Aires
ought to be closed. How could we stand
the bally country if we couldn’t get
liqguor?”

“ What did you tell ’em that for?”’ I
asked Dick reproachfully.

“ My boy,” he replied, “ if you want
to get space in newspapers, say some-
thing nasty. You probably wouldn’t
have been invited to meet the president
if your interview had been banal.”

“ Did I want to meet the president?”
I demanded, much aggrieved. “Did I
want a lot of bum publicity? Do I
ask for—"

“In order to prove beyond the shad-
ow of a doubt that Buck is a bone-dry
Congressman, he will now have another
drink,” stated Van Hooven. “ Bugs,
did anybody ask you about our move-
ments last night ?”

“ No,” replied the duke. “1 ran into
a Johnny from your consulate and hap-
pened to mention that Congressman
Jervis of Oklahoma was in town, but
he said I meant Iowa; put up quite an
argument and dug a little book out of
his pocket to prove it. I laid him a
ten peso note he was wrong, book to
the contrary notwithstanding. My rep-
utation may be shady, but my ears are
good.”

“Whoops!’ bellowed Dick and
slammed me between the shoulder
blades. “ You lose, Bugsy. Towa is the
sterling State represented by the old
boy here. Oklahoma is out. Jervis
hails from Eclair, Towa, just as the con-
sul’s little book asserts.”

“ Eclair ?” inquired the duke. * Choc-
olate or vanilla?”’ v

“ Something full of nuts,” Dick told
him. “ What a break, eh, Buck?”

“1T don’t see any break,” I answered,

“No matter. You may call upon
the president with a clean conscience.
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You have been authenticated, as it
were. Bugs, are you a good guide to
Buenos Aires? Want to show us the
town?”

“Never been in any public build-
ings,” replied the duke. “Know the
principal streets and the way to the
Jockey Club, and who makes the best
cocktails.”

Dick laughed. “ That’s all a man
needs to know in any city. Muchacho,
how mucho? Lead on, your disgrace!”

BOUT two o’clock we reached the
race track, after lunching at
some big café, and you might

have thought you was at Belmont on a
big day except that the people were all
foreigners dressed up.

While the duke was confabbing with
some friends, Dick told me that the
book the consulate man had pulled on
Rugborough was an official list of
members of the Senate and House of
Representatives and if I hadn’t been a
lucky stiff like all left handers, I would
have been unmasked as a fake.

“ There seems to be a Congressman
Jervis from Iowa who has a “B”
among his initials,” he said, “so I just
moved you out of the oil regions into
the corn belt. Leave everything to
Poppa, Buckie, my boy. I never make
a mistake.”

I must say that the race track at
Palermo was a hum-dinger and you
didn’t have to look for a guy under a
certain tree wearing a pink hat and a
red necktie in order to lay a bet. Down
there they think a man is entitled to
lose his money any way he wants to.
The Argentine dames were on parade
and they were nothing to complain
about. Mostly brunettes, they were,
but enough blondes to give a contrast
and all of them painted and powdered
like a lot of chorus girls.

We looked the horses over and laid a
bet on the first race and then we went
up the club house steps and who do we
meet coming down but the red-headed
Rita Calavero. She had on a black
skull-cap that made her red hair shine
like fire, and a black, close-fitting satin
dress with a cape and long black gloves
and she was with a big dark man with
sideburns and a nasty face.

Dick stood stock still, grabbed my
arm and squeezed it hard. “ Rita,” he
muttered. ““ She lied to me. She’s
here.” :

He turned white as a sheet, the boy
did. He took it hard.

“ Snap out of it,” I told him. “ Go
over and take her away from that guy.
Tl referee.” They were just about to
pass 11s.

“Rita!” he said like a dying duck.

Rita turned her head, looked him
over from head to foot, gave him a
stony glare and passed by.

Bugsy was a few feet behind us. He
lifted his hat. She bowed to him, smiled
and went off with her unpleasant look-
ing friend.

“ Which proves it wasn’t two other
girls,” I remarked. “ She didn’t give
the duke the Electrolux.”

ICK sat down on one of the iron
chairs strewn all over the inclos-
ure. Not having seen enough of

Fiora yet to know how bad love can
hit you, I thought he was suffering
from stomachache.

“Snap out of it,” I advised him
again. * Listen, the race has started.”

The duke was up on a chair with a
big pair ‘of binoculars pointed across
the track. He was ignoring us.

“ Buck,” said Dick. *“ Let’s sneak
out of here. I can’t tolerate another
minute of Rugborough. Let’s go some-

- where and think.”
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“’There ain’t any such place,” I told
him.

Even that didn’t make him laugh.
He started to walk rapidly toward the
exit and I trailed him, kind of worried.
This love business is a terrible thing.
I've seen guys go nuts over dames.
There was an outfielder with the
Yankees a few years back who was
wild about a blonde in a musical com-
edy. He spent all his dough on her; she
gave him the runaround, handed him a
pack of lies, went out with five or six
other guys; and he didn't believe any-
thing we told him about her. Then,
one night, he caught her cold and he
went up to his room and tried to brain
himself with a baseball bat. A club is
about the worst weapon a man can use
to end it all and he wasn’t able to hit
himself hard enough to crack his skull
but he made a dent in it.

Now the funny thing was that this
dent must have squashed out the part
of the brain where the love business is
located for, when he came to next day,
he couldn’t even remember her name.
He was all right every other way;
played a better game in the outfield
than he had done before, but he didn’t
take any more interest in any kind of
girl.

As I was trotting along after Dick
I kept looking at the back of his noggin
and it occurred to me that it was too
bad I never took the trouble to find out
just what part of this outfielder’s knob
had been dented, because it would be
swell if I could slam this old boy in the
right place and get that red-headed
doublecrosser out of his mind. At that
time, I want to say, I hadn’t found out
that love was something special because
I'm very level headed and I hadn’t
flopped right over for Fiora then. I
figured her as a swell dish, but I hadn’t
seen her toss the sphere in that basket.
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Anyway, Dick was safe because
there weren’t any baseball bats nearer
than seven thousand miles.

He hopped into a taxi and I fell in
after him. He told the driver to streak
it for the Plaza de Mayo.

“Dick,” I said, “take it from one
who knows. None of them is worth a
minute of a geod man’s time.”

He glared at me. “If you know
what’s good for you, Witless,” he said,
“ you’ll keep that gash you have for a
mouth tightly closed.” Well, I could
have licked him but the guy wasn't in
his right mind.

CHAPTER VII.
THE BATTLE OF BOCA.

FTER about ten minutes he
reached over and patted my arm.
“ Buck,” he said, “you're a
prime young lad. I like you. I've
treated you damn badly. I've consid-
ered myself a superior mind and I've
been patronizing you and pulling your
leg. You didn’t know it, mostly, but
the offenses were just as great. Will
you accept. my apology?”
“Oh, sure,” I said, very uncom-

fortable. “You didn’t put nothing
over on me. I was on to you all the
time.”

He grinned. “ Sure you were. Any-
way, you're a mental colossus com-
cored to me. T’ve been the prize damn
fool of history. Thanks to my folly,
T've dragged you into a very dangerous
situation. I don’t give a damn for my-
self, but I've got to get you out of it.”

“ Lissen, pal,” I said from the heart,
“I can get us both out of it if you'll
leave it to me. All I ask of you is not
to have any more bright ideas.”

He grinned at that. “I know the
ropes better than you,” he replied,
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“and I'll have to lead, but in the future
you're going to furnish the brain power
for this combination.”

“0. K,” I told him. “Glad you
see things right.! Just because a guy
pitches with his left hand don’t mean
that he’s screwy. I leave it to anybody
if I ain’t got more sense than any
pitcher in the big leagues. What are
you laughing at?”

“So I won't break down and cry,”
he said. ““ You were right about Rita.
She’s a sensation hound, a heartless
flirt and a liar. She joined up with the
revolutionists for thrills. She plotted
to trap us just for the fun of doing it
and after she had lured us into their
toils she was through with me. Yet
1 swear she kissed me back last night.”

“She did,” I told him. “ She fell
for you, all right, but she got over
it. Red-headed dames are fickle. 1
always heard that.”

“ First she lied fo me to get out of
our luncheon date,” he continued.
“ Then, when we met her at the track,
she cut me dead. No woman can treat
me like that. I'm all washed up. I'm
finished !”

“ You got sense, boy.”

“ Therefore, there is no reason for
us to remain in Buenos Aires. I don’t
want ever to set eyes on her any more.
And I'm either going to be shaken
down for a big sum by that crooked
general or, if he’s really out to over-
throw the government, he’ll involve us
so that we’ll land in a rotten prison or
be stood against a wall with bandages
over our eyes.”

“1 vote we vamose.”

“ Good. Now, they are undoubtedly
keeping a watch on us at the hotel.
They know we have gone to the races,
and we probably were not followed
there. They expect us to go back to
the hotel. We won’t. We’ll go to the
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Boca and hide out thete until dark, and
then we'll slip aboard the night boat
for Montevideo. From there we’ll
send for our luggage. If we don’t like
Uruguay we’ll work up to Sac Paulo
and Rio de Janeiro. T’ll write to rela-
tives in New York and find out if
there is any way to square that Fed-
eral judge and, in a few months, we
can go home. Of course you can go any
time.”

“I stick to you, pal,” I told him.
“But I'm for the get-away. I don’t
want to get a flock of bullets in my
gizzard.”

“ That doesn’t worry me. I'd like
to muss things up here, but it would
be playing Rita’s game. I'm leaving
to show her that I may be vamped,
but I don’t stay vamped.” '

“ Attaboy!” ~

F YE gave new directions to the
chauffeur, who swung the car
around and started off in a dif-

ferent direction, First, though, he put
up an argument which Dick silenced.

“ He told me that there was no ex-
citement at the Boca until about ten
at night,” Dick said. “I told him we
were much obliged for the information
and that he was to do as he was told.”

We rode for quite a long time. At
first we drove through fine streets with
big houses that looked like Palm Beach
or Los Argeles and then we entered
a district of one-story mud shacks.
The streets were full of very poor peo-
ple and everything looked down at the
heels. Finally we came to a bridge and
the chauffeur stopped and demanded
more money.

It seems the place where we were
going was out of the city limits and
the taxi fares didn’t go any more.
When he was satisfied, he took us
across the bridge and landed us in a

4A—10
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dump that looked like Coney Island in
the good old days before my time; a
very mixed mess of dirty honkytonks,
eating joints, and queer little houses
with painted dames looking out of the
windows or sitting in their doorways
with no more on than a lot of burlesque
(ueens.

You take Tia Juana and Reno and
East Fourteenth Street, New York,
and Havana and jumble them up, and
you have some notion what Boca was
like. The streets began ‘to fill up with
sailors as we rode on to a restaurant
that the driver told Dick was the best
to be found tiiere. I saw gobs from a
Yankee warship, FEnglish marines,
Ttalian and French and German sea-
men in the mob, and though it was
only four in the afternoon, most of
them were stewed already.

* Looks like a cross section of hell,”
Dick said. “ I'm there anyway, so what
of it?”

“T can imagine this joint all lit up
at night,” I told him. *“ Boy, how quick
you eould pick a fight herei”

Dick perked up. “ That’s an idea,”
he exclaimed.

1 grabbed him by the shoulder.

“ Start anything and you’ll have
your battle with me, bo,” T told him.
“ And T've got three inches and twenty
pounds on you.”

The cab stopped before a big place
calied “ Madama Rosita’s Cabaret and
Restaurante.” We paid off the driver
and we went in and ordered a bottle
of wine. There must have been tables
for a thousand people inside, but no-
bedy was patronizing the joint. I
picked up the menu and read the
English on it.

“ Madama Rosita has provided fifty
bailet dancers to wait upon her patrons,
who are of the most aristocratic char-
acter, and a lady’s orchestra of twenty

5A—10
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beautiful French girls to discourse
sweet music while motion pictures of
the most excruciatingly audacious will
be displayed during the evening.”

At the far end of the room was a
motion picture screen. There was a
waiter asleep in a corner and the wait-
er who teok our order and us—nobody
eise. But in five minutes dames be-
gan to arrive. All around the restau-
rant were doors and they were coming
through all the doors. One by one they
began to parade by our table, rolling
their eyes and shaking their hips.

“ Don’t give any of them a tum-
ble,” whispered Dick. “It would be
fatal.”

“Don't worry,” I told him.
“ Thought this was a first class
place.” :

“I suppose it is for the Boca.”

These girls were every size and
color and there wasn’t a good looker
in the lot.

Though it was broad daylight, they
had on evening dresses that were al-
ways coming unfastened when they
passed our table.

When the waiter came back with
our wine, Dick said to him, “ Tell the
ladies we don’t want company and
we'll have to leave if they bother us.”

The waiter clapped his hands and
yipped something, whereupon all the
dames went back into the places that
they came from. In two minutes we
were alone again.
< ID you ever hear of the white

stave traffic?”’ asked Dick.
“Sure. The Mann Act.”
“This is not exactly the same
thing,” he said. “ There is an organ-
ized trade in women between Europe
and Buenos Aires. The Argentine gov-
ernment has passed laws to stop it, but
it goes on just the same. All these
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women are working for an organiza-
tion which robs them of most of the
money they earn. Most pitiable state
of affairs on earth. These, of course,
are the dregs of the business—the ex-
pensive establishments of Buenos
Aires support an entirely different
type of white slaves, or so I have read.
We’ve got to hide out here for a couple
of hours and it looks as though we
would have a terrible time.”

“1 wish we were back in New
York,” I said with a sigh. “ Dick, how
can a guy that knows as much as you
be such a nut?”

“ Buck,” he says to me, “ about the
worst thing that can happen to a fellow
1s to have a lot of money he didn’t earn.
When I was at prep school I had five
thousand a year to spend. When I was
in college I had three automobiles and
money enough to buy wine for all the
chorus girls who came to Boston.
When I graduated, I came into an
income of a hundred thousand dollars
a year from a trust fund of two and
a half million dollars.

 All the fellows in my class were ex-
cited about graduating and full of plans
for getting along in the world, but I
didn’t have to work for a living. If I
took a job I would have been taking
bread out of somebody’s mouth. What

was the use of my having ambition? -

How much were you earning when you
were twenty years old?”

“ Three dollars a week, delivering
baskets for a grocery store, and I would
get ten dollars every two weeks for
pitching for the town ball team.”

“ There you are. Nothing for me to
do except amuse myself. Do you know

that there are only a very few amusing

things to do and you get sick of them
in no time ? I went to Europe for a year.
I went hunting in Africa. I tried win-
ter sports.in Switzerland. I drifted
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from one resort to another and found
one just like another. Drinking, danc-
ing, flirting, gambling — ingenuity in
entertainment.

“ Girls?- They were either rich and
wild like myself or they were out to
marry me for my money. I fell for one
when I was twenty and got badly hurt.
After that I suspected them all.”

“I wish I had a hundred thousand
dollars a year,” I told him. “ You
wouldn’t hear me beefing about it.”

“You'd go haywire,” he said, smil-
ing. ““ All you really like to do is to
pitch for a big league team. Well, your
money would ruin you in no time and
you’d be kicked out of baseball.”

“1’d take a chance,” I told him.

Dick shook his head. “ When I
started down here with you,” he said,
“I was ready to finish things. I had
a notion of jumping off the ship. That
day you stopped me from going over
the rail, I was insane enough to commit
suicide. Well, we landed in Buenos
Aires. On the way to the hotel I re-
alized that it was just another town
like Paris and New York and Buda-
pest; a place to drink and gamble and
flirt and dance. .I was very low when
that demonstration started. What fol-
lowed gave me an interest in life. Rita
was a type of woman I had never met
before. When she marched into that
cellar at the head of the Band of Death,
I could have worshipped her. I didn’t
care anything about their fool revolu-
tion, but if she had suggested it, I
would have charged a machine gun bat-
tery unarmed and single handed. The
two things in life I had missed were a
woman a man could admire and a nice
big war.

“It turns out that she is a liar and a
cheat and the agent of a gang of black-
mailers—not revolutionists. They in-
tend to bleed me until it hurts. It will



'HE, BAND

be some slight satisfaction to fool
them.”

X 7HILE he was talking 1 had
been hearing a lot of shouting
outside and it was growing

louder. I got up and looked out the
window.

Madama Rosita’s was on a short,
narrow street and into this street three
sailors came running with a mob at
their heels. They were English blue-
jackets off a cruiser in the harbor and
if there is anything I hate it’s bluenoses.

“ What's up?” asked Dick, who
hadn’t left the table.

“ Scrap,” I told him. “ Three bull-
dogs and a lot of hyenas.”

The gang that were chasing the
Britishers were black, tan and every
other shade and some of them had
queer uniforms on and some were just
in dirty shirts and overalls. A brick
came flying through the air as the Eng-
lishmen were opposite the restaurant
and struck one of the sailors in the
back. He pitched forward on his face
and the others stopped to pull him to
his feet. :

With howls and yells another gang
came around the corner at the opposite
end of the street, and those below
cheered because they had the limeys
nicely trapped.

“ Curtains for cockneys,” I said to
Dick. But he had his head out the
window.

“In here, boys,” he yelled.
is thicker than water.”

The bluenoses didn’t have to have
two invitations. They rushed their pal
through the door and Dick took him
off their hands and sat him in a chair.

“ What'’s the trouble, lads ?” he asked
cheerfully.

“ Bill ’ere, slugged a big coon,” said
one of the seamen. “’Is friends rallied

“ Blood
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round and we gave 'em wot for till they
got too many for us and we took to
our heels.”

The mob piled up outside the café,
yelling at the top of their lungs. Some
of them stood in the doorway and dared
the limeys to come ott.

“ Officers’ restaurant, sir,” said one
of the sailors. “ They don’t dare come
in here. We ain’t go no right here
eyther.” =

The two waiters were at our elbows
jabbering at Dick.

“ Certainly they stay,” he declared.
“ Friends of mine. Bring them cham-
pagne.”

One waiter proceeded to have a fit
and pushed Dick.

“They go and you go with them,” is
what Dick claims the hop-head told
him. -

Slam! Dick swung on him and laid
him flat. “ Come on, boys, sit down
at a table,” he said cheerful as can be.
“I'll pay the freight.”

“ I sye,” said the cockney, “ yot're a
bit of all right, you are.”

The three hunks of roast beef sat
down and this was too much for the
gang outside, for they pushed right into
the restaurant and made for our table.
In a few seconds there were about
twenty of the scum coming for us and
some had sticks and I saw one bozo
opening a sailor’s knife with his teeth.

The two waiters tcok it on the lam,
but Dick stood up and insulted the mob
in Spanish—it must have been insults
by the way they howled.

“ Sorry, sir, we're in for it,” said
the Englishman who was doing the
talking. “ Come on, Jock,” to the one
that was hurt. " “ Put yer dukes up.”

This' limey, who wasn’t more than
eighteen years old, got on his pins and
the five of us faced the flood that was
coming down on us.

5
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I'm telling you I was sorer than a
guy with sunburn. This was a street
row that Dick Van Hooven had invited
into the café and now we were going
to get beaten up or murdered. Why,
they might break my pitching arm!
Thinking of this, I picked up a chair
and slammed it right into the foremost
that were only six feet away from us.
Boy; it bowled them over, but those he-
hind came on and there were a lot of
knives out now.

Swish! Dick had a chair and he was
brandishing it around his head. The
limeys picked up chairs and laid around
with them. I grabbed a table that must
have weighed forty pounds and tossed
it right into the mob. Half a dozen
went down. '

I'm a feller who has to earn his liv-
ing by keeping his left arm in shape and
it’s my business to keep out of rough
and tumbles. The way I felt, it would
serve Van Hooven right if they frac-
tured his skull and I didn’t care what
they did to the limeys that turned the
Indians loose on American settlers
away back in 1776. According to their
own story, they had started this jam-
boree by slugging a nigger. But when
a big mulatto hit me over the head with
a short club I forgot about my arm and
enjoyed the battle.

I hit that yellow boy and he fell over
and then I swung my left and slammed
‘a big Frenchman, who was about to
brain Dick with a chair, so hard he had
to knock two or three down to make
room to fall. The five of us were close
together and, when we ran out of
chairs, we used our fists and our feet,
but they were still coming in from the
street and about four took the places
of every man we put out of business.

We didn’t say a word, but the enemy

was howling and yipping and scream-
ing and women’s screams were louder

ARGOSY

than anything else. All the dolls had
come out of their cages and were stand-
ing in their doorways cheering on the
greasers.

HE little sailor was knocked down
and a fellow tried to put the boots
to him. I sideswiped him and

picked the limey up. He was crying,
he was so mad, and he was fighting like
a wildcat. Somebody threw a knife and
it slithered past my ear and stuck into
a black boy who was behind me. We
couldn’t lick sixty of them and we were
being driven back, of course, but every
time we came to another table and a lot
of chairs we chucked them at the mur-
derers and delayed them some.-

I got a look at Dick. His clothes were
torn, he had one eye cut, but he had a
broad smile on his face and it looked
as though he was enjoying life. I was
having kind of a good time myself.

Boy, oh, boy, what a sweet swatfest
it was. A guy climbed right up my
back and I tossed him over my head
into the crowd. Being the only intelli-
gent one there, I kept my head and I
knew we could last longer if we had a
wall behind us.

“Duck to the back of the room,” I
yelped, and dragged Dick away from
six or eight who didn’t know what to
do about right and left hooks. * Come
on, limeys!” -

It was just in time because they were
spreading out and there were half a
dozen that had come up behind us. We
made a quick rush, knocked the spigs
in back out of the way and ran the
length of the room. They thought we’d
quit and they shouted ferociously and
came running after us. We backed up
against a long counter, faced them, and
the battle was on again. :

The joint was a wreck. Every table
was overturned, half the chairs were
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smashed and it looked like a swell New
York night club after the prohibition
unit has broken things up. Behind the
fighting mien, about the whole popula-
tion of Boca had crowded in to see our
Waterloo and we didn’t have a friend
in a carload of them.

And there were still about twenty-
five healthy men in front of us and half
of them had knives out.

“ Sorry, old chap,” Dick said to me.
“It looks like our finish. They’ll cut
us into hamburger.”

Wham! They closed in. Biff—bang
—slam—crash! Two of the limeys
were down and the only one left was
the kid, who was crying and clawing
and kicking and biting. My eibow went
back as I prepared to let loose a left
hook and it touched something round.
My man went down and I looked
around. Coconuts. A big array of coco-
nuts piled like a pyramid on top of the
counter.

“ Over,” I said, and slid across the
counter. Dick didn’t hear me and
neither did John Bull—they didn't
know that fists had gone into the dis-
card. I grabbed me the top coconut
and went into action.

I'm the man that won the pitcher’s
competition for accuracy the last field
day. I could hit a dot on a plank from
a hundred feet nineteen times out of
twenty. And many a rainy afternoon
T’ve took a trip down to Coney just to
show the colored race that they hadn’t
ought to stick their heads in a hole in a
sheet of canvas and invite people to
take a shot at them. .

I don’t want you to think that I'm a
blowhard, which is why I don’t take
any credit for the massacre at Madama
Rosita’s. Some of them weren’t five
feet away.

Friends, they went over like ninepins
when a good bowler sends the ball
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down the alley. My old left shot coco-
nuts like a rapid fire gun spews bullets.
Ii th-y hadn’t been so close I guess I
woula have killed a lot of them, but I
just aimed at their noses and mouths
and was careful not to hit them on the
temples.

In no time there was a pile of
bodies in front of Dick and the limey
and those that weren’t down were
scramming for the nearest exit. I let
them have my swift ones when I saw
their backs and you should have seen
them hit the dirt when a two or three
pound coconut was planted between
their shoulder blades.

The stampede at the front entrance
was worse than the Iroquois Theatre
fire in Chicago and I guess more dam-
age was done in the retreat than in the
battle.

Now, during all this time, a fat girl
with a voice like a steam whistle and a
face that would stop a clock had been
standing in front of her door over on
the left suggesting that the spigs tear
us limb from limb, so I fed her a coco-
nut. Of course I didn’t put all I had
behind that one, but it knocked her flat
and she crawled on hands and knees
into her crib and slammed the door.

I had pitched about fifty coconuts
and there was only a dozen or so left
so I used those to hasten the exit of
the rats that had been knocked down
and got up again.

Dick had been battered so hard that
he was in a daze and the limeys were
practically unconscious before they
came off their battle wagon. For a
minute or two they just stood there and
couldn’t understand why the Argen-
tines, the Eyetalians and the Greeks
were trying so hard to get out of the
joint. I reached under the counter,
found a bottle of whisky and some
glasses, slapped them on the bar and
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said, “ Well, gents, what will you have
to drink?” ‘

CHAPTER VIIL

IN JAIL AND OUT.

ICK ‘turned around. One of his

eyes was bleeding, his nose was
swelling and he had a cut lip but
he was still grinning.

“ Buck,” he inquired, “ would you
give a fellow a nice sweet kiss?”

“1T never did see the like!” said one
cockney. “I sye, lad, are you a pro-
fessional cricket bowler?”

This limey was a sight to behold but,
nevertheless, I reached for the last
coconut.

“Have a heart, Buck,” pleaded
Dick. “‘He thinks it’s a compliment.”

So Dick and me and the three
bunged-up Britishers had a couple of
drinks on the house and we paid no
attention whatever to the waiters who
came back with a fat, ugly, gray-haired
old woman who stood there and called
us names.

“ And now what?” asked Dick. He
turned to the limeys. * Boys,” he said,
“ 1 have you to thank for a very pleas-
ant afternoon.”

One of the Englishmen gasped.

“1 say, sir,” he said. ““ You top any
Yankee I ever met. You fought like an
Englishman.”

The second swab wagged his head.
“It’s hard to account for,” he added.

“On the contrary,” replied Dick.
“You see, boys, I happen to be the
brother-in-law of the Duke of Rug-
borough.”

The three of them gazed upon him
with awe. S

“ A duke!” one of them said.

“ Blood will teil,” observed another.

Thinking about the figure Rug-
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borough would have cut in that mélée,
I poured myself another drink. I had
flexed the old soupbone and it was ab-
solutely O. K. and I never felt better
in my life.

While all this was going on the
Patagonian army had managed to clear
out to the last man and we would have
been very cozy if a lot of uniforms
hadn’t marched in.

No matter what country you're in
you'll find that cop nature never
changes. :

The riot in Madama Rosita’s was
heard all the way to the station house
and the reserves were called out and
they had marched to the scene of the
battle and waited outside until it was
safe to go in.

Now they plunged into the place
with drawn swords, pinched the five of
us and listened sympathetically to
Rosita’s tale of woe. We couldn’t
break into the argument at all; they
hustled us out of the restaurant and
formed a hollow square around us and
pricked us with the points of their
carving knives all the way to the local
calaboose.

A police captain in gold lace and
epaulets welcomed us. It seemed they
had a deal with King George of Eng-
land by which his sailors who got into
trouble should be sent back to their
ships to be punished by their officers,
so, without giving us a chance to say
good-by to the limeys who were re-
sponsible for it all, they sent a squad
with them down to the port. As for
me and Dick, they didn’t even ask our
names but they jammed us into a cell
together and locked an iron door, about
six inches thick, on us.

There was a window high in the
wall, about four inches by six, which
didn’t let in much light but it was
enough for us to realize that we were
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so bunged up that we must have looked
like bums to the Argentine “ finest.”

“Well,” T said to the boy f -iend,
“locks as though we’re going t) jail
sooner than we expected. Do you.inow
the combination that will get us ‘Jut of
this?”

Dick nodded. “ About a thoasand
shin plasters and the Duke of Rug-
borough. Bucsy will be useful for the
first time in his life.”

“Will you answer me one 1hmg.’
Did we have to butt into this fight?”

“ They’d have murdered those three
English boys, Buck,” he said solemnly.

“Don’t you think there wotld be
enough bluenoses left if they did >’

He slapped me on the back. “ Wish
I could wash up,” he said. “ Buck,
yow'd have gone out to help them if the
fight had been in the street, if for no
other reason than because they were
the under-dogs.”

“ Oh, yeah? I got my pitchin;r arm
to think about.”

E laughed and then began t kick

the door. In a minute a cop: with

a big mustache and a scowl
opened it and stuck in his head. Dick
wagged a fifty-peso note under his
nose, and you should have seer that
policeman change his expression.

In a couple of minutes he was back
with hot water and towels and a re-
quest to be of further service. Dick
told him to call up the duke st the
address Bugsy had given us anl ask
him to step on the gas. After thit we
had a good wash and sat down cn the
bunk to wait for the relief expedition.

This hoosegow, by the way, was an
old one-story adobe and the cel. had
not been cleaned since O'Higgins
started his revolution a hundred years
back. Generations of garlic caters
must have lived and dled in it, julging

OF DEATH 71
by the odors, and the blanket on the
cot had a perfume that was all its
own.

We didn’t say anything for quite
a long while. Finally Dick began to
chuckle.

“It’s a wonder you didn’t kill some
of them,” he said. “ Those coconuts
were heavy as cannon balls and trav-
eled about as fast.”

“T thought of that,” I told him. “
planted ’em where 1 wanted.”

“You earned a year’s salary, old
man.” He looked at his wrist watch.
Despite what had happened, it wasn’t
broken.

“Five thirty,” he said. “I doubt if
we make the night boat for Monte-
video.”

“Me, too. We ain't going any-
where: Maybe the general will let us
out when he gets to be president.”

“Don’t be a pessimist. We're in-
nocent.” -
The joint was getting on my

nerves. I can stand anything but bad
smells.

“Rugborough,” I sneered. ‘‘He
wouldn’t cross the street to help any-
body. And maybe they won't look in
the right saloon for his grace.”

“He’s our only hope,” Dick said
glumly. “ Though I read that there
are twenty thousand bars in B. A.”

It began to get dark and insects
came out of their lairs and rats poked
their heads out of their holes. Every
now and then some woman in one of
the cells would let out a blood curdling
yell. T began to think about a steak
smothered in onions which wasn’t like-
ly te be on the menu in this boarding
house and that made me feel very mel-
ancholy. And then the key turned in
the iron door and it opened with a
clang, and who came to call on us but
the red-headed woman!
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She was dressed just the way she
had been at the races and she stood
there looking at us with a wooden ex-
pression.

Behind her was the police captain,
his hat in his hand, and a couple of
the cops who had pinched us.

I nudged Dick. “ Say something,”
I whispered. He turned his head away.

“ Come out, sefiores,” Rita said in
a very cold tone.

I jumped up and Dick pulled me
down again on the cot.

“No, thank you,” he answered.
“ Weare very comfortable right here.”

“ Are you nuts?” I exclaimed.

“Sefior Van Hooven,” she said
sharply, ““ kindly follow me. I have se-
cured your release.”

“ Couldn’t think of it.
want to be released.”

“ But surely you don’t want to re-
main in this vile carcel#” she exclaimed
excitedly. “ Are you hurt, sefior? Have
they wounded you?”

“ My friend and I don’t care to be
under any obligations to you,
sefiorita,” said this numskull. “ Kind-
ly close the door and leave us in
peace.”

We don’t

JUMPED up. “ You speak for
yourself,” I said indignantly.
“I'm much obliged to you, miss,

and I accept your kind invitation to
get out of this pigsty, with pleasure.”

Rita ignored me, came right into the
cell and laid both her hands on his
shoulders.

“ Seiior,” she said, “ I know you are
angry with ‘me. I know that appear-
ances are against me. I swear to you
I can explain. There are treasons—
doesn’t my appearance in this place so
soon after your incarceration demon-
strate that your affairs are important
to me?”
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“ Will you be kind enough to think
of me, Dick?” I asked him. “Do I
want to be eaten by rats before
morning? Lady, if youll stand aside
I'll rush him out of here—"

“You lied to me and you cut me
dead,” said Dick. “And I loved
you.” , :

“ Please believe me,” she implored,
her two hands clasped like she was
praying. “I had to do what I did.
There were reasons.”

“ What reasons?”

“ How can I tell you here?” she ex-
claimed. :

“ Certainly she can’t. Come outside,
Dick, and find out her reasons,” I
pleaded, and I put my hands under his
shoulders and lifted him to his feet.
He let me push him out of the cala-
boose and she came along behind us
with the police.

In the jail office, the police captain
handed me a slip of paper. I looked
at it and saw a thousand pesos written
on it, so I passed it right over to Van
Hooven.

“ What’s this?”’ he asked the police
official, and he was told that it was a
bill for damages to Madama’s honky-
tonk.

“ Give it to me,” said Rita. “I shall
pay it.”

Dick laughed and drew out a roll of
bills. Not being so thorough as Ameri-
can cops, they hadn’t frisked us before
slamming the cell door on us.

“Cheap at the price,” he said,
laughing. “ Rita, you should have seen
Buck pitch coconuts.”

She laughed like a kid and thrust
her hand inside his left arm and sort
of nestled against him.

“I am sure I should have enjoyed
it,” she declared. ““But, my friend,
you are bruised and disheveled. You
are badly hurt.”
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“ Nothing but
brawl,” he assured her.
those explanations?”

“On the way to your hotel I shall
tell you everything,” she assured him.
“ My car is outside.”

There was an enormous foreign
limousine standing in front of the
jail with an Indian chauffeur behind
the wheel. The police captain opened
the door, kissed the hand of Sefiorita
Calavero and helped her in. He then
delivered a long speech in Spanish
about how sorry he was that he had
not given us better accommodations,
but Dick cut him short by getting into
the car, and I shot in on his heels and
slammed the door.

“ Before you say a word,” said Dick
severely, “I wish to inform you,
sefiorita, that neither I nor my friend
are imbeciles. We take no interest in
your local politics and we know noth-
ing about the good or bad qualities
of your government. The only reason
for our joining the party of General
What’s-his-name was that you were a
member of it. I fell in love with you
at first sight. I'm the kind of man who
will do anything for the woman he
loves and who is capable of strangling
her if she double crosses him. If your
only interest in me was to tie me up
with those cutthroats in that cellar, I’ll
report their activities to the govern-
ment and then leave Buenos Aires for-
ever. Also, I know when a person is
lying, and you better talk straight.
Proceed.”

a very pleasant
“ Now about

HE was smiling at him all the time
and her eyes were shining. She
put out her hand and laid it on his

right sleeve. Dick shook it off.

“ No vamping,” he warned. “Tve
found out a lot about you to-day,
seitorita. Tell your story.”
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“1It is very simple,” she said. “Yam
engaged to be married to a very bad
man. He is the Minister of War. He
has learned that I am active among
the revolutionists and he threatens to
put me in prison. This morning he or-
dered me to lunch with him at the
Jockey Club and accompany him to the
races. I had no choice.”

“Yes, ves,” said Dick skeptically.
“Go on.”

“I do not wish you to provoke the
enmity of that man,” she said. “ So I
do not tell you that I am breaking our
engagement to lunch with him. You
are an exceedingly reckless person, my
friend. So, when I encountered you at
the track, I feared you would say some-
thing indiscreet and General Villa
would have you assassinated. It
seemed best that I do not recognize you.
So, you see? And you forgive me?”

“Well,” said Dick, who couldn’t re-
sist her smile very long. “ Sounds sort
of fishy. How do you happen to he
here?”

“ On my return from the races I was
informed by one of our agents that you
two gentlemen had fought with and in-
jured many persons and were in jail at
the Boca. As my escort had returned
to the government building, I took my
car and came to offer my services. So,
it is very simple, is it not?”

“ Maybe. How about spending the
evening with me?”

“ Unfortunately, I cannot do that.”

“ Dining with him, eh?” he said.

She shook her head and laughed.
“ No, seiior. And, if you wish to see
me this evening, you may do so. You
may see me for a couple of hours—"

Dick gave her both his hands and
laughed gleefully. “ All is forgiven,”
he declared.

“Yet I shall not be with you,” she
finished, smiling broadly. “ You may
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see me at the stadium, I am playing
for the blues with Sefiorita MicShane,
whose partner has been taken ill.”

“ You're going to play jai alai, with
professionals, before a lot of cafs who
will bet on you or against you?”’ he
asked in a horrified tone.

“ Come off,” I protested. ‘‘ What's
good enough for Fiora is gooc. enough
for any red-headed dame that ever
lived.”

She gave me a friendly smile. “ Your
companion is charming,” she told Dick,
“and he admires the Sefiorita Mac-
Shane, eh, seiior?”

“You said it, lady,” I answered.

“Tt is a very noble sport, Sefior Van
Hooven,” she told Dick. “ I have played
it from childhood. I am called the best
woman amateur in the Argentine. To-
night our women play the Basqtes from
FEurope—a most important match—and
Sefiorita Manridez is ill. I counsider it
an honor to play in her place.”

“Its degrading,” he protested,
“ How can your people permit it ?”

“I do as I please. It is particularly
obnoxious to my fiancé,” she said.

“ That's different,” Dick answered
with a complete change of tcne. “I
wonder if there are any sea:s to be
had.” E

Rita opened her purse and produced
two tickets. “ The game star:s at ten
o’clock,” she said. “Have you ever
seen one?”’

He nodded. “In Cuba.
know women played it.”

“Very few women play well. I am
one of the few,” she said proudly.

Dick looked at his watch “It’s
seven forty-five,” he said. “ You could
dine with us.”

“ Be discreet, my friend. Inyour in-
terests we must not be seen together.”

“You don’t like me,” he scaid dis-
mally.

I didn’t

‘were in our rooms.
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She took his hand. “ From the first
moment I saw you, I liked you.” I never
before met a man whom I liked so
much. We shall have meetings, but
you must let me arrange them. Re-
member, our conventions are not like
those in North America. And now we
are close to the center of the city. It
will be better if you descend and take a
taxi to the hotel. Adios, my Amer-
icans.”

She spoke to the chauffeur and in a
moment we were standing on the side-
walk watching her car disappear in the
distance.

“ Buck,” said Dick to me, “ without
a single exception, she is the most
beautiful, the most intelligent, the most
wonderful girl in the world.”

“You ought to have that set to
music,” I told him. “ So everything is
oke, again, and we stay in this village ?”

“ Why, certainly,” Dick declared.
“ Rita was acting for the best. And
what daring for a delicate girl like her
to venture into the Boca to get us out
of that bad smelling jail!”

I thought she must have known the
ropes down there to be able to work it,
but I was getting sense in my old age
so I didn’t say anything. And then a
taxi came along and in a few minutes
unloaded us at the Palace Hotel.

CHAPTER IX.
RIOT !

: E were a couple of tough look-
ing objects as we crossed the
lobby, but the natives were too

polite to say anything about our ap-
pearance.

“ Quick change,” said Dick when we
“We need cock-
tails after what we have been through.
Better put on evening clothes. We're
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so battered they might not let us into
the bar if we don’t dress up.”

When we arrived in the bar it was
well filled. In the center of the room
was a long table, at one end of which
was sitting the Duke of Rugborough.
He waved a hand to us and motioned
us to sit at the other end. There were
eight men between us and him on one
side of the table and seven on the other
side. Everybody nodded and smiled
at us and the fellow on my right said
his name was Carter and he worked for
the First National Bank of Boston that
had a branch down here.

Dick ordered cocktails, and in a
couple of minutes the waiter was back
with a huge tray on which were
eighteen drinks and he began to pass
them along the line.

“ Your order, sciior,” said the wait-
er, grinning at Van Hooven.

‘ As you are strangers,” said Carter,
“1 had better explain a quaint Argen-
tine custom. The first man who sits at
this table buys himself a cocktail. As
each person comes to the table he buys
a round of drinks. The expense to the
first comer is slight—the cost of one
cocktail—but those who come last find
it expensive. Your friend, for example,
is purchasing eighteen drinks.”

I jerked my finger at the Duke of
Rugborough.

““ He was the first, wasn’t he?”

Carter grinned. “ I don’t know how
he does it. He is always the first.”

“ Which means,” said Dick, “ that
this will be Bugsy’s eighteenth cock-
tail.”

“ Exactly,” answered Carter.

I nudged Dick. “ Lucky thing Rita
didn’t walk out on us after your cordial
reception,” I told him. “ The duke
wouldn’t pass up seventeen free drinks
to get the Queen of England out of
jail.”
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“ Pardon me,” said Carter. “ You
are Congressman Jervis, I believe.”

“ None other,” Dick said quickly:

“ Are you aware you have a black
eye, Congressman?” asked Carter.

“You ought to see the other feller,”
I said to that. “ Dick and me had a
little argument with thirty or forty
bozos down at the Boca.”

“ You're fortunate you didn’t land in
the Bay. How did you escape?”’

Dick rocked with laughter. “ The
Congressman gave them his visiting
card,” he said, “ and they couldn’t do
enough for us, after that.”

This Boston man was curious, but
Dick winked at me not to tell him any
more and, after we had our cocktails,
we left. Rugborough was too sunk to
notice our departure.
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HEN we arrived at the stadium
a mob was pouring into the
place; one hundred per cent
male. We passed the ticket taker and
were shown to our seats, which were in
the second row of a grandstand that
must have seated a couple of thousand.
Of course I had heard of this game
called jai alas and was going to take a
squint at it in Cuba, but there were
too many cabarets. Dick got into con-
versation with an Englishman on his
left who told him that it was invented
by the Basques, who are a kind of
Spaniard, in Europe, and only recently
had become popular in B. A.

While they were talking, I was look-
ing over the layout. Having heard that
it was nothing but handball except they
hit the ball with baskets instead of
gloves, I was surprised to find it such
a showy establishment and I couldn’t
see why a handball game would draw a
crowd of a couple of thousand. The
way I had looked at it, being the best
handball player on the Yankees, I could
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get down there and with a littl: practice
clean up the best of these comical
Argentines.

Still, it was the biggest handball
court I ever saw. It was more than
two hundred feet long and thirty-six
feet wide and paved with cement. The
ends and left side of the court were
built of smooth granite blocks fully
forty feet high and the wells were
marked with lines a good deal like a
handball court. The right side of the
court was open and that’s where the
grandstand was placed. The loor was
divided into squares twelve feet on a
side. I didn’t know any handball play-
er who could use a court as big as this
and I began to sit up and tale notice.

Betting commissioners wer: passing
through the crowd, and there was a
betting ring under the grandstand
where the bookies were yelliig. Not
knowing how to bet on this funny
game, Dick and I decided t> wait a
while. The Englishman said that you
could bet right up to the finish of the
game but that the odds kert chang-
ing. He also said that the Basque
women would clean up the Argentines

because they had had more e<perience °

and because one of the proiessionals
of the Blue team was ill and an ama-
teur was taking her place.

Dick immediately pulled out a roll
of bills and offered to bet ten to one
on the local team, but the Bluenose said
he never made bets.

The racket made by the crowd was
enough to drive you wild, Each man
seemed to be yelling all the time and
it wasn’t the kind of noise made by a
baseball crowd, but a shrill yip-yip-
yip! A brass band proceeded to make
more noise and kept it up until ten
minutes past ten when ther: was a
flourish of trumpets and the players
and the officials marched in.
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The Basque women were in white,
There were four of them, two regulars
and two substitutes, because it seemed
that people could get hurt. I saw Fiora
the minute she stepped upon the floor
and I jumped to my feet and yelled,
“Hurray for MacShane!” A lot of
people joined in and others hissed and
cheered for other players. Dick had
hold of my arm and was staring at
Rita Calavero, who had her red hair
tucked under a blue cap and who was
taller than the other three Blues.

All the girls wore sleeveless shirts
and shorts, with bare arms and legs.
The Basque dames were small but mus-
cular and dark and ugly. Fiora was
slender and shapely and her skin was
dazzling white” She waved her basket
to the crowd and they cheered their
héads off. They cheered for the other
Argentine women professionals, but
when Rita was introduced there were
more jeers than cheers. Dick jumped
np and looked around belligerently,
but there were no jeerers within punch-
ing distance. The Englishman told us
they gave her the razz because she was
an amateur.

Well, the game started. Fiora and
a swift but skinny Spanish girl went
in for the Blues, and Rita had to sit
on the sidelines with the other substi-
tute. They played it something like
handball and something like squash,
except they caught the ball in the racket
instead of slamming it back with the
racket or the hand, and they could
throw instead of volleying, if they
didn’t delay too long, which was a
fault. The first ball from the Basques
was a very long high one that
was headed for the far end of the
court, but Fiora was down there like
a flash and sent it back hard, swift and
low. I opened my eyes at the way those
girls could keep the ball in the air.
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They could catch it on the fly or take
it on the first bounce and the amount
of ground they covered would make a
woman tennis player drop dead of
heart failure in five minutes.

PEED, speed, and more speed;

that was. what they had to have.

My little Fiora—of course I had
only seen her once, but that’s the way
I felt about her—my Fiora was the
best player of the four, but the girl
who was working with her was the
worst. First thing you know the
Basques were out in front. As most
of the crowd had bet on them, the saps
were hollering their heads off and I
howled for Fiora until I didn’t have
any voice left.

“Why don’t they put Rita in?”
Dick kept muttering. “ Rita’ll show
’em, she’ll show ’em.”

But the first intermission came with-
out Rita getting into the game, and it
happened when the Basques scored
thirty points and won the first match.
The Englishman said that three match-
es would be played. The girls who had
been in the game ran for the dressing
rooms followed by the others. As the
Basqués had won, thirty to twenty-two,
the odds lifted and Dick nodded to me
and we went down to the ring to bet
our shirts on Fiora and her gang.

When we got there, they put up a
sign saying that Sefiorita Rita Cala-
vero would play in the second match
with Sefiorita MacShane and Dick
took it as a personal insult that the
bookies boosted the odds on the
Basques from three to one up to four
to one. He laid a thousand pesos
against the Basques and I went into my
jeans for five hundred, all I had until
next pay day.

Back we went to our seats and, in
a few minutes, the teams came on and

il

the referee blew his whistlee. When
Rita strolled onto the court, a lot of
people in the stands began to whistle
and catcall and shout nasty things at
her.

It seemed that most of these -eggs
had bet money on the Blues and were
sore because an amateur had been
rung in on them, and there were oth-
ers who thought it was all right for
the professionals to appear with the
arms and legs bare, but as Rita was
a lady and as the conservative element
didn’t approve of the way she busted
all conventions in Buenos Aires, they
thought this was a grand time to stage
a demonstration.

At that time I didn't know much
about these South American customs
and habits, which I found out all about
later. Of course I had noticed that
there never seemed to be any respecta-
ble looking women in the hotels or
restaurants at night and Bugsy had
said something about their only being
around alone during the afternoon in
the shopping streets, but I never
dreamed that things were what they
were.

It seems that they bring up these
Spanish girls very strict. They never
go out without their mothers or some
old woman they call the duenna and
they are not allowed to make a date
with a fellow even to go to a show.

As soon as a girl is old enough to
be married her folks give a party and
invite young men with their mothers
and fathers and have a nice little eve-
ning when the kids are allowed to
dance with the old people watching
them like a cat watches a mouse. If
they don’t make a deal with the parents
of one of the men invited to the first
ball, they give more parties and finally
hook up a marriage. .

Of course there isn’t much a fellow

OF DEATH
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and girl can get away with right in
front of the fathers and mothers and
all the fun of going round with a girl
is lost. After they are engaged. if you
think there is any let-up on the spy
business, you're crazy. The engaged
young man calls on the gir and her
mother. Probably he never =ven gets
' kiss before the wedding but he goes
through because it’s the custom.

Now if you ever went to one of
these Spamsh countries you probably
noticed that there is a balcony on every
house and the reason for thz balcony
is what I'm going to tell you.

The man takes his bride to their new
home, usually his parents’ house, and
they settle down to married lite. Every
night after dinner he kisses his wife
and says, “Come, darling,” and he
leads her up to the second floor and
says, ‘“ Now, precious, have a nice
pleasant evening with your knitting.”

After that he puts on hi; hat and
coat and he locks the door leading to
the second floor, and then he locks the
front door and he goes out to spend
the evening with the gang.

After he has gone the loving wife
knits a little while, or tallis to her
mother-in-law, who also 1as been
locked in, and finally they go out and
sit on the balcony and dist the dirt
with the women on the nex: balcony,
who have also been locked in. until bed
time.

In the meantime the hushinds have
gone to their clubs where they play
pool—that is, if they are respectable.

If they’re not, they go to the cafés

or to the Follies Bergére where there
are a lot of dames brouzht from
France by the white slavers, and they
buy wine and have a good time until
the small hours of the morniag.

Now this is the way it has alwavs
been and from a man’s st'mdpomt what
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could be sweeter? They like things as
they are; they don’t take any stock in
this idea we have in the United States
that a married woman has a right to
enjoy herself. They won't even let
their wives see American motion pic-
tures which show married women out
with their boy friends raising ructions.
If one of their wives attracts the at-
tention of a guy who happens to be
passing under the balcony, said affair
is reported by the duennas and the hus-
bands sharpen their carving knives.
That is how a lot of Americans who
saw good-lookers making eyes at them
from up above happened to die very
sudden.

Of course I'm talking about society
people, not the common folks. Nobody
cares what the peasantry do except
their husbands and they stay at home
nights because they haven’t the price
to “do anything else.

HE point of all this is that Rita
Calavero had busted all the rules.
She ran around alone and she
did what she pleased and she refused
to marry anybody that could lock her
up and confine her to a balcony. So,
when this wealthy heiress walked out
in a costume that was a lot more mod-
est than a Hollywood bathing suit, all
the aristocratic husbands in the
stadium were shocked and they told
her what they thought of her in very
impolite language.

None of all this worried Rita, who
waved her left hand with the long nar-
row racket on it to the crowd and
started to serve the ball to the Basque
dames. Mind you, the boys in the
stands had nothing against these pro-
fessional pelota players. What these
women did wasn’t likely to cause a lot
of high toned Argentine women to
make trouble for their husbands. Aside
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from the fact that they thought that
Rita would cause them to lose their
bets, they were against her because she
was a bad example. So, a very indig-
nant husband threw a beer bottle at
her.

Dick Van Hooven gave a howl of
rage, climbed over the men in front
and jumped right down upon the court.
Rita Calavero caught that beer bottle
in her basket and, being red headed
and what goes with it, she slammed it
right back into the crowd, regardless
of who was hit. She knocked out a
bookmaker which was of no conse-
quence whatever except that it was a
terrible breach of decorum for a player
to resent anything done by the paid
spectators. And a dozen beer bottles
went flying at Rita Calavero, all of
which she ducked with neatness and
agility. Those bottles that didn’t shat-
ter into pieces on the concrete were im-
mediately tossed back by Dick Van
Hooven and the crowd decided that it
didn’t like him.
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It ain’t likely that any members of
a male audience would have murdered
a beautiful girl like Rita, even if she
was a home breaker and a bad exam-
ple, but they saw no reason why they
shouldn’t tear Dick into little pieces, so
I had to get down there and help him
toss beer bottles.

I guess it would have been Custer’s
Last Rally for me and Dick, for we
were all alone as the officials had
rushed the girls off the court, but it
occurred to those who were sure that
they were going to lose their bets that
it would be a swell idea if there was
a general riot which would put a stop
to the evening’s entertainment and call
off all bets. So, in about half a minute,
there were a hundred men on the court
with us and they were not only slug-
ging us but they were slamming one
another.

The last thing I remember was see-
ing Dick hitting out in all directions,
then something landed on me like a few
tons of bricks and I went down.

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK,
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The Name ‘‘ Argosy *’
ROMANCE and glamour surround the little-known origin of the name

“ Argosy.”

It is only natural to guess that the word comes from the

good ship Argo, on which the Greek adventurer Jason set sail in quest of
the Golden Fleece; but this does not happen to be the case.

Back in the 1500’s, the richest commerce of the civilized world was
carried on by the Adriatic ports of Venice and Ragusa. Stately vessels laden

with “ topazes, and cinnainon, and gold moidores

)

sailed the seven seas, from

India to America, from Africa to England. The republic of Ragusa had
been a seaport since the seventh century, and was then the leading port of the
world. So the finest treasure ships were called by the English, with the
‘blithe disregard of spelling which characterized the time, “ Ragusyes” or
“ Aragusyes ” or ““ Argosyes.”

Such is the: colorful and romantic history of the name. Bancroft, the
historian, adds: “ By the Venetian law, no slave might enter a Venetian ship,
and to tread the deck of an Argosy of Venice became the privilege and the
evidence of freedom.” D. Wynkoop.



He knew he was plainly
visible to whoever had
struck the watchman

Burning Dust

By RALPH R. PERRY

Only one man in the quarry town could have thought of that ghastly
death scheme-—and he was the type lo try again

OT simply to murder tim. That

|— \-l hadn’t been the icea. The

scheme had been to murder him

horribly—to squash him like a bug by

a three-hundred-foot fall, to leave his

body a sickening sight for those who
must gather it for burial.

Bruised, bleeding at tke mouth,
nauseated by the shock of ¢n attempt
on his life which he had survived he
knew not how, Wally Devrics clung to
the side of the quarry hotsting-bucket,
big enough to hold five tons of lime-
stone rock. Beneath him gaped one of

- of whitish limestone.
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the deepest man-madeé chasms in the
country, a round pit with vertical walls
A quarter of a
mile from rim to rim and three hundred
feet deep, the shadows were already
dark at the bottom of the pit, though
the sun was just setting.

QOver the center of this vast hole in
the ground the quarry bucket dangled
by a single thin steel rope which passed
through a block that traveled on a
heavy suspension cable leading across
the quarry from side to side. In this
bucket the rock was hoisted, and the

5A—1I10
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quarrymen were lowered to their work.
Wally had been descending in it, alone,
to make his regular daily inspection
after quitting time.

He and the bucket had traveled out
along the suspension cable, to the center
of the quarry. He had hung poised for
an instant in mid-air, as always, while
leather-cheeked Bill Perkins, the hoist-
man in the engine house at the quarry’s
edge, had checked the forward motion
of the bucket and reached out for the
handle of the pony brake which would
lower it gently to the bottom of the
quarry.

At that critical second had come the
dull boom of exploding dynamite.
Wally had seen the suspension cable
slip from the saddle of the mooring
tower directly behind the engine house,
had seen the wooden sides of the engine
house collapse, and the suspension cable
drop loosely. At the same moment he
felt himself falling.

Then he had been jerked, twisted,
spun, flung up by the elasticity of the
cable; dropped again, over and over,
while the cable vibrated up and down
across the quarry like a great violin
string and the heavy iron quarry bucket
danced and tipped like a tin pail jeried
about on the end of a string.

Eyes tight shut, fingers clamped on
the bucket rim, heels flying, he had sur-
vived. But now that the bucket dangled
motionless in mid-air again, he had no
doubts. No accident, this, but the cal-
culated deed of a murderer—a murder-
er willing to slaughter Rill Perkins and
crippled old Absolom Javitt, the quarry
watchman, if need be, in order to dash
Wally Devries to a horrible death. A
murderer who must he insane, foi every
man i Stonehaven had reason to like
Wally. He had saved their jobs for all
of them by preventing a shutdown of
the quarry. They owed him their live-

6 A—10
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lihcod—to a man—and his reward was
that one of them had schemed to wreck
the quarry, to ruin Nance Bennett, to
impoverish the village and to risk the
lives of two fellow workmen in order
to squash him!

TALLY DEVRIES possessed
‘W the mathematical, exact, and
logical mind of the born engi-
neer. If a derrick lifts a ten-ton weight,
the stress on boom and backstay is just
so much, neither more nor less. The
safe working load for a quarter-inch
manila rope is a thousand and sixty
pounds. Therefore, if Wally inspected
a rope and found it sound, he would
swing a half-ton weight on it with con-
fidence, no matter how thin and weak
the rope might look in comparison with
the size of its burden.

To push calculations to the limit in
that fashion takes courage. Wally had
it. . Even good engineers figure a limit
of load, divide their own figures by
four, in order to be safe, and in actual
practice often shade that dividend by
ten per cent. But once Wally figured
what a machine or a man could endure,
he made them take it. Cautious rivals
called him reckless; nevertheless, by
driving ahead he had made a success of
the Stonehaven Quarry, and had
achieved an enviable reputation.

He had come to Stonehaven to close
the quarry and to dismantle the ma-
chinery. The pit, he was told, was too
deep. All the profit was dissipated by
the cost of hoisting the limestone three
hundred feet to the surface.

He found a discouraged community,
bewildered at the prospect of losing the
only local industry, which had support-
ed the town for three generations. He
found apathetic owners, reconciled to
failure and ready to live on the interest
of the little money they had saved,
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rather than risk their capital in contin-
uing the business.

The one bright spot was the principal
stockholder, Nancy DBennett, grand-
daughter of the founder of the juarry.
At their first meeting, her beauty made
Wally catch his breath. Nance vras tall,
blond, with gray eyes and long, dark,
curling eyelashes. The description is
inadequate, for her beauty lay as much
in her manner as in her perfection of
feature. She was the sort of girl whom
men not only admire, but marry.

Wally {fell in love with her «t once.
Yet there was something amiss. With-
in a month he realized that the gray
eyes smiled rarely, whatever her lips
might do, and that the smile never
lasted more than a few seconds.

He thought that she was ‘worried
over the quarry. To Nance, a shutdown
spelled poverty. Wally made up his
mind to change all that. He inspected,
calculated. The costs of hoisting were
high, and no mistake. But the Dhlasting
costs, the handling costs, and the costs
of burning the limestone in the kilns
two miles from the quarry were also
excessive. Moreover, once thz stone
was hoisted, it could be deliverel to the
kilns, and from the kilns to schooners
loading in deep water, by gravity.
What was lost in hoisting could be
saved in the remaining processes.

Wally assembled his figures. He
could save a cent a ton here, two cents
there, a tenth of a cent elsewherz. Add-
ed together, a dozen small saviags fig-
ured up to a profit. The local banker
offered to supply the capital nezded to
make the changes which Wally recom-
mended, provided Wally woull agree
to stay on in Stonchaven as resident
engineer. Stonehaven was jubilant—
yet Nance, for whom Wally hzd done
the thing, hardly seemed to car:. Her
eyes were grateful, but they were not
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gay. She smiled—really smiled—no
oftener than before.

She was the finest girl Wally had
ever met. He was sure of that. He
drove ahead—to the limit, as he did in
all things. In less than a year, Nance
wore his ring; and if he was no nearer
to an understanding of the shadow that
hung over her, he had at least no doubt
of her love. Knowing the warmth of
her affection, Wally slowly forgot that
she had been a problem. They had
everything to look forward to.

Or rather, they had seemed to have.
Hanging over a three-hundred-foot
abyss i an iron bucket, staring at a
shattered engine house, a wrecked
mooring tower, and a sagging suspen-
sion cable, Wally changed his mind. He
had saved Stonehaven, and the town
now repaid him—with dynamite.

A stranger who comes to a small
New England town and wins the best
job and the prettiest girl is often un-
popular, but Wally knew that he was an
exception to the rule. A personal en-
emy could have shot him from the
thickets beside the road as he drove
past in his car. The present attempt on
his life passed the limits of jealousy.
Studying it in hard cold anger, the out-
standing fact was that he had been des-
tined for a horrible death. The inten-
tion had been to leave his shattered
body as a threat—a dreadful lesson.

Threat against what? Lesson to
whom? Not to him. Had the plan not
miscarried he ought to have been dead
or dying three hundred feet below.
Only the strength of his fingers had
saved him.

HE sound of the explosion had
brought the quarrymen back as
fast as their automobiles could be

turned around in elm-shaded streets.
Passersby had leaped onto the running
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boards. The chief of police was on the
way, the siren on his car wailing. Out
of the big yellow house on the top of
the hill Nance ran bareheaded, dashing
across the fields. Wally waved his hand.
She waved back. But her pace did not
slacken.

‘Wally watched her dash into a crowd
of men laboring to clear the débris of
the explosion away from the hoisting
machinery. Bill Perkins and old Ab-
solom, the watchman, were dragged
out of the wreckage. Both were cut by
flying splinters of plank, but they were
able to stand. Ten minutes after the
-explosion, the winch was again turning.
Slowly and carefully, with groans and
gasps from the crowd at every tremor
in the suspension cable, Wally was
drawn back to solid ground.

Nance leaned over the bucket rim to
help him out. He grinned, caught her
around the waist, and hugged her
tight. Her face was white, and a pulse
was beating noticeably in her throat.
Even in his arms she shivered.

“It’s all right. I'm okay. Honest!”
he whispered. To show how little he
was injured, he vaulted from the buck-
et and climbed to the top of the load-
ing platform, where he could look down
upon the men. -

“Boys,” he called out, “ we've
something to settle here and now.
You've looked at the wreckage. I
guess you can see that some one
doesn’t exactly like me.” Broad-shoul-
dered and ruddy-cheeked, with black
hair curling close to his head, Wally
paused. Despite the streak of blood on
his face he had never locked more
powerful, nor felt more aggressive. He
waited for the crowd to smile at the
understatement. No one did. His ef-
fort to diminish the tension in the
air by beginning his speech in a semi-
humorous vein was a flat failure.
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¢ Naturally, I'd like to know who
that some one is,” Wally went on firm-
ly. “But get this straight—I don’t
want to put any one in jail. That
would be damn’ little satisfaction to
me. I want to make this quarry a suc-
cess. That’s all I've ever wanted, and
it’s all I want now.”

Wally paused. “ I'm a stranger here.
As far as I know, my slate is clean
with all of you. Instead of cutting
wages, I've cut costs. Your pay checks
are now larger, and the percentage of
accidents is less since I took hold.—
But to hell with that stuff! I'm trying
to talk like a man, not like a hook-
keeper . . .

“If any of you know anything—if
you only suspect anything that will ex~
plain this—explosion—speak up! I'm
not asking you to snitch on a neighbor
or a fellow workman. If the guy who
did this is here, he needn’t be afraid
to admit it. All I’ll ask him to do is
to leave town—Ileave it for good, If
there’s a grudge against me or against
this quarry, let's drag it out into the
open and have a look at it here and
now. T'll talk anything out, or fight it
outsi =

“T see Chief Wiggin over there,
poking around the mooring tower for
a clue. I wish he’d come in. I don’t
care much who set the blast off. 1T
want to know why. That explosion
was a crazy stunt. Tt seems to have
been aimed at me; but if it had hap-
pened half an hour earlier, a dozen of
you boys might have been kilied. Look
at the thing {from that angle. We've
got a job of work to do here. Let’s
tell what we know, so that we can do
it. That’s all. I'm listenring.”

There was a murmur of approval
and a stir in the crowd. Facing
Wally, a semicircle formed with Bill
Perkins and old Absolom in the cen-
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ter. From the rear spoke Wiggin, the
grizzled chief of police.

“ Ain’t no ashes of a fuse ’round
the moorin’ tower. Ain’t no marks of
detonator wires in the dust, neither.
Footprints close by hev all been
tromped out, but I circled wide. Seems
to me like one of them two m.ust have
set her off, Mr. Devries.”

EATHER-CHEEKED PRill Per-
kins spat in the whitish dust that
covered the ground eve:ywhere.

“ Weren’t no one but me and ’Som
nigh in the engine house. That I kin
swear to,” he drawled.  The L ull town
kin guess, but I seen something. The
blast pinned me down aganst the
winch, but I wasn’t knocked out. I
cud a helt the pony brake, even if
there hadn’t been no automatic safety
deevices.—Right after the blast, mov-
in’ through the dust outside the door,
seemed to me like old Som was a-
windin’ her in.”

“I never set no blast. Wasn't I
right front of it?” sharled the watch-
man.

He was an unlovely figure; an old
man, seventy or even eighty years old,
with white hair and unshavea white
whiskers streaked with dust. Tall and
gaunt to emaciation, he stood vrith one
hip thrown sidewise. Long zgo, his

right foot and his right hand had been

blown off in an accident. The cork
hand and foot did not fit well. Yet
despite age and weakness he glared at
the crowd—which stared back with a
hostility for which Wally was at a loss
to account.

“ 1 don’t know nothing about it,” he
continned. ‘ But go on and blime me
fer it if ye like. Ye always hev!” Ab-
solom snarled.

“What about the string?” called
Wiggin.
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Absolom turned, his forehead crim-
son. “ Yes, I wound up a fishline!” he
spat. ““I had it dryin’ against the wall,
and I'm too poor to lose it. Make a
lot of that, Seth Wiggin! Ye're a Ben-
nett cop, and ye know who pays ve!
A Bennett cop and a Bennett quarry
and a Bennett town! The hull parcel
of ye are Bennett's—even him.” A
dusty thumb jerked over the old man’s
lean shoulder at Wally. “He’s hers!
But me, 1 ain’t owned!” Absolom
shrilled. “I guess ye all know thet,
drat ye!”

“Tll take a look at that line!” Wig-
gin retorted. :

He was thrusting through the crowd
when Nance stepped up to the old man,
her hand outstretched. She did not
speak, but instantly Absolom handed
her a hank of cheap cotton fishline on
a wooden frame.

“T'll keep it,” said said to Wiggin.
The policeman frowned, but Nance
had turned her back toward him. She
glanced at the hook, which was stuck
into the wooden frame, reeled off a
yard of the line, and wound it up
again.

Absolom grinned into her face.
“ Are ye satisfied now, grandniece ?”’ he
jeered.

“ Perfectly satisfied — granduncle,”
she replied evenly. She slipped the fish-
line into the neck of her dress, and
turned to the crowd, her face as white
as the limestone quarry walls.

“Please go home,” she entreated.
“ After all, no one has been badly in-
jured.”

To Wally’s amazement, the crowd
seemed to understand. A man in the
rear turned on his heel. Another of-
fered Nance a lift in his car.

She shook her head. “ I’ll walk back
across the fields with Mr. Devries—if
he is able,” she said.
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For a hundred yards Wally managed
to walk through the grass at Nance’s
side without a word; but once cut of
earshot he saw no reason for further
self-control.

“You called that dirty old cripple
¢ granduncle’!” he burst out.

“ He was my grandmother’s broth-
er,” Nance replied without turning her
head.

“You snatched that fishline away
from Wiggin, too!”

“ That fishline was damp, and it was
covered with dust—as it should have
been. But the hook had been cut off
with a knife, while the other end of
the line was—broken. A piece was
missing, Wally.—But that is not
proof that Absolom was the one who
fired the blast.”

““Well, it's pretty strong evidence.
He could have stolen dynamite easily
enough; could have hidden it in the
cross girders of the mooring tower. A
few detonating caps scattered on the
dynamite, with a heavy stone arranged
to fall on them when he pulled a string
—when I was right over the center of
the pit—"

“Don’t!” said the girl violently.
“I—saw it all from the window of
the living room.” She walked on, not
toward the big yellow house on the
hill, but angling across the fields.
Around the side of the slope another
big house came into view. Though the
dwelling had been pretentious fifty
vears before, the paint was now gone;
the shingles were loose on the roof,
and the broken windows were stuffed
with wads of vellowing newspapers.
Some old houses have beautv and dig-
nity, however dilapidated they may
be. This one spoke of savage, deliber-
ate neglect.

Nance scrambled over a stone wall
into a field grown up with brush.
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“ Careful now! Let me lead,” she
warned.

EN paces further on, the ground
dropped away. They halted on
the edge of a smaller quarry,

long abandoned, and now filled with
still, green, sullen water. In the early
twilight, the place was sinigter. A
stranger, pushing through the brush,
might easily be trapped and drowned
in the still, green pool before he could
check himself.

*“This is Absolom’s old quarry, and
that was his house you saw,” said
Nance. “1I brought. you here so that
you'd understand—as far as a stranger
can. Wiggin and I don’t need evidence,
Wally. We've lived in constant dread
of this for years. But we need proof !

““ Steady!'—Don’t let your voice get
shrill. Sit down and tell me about it,”
Wally soothed. * What you've said
hasn’t exactly made sense so far. You
mean that Absolom set off that blast?
And that you and Wiggin and the
whole town are morally certain of it?”

“Yes!”

“ And you've been expecting it for
years —Why, I’ve only lived in Stone-
baven one year!”

“ Absolom doesn’t hate vou. His
idea was to injure me. Hz guessed that
would be the best way to hurt me,” said
Nance dully.

“ But why—1?"

“Because I'm a Bennett! He hated
my grandfather and my father. I'm
the only one of the family that’s left,
so all his hate is now directed toward
me. It's an obsession, of course. He’s
been a little mad for years, I think.
Probably he’s passed over into definite
insanity at last. We've dreaded it for
a long time.” Nance’s voice dropped.
She stared into the pool. “Do you
remember the anecdote of the golfer
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who had the right to shout, ‘ Eco! once
in the course of a match? He never
shouted at all, but his opponent, be-
cause he was expecting every swing to
be interrupted, let his game be ruined.
That's what Absolom’s don: to the
Bennetts. To-day, after nearly forty
years, he has shouted ‘ Boo! at last.”

“ Well; all right! But if I rmember
aright, the agreement was that the chap
could only shout once.”

“Don’t joke, Wally! 'This is life,
not an anecdote. Absoloin’s mnot
through yet. He and grandfather
opened the Stonehaven quarry as
partners. ‘They prospered until the
hole got too deep for the conventional
hoisting gear. Grandfather wanted to
install electrical machinery, but
Absolom thought it was tco new-
fangled. He pulled his money out, and
started a quarry here. ‘The rock
wouldn’t burn into a good grade of
quicklime. The good rock is only in
that one spot, as you know. Here's
Absolom’s quarry. This represents
what has happened to his money. And
he blamed the Bennetts for all of it. He
said he’d been cheated and tricled.

“ Grandfather appointed him general
superintendent, but of course he
wanted the deep hole to fail. He had
to be fired; and he wouldnt leave
town. He insisted that he be given work
as a laborer, if that was all he was fit
for, Soon afterward, his foot and hand
were blown off. Then he made threats.
Grandfather had ruined him, had crip-
pled him he claimed; and he wss going
to get even.”

“Your grandfather believed him?”

“ Grandfather had reason to. Ab-
solom meant what he said, znd the
whole town knew it. Every now and
then he’d say a bitter word, such as
you heard this morning. He wes wait-
ing his chance. Meanwhile, we either
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had to give him work at the quarry or
let him starve. He was waiting—and
so were we. After a few years, I think
he began to enjoy being the cat and
watching the mice play around his
claws.”
- ID he ever marry?”’
“That was the worst. His
wife died young, leaving him
one boy. The son was working in the
quarry when a rock broke away from
the very top and crushed him horribly.
Absolom wasn’t ten feet away, Wally.
He cursed us—as though we were ré-
sponsible! We were sure that he was
scheming to do something, but—he
didn’t! And now that he has acted, I
haven’t proof enough to put him in jail.
I would, of course, even if he were ten
times my grand uncle!—I’ll be afraid
now to have you out of my sight. We
can’t make him leave town, Wally! He
owns his house. The only thing I can
see for us to do is to close the quarry
and go ourselves. He’s too old to fol-
low us.”

Wally started. “ You'd run?” he de-
manded. “From a cripple with one
foot in the grave?” 2

Nance shrugged. “ My mother and I
have lived in terror all our lives, be-
cause my father refused to be afraid.
m not ashamed to admit I'm a
coward, Absolom’s a monomaniac.
He’s turned homicidal. Rather than
risk your life again, I'll fill the quarry
with water until it looks like this one!”

“That’ll finish Stonehaven,” said
Wally. :

“Then I'll finish it! You're worth
more to me than a town. I'm glad you
do understand, and see the matter as I
do__’?

“But I don’t!” said Wally. “T'm
just beginning to see why you never
smile. Your conjectures are most
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likely correct, Nance. I'm willing to
agree that Absolom set off the blast.
You've explained what has turned him
insane, and why he’s dangerous.
Nevertheless, you’re wrong in summing
it all up. T'o run away won't help you.”

“I1 think differently,” the girl
flashed.

“You've lived too long under the
shadow of dread. Wherever we went,
T’d still be an engineer, handling rough
labor. Some workman threatens to
knock my head off—and means it—and
you'll be afraid again.”

“I wouldn’t be. For a stranger
wouldn’t be insane! He wouldn’t be
clever, patient, like Ab—"

“And how do you know?” said
Wally. “ We could argue the point for
years, and get nowhere. Probably
your father argued it with your
mother— No, Nance.” He smiled at
her white, set face. “ I don’t aim to say
‘No’ to you often, but once or twice
a man must say it,” he went on gently.
“T’ve added up your figures, and here’s
the answer I get: We'll retire Absolom
on a pension, and send him back to
live in his old house, with plenty of
money. You and I will work the
quarry. It's neither right nor decent
for one half-crazy old man to make you
and me wanderers or to take the work
away from a town. We can’t prosecute,
and we can’t run him out of Stone-
haven. But we can make it clear to him
that he’s had his try and that he’s
failed. In the future he can look at us
from over the fence.”

“71 wish that men had to wait, even
a little,” said Nance with slow bitter-
ness. “ A man always knows what’s
happening to him. He assumes that
nothing ever happens to his wife. I
suppose it’s true.that you've got to be
a man. You said miore than you
dreamed that time.” She smiled at

87

him, and rose. “Add up the figures
any way you like, but while you're
away from me, be careful.—Please!”
“Of course I'll be careful!” Wally

promised. .

UT he was not. Though he added

up the figures of the problem by

the abandoned quarry, he had
mentioned only a subtotal to Nance,
To pension Absolom, to cut his claws
by banishing him outside the quarry
fence, was only a small part of it all.
Nance would never be free of dread
until the menace was definitely re-
moved. To Wally, the answer stood
out as clearly and definitely as though
the problem had indeed heen one of
mathematics.

Wiggin protested vehemently be-
cause Absolom was not arrested. Al-
though a careful search of the wreck-
age and the quarry grounds uncovered
no additional clues, the policeman
argued that a few weeks in jail would
frighten Absolom, even though the old
man would have to be released even-
tually. Wally thought otherwise. Pros-
ecution, he insisted, would only incite
the man’s insane mind to another at-
tempt at revenge.

Nor did Wally relax his vigilance be-
cause Absolom received his ““ pension ”
with apparent gratitude. The old man
retired to his dilapidated house. For a
month he fished and pottered around
the garden. As the time passed, Nance
became more cheerful; but for Wally
delay did not alter a single factor of
the problem. He knew that Absolom
still cherished his obsession. Therefore,
the old man would again try to avenge
the injuries which he fancied the Ben-
nett family had inflicted upon him.

Nevertheless Wally was tricked
when Absolom at last struck. The old
man had schemed with insane cunning
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and shrewd judgment of the character
of his victim. =

Wally had just been to call on Nance,
and was driving past the quarry on his
way home. Suddenly the quiet of the
summer night was shattered by three
long blasts on the whistle at the quarry.
That signal warned all Stonehaven that
the quarry watchman needed help.
Either a fire had broken out, or thieves
were at work. Wally stopped his car
by the side of the road, started to climb
the quarry fence—and paused, though
only for an instant.

Suppose the alarm was Absolom’s
doing? Wally had no fear of the
cripple himself. The whistle would
bring Wiggins and the fire department
as fast as they could leap out of bed
and dress. Within ten minutes, a dozen
men would be at the quarry. But mean-
while, Wally might be able to nip the
real trouble in the bud.

He scrambled over the fence and ran
for the engine house, shouting to en-
courage the watchman. There was no
reply. As Wally crossed the fields, he
noticed that the usual lights were burn-
ing in the engine room. There was no
sign of fire, or of trouble. The watch-
man’s chair stood in the doorway. A
newspaper and a lunch box were beside
it. Wally halted, panting from the run.
Nothing was amiss.

Nothing? His heart skipped a beat.
At the edge of the fan of light cast
through the open door lay a body.
Wally jumped forward and crouched
beside it, watching every shadow, un-
pleasantly aware that he was in the
open, completely visible against the

whitish dust that covered everything. .

The vast open pit of the quarry was
nearby.

Nothing happened—not a sound, not
a movement. Only the boom of the fire
alarm in Stonehaven, beating to sum-
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mon the volunteers, and very faintly, a
whiff of smoke rising in the still sum-
mer air. But the smoke was not from
the engine house; it came from the pit
at his back.

Swiftly, Wally turned the body over.
It was that of the new watchman, He
was dead, the back of his head sticky
with blood. He had heen struck down
with a club or a heavy stone. Two
strides took Wally to the edge of the
quarry. He grasped the curving top of
the emergency ladder and swung him-
self over the edge, still unpleasantly
aware that he was a perfect target for
a shot from ambush. The vertical side
of the cliff was a shelter. He looked
down.

Far below, lames were leaping from
the roof of the tool shed. He could
visualize the crime. Absolom had
stolen into the quarry and tossed a
bucketful of kerosene onto the shed be-
low. Then he had dropped a blazing
rag tied around a stone. The watch-
man must have seen the rag flare up.
He had blown the alarm, rushed out,
and had been felled with a club. All of
which was logical, except for the fact
that the watchiman had been struck in
the back of the head. And the alarm
had sounded just as Wally had driven
by, too.

HE, engineer cursed himself for

his own cautiousness in dreading

a shot from ambush. The in-
stinct of danger warned him that Ab-
solom had not retreated. The old man
had been cunning enough to lie quiet,
in the hope that Wally would do just
exactly what he had done. Yet a cripple
with failing eyesight and a cork hand
could not be much of a marksman. A
shot at Wally, when he was on solid
ground, might only wound. But a
wound as he was pulling himself over
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the top of the ladder—even the mere
shock of a small charge of bird shot—
would be plenty. The idea had never
been simply to kill him, but rather to
murder him horribly. To leave his
body—

Coolly, silently, Wally accepted the
challenge. He was in a bad fix, but not
a hopeless one.

Wally squeezed himself behind the
iron ladder. He braced his back against
the limestone wall and locked his
legs in the ladder rungs. Thus
both hands were freed; his head was
scarcely a foot below the edge of the
cliff, He peered upward. It would be
possible for him to seize a gun by the
barrel. He could even catch Absolom
by the ankle, if the old man walked too
close to the edge.

On the road from Stonehaven the
police siren shrilled.. Wiggin was com-
ing, with the fire engine clanging be-
hind him. Absolom had to advance—
and he was coming.

Opver the edge of the cliff cascaded a
bagful of dust. Most of it shot past
Wally’s face, but some fell on his lips
and eyes. He wiped his face with his
sleeve, winked and clamped his eyelids
shut, unable to stifle a cry of pain. The
dust burned and smarted horribly. It
was quicklime, caustic as lye, it seethed
and burned under Wally’s eyelids.

Not much of the devilish stuff sur-
rounded his eyes, for luckily he had had
his head lowered at the moment the
quicklime had been thrown. But there
was enough of it to work its way into
his eyes with fatal effect in a minute or
two, unless he could get to water and
wash it off. There was water three hun-
dred feet below. Too far away. There
was a tap in the engine house.

“ Goin’ to come up, or goin’ to live
blind >—I"'m a-waitin’ fer ye!” Abso-
lom snarled softly.
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Wally twisted to the outside of the
ladder. Blindness was worse than
quick death. He was ready to take bul-
let or gun butt. He flung one arm
around his head, caught the curving
ladder top and lunged upward.

Then he was clubbed—a swinging,
two-handed blow that landed squarely
on head and forearm. He swayed, half
stunned, and snapped himself forward
with a last desperate jerk. He tumbled
over the ladder top, colliding with a
lean body. Absolom fell. Wally
clutched the cool steel of a shotgun
barrel. His head was a whirling black-
ness streaked with fire. The old man
punched and kicked. - His blows were
feeble, but Wally was fighting uncon-
sciousness. He could only cling to the
gun.

Absolom guessed his helplessness.
He wriggled from beneath Wally’s
body, and was clear before the engi-
neer could seize him. Wally swayed to
his knees, his eyes streaming tears and
still burning, hotter and hotter. Ab-
solom had not retreated far; only to
the enginehouse. There was a clang of
steel against steel as he picked up some
heavy quarry tool. A crowbar, or a
sledgehammer. The cork foot thumped
in the dust as he charged.

For Wally, with blinded eyes, there
was but one defense, but one way to
fight. He did not rise from his knees.
Instead, he raised the shotgun over his
head, muzzle to the front. It was a frail
shield. To Absolom he must have ap-
peared helpless. One crashing blow
would beat down that guard. Con-
fidently, the madman dashed in, a crow-
bar swung high.

At the sound of the feet in the dust,
Wally thrust as though the shotgun
were a sword. As the muzzle touched
flesh, he pulled both triggers and
toppled forward on his face.
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For him there was an instant of ter- ~ Wally met him in the doorway. In
rible suspense, but the boom of the the light, the engineer’s face was red
shot was followed by—silence. Grop- and raw. A cut in his scalp streamed
ingly, Wally stretched out a hand. Ab- blood, but his eyes were open and his
solom lay still. The two charges had sight was unimpaired. He was smiling.
ripped through his body just above the ~ “ Ye would have it!” Wiggin rapped
belt, but Wally did not pause to dis- out, wildly excited. “I told ye to let
cover that. On hands and knees he me arrest him, Mr. Devries! You're
crawled for the enginehouse, guided by livin’, and I s’pose we all ought to be
the faint drip-drip-drip of a water tap. thankful; but by thunder, I cal’lated ye

had more sense than to come rushin’ in

HEN Wiggin reached the alone! Couldn’t ye wait for me?”

quarry Wally was still scrub-  “ Don’t bawl me out,” said Wally.

bing at his eyes, pausing under “ If I'd waited, we’d have found a dead

the tap to let the stream gush with all watchman—and no legal proof against

its force across his face. He called out a murderer. The only way out was for

that he was all right, and the policeman me to stand the gaff. Put out that fire,

hastened toward the rising column of will you? I've got to hurry up to the

snioke. The sight of the two bodies big house and tell Nance that it's now
turned him back. safe for her to smile.”

THE END,

U U 1)
A: Colonial Racketeer

LTHOUGH few persons realize it, New York has been the home town
of “big shot” racketeers ever since the days of His Excellency Benjamin
Fletcher, Governor of New York, who governed the city with his macb in
1695. -
95Crovernor Fletcher had many rackets which brought him large sums of
easy money.

He controlled the permits for the “ Red Sea Men,” a seagoing mob of
hi-jackers, known commonly as pirates. These gangsters were under such
leaders as Tew and Coates, and in return for the “ due encouragement ” of
Governor Fletcher they made him “ suitable presents of Arabian gold.”

Captain Coates turned over a ship valued at eight hundred pounds to
Fletcher, the Governor’s cut in the loot.

In payment for favors received, the townspeople gave to Fletcher
expensive presents of heavy silver plate. All of these donors were entered °
in a little black book, and woe unto the man who failed to contribute to these
“ testimonials.”

At election times Fletcher stuffed the ballot boxes, enjoining his hench-
men to vote for the men he proposed as assemblymen, and threatening to
~have any one shot who voted contrary to his wishes, In short, he controlled
the local government as no other gang leader has ever done, using the Army
and Navy to back up his orders.

Albert Woodley.



It charged faster than she
could run

Wicked Eyes

By LOWELL THOMAS

There’s no place like home in Africa, with rhinos in the
garden and lions in the trail

SA JOHNSON comes from
O Independence, Kansas, but she
speaks Swabhili like a native;

and she has picked up a smattering of
many other dialects of the tribes of
Tanganyika and Kenya. Around camp-
fires on the Athi Plains, with lions
roaring in the offing, she listened to tall
Buganda hunters telling tales of the
King of Beasts. On the jungled slopes
of the Alumbongo Mountains, in the
heart of the gorilla country, she heard
weird stories of the great apes told by
roaming Batwa tribesmen. And in the

Congo she studied the language and |
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customs of the pygmies that dwell deep
in the Itura Forest.

For more than twenty years she has
been trekking the wild, savage places
of the earth with her husband, Martin
Johnson, the explorer. In the New
Hebrides she was captured by canni-
bals; in the Solomon Islands she visited
a “ devil house,” forbidden to women;
and after adventures in Australia,
Borneo, and the Malay Peninsula, she
and her husband drifted to Africa. She
came, she saw—and she cagitulated to
the spell of the Dark Continent.

Five hundred miles north of
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Nairobi, civilization's outpost in the
big game country, she discovered a
long lost lake lying in an extinct crater.
Its beauty enchanted her, and there she
and her hushand built a permanent
home. There it is that this exceeding-
ly American, and exceedingly feminine
little lady known to us as Osa John-
son, lives, surrounded by . primitive
black people and by wild animals that
have yet to learn to fear man. Ele-
phants raid her vegetabie garden for
sweet potatoes; at night lions roar and
hyenas whine; and on the trail, rhinos
dispute her right of way.

One day she was riding down a trail
on her mule when a rhinoceros came
pounding along behind her. Both ani-
mals were surprised and scared. The
trail was narrow, hedged in by an im-
penetrable wall of vegetation. There
wasn’t enough room for the angry
rhino to pass, so the mule bolted.

“Tt was the strangest race in his-
tory,” she said, recounting her adven-
ture. “I hung on for dear life while
the rhino tried to escape from the mule
and the terrified mule tried to escape
the rhino.”

A fork in the trail saved her from
being trampled by the snorting wild
brute. She never has liked rhinos, but
she is always getting mixed up with the
short-tempered, ill-mannered beasts.

Upon another occasion, while out
picking mushrooms in the forest that
comes right up to her back yard, she
-heard a crash and a loud snort. She
had disturbed a rhino. He began to
paw the ground furiously, swinging his
head sullenly to and fro. His piggish
little eyes glared at her balefully.

She was without a gun and the trees
offered the only place of refuge. As
she jumped to one the rhinoceros
charged. Grasping a low-hung branch,
she swung herself from the ground just
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as the irritable old fellow thundered
past below. Climbing higher, she sat
in the crotch of a limb, quaking but
trying to keep quiet until the rhino de-
parted. It seemed an age until she was
able to descend in safety to the ground.
Once, while out after lion in Tan-
ganyika, the boys were making camp
when a strange native appeared. She
had not seen many natives on her trek,
for the tribes on the southern reaches
of the Serengeti Plain are a sullen lot.
“ B’'wana want animals?” he asked
gutturally.
“ZLions,” Bukari, the headman of
the safari, answered gruffly.
Gesturing with both hands, the na-
tive jabbered away, punctuating his
statements with emphatic nods of his
kinky head. Ftom Bukari, the head-
man, Osa learned that her visitor was
prepared to guide them to the Tooma
River district where there were lions.

RS. JOHNSON had heard of
the Tooma River, and knew
roughly its location. The coun-

try it watered was the home of vast
multitudes of game, and it was quite
likely that the native was telling the
truth. But she also knew that it was
surrounded by deep dongas and valleys
that were impassable to an automobile.
Pointing to the car she said in Swabhili:
“ Can the rolling house go?”’
*Yes,” announced the black boy.

The native was as good as his word.
Not only did he lead the safari to the
banks of the Tooma, he also took Osa
into the lion country. The plains
swarmed with gigantic herds of topi,
wildebeeste, gazelles, and zebras. She
knew lions would be there, too:

Camp was made beside a small hill.
The sun was nestling on the horizon,
and long purple shadows were creeping
over the plain. The night cries of
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prowling animals had not yet begun
when, accompanied by Bukari, she
drove the car to a spot about a mile
from.camp. Fifteen feet in front of
the car the cameras were set up, and a
short distarice further on, a dead zebra
was placed for bait. Then the native
returned to the camp.

In the distance a lion roared. Osa
strained her eyes toward the bait as the
darkness deepened. Above her the
starred vault of the heavens stretched
to infinity. A faint breeze rustled
through the branches of a small clump
of trees at her back.

A slight noise ahead caught her at-
tention. Osa threw the beam of her
flash light on the zebra. Hyenas were
at it. She yelled at them, but they
wouldn’t leave. She shut off her light,
leaving them to their feast.

Of a sudden all was quiet. The
hyenas had gone, as they always do
when a lion approaches. The crunch-
ing of bones told her that a subject for
her camera was at hand.

Again she threw the beam of her
hand flash light on the kill. A huge
lion sat up and blinked in its rays for
a moment. Then he began to eat again.
He didn't make a good picture, with
his head down, and so she whistled
softly. The great cat raised himself
and lifted an ear inquiringly. Quickly
she pushed the firing button.

But the flash light of the camera
failed to work. The connections were
wet, and so she took time to dry them.
Again she whistled, and again the big
cat raised himself, his eyes staring
right into the camera. She shoved
down the button, and the flash light let
go with a tremendous crash. -

The lion leaped into the air wildly,
and plunged headlong toward the car.
After the flare of the camera’s flash
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light the beam of the hand light seemed
puny, but it showed her the lion bound-
ing forward in a great spring.

The lion hit the car head on. The
car heaved up as though a giant hand
had gripped it, knocking her rifle to the
floor. The bewildered animal let out
a roar that made her heart leap into
her throat. With trembling hands Mrs.
Johnson picked up the gun. But the
uproar was over, and she saw that the
lion had retreated into the darkness.

HAKEN by her experience, she
stepped on the starter. It wouldn’t
work. Also, the lights were off.

With tense hands she tinkered with the
starter button; she stepped on it again
and it buzzed in return.

The noise of the car was answered
by an angry growl. The lion was back.
He was crouched near the dead zebra.

But there was no other way out. Be-
hind were trees; ahead was the lion.
Her heart was pounding like a trip-
hammer. A clammy, cold sweat
beaded her face, and shivers ran down
her spine.

Slowly she drove toward the lion.
The beast sprang upon the carcass of
the zebra, growling and lashing his
tail. Mrs. Johnson swerved to one
side, trying to squeeze past, but with
a roar the lion turned and leaped to-
ward her. She had one brief glimpse
of a pair of flashing wicked eyes.

At that moment Mrs. Johnson
stepped on the gas. The car shot for-
ward. The wheels bumped up as they
went over the rear end of the zebra.
She was now out in the clear. She
heard the thud of the lion’s body be-
hind her as it hit the ground. But Osa
didn’t stop for another tilt with the
Monarch of the African Jungle. She
had had enough lion for one night.
END.



Sting of the Blue Scorpion

By LORING BRENT
Agthor of “Cave of the Blue Scorpion,” “Outlaw’s Holiday,” etc.

Peter the Brazen had, as the Chinese say, ridden tigers— but never two fighting
tigers such as the mysterious Mr. Lu and his deadly rival

SR

“TI cure you of your dislike of me!” cried the mad surgeon

THE CHARACTERS:

PETER = MOORE, called Peter the
Brazen, an engineer, building a costly
and claborate hydro-electric system in
the Shan Mountains in China, upon the
order of a wealthy Chinese.

SUSAN O’'GILVIE, a beautiful and
wealthy young American woman,
whom Peter loves but cannot marry
because his pride cannot jump the bar-
rier of her wealth. Kidnaped in

Shanghai,; she turned up at Peter's
rough construction camp wearing a
ragged coolie costume for disguise—
only to be kidnaped once more, this
time by a number of mysterious Chi-
nese hillmen.

THE BLUE SCORPION, whose other
name is MR. LU. He is the most sin-
ister and the most powerful man in
China—a fabulous, half mythological
personage said to be several hundred

This story began in the Argosy for November 19,
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years old. Susan and Peter, however,
know that there is much truth in the
rumors of his power, for they have
‘once been his captives, having been re-
leased merely through one of his
caprices, and only after taking oath
that they would never reveal to any
one his secrets. Mr. Lu is supposed to
reside in an unbelievable palace be-
neath the Lake of the Flying Dragon.

BILL MONTGOMERY, son of a wealthy
Western cattleman, and devoted ad-
mirer of Susan. She finds it impossible
to return his regard. He has appointed
himself her guardian, but he is as puz-
zled as Peter when Susan disappears
for the second time. At first suspect-
ing that Peter Moore had something
to do with it all, he became belligerent.
The fact that Peter was able to whip
him doubtless had something to do
with changing his opinion in this mat-
ter.

DR. LUIGI STRANG, an insane brain
surgeon with hypnotic powers. His
brain operations have given him a
subtle command over certain individ-
uals. He also is infatuated with Su-
san; but even more with the idea of
discovering for himself Mr. Lu’s se-
crets. Hence he was able to devil
Susan until she became half hysterical
and in a moment of weakness told
much of what she knew about the Blue
Scorpion. Now Dr. Strang has ap-
peared at Peter’s camp, and reveals
that he is responsible for kidnaping
Susan. At tremendous expense, he has
procured the services of an army of
hired Chinese soldiers. Knowing that
only through Susan and Peter will he
be able to reach the Blue Scorpion, he
attempts to force Peter to assist him.
Peter, knowing that he deals with a
madman, only pretends that he will
cooperate,

KAREN STRANG, the doctor’s beauti-
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ful wife, who is jealous of Susan he-
cause Bill Montgomery, with whom she
is obsessed, cannot give her the love she
desires.

PROFESSOR AVERY VAN ZANT, once a
patient of Dr. Strang’s; now a slave to
his every wish and command.

CHAPTER XV.
THE JADE LADY.

IFTY horsemen picked their
F way, single - file, through a
narrow pass in the mountains
just south of the dam. Dr. Luigi
Strang and Professor Avery Van Zant
were, respectively, the first and second
men in the line. The others were armed
hillmen. The rising moon silvered
their new rifles, sparkled on their new
spurs. It had cost Dr. Strang a for-
tune to hire and caparison his ‘ army.”
But he did not begrudge a dollar spent.
Compared to the vast wealth he soon
would control, his total expenditures
were as a drop of water is to a mighty
ocean.

He was exultant. The nearness of
success intoxicated him, and the ease
with which he had handled Peter
Moore, reputedly so hard-boiled, put
new plumes in his vanity.

“We can’t fail now,” he told his
companion enthusiastically. “I com-
pare myself to a mighty wave, sweep-
ing everything before it. T am like Na-
poleon returning from Elba. I gain
power as I advance. There is nothing
I can’t accomplish, Avery! T have the
sense of having the world, here, in the
very palm of my hand! I am in-
domitable I’

Perhaps half an hour’s ride from
the hydro-electric construction camp,
the doctor remembered that he had left
Bill Montgomery lying on the bunk in
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Moore’s shack. He had intended to
have him killed. But in his excitement
he had neglected that detail.

Yet having recalled his negligence,
he did not even rein in his horse. “I
will attend to that conceited young ass
later,” he said. “ Remind me, Avery,
to have him shot.” :

Professor Van Zant said nothing.
But when his mentor returned to his
favorite theme, the irresistible tri-
umph just ahead, the professor sound-
ed a note of caution. He said in so
many words that pride had been known
to precede historic collapses.

“ But nothing can halt me now!” the
.doctor declared. “I am, to all intents
and purposes, already the master of
the world! Nothing can stay me! This
is a historic occasion, Avery—one of
the times you have heard about—the
time when a tide rises in a human life
which makes one man the master of
human destinies. This tide of mine will
carry me to an overwhelming tri-
umph I’

HEY came, at the end of an

hour’s brisk ride, to a hut that

occupied the very center of a
small plateau. It had once been a
shepherd’s hut—so many years ago
that none of the hillmen with whom
the doctor had talked could recall
when it was last occupied.

All about the little hut, hillmen were
standing or grouped about small fires.
The doctot’s army! His legion, the
loyalty of which he had purchased with
such an extravagant outlay of gold!

Lights were burning in the hut, and
the door was open. Karen Strang was
standing in the doorway, her slim fig-
ure silhouetted against the orange
glow, her hair faintly gleaming like a
golden cap. 4

She turned and went into the room
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as her husband and the other men rode
up and dismounted. Dr. Strang told
the professor to wait outside. The
doctor strode into the hut. He swag-
gered. :

“Wait outside with Avery. I have
something to say to Susan,” he said
to Karen.

Karen’s cool, brilliant blue eyes
looked at him for a moment, then she
said quietly, “ Very well, Luigi. Is
everything arranged ?”’ :

“Yes! Moore is absolutely ac-
quiescent. He will do just what I say.
Of course, he had no choice. He ac-
knowledged my mastery of the sit-
uation.” His wife went out.

He glanced at the pale girl standing
in a shadowy corner. But he seemed
unaware of her. He clasped his hands
behind him and began to walk back
and forth across the room, opposite a
stack of rifles in a corner to the open
door. Presently he paused long enough
to shut the door, then he continued his
restless pacing.

Susan followed him with expectant,
apprehensive eyes. She was quite cer-
tain now that Dr. Strang was a mad-
man, and she only wondered what
form his eccentricity would take. Cer-
tainly, he was suffering from delusions
of grandeur., His attitude was that of
a conquering monarch. His eyes had a
remote, staring quality that frightened
her.

She saw that he was terribly ex-
cited; and she wondered if this ex-
citement might not make him actually
dangerous, if that brilliant, twisted
brain might not strike off on almost
any tangent.

When he spoke to her he was calm
enough. He stopped pacing presently
and came toward her, still with his
hands clasped behind him. He came
very cloge to her and looked down into
: 6A—r10
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her large dark eyes. He nodded his
shaggy head several times. In his beard
his wet red lips were smiling.

Softly he said, “ Susan, you are
very beautiful. You are the most beau-
tiful woman in the world. You are so
wistful! Your eyes are so soft, so ap-
pealing! Underneath your loveliness
there is such fire, such valiance. I love
you, Susan!”

Helplessly, Susan looked up into his
intent black eyes. Her heart was
racing. But she tried not to betray
her fright. She felt that she must not
lower her eyes from his for an in-
stant; that the firmness of her will,
directed through her eyes, was holding
at bay, as if it were an animal,
crouched, ready to spring, the insanity
lurking in his eyes.

“T adore you, Susan. You are such
a lovely little thing. So slim! So gal-
lant! So charming—You must know,
of course, that that woman outside
means nothing to me. She is cold and
hard and selfish. I have no use for
her; she does not count. She is al-
ready, as far as we are concerned, out
of the picture. Perhaps I shall kill her.
1 haven’t yet decided; there are so
many- things on my mind. But I
wanted to take this time to reassure
you. Don’t be worried, my angel. You
have nothing to fear. You are under
my protection.—You understand me
fully ?”

USAN, wanting to scream, said
through parched lips, in a thin lit-
tle whisper, ““ I understand.”

He took a deep breath, swelling out
his chest. “ You are to be the queen
of the world, my angel! Yes—I am to
be the king, and you are to be the
queen.”

There was now nc expression in his
eyes. Nothing but that terrifying, star-
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ing vacancy. Susan dared not utter the
whimper of awful despair that was in
her throat. White and expressionless,
she only looked up.

Dr eamlly he repeated, You are to
be the queen—my lovely, gallant little
queen!—I will tell you my secret. I
am going to kill Mr. Lu and possess
myself of his secrets. I may be away
for days—weeks—p e r h a p s months.
But you will be safe. My queen is to
have a hodyguard of three thousand
men. While I am away, I shall be
thinking of you—adoring you. Susan,
you love me, don’t you?”

Susan could not answer. Her hand
flew to her mouth, as if to stifle the
scream that hovered there.

“ You must say you love me, Susan!
It is very necessary. I have taken it
for granted. Was I wrong in taking it
for granted?”

Susan slid her hand down to her
heart and kept it there. Dr. Strang’s
eyes looked blacker. His shaggy head
came closer. He stared at her as if
he would, by sheer will power, force
that answer from her. His heavy,
rumbling voice said, “ Susan, you
must tell me you love me! I must hear
you say it!”

“T can’t!” the girl cried.

“You mean—you don’t love me?”

“No! No! No!”

He stepped backward, with a puz~
zled air, as if he had not heard aright.

- “1 don’t understand, Susan. You
must love me. It is necessary.”
Susan said to herself, “ How can

I stand any more of this? I’ll have to
scream! Tl faint.—But I musin’t
faint !’

He had gone to a pile of luggage
which was stacked against one wall.
From it he selected a small black bag,
the kind of hag that physicians often
carry.
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He turned his head slowly and

looked up at Susan. “ You will have
to be very patient,” he said. He had
opened the bag and was pawing about
in it. “ It is very necessary for you to
love me, Susan,” he said. *“ All my
work is nothing, if 1 cannot feel that
it is for you, that you are hopeful of
my success. Life is useless without
love. You are my love.”

Dr. Strang paused, with his slim,
white hands inside the black bag.
There were sounds of movement out-
side. There were sharp cries—others.
Then this agitation subsided.

The madman straightened up. In

one of his hands was a small phial; in
the other was a surgeon’s knife.
" Susan, now icy with terror, looked
from one hand to the other, then at
his face. He was smiling faintly as he
came toward her.

“ Susan, I am going to cure you of
that strange antipathy you have to-
ward me. It is necessary.—It will not
hurt. I promise not to hurt you. All
I will do is sever a very small nerve
in the back of your brain. I won't
have to cut through the bone. Gener-
ally, I cut through the bone, but I am
going to spare you that. Lie dowr—
face down—on that cot, my dear. I
won’t hurt you.”

Susan screamed, ‘“ No!”’

He said gently, almost pleadingly,
“ Must I use force? I would so much
rather not use force—It is for your
good, Susan. You know I would not
harm you.”

USAN raced to the door, but Dr.
Strang had evidently anticipated
that. Before she could reach it, he

was there. Panting, she tried to push
him away. He had dropped the phial
into a pocket. The scalpel he held in his
teeth.
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He seized her wrists in hands which,
despite their fineness, might have been
manacles. She could not move. Hold-
ing both wrists in one hand, he forced
her toward the cot. But he did not
immediately place her on the cot. He
fumbled with his free hand at the back
of her neck. Susan struggled, screamed.
She could not escape that searching
hand. It closed on her neck. She felt
a sudden sharp pressure applied at the
base of her brain. A white light seemed
to burst in her brain.

Half conscious now, limp in his
hands, she resisted no longer. She was
aware of sensations, but her muscles
had no response. ‘She suddenly smelled
a pungent liquid; but whether it was
ether, chloroform, or alcohol she could
not say. It was as if the life was ebbing
out of her brain.

She was lying face down on the cot.
His hands were pushing away the hair
at the nape of her neck. His fingers
touched her skull here and there, light-
ly, rapidly. Lightly and madly, they
seemed to be dancing all over the back
of her skull. Incredibly, they remind-
ed Susan of birds, frantically, blindly,
trying to escape—fluttering here and
there, in terror pecking away at what-
ever it was that obstructed their es-
cape.

“It will hurt for only a moment,
Susan.”

A woman’s clear, cool voice in-
truded. “ Oh, this has gone quite far
enough! Drop that knife, Luigi.”

Susan felt the mad, dancing fingers
leave her skull. She commanded her-
self to move, to sit up. It took all the
nervous force she possessed to execute
this desire. Fighting down that men-
tal fog.

Ordering her crumpled will to
stand by her. Compelling her listless
muscles to coordinate. With awful
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tremblings, she did at last accomplish
what she wanted; she turned on her
side, dropped her feet to the floor,
pushed herself to a sitting position.

Karen was standing above them, a
German automatic pistol, a Liiger, in
one hand.

It had a long barrel, and the muz-
zle of it was within a foot of the doc-
tor’s heart.

“ Put that knife down or I will kill
you, Luigi! If yeu raise your voice—
if you make any attempt to call for
help—I will shoot you. Drop that knife
on the floor!”

Her husband dropped the scalpel.
His breath, thick and heavy and some-
how red with rage, seemed to gurgle
out of that great barrel of a body.
“How dare you interfere with me?”
His dilating eyes roved from her face
to the door. “ Where is Avery?” he
whispered hoarsely.

“ Gone.”

Susan, looking at her, felt suddenly
cold. She shivered. Karen had worn
riding clothes when she had last seen
her. She now wore a fantastic thing
of vivid jade green—a kind of robe.
It came high up on her neck and cov-
ered all the length of her arms, except
the wrists.

It was the Lrightest, most intense
green Susan had ever seen. It had a life
of its own, independent of the woman
who wore it. It seemed vibrant. This
was an intangible quality, an essence
quite apart from the material or the
amazing intense color. It lent Karen

Strang an air of barbaric mystery, of

absolute unreality. Taken with it, her
hair might truly have been of carved
gold, her white face a mask of plati-
num—or metallic porcelain.

The carved green jade quarter-
moons hanging from her ear lobes,
and the string of carved green jade
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amulets at her throat, were the orna-
ments of a mythological goddess.

USAN was suddenly much more

afraid of her than she had ever

been of Dr. Strang. Even the jade
lady’s eyes were a glittering metal. She
was not a woman of flesh and bones
and blood, but a creature compounded
of rare metals, in which the breath, the
beat, the spark of life magically resided.
She had becomie the essence of all
things sinister and unknown.

Dr. Strang’s dilating eyes had leaped
from the empty doorway to his wife’s
face. They grew more and more bril-
liant. The doctor’s breath was no long-
er produced in heavy wheezes, but in
silent, quick little puffs. His face had
gone slack, flaccid. It was suddenly
white, and oily. His lips were no longer
red, but colorlessly dark—a nameless,
leaden blue. His great bulk was trem-
bling. It was a5 if he had been suddenly
devastated by a glimpse of a stark,
hideous fatality.

“You are an agent of Mr. Lu!” he
whispered.

Ve

“ You saved this girl from my knife
only because you had orders to deliver
her to him!”’

“ Yes

A lower whisper, as venomous as the
hissing of a cobra, “ You devil! You
horrible woman!—You vulture! You
vampire !”

“I warn you, Luigi,” the jade lady
said, “ that T will kill you if you make
any attempt to summon help.”

Dr. Strang was softly, desperately,
beating his temples with his clenched
fists, as if he was trying to arouse some
masterly thought that would cope with
this incomprehensible surprise.

“You and this girl are to come with
me,” the jade lady said. “ Three horses
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are outside. You are to ride the black.
You, Susan, will ride the gray. I ride
the white. You will mount your horses
and go where I direct you. Susan will
lead, and you will follow. I shall ride
last. Come.”

CHAPTER XVL

THE CHARCOAL PAGODA.

ETER MOORE was looking out
the window of his shack when that
savage and mystifying attack be-

gan. The power house stood out white
and sharp in the light of the soaring
moon. It was like a fortress, except that
it lacked the great, forbidding bulk of
a fortress.

It was, in another sense, a monument
—the kind of monument that explorers
build to mark their farthest advance.
Certainly, in the engineer’s mind, even
at this pessimistic moment, it did not
stand for death. Long after his death,
it would be doing its work. His great
regret was that he would not be here
to-morrow when it would begin the ful-
fillment of its destiny. There was some-
thing clean and fine about this power
house. He was proud of it; proud, too,
of the slim wires strung to those rugged
steel masts which would carry sixty
thousand volts over hundreds of miles
of hills and rivers and deserts. To him,
all this was the essence of romance, the
stuff of fine dreams.

He was suddenly resentful that he
would be unable to finish the project.
He wanted to build the other plants;
‘wanted to see the chain working as a
synchronous unit. Susan would have
been proud of that.

Damn Dr. Strang! No man had so
successfully spoiled another man’s
plans, or ruined his aspirations, than
had this black-eyed madman. Peter
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wondered what would happen to them
in Mr. Lu’s palace. What, he desolate-
ly wondered, would happen to Susan?
The mad doctor had, with his fantastic
scheme, completely smashed their lives.

Bill Montgomery, standing there be-
side him, was occupied with his own
thoughts. Long ago, he had ceased to
dramatize the situation. The emotions
engendered by the imminence of inev-
itable death cannot be dramatized for
any great length of time. The stark
fact pushed in on him, numbed him.

Peter knew now that Bill was not
afraid. It was simply that his brain
was unable to cope with an inescapable
doom.

Silently, the two men were looking
out the window. It was at that moment
that the hillsides all about them became
alive with swarms of armed men. These
hordes might have been bred from the
dark pockets of shadow under the
bowlders. They sprang into being as
the warriors of the fable sprang, full
girt, from the ground where dragons’
teeth had been sown. They came in
surging waves from the East.

They were barefoot, which meant to
Peter that they were river men. Doubt-
less they had come up this tributary
from the Yangtze, in sampans. Leaving
their boats downstream, they had
slipped from shadow to shadow with
the stealth and quiet of ghosts.—But
all these stealthy, swarming men wore
blue capes over their heads, small capes
faintly resembling the burnooses which
roving desert tribes of the north wear
as protection against the blinding sand-
storms!

HEY attacked the bivouacked
forces which Dr. Strang had left
to guard Moore and Montgomery

with a swiftness, a deadliness that was
appalling. It was as if the hillsides
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had suddenly burst into flame. The
rippling red-blue of rifle fire occurred

simultaneously, as if it was timed to a -

split second. From every quarter it
sent up an explosive roar as tre-
mendous, as deafening, as the detona-
tion caused by a mountain rent in half
by an earthquake.

There was no doubt in Peter Moore’s
mind that these attacking hordes were
Mr, Lu’s men. Their concerted dead-
liness of attack alone meant that. And
there was significance in the blue color
of their capes.

Peter seized Bill Montgomery by the
shoulders, and with a jerk, pulled him
down to the floor. Above the rattling
explosions, he shouted, “ Safer down
here! Chances are, though, thev have
orders not to harm us.’

The man beside him on the dirt floor
cried, “ I'd rather go out there and take
my chances!”

“ You wouldn’t live ten feet.”

- But what chance have we, if they’re
Lu’s men?”

“ We’ve had luck so far.”

Bill roared an answer, but Peter was
unable to distinguish what it was. Dr.
Strang’s surprised warriors were now
springing to arms. The sharp nitric
odor of burned smokeless powder began
to seep into the shack. The air shook
with the volleys of rifle fire. The ground
trembled under the pounding feet of
running men. A bullet, perhaps a
ricochet, screamed through the roof of
the shack. Another shattered the win-
dow. =

It seemed to Peter that the firing was
moving away and upward—toward the
top of the dam. Feet were running in
that direction. Beyond the flimsy wall
he heard a man scream in agony. The
scream subsided to a gurgling moan.

The firing drew off. Peter’s guess
was that Dr. Strang’s mercenaries were
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trying to retreat over the dam, and that
Lu’s warriors were following, ruthless-
ly slaughtering them.

“ Can you hear me now ?” Bill Mont-
gomery shouted.

Vst

“1 said, if Iu’s men have orders not
to harm us, what’s to prevent us from
fighting our way through them?”

“ We can try,” Peter said. *“ Come
on!”

He got up and opened the door of
the shack. Thin vapors hung in the
moonlight — all but invisible gases.
Dead and dying men were strewn all
over the camp. A hundred men in blue
capes were rolling these victims to the
rim of the low cliff that overhung the
river—cleaning up—Ieaving no traces.
That was like Mr. Lu.

“ We'll cut back over the hill behind
the power house,” Peter said. “ Run!”

They ran down the path toward the
power house. One of the blue-hooded
men raised a rifle. Suddenly he pushed
it down. Bill Montgomery, aiming as
he ran, fired at him. The Chinese
sprawled and limply rolled over on his
back.

Then the hooded men of Mr. Lu
came swarming from every side. The
two Americans emptied their guns, then
used them as clubs. They fought liter-
ally back to back. The ring of hooded
men about them pressed closer and
closer. Peter lifted his revolver and
brought it down on a head. The head
vqmshed But now he could not Iift his
hand at all. He and Bill Montgomery
were packed in so tightly that they
could not move.

ETER’S guess that they would not
be harmed proved to be a correct
one. They were not harmed. They

were not touched by a single hand.
They were simply rendered powerless
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by the pressure of that deep, silent
human circle. The men closed in upon
the two Americans more and more
tightly, as the iris of an eye closes to
diminish the brilliance of light; and
presently they were unable to move a
hand or a leg, could scarcely breath.

The man from Montana was panting
and cursing. What he would do to
these yellow devils if he could only
move his hands! It was the colorful,
sulphurous language of the cowboy at
bay — blasphemies which he had
learned at roundups, on night herd,
when the human spirit is so sorely tried
by brute stubbornness and folly.

But he soon lost heart. He gasped,
“ Pete, what the hell are these coyotes
going to do to us ?”’

“T wish I knew.”

The immediate intentions of the
“ coyotes ”” was, however, promptly ev-
idenced. Sacks of tough blue cloth were
bound down about the Americans’
heads; their hands were lashed behind
their backs. The cattle prince’s profan-
ity, his dire threats, now came muffled,
though no less valiant. He was—by

this and by that!—going to even mat- .

ters up! It might take long, because it
was an ambitious program, reducing all
this yellow humanity to so much pulp!
Nevertheless they’d see, some day!

Peter’s desires were somewhat less
ambitious. All he wanted was to get
Bill, Susan and himself out of this
deadly situation somehow—to reach the
haven of Shanghai or Pekin.

Hands touched them now, but these
were the hands of guidance — always
there, instantly ready, in case either of
the white men stumbled. They were
taken up the path to the dam. They
were led across the dam. A thin, cold,
mountain wind filtered through the
cloth bag and carried to Peter the smell
of fresh blood. But the firing had

ARGOSY

ceased. He supposed that Lu’s men had
finished their mopping up. He won-
dered if any of Dr. Strang’s merce-
naries had survived. He doubted it.

Once across the dam, he lost all sense
of location. They were being taken
down the side of the hill, but as this hill
was domelike, it was hard to guess in
which direction they were going.

Presently he heard the nervous chat-
ter of horses’ hoofs on the stones.
Hands lifted him into a saddle and
placed his feet into bone stirrups.

He called to Bill, and the man from
Montana answered, “ Any idea where
this outfit’s taking us?”

Peter didn’t know. The horsemen
started. There must have been a hun-
dred of them. They rode along at a
brisk trot, slowing only for steep
descents, or where the going was ex-
ceptionally rough. The wind seemed to
be striking Peter mostly on the right
side. He knew the prevailing winds in
this section of the country were from
the north, and so he assumed their
course of travel to be westerly. Yet he
had no clear idea of the direction, and
he presently lost all sense of time.

HAT swift ride across the hills
might have consumed fifty min-
utes or several hours. He was

too preoccupied with trying to stay in
the saddle to think of much else. His
horse was sharp-gaited and nervous,
but a man rode on either side of Peter
for the purpose of keeping him in his
saddle. They talked briefly. He gath-
ered that they were late for some ap-
pointment, and that they must make
better time. He learned that all of Lu’s
men had withdrawn from the vicinity
of the power plant; that half of them
were following the horsemen afoot, the
other half returning to the sampans a
few miles down the river.
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The two Chinese who rode, one on
either side of him, were evidently the
leaders of this expedition. He presumed
that he was being taken to wherever
Susan was, and that he and she were
to be placed under a strong guard. They
would—presumably—be taken together
to the sampan fleet, which would pro-
ceed down the river to the Yangtze, and
up the Yangtze to its most westerly nav-
igable point. From there, they would
proceed by horseback to the Lake of
the Flying Dragon.

This seemed logical enough. But
what was to become of Bill Montgom-
ery? Was he to be taken to that fabu-
lous palace, too? Had Dr. Strang and
Professor Van Zant also been cap-
tured?

Peter was suddenly conscious of a
damp chill in the air. It was different
from the dry air through which they
had been trotting, and he supposed that
they were down amongst trees, in some
deep ravine.

The cavalcade stopped. Peter was
lifted down from his horse. The hood
was snatched from his head, and he
found ‘himself standing beside Bill
Montgomery, in the apex of an angle
which ‘was formed by lines of hblue-
hooded men. It was a human wedge-
shaped group of men, with the two
Americans facing the open end at the
top.

All about them were the aspiring,
melancholy forms of cedar trees, the
drooping branches of which looked wet
and biack in the moonlight that filtered
through them. Just ahead, rising into
the night, was a tall, familiar structure
a pagoda. It was black as India ink,
except where the moonlight silvered the
projections of its narrow upper stories.

The man from Montana gasped,
“ What place is this?”

“It’s called the Charcoal Pagoda,”

BLUE SCORPION 103

Peter answered. And added with grim
humor, “ It’s supposed to be haunted by
a white dragon forty feet long, that
breathes live steam and lights its way
‘with fire-green eyes.”

As he concluded that fable, a glow
of light appeared in the doorway of the
Charcoal Pagoda. In color it was a
dazzling, sapphire blue. Coming from a
source within the pagoda, it laid a path
of sapphire blue light across the ground
to the feet of the two Americans. Mist
or vapors coiled and swam about-in the
shaft of dazzling blue; and the chill
sweat of fear broke out on Peter’s fore-
head. Only once before had he seen
that particular vivid sapphire light. It
had blazed at the end of a triangular
room, in the cave of the Blue Scorpion!

CHAPTER XVII.
BEFORE THE THRONE,

HE two lines of Chinese closed
behind Peter Moore and Bill
Montgomery. Gently but insist-

ently, they were urged toward the door
of the pagoda.

~ Bill Montgomery said quietly,
“ Something tells me that we are never
going to walk out of that place alive.
If we don’t—so long!”

A man behind them slashed the bind-
ings at their hands. And Bill said, “ My
hands are numb. But—shall we try to
make a break for it?”

Peter shook his head. ““ No use.
do my best to get you out of this.”
“Do you know what it means?”

“1I think so. I think we’re all keeping
an appointment with Mr. Lu.”

“ Not here !” Bill said.

“ We'll soon know.”

Their voices were the only sounds,
except for the faint sighing of the wind
in the melancholy cedars. No sound

i
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came from the pagoda. The men all
about them were so silent that they
seemed not even to be breathing.

The blazing sapphire light, now shin-
ing in their eyes, prevented them from
seeing the man lying at the foot of the
pagoda steps until they were almost
upon him. The man was dead. It was
Professor Van Zant, and his throat had
been slit. His head lay in a pool of
blood, and blood still trickled from the
slash.

For the first time, Bill Montgomery’s
courage seemed to falter. He grasped
his companion’s arm and whispered,
““ Is this what'’s going to happen to us?”
The hand on Peter’s arm was trembling
a little.

“ Steady, Bill!”

The cattle prince lifted his head, lift-
ed his chest. The blue light on his face
was ghastly. “I'm not afraid!”

“No,” Peter said. “ You've done
nothing to worry about.”

Slowly, with elbows touching, the
two men walked up the steps. And be-
hind them the lines of men closed in
at the foot of the steps. It all remind-
ed Peter, as they approached the door-
way of that pagan temple, of a death
march ; one-two, one-two, one-two. No
sound other than the soft thumping of
their feet on stone. The sapphire light
glaring on their faces made everything
grotesque. It gave to everything it
touched a stark, macabre quality.

Suddenly it impressed Peter Moore -

as a scene from some night thousands

of years ago. He and this other man

were entering a temple of dark and
awful mystery—two human sacrifices
to some dark and awful god. They had
displeased this god, and he was about
to visit his wrath upon them.

The sapphire light filled a large and
lofty room with walls of blistered
black. There were no windows. At the
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far end was a latticed door, beyond
which was darkness. The sapphire
light was an affair of brass shell, sus-
pended from the center of the ceiling
by fine brass chains which seemed to be
blue incandescent wires. Vapors rose
swirling from the heart of the sapphire
glare.

UT Peter noticed these details
only incidentally, for he had seen
Susan, lying in a crumpled heap

beneath the brass shell. He heard Bill
Montgomery utter a grunt of horror,
but paid no heed to him.

Susan was lying on her side, with
her head pillowed on her arm. Fear-
fully, he touched her face, her neck.
She was warm. At his touch, she
stirred. Her eyes partially opened and
stared at him dazedly. They opened
wider.

She cried, “ Peter—Oh, darling!”
And struggled up. She folded both
arms fiercely about his neck, then held
him off and stared at his face. When
he had lifted her to her feet, she
gasped, “ You look so dreadful in this
light!”

So did Susan, for that matter; she
looked ghastly. But she was unharmed.
She was suddenly aware of Bill Mont-
gomery, although he was no longer
aware of her. His profile was present-
ed to her, and he was staring with open
mouth, as if his breathing had been
suspended.

Peter followed the direction of Bill’s
gaze, and was suddenly spellbound.

Clinging to him, Susan whispered,
“1It's Karen Strang!” -

Against that wall, on a pagan altar
of carved ebony, sat the jade lady. Like
a priestess of some ancient, mystic
cult, she sat with chin ‘erect, with
hands crossed in her lap. From a
brazier on either side of her, white
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smoke mounted to the ceiling in thin
quills. On either side of the bench
stood an ebony post, perhaps four feet
in height. Similar posts were fixed in
the floor at the foot of the steps. From
each of the posts beside the bench to
each of the posts at the foot of the
steps ran a heavy bronze chain. The in-
dividuai links must have been two inch-
es in diameter. But there was no chain
between the posts at the bottom of the
steps, to guard the jade lady against
approach.

Peter did not know that her gown
was of vivid green, because its color
seemed to come from the sapphire light
above. But even in the blue light her
hair was metallically golden and her
face was like porcelain, He sensed, as
he stared at her, the same thing that
Susan had sensed; this woman was
hardly human, but rather a creation of
metals or ceramics, magically invested
with the breath and throb of life.

She was a sinister idol, at whose
feet a thousand barbarians might de-
voutly have knelt. She was a goddess
of all the black arts. She was an incar-
nation of the mystery of all that mortal
man would never know. Though a
white woman, she was a symbol of all
that was cryptic in the deathless lore of
Asia. :

Yet Peter Moore, sensing all this,
tried to deny the feeling that all of this
was—must be—occurring on a night
thousands of years ago. He logically
informed himself that she, like the
blue light and like the black pagoda,
was but one more manifestation of Mr.
Lw’s incredible whimsicality.

FAINT, eery sighing from the

darkened room beyond the lat-

ticed door distracted Peter mo-
mentarily from the jade priestess, but
his quick glance discovered nothing.
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Trying to order his senses, ttying to
compel himself to accept this weird
scene calmly, he became aware that the
glittering eyes of the jade lady were
focused on Bill Montgomery.

He glanced at Bill.  The man from
Montana still stared, as if he was
actually under hypnosis. His jaw was
ajar; his breathing was seemingly sus-
pended. He could see only the woman
enthroned on the carved ebony altar.

The lips of the jade lady moved.
The faintest of whispers — hardly
more than the rustling ghost of a
sound—came from her,

“ Here.”

That was all. Only the single, sim-
ple imperative. And it was addressed,
singularly, to the cattle prince. She
touched the bench beside her.

This, Peter told himself, was abso-
lutely incredible. Why did that shock-
ing creature wish Bill Montgomery to
sit beside her? She was certainly an
agent, a tool, perhaps a slave of Mr.
Lu’s. Call her what one would, she
was obedient to the schemes of the
Blue Scorpion. Was that why she
wished Bill Montgomery to sit beside
her >—To witness what? :

Chilling possibilities occurred to
Peter Moore in answer to the last
question. Was it the destruction, in
some horribly ingenious Oriental way,
of himself and Susan?

He remembered something that had
previously seemed of slight im-
portance. That metallic creature, Su-
san had once mentioned, was in love
with Bill Montgomery. Therefore—
Oh—preposterous! Peter said grimly
to himself, “ Not mixing love with
work—not that woman!”

She had married Dr. Strang at Mr.
Lu’s bidding, so that she could make
infinitely thorough reports on the mad
project of that brilliant, twisted intel-
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lect. And in this, again, Peter saw the
workings of a mind too Oriental, too
devious for him to comprehend. And
Peter understood the Oriental mind
rather well, too.

If Dr. Strang had seemed to threat-
en the Blue Scorpion’s supremacy, why
had the powerful Mr. Lu not simply
had him shot or stabbed? The Jade
Brain could sometimes work with the
stabbing directness of a lightning bolt,
and it could also be as circuitous as
the beclouded attack of an octopus.

What had—or would be—the doctor’s

fate?
Peter asked Susan what had become
of Dr. Strang. She did not know. He

had wvanished. Susan hardly heard

him, for she was engrossed by the jade
lady.

Bill Montgomery was walking slow-
ly forward, like a man gripped by some
absorbing preoccupation, toward the
waiting woman. He gave a little shrug,
as if to say, “ Well, who cares? What
does it matter?”’

He proceeded to the ebony altar and
slowly mounted the six broad steps
which led to the little platform on
which the bench was placed. He
turned about and seated himself be-
side Karen. Her head slowly turned,
the blue light glinting in her golden
cap of hair. She studied his puffed,
bruised face for perhaps half a min-
ute.

Folding his arms on his chest, sit-
ting as erectly as if he were a king,
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the cattle prince ignored her. There
was a faint grin upon his swollen lips.
It occurred to Peter that that lion-
hearted young man might very possi-
bly be enjoying himself, as if he had
automatically slipped into a réle in
what he had decided must be opéra
bouffe—whimsical Oriental farce,
laid in a pagoda that was a relic of
a forgotten Chinese epoch, staged by
what was perhaps the most imagina-~
tive, most sinister figure that China
had ever produced! Or was he merely
prepared with that plucky grin on his
swollen lips to meet whatever fate had
in store for him?

Certainly, preparations for what-
ever was about to happen must now
be complete.

Susan, with one arm tightly about
Peter’s waist, was shivering, making
little whimpering sounds.

“T did all this,” she said. “If I
hadn’t let Dr. Strang bully me into
betraying you,. this would not have
happened.”.

As Peter started to reassure her, a
voice anticipated him.

“Yes,” it said. “ You did all this!”

A’ soft, thin, whispering voice it
was, so cold that it sent fresh shud-
ders through Susan.

- Peter had spun half about, to face
the latticed door. He knew now, quite
definitely, that their host was present;
that the man whom all Asia called the
Blue Scorpion was in that darkened
anteroom!

TO BE CONCLUBDED NEXT WEEK.




Broken Wedding Bells

By JOHN H. THOMPSON

The icy reception their old
friend gave drifters Bill
and [im was nothing com-
pared to the wedding recep-
tion they arranged for him

“‘But, officer,” sputtered Bill,
“we knew him when—"

HE, frock-coated individual was
l Gus Simpson, one-time handy
man in the Beary Carnival, but
his silk-gowned companion was some-
thing else again — something in the
line of a perambulating iceberg. She
looked at Bill as though he was the
squashed remains of a skunk which
had attempted to cross a main high-
way on a Sunday afternoon at the
height of the touring season.
“Don’t you remember your old
pals, Gus?” pleaded Bill.

“Who are these presumptuous, dis-
reputable looking individuals, Au-
gust?”’ demanded the iceberg severe-
ly. She glanced around, apparently in
quest of somebody in uniform to
scrape such scum as Bill and I from
the earth.

“Really, my dear, T never saw the
fellows before,” said Gus, glaring
angrily at us.

“ But—" :

Bill's expostulation was rudely cut
short.
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“ Here is the car, Marguerite.” Gus
shoved us aside, brushed his gloved
hands together to free them of any
germs which they might have picked
up by his coming in contact with us,
and beckoned peremptorily to the uni-
formed chauffeur at the wheel of a
big lavender car which was gliding to-
ward the curb. > =

“Can you beat that?”’ demanded
Bill, quivering with indignation as Gus
assisted the iceberg into the car and
followed after her with another angry
glare in our direction. ‘“ The last time
we saw that guy was when he bor-
rowed the fifty cents from us to buy
the winning ticket in the Spanish lot-
tery. Now look at him. Putting on
more airs than a Park Avenue lap dog.
Ashamed of his old carnival pals,
ashamed of the guys who used to
stake him to breakfasts when he was
broke. ¢ August! Can you beat that?
Wearing a silk hat, too, with shiny
stuff along the edges of his coat lapels
and a baby blue flower in his button-
hole. T’ll bet the poor prune even had
spats on. Holy mackerel! And he used
to steal pennies from the crippled for-
tune teller. He—" Bill was seething
with indignation.

“Hey, you big stiff”” he shouted,
directing his attention to the lavender
car. “Where’s that half dollar you
borrowed from us? Where—"

Gus was doing his best not to look
flustered. The iceberg was burning us

up with a glare strained through a set:

of eye-glasses on a stick.

“ Go ahead, James,” she ordered.

But Gus spotted a policeman across
the street and countermanded the or-
der.

“ Officer,” he called.

The officer strode across the street.

*“T want these two dirty bums ar-
rested,” demanded Gus. * There’s too
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much of this cheap riffraff on the
streets insulting respectable people.
Here is my card. My attorney will ap-
pear in court to press the complaint.”

“ Holy mackerel! Gus, you don't
mean—you ain’t having two of your
old—"

Bill's expostulation was rudely in-
terrupted, however,

“Do your duty, officer,” directed
Gus curtly. His eyes evaded ours.
“Home, James,” he snapped to the
chauffeur, and the lavender car purred
away. .

“ Come on, you two bunis,” ordered
the officer.

“ But, officer,” sputtered Bill, “ we
knew him when—"

“ Shut up!” snapped the officer an-
grily. “I don’t want none of your
gab.”

The command was more or less su-
perfluous, though, because Bill was
practically speechless anyway.

IVE minutes later we were stand-
ing before the lieutenant at head-
quarters.

“ Coupla bums—insulted Lord Tit-
terham and his fiancée,” said the offi-
cer. ‘“They—" He paused as the
lieutenant turned to answer the tele-
phone. We heard one side of the con-
versation. :

“Oh, yes, Lord Titterham, this is
Lieutenant Miller speaking at head-
quarters. Yes—"' A pause. ““ Yes, cer-
tainly—"" Ancther pause. The lieuten-
ant evidently was having a hard time
to get in a word edgewise, and police-
men hate to be interrupted. “Of
course, but we can’t send them up for
six months without some kind of—"
Another pause. “I'm not insulting
anybody. Yes, I know you are marry-
ing Morgan Lewis’s daughter. I—"
This time there was a long pause, dur-



BROKEN \/EDDING BELLS

ing which the lieutenant’s face crim-
soned with anger. “But I'm trying
to tell you—" We could hear the click
of a receiver being banged up at the
other end.

“Hello! Hello!” The lieutenant jig-
gled his receiver hook and then angrily
banged it down.

“ These two bums,” continued the
patrolman, taking up his story at’the
point where it had been interrupted
by the telephone, ‘insulted Lord Tit-
terham by speaking to him on the
street.”

“Ts that all they did—spoke to him
on the street?” demanded the lieuten-
ant. His face was beginning to return
to its normal color.

“ Yeah, but it was Lord Titterham,”
said the officer as though that ex-
plained everything, which perhaps it
did. “ These bums—"

“We're not bums, and we didn’t in-
sult nobody,” protested Bill indig-
nantly.

The officer flashed an angry look
at us.

“ You—"

“ That’s all right, Clancy,” inter-
rupted the lieutenant curtly. He rubbed
his chin reflectively. “ An’ so his lord-
ship says to me, ¢ Too bad there isn’t
a more intelligent element on the po-
lice force to take orders from their
betters,” that's what he says. Hmph!”
The lieutenant realized suddenly that
he had spoken his reflections aloud.
“You can go, Clancy,” he directed.
“Tll attend to this case myself.”

The officer glared resentfully at us,
jammed on his hat and departed.

The lieutenant looked down at us
severely.

“Did you insult Lord Titterham?”
he asked.

“ No,” Bill and I chorused.

The lieutenant seemed a bit disap-
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pointed. It was obvious that so far
as he was concerned, he wouldn’t have
been broken-hearted over any insults
hurled at Lord Titterham.

“Well, I'm going to let you two
go,” said the lieutenant. “ We haven’t
got any case against you. Beat it.”

Bill tarried, however. The lieuten-
ant’s good - natured grin had en-
couraged him to seek some information
we w:re craving.

“Who in thunder is this bird who
claims to be Lord Titterham?” he
asked.

The lieutenant chuckled sociably.
“ There’s been enough guff about him
in the papers. He’s a rich snob from
over across, and he’s going to marry
Marguerite Lewis, daughter of old
Morgan Lewis, our local big shot. It
was a whirlwind courtship. He hit
town Monday and the wedding’s to
be this afternoon.”

“With a big splurge, probably?”
ventured Bill.

The lieutenant snorted derisively.
“Lord Titterham wouldn’t stand for
a big wedding. I guess he was afraid
some common ordinary everyday folks
might stray into the church during the
ceremony and pollute him by their
presence. They are going to be mar-
ried in the mayor’s office at two o’clock
this afternoon by the mayor himself.”

The telephone jingled again and we
took advantage of the interruption to
ease ourselves out of headquarters.

“Y ORD TITTERHAM!’ Bill
might have laughed if he
hadn’t been so dog-goned mad.

“The nervy, four-flushing impostor!

Bunis, he called us, and we used to

share our chow with him, lend him

money when he was broke, and over-
look his crooked stuff—then he wants
us sent up for six months just because
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we had the mistaken idea that he was
still a sort of an apology for a human
being and tried to say hello to him.”

Bill suddenly started striding along
so fast that it was all I could do to
keep up with him.

“Why the sudden rush?” I pro-
tested. “ We're in no hurry to get any-
where.”

“Qh, yes, we are,” retorted Biil
“We're going over to the carnival
grounds. D’you think I’'m going to let
our old friend "—he gritted his teeth
as he said the last two words—* get
married without all the boys from the
lot being on hand to give him a send-
off? Just think how much Gus would
appreciate a lively send-off from the
boys.”

The bare thought of Gus’s apprecia-
tion made me grin.

“It’s too bad, of course, that they
won’t have time to dress up at all,”
chuckled Bill. “But they can go as
they are. Gus will appreciate it just
the same.”

“ Even more,” I agreed.

“We'll give him a little gift, too,”
said Bill. “ We'll have Larry do up the
overalls that Gus discarded when he
stole the cashier’s suit and skipped out
with his lottery winnings. It'll make a
bully present for a guy who is selling
off a bogus title to the tune of ‘I Love
Thee Truly” Maybe Gus will be so
pleased that he’ll blow all the boys to a
wedding dinner.”

“ Maybe—it would be just like him,”
I agreed.

“Tll mention that to the boys,”
chuckled Bill. “ All they’ll have to do
will be to greet him as “ Gus,” ‘ old pal,’
and the like o’ that—we’ll have to make
that clear to them. Most of the boys
who remember him wouldn’t want to
speak to him, but if there’s a chance of
a free feed, they’ll all coGperate to the
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limit. Some of the guys over on the
park benches might like to join the
party, too. The more the merrier. All
we have to do is to give the passwords
and mention the possibility of a free
dinner. Nobody loves a four-flushing
snob, but everybody loves a feed.”

Like most kind hearted, easy going
men, Bill is hard to rouse, but once
roused he’s like a two-year-old kid
whose mud pie has been trampled under
foot.

ROMPTLY at five minutes to two,
the crowd was waiting in front of
the city hall for the lavender car

to roll up. It was a motley, shabby
crew, most of them not knowing what
was going on except that some dinner-
distributing philanthropist was going to
hand out meal tickets to everybody who
clapped him on the back and shouted
“Hello, Gus.” The only thing that
worried me was what would happen
when the meal tickets failed to materi-
alize, but that didn’t seem to worry Bill
at all.

* Let’s get inside the lobby and make
it a surprise party,” suggested a shabby
recruit who had been picked up in the
park. “ Maybe Lord Bountiful will toss
in some breakfasts on top of the din-
ners,” he added optimistically.

We piled into the lobby and almost
swept from his feet a pompous looking,
white-haired, high hatted individual
who was standing there with a gold
watch in his hand.

“ Here, here, you fellows, what does
this mean?” demanded the high hatted
one indignantly.

“Holy mackerel, I bet it's the
mayor,” groaned Bill in dismay. He
quickly recovered his composure, how-
ever. -“An old-time carnival pal is
being married,” he explained, *“ and all
the boys have come over from the lot
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to give him a push down the matri-
monial toboggan.”

The high hatted one looked pro-
voked, but sighed in resignation.

“ Well, don’t block up the doorway,”
he muttered impatiently. “ There’s an-
other wedding on this afternoon—an
important one. You fellows will have
to stand outside.”

We meekly filed out of the building
and arrived on the sidewalk just as the
lavender car rolled up to the curb.

“ There he is, boys,” shouted Bill
gleefully.

The welcoming committee promptly
swung into action.

“ Hey, Gus,” shouted one stentorian
voiced carnival roustabout who had a
weather eye on a six-course dinner.
“Dear old Gus. I haven’t seen you
since you were ballyhooing for the
hoochy-coochy show.”

“ Hooray for Gus, a rotten carnival
man, but a dog-gonned swell looking
bridegroom,” shouted another enthusi-
ast.

“ What does this mean, August?” de-
manded a cold, steely voice. “ Do you
know these persons?”

Gus, standing with one foot on the
running board, gulped and stammered.

“This bunch of dirty bums,” he
sneered finally. “I never saw one of
themn before.” And as he said it he was
gazing directly into the eye of the cash-
ier from whom he had stolen the suit.

“Come on, boys, three rousing
cheers and a tiger for the guy who won
the Spanish lottery and is going to tie
up with a millionaire,” proposed the
stentorian voiced roustabout.

The iceberg was glaring suspiciously
at the flustered phony lord, but he didn’t
notice the glare. He was gazing horror-
stricken toward the edges of the wel-
coming crowd.

Then, without a word he plunged
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forward and tore down the street, coat
tails flying.

“Ugh!” a snort of disgust, followed
by the slamming of a door—and the
lavender car purred away with the ice-
berg sitting in lonely grandeur in the
back. I caught a passing glimpse of her
face. She wasn’t looking so upstage
just then.

The crowd gazed in astonished dis-
may at the disappearing car and then
at the corner in the opposite direction
around which the fleeing Gus had sped.

RUMBLE of indignation arose.

It was directed at Bill, the recog-

nized leader of the pilgrimage
which was to have led to the feed
trough. :

“ We want our dinners.” The chorus
was menacing.

“You—" Bill started to say some-
thing, but it trailed off into a groan of
dismay. He pointed helplessly down
the street. A blue-coated figure was
coming hot-footed. And even in my
agitation I recognized him. It was
Officer Clancy!

“What's the trouble here?” he de-
manded angrily as he approached the
crowd.

“ This guy promised us we'd all have
free dinners if we came down here to
join in a send-off to a fake lord who
was going to marry an heiress, but just
because we were here it broke up the
wedding,” explained one of the hungry
and disappointed roustabouts. He
pointed accusingly at Bill. “ There’s
the guy that promised us dinners.”

The officer took one look at Bill.

““ So, you’ve been drinking again and
raising another muss, eh?” he said
grimly. “ Well, you won’t get off so
easily this time.” He pulled out a pair
of handcuffs.

“ Just a minute, officer.”” Somebody
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pushed his way in from the edge of the
crowd where Gus had got the eyeful
that caused him to run. It was the
high hatted individual who had been in
the lobby ef the city hall.
Clancy respectfully touched his cap.
“The trouble as I understand it
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“1 guess that’s it,” said Clancy, fin-
gering his handcuffs impatiently.

“ That being the case, I'll see that the
promise is made good. Boys, all of you
line up over at that restaurant across
the street. The dinners are on me.”

Clancy gaped in chagrined astonish-

seems to be that this man here,” the
high hatted individual pointed to Bill,
“ promised dinners to these fellows if
they joined in a little wedding party,
but that the four-flushing bounder who
was to be the bridegroom spoiled the
party by running away.”

ment, then turned away.

“D’you hear that, fellows?” ex-
claimed Bill gleefully. “The mayor
himself is going to blow us to dinners.”

“Not the mayor,” corrected the
“high hatted individual. “Tam Morgan
Lewis.”

THE END.

o] v U
$500 for a Stomach Ache

N many parts of the United States when a person falls ill, the family doctor
called to attend the patient is a medicine man.

Such is the case among the Navajo Indians of Arizona and New Mexico.
In 1930, one of the wealthiest Navajos, Hosteen Endischi, living in the north-
west corner of the Navajo Reserve held an cnta/ or healing ceremony to
cure Pardon, his favorite second wife, of a bad case of indigestion. Normally
she could have been- relieved by a little bicarbonate of soda—but it cost Old
Endischi the round sum of $5oo in money, food and sheep, as well as other
gifts to the medicine man, singers and mud dancers.

This ceremony lasted three days. A special hut was built, a “new
scalp of an enemy procured (in this case the scalp was taken from the grave
of a very defunct Hopi), the disease was transferred to the scalp and the
scalp was quite literally killed by a shot from a .38 Winchester rifle.

The mud dance was a special feature on the third day, and for two
hours a band of young Navajos, stripped to breech clouts, moccasins and head
bands, raced madly about the landscape seizing victims and hurling them,
clothes and all, into a specially prepared mud bath.

This was supposed to be especially beneficial. Victims once captured
could buy off with cigarettes or money, or if they gained sanctuary in a hut
or summer shelter, they could not be dragged out.

Men who fell down during the chase were given a special medicine
treatment after the dance. A cream-colored horse used during the excite-
ment was also treated for minor injuries in the same manner as the human
patients.

All in all it was quite a gala affair. During the serious part of the cere-
mony, every one was quite solemn, but the mud dance was the vaudeville
show. The affair cost $500, but no one seemed to know whether the patient

was cured or not. Arthur W oodward.
7A—r10
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Ducrin flung himself to one side

The Silence

By ROBER

Escape from the French Guiana

T CARSE

penal colony was only the first

step for Ducrin—ihe jungle lay ahead

UCRIN had no difficulty in escap-

ing. It was really very simple.

The convict wood-cutting gang of

which he was a member was working in

the edge of the bush near St. Jean, which

is south of St. Laurent-du-Maroni, in
the French colony of Guiana.

There were over twenty convicts in
that gang; all of them, with the excep-
tion of Ducrin, dispirited and slow-
thinking men. They were guarded and
kept desultorily at their work by two
half-breed Tonkinese surveillants. 'The
guards’ habit was that one of the pair
should keep watch over the gang while
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the other sat away from the sun and
flies on the edge of the wood cutting and
slept; to either of them it was wholly
preposterous that one of the convicts
should walk off into the jungle alone,
unarmed and unsupplied.

It was just this that Ducrin did. And
just because of that, his escape was suc-
cessful and unmarked until the two Ton-
kinese counted heads for the night’s
march back to St. Jean. Then it was too
late; Ducrin was well away in the bush,
possibly already across the Maroni River
and in Dutch territory on the other side.

His fate, argued the Tonkinese guards
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out of their knowledge of such rare one-
man escapes, would be one of three
things: unsupplied and unarmed as he
was, he would die in the bush on this
side of the river; if he got across the
Maroni, he would soon be captured by
the efficient Dutch colonial police, who
would tonight receive the French alarm
and a description of him; if he managed
to fashion a raft and get on up the river,
the bush-negro rivermen who lived along
its banks would turn him in for the small
head-premium offered by the French
government, after robbing him of what-
ever money he had been able to collect
and hide upon his body. It was more
than foolish, such an attempt; it was
mad . . .

Ducrin’s hopes for his future were, of
course, quite opposite. He had been
pondering his escape for a long time.
When the moment arrived, he achieved
it with very little emotion and a great
deal of confidencee He had slowly
worked throughout the afternoon so that
he should be the man farthest to the
south and the man closest to the real vir-
gin bush. Then, methodically keeping
up his machete blows at a small tree he
had felled, he waited until the one guard
in watch over the gang had turned his
back to talk to one of the convict work-
ers at the other end of the cutting.

In that moment Ducrin disappeared.
He jumped over the log he had been
working upon, he parted the almost im-
penetrable curtain of leaves, lianas and
tangled branches which formed the jun-
gle wall on the other side, and was at
once hidden within that green, dark
thickness. There he shortly paused, lis-
tening. From behind came no cries and
shouts. No one, then, had seen him go.
.Crouched down so that he was almost
upon his knees and thus avoided the
main mass of the obstructing lianas and
branches, he kept on, maintaining a sur-
prisingly good pace.

After five minutes of such work he
knew that he was practically safe, and
that nothing except a bush-negro tracker
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or bloodhounds could now find him. He
paused and stood upright, pawing the
leaves and bugs from his face and hair,
considering the next step in his plan.
The year before, while in one of the
main penitentiary depots at St. Laurent,
he had had the opportunity to talk with
an old convict, a man who had finished
his actual prison sentence and had been
freed to spend the rest of his life within
the boundaries of French Guiana.

GREAT: part of Ducrin’s present

plan of escape was due to the in-

formation given him by that man.
The old convict, at the end of his prison
term, had roamed the French bank of
the Maroni, hunting butterflies and rub-
ber, and only repeated doses of malaria
had forced him to return to the coast
and what scant livelihood he could find
in the comparative civilization "of St.
Laurent.

For both Ducrin and himself, their
meeting had been successful. Ducrin
was already then bitten deeply by the
one great convict desire of escape. The
current and popular method of flight by
somehow securing a boat, through
months of dangerous dickering and the
payment of a tremendous price, and then
battling along the treacherous coast to
Venezuela or Trinidad, did not appeal
to Ducrin. He lacked the amount of
money necessary, he disliked allying
himself so closely with other convicts,
and was aware that the chances of suc-
cess were extremely small. This much
he confided to the old convict.

In return, after being assured that
Ducrin had some money, the other man
confided the one plan he himself had
worked out when young, desperate and
still at forced labor in the terrible pris-
ons. The sole reason for its failure, he
now explained to Ducrin, had been that
he was foolish enough to invite two
other men to accompany him, one of
whom had turned informer, thus secur-
ing the party’s capture the moment it be-
gan the flight.
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But there was, he went- hastily on, a
hidden bayou of almost two miles in
length up the Maroni, on the French
side, and about twenty-five miles beyond
St. Jean. 'This bayou was unknown,
even to the Djuka rivermen, for it was
masked from the regular course of the
river by fallen trees, the driftwood of
years of high water and the profuse
jungle vegetation. There, a man or men
could live secretly and well for months.
There was fish of all sorts in the bayou,
plentiful game in the jungle depths be-
yond, and rubber trees near its banks.
He had since lived there himself for sev-
eral weeks with another freed convict
and brought back from it a couple of
hundred francs’ worth of balata, the
crude rubber drippings. And then his
only reason for coming out was that his
partner had been bitten by a snake and
died.

That man had not told Ducrin any
more; there had been no need for him to
do so. Ducrin could imagine the rest
for himself. From here, where he now
stood, to that bayou, unless the old con-
vict had willfully and needlessly lied,
was about two days’ journey for him.
Once arrived there, he would be reason-
ably safe for as long as he wished to
stay. The period of his stay he could
already pretty definitely gauge.

It was very probable that after six
months his escape would be forgotten
or his fate written down as death from
fever, starvation, drowning or at the
hands of the roaming and avaricious
Djuka Negro rivermen. At the end of
those six months, if he had been at all
lucky and industrious, he would have
fashioned a good dugout canoe and
would possess a fair fortune in crude
rubber, also a supply of smoked meat
and fish, a powerful bow and plenty of
arrows.

So-equipped, he could strike up along
the Maroni, turning down the next little
jungle stream which branched off to the
north, and thus out, probably entirely
unquestioned and unnoticed, to the coast

115

and to Paramaribo. There he could turn
his balata into cash and try for a place
on a ship leaving that port for Vene-
zuela, Mexico or the United States.

Or, if he did not wish to take the
chance of making his appearance in
Paramaribo, he could quite readily and
without arousing suspicion trade his
balata for further supplies with some of
the wandering Negro tribes in Dutch
territory and continue on, through the
vast maze of the jungle-stream network,
and so to the Rio Orinoco in Venezuela,
then down that stream to the busy, care-
less and free going city of Maracaibo.

HERE was now only one serious

danger ahead of him. That was

the fact that for six months he
would be alone and utterly solitary by
that jungle bayou. During that time he
could not dare to show himself to any
man, not even one of the bush Negroes,
the majority of whom found a small but
regular income in being informers for
the French authorities,

But when the old convict had pointed
that out to him in St. Laurent the year
before, Ducrin had laughed at it. And
standing here now in the lush green im-
mensity of the jungle, he laughed at it
again. His was a stoic, calm and strong-
ly controlled nature. ‘There were few if
any nerves in his body. His physical
equipment, as far as it was possible for
him to do so, he had kept in excellent
shape since that day three and a half
years ago when he had landed in Guiana
to begin his sentence.

It was true that he had never before
lived in the complete jungle under any
circumstances. But that he did not fear;
in fact he looked forward to it with a
sort of pleasurable curiosity. From the
old convict, and during his year with the
wood gang on the edge of the bush, he
had learned a number of jungle tricks.
He knew which tree barks would act as
fever antidotes, which would give him
poison for his blow darts and arrows,
how to make fire, and how to make traps
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in which he would catch small game and
fish. The rest, using his highly analyti-
cal and deductive mind, he could learn
for himself. And to begin with, he had
this strong and sharp-bladed machete, an
almost invaluable tool and something of
a weapon, which he now regarded, with
no small humor, as his one but rather
valuable gift from the government which
had sentenced him to this place.

NLIKE any other man whom he
l l had met in the penal settlements

of Guiana, Ducrin did not con-
sider himself unjustifiably or wrongly
sentenced for the crime he had commit-
ted. To him, from the beginning, the
affair in which he had involved himself
had been a gamble which he might readi-
ly lose, with the payment just such as
he had speedily received.

In company with two confederates, he
had used his position as croupier in the
baccarat rooms of the Monte Carlo Ca-
sino to defraud his employers and,
through them, the government, which
drew a direct revenue from the Casino.
The system he and his confederates had
used had been a very clever one, and his
own invention.

Through years of manipulation and
experimentation with packs of cards and
chemicals, Ducrin had learned that an
ink which was invisible to the naked eye
could be quite clearly seen by any one
who should have the forethought or the
knowledge to employ green-colored
glasses, which thus, through a certain
combination of the colors of the spec-
trum, brought out the otherwise invisi-
ble ink markings.

To take several new packs of cards
from the baccarat rooms where he was
employed as dealer and to mark certain
of them with the invisible ink, then re-
turn them, had been quite a risky mat-
ter. It had been far easier for his two
confederates, playing on different days
and under different disguises but always
wearing the green glasses, to repeatedly
call winning combinations.
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The system had been highly success-
ful, up to a point. That point had been
where Ducrin, employing -his logical na-
ture, had realized that sooner or later,
probably through sheer chance, one of
the detectives employed by- the Casino
would connect the fact of his, Ducrin’s,
presence as dealer at a table with a play-
er who always wore green glasses. Du-
crin had passed on his belief to his two
confederates; the trio’s winnings had
been considerable; they could quit where
they were and be quite wealthy men.

But his two confederates had not pos-
sessed his logic; the combination had
been dissolved right then and there and
Ducrin took his share of the winnings.
His former partners left Monte Carlo
for Nice. In that city, unknown to him,
one of the pair had the bad luck te se-
cure a baccarat dealer’s job in a small
casino. The same system had been put
into operation, and worked almost stead-
ily. Within three weeks the pair had
been discovered and arrested. And while
trying to mitigate his own sentence, one
of the two had involved Ducrin and the
Monte Carlo operations in the plet.

Ducrin had been caught asleep and te-
tally unprepared in his hotel room in
Monte Carlo. All three of them, after
a speedy trial before the Assizes in Nice,
were sentenced to fifteen years’ ferced
labor in Guiana. One of the three had
succeeded in hanging himself in his cell
the night the sentence was handed down
and he learned that he was to be sent to
Guiana. The other, he who had been
the dealer in Nice, had died of prison
dysentery. and fever during his first year
in Guiana. And now he, Ducrin, whe
had been brought to this place by the
stupidity and weakness of those other
two, was the only one to live. And he
was strong, sane, free...

UCRIN smiled, thinking swiftly of
all that. Then he lifted his close-
cropped head and looked around

him, seeking the jungle signs which
would tell him the way to the bayou he



THE SILENCE

sought. Back in the cutting while he
had worked with the other convicts dur-
ing the last week or so he had searched
for some such mark which would guide
him once he had penetrated into the
depths of the jungle. He had. found it
in the form of a tremendous and tower-
ing arrowheart tree, which had at some
time been struck by lightning and now
stood parched and white, a grotesque
skeleton in the rich jungle life about it.

According to his calculations and the
place he had entered the jungle, that
lightning-struck tree must be somewhere
before him now. That tree, he knew,
having for some days marked the sun’s
passing across its topmost branches,
leaned to the west. When he had come
upon it he could go straight on to the
bank of the Maroni. And following that
he would eventually come to the masked
bayou, which had been fully and repeat-
edly described to him by the old convict
in St. Laurent.

Where he now stood, what light there
was had the color of old, dim jade.
Small, loose, soft leaves drifted con-
stantly down from where the breeze of
late afternoon passed across the jungle
roof. Monkeys played far off and birds
passed in flashing flights overhead from
time to time, but otherwise the jungle
was still. In that moment, taking in all
those things slowly one by one, Ducrin
experienced his first moment of jungle
awe.

“Tt’s “big,” he whispered. “ Very
big... Not hard for a chap to get lost
here. And yes, not hard for a chap with
a little brains to find that dead tree. ‘Al
lons-y, Ducrin! Let us go!”

Boldly, smiling, he stepped forward,
thrusting aside with the machete point
the creepers and branches that barred
his way. He had not gone half a dozen
paces when a sudden jungle corridor
opened up before him and he saw, down
its length, the gray-whiteness of the dead
tree. He laughed then, his head lifted
and somewhere off in the jungle mon-
keys heard that sound, and laughed back.
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In the jungle corridor the echoes met
and clashed into harsh and almost alarm-
ing waves of sound as he went on.

Ducrin camped at the foot of the ar-
rowheart tree that night. In the bush
Indian style, with a sharpened piece of
hard wood and a larger, flat piece of soft
wood, he made a fire, feeding it from the
dry branches of the old tree. He had
no food and sought none, but his elation
at the ease of his escape conquered what
pangs he felt, and before darkness fell,
he rigged and put out two little traps
along the jungle corridor.

He slept peacefully that night, his back
propped against the tree trunk, his fire
blazing high before him. And when he
wakened after dawn he found a young
sloth in one of his traps. He killed the
beast, cooked it and ate a good part, tak-
ing the rest with him when he went on.
During the morning, having followed the
direction pointed out to him by the slant-
ing tree, he found the river. Ie con-
tinued along it that day, camped near it
that night, going back into the jungle a
bit so that his fire would not be seen or
smelled by any one passing along the
river.

ATE in the afternoon of the next day
Lhe found the masked bayou, fol-
lowing signs he had memorized
from the description of the old convict
in-St. Laurent. The place was very much
as he had imagined it, wide, shallow and
muddy, but banked on three sides by
firm land and thickly masked on the
fourth, or river side, by a mass of fallen
trees, creepers, bamboos and accumu-
lated driftwood swept up there during
the annual floods following on the rainy
seasons.

Going slowly on around the edge of
the bayou he found on the one high lit-
tle point of land the wreck of a grass
hut, obviously the one built by the man
who had told him of this place. He be-
gan at once to reconstruct it. There was,
he saw, no better site than this; the old
convict and his partner had chosen well.
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This site was on the bank farthest away
from the river, at least half a mile or a
mile from it, and beyond its sight and
sound. It would probably prove fairly
healthy here, too. He was smiling as he
set to work.

At dusk, when he was through with
his work and his fire was built for the
night, he put down his machete and went
to the edge of the bayou. For a time,
until the full coming of darkness, he
stood there, looking out over this place
which he quite surely would not leave
for at least five months to come.

The jungle came, dark and magnifi-
cent, right down to the edge of the
water. Reeds that were high as a man
grew along the banks. Behind them
were bamboos, then the great and tower-
ing trees of the real jungle forest, among
them the few rubber trees he had been
told of.

Fantastically colored toucans, macaws
and parakeets crossed and recrossed the
somber waters of the bayou. Blue and
green and gold butterflies made bright,
darting little flights about him, and here
and there he could mark the almost in-
visible passage of an early rising bat.

There were hundreds, perhaps thou-
sands, of frogs in the bayou. Now, with
the falt of darkness, they all spoke in a
great and booming chorus. In the trees
beyond, piercing the deeper notes of the
freg chorus, monkeys made a sharp gab-
bling before settling to sleep, and the
brightly colored birds gave forth high
and quick cries.

Ducrin scratched the stubble on his
firmly molded chin and smiled.

“A noisy place,” he said aloud.
“Keep a chap from being lonely...”

He turned, and went back to his hut

and fire.

The next day he established the rou-
tine which he rigorously followed dur-
ing the weeks to come. In the morning,
he went around the edges of the bayou,
finding out and marking the rubber
trees. The afternoon he spent in hunt-
ing, in chopping firewood, working on
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the canoe which was to take him out to
freedom, or making weapons and uten-
sils.

It was, he found, a busy- life. His
days were fully occupied. And for that,
during the first few weeks, he was glad,
for it pleased him, a man-who had lived
practically all his life in the city, to find
that he could so competently keep him-
self alive in the jungle. .

But after those first few weeks, when
the strangeness of his new occupations
had worn off and they had become no
more than daily chores to be done in ro-
tation, a sort of boredom came over him.
He missed something to do during the
long evenings. The days, it seemed to
him, were growing shorter, the nights
longer. And night after night, resolv-
ing that he was tired and needed the
sleep, he would turn in, only to awaken
and lie staring out through the door of
his hut at the embers of his fire and the
extreme, fathomless darkness beyond.
It was, he told himself, forced to smile
at the thought, that he had spent most of
his existence living by the use of his
brain, and that machine was now rebel-
ling at its inaction. ..

OWARDS the end of his first
month there a partial solution of
that problem came to him. With

considerable labor but with equal enjoy-
ment he cut and fashioned a crude bac-
carat board and cards from soft wood.
With these before him he would sit by
his fire for hours, recalling famous old
hands which he had dealt, and recon-
structing them for his own amusement.

That, though, palled after a time, and
one night he rose in disgust and heaved
the board and cards into the bayou. The
board made a flat smacking sound as it
hit. That awoke the frogs, and the frogs
awoke the jungle. The whole place
echoed and boomed. To Ducrin, stand-
ing there, it was as if he were inside a
tremendous and awfully vibrating drum.
At last he reached his hands far above
his head and yelled.
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“ Shut up! My
God, shut up!”

His shout was high pitched and keen.
The one which seemed to come back in
direct answer was higher yet, stronger.
And with that answering shout the jun-
gle was silent, utterly silent. Ducrin
tursted, making no noise. Sweat drooled
salt down into the corners of his partly
open mouth. His fingers reached toward
his belt, where he usually carried his
machete. It was not there; it was in
the hut.

A little sound, half sob, half sigh came
through his lips. He stood completely
still, completely rigid with fright. That
yell which had answered his had come
from a jaguar. It was neat, close to his
hut, close to him. And the jungle was
still —in this silence the jaguar -could
hear him if he made the slightest move-
ment, if he started for his hut...

How long he stood there like that Du-
crin did not know. How he finally pro-
jected his body into mad motion and
propelled himself toward his hut he did
not know. But, he found himself in the
place, mumbling with his eagerness and
his terror, clasping at the machete han-
dle, then, finally, hoarsely cursing at the
jaguar, telling it to come on now. Now,
that he was ready...

But his own hysterical words died
away after a time, and he crouched there
silently, just listening. There was no
sound. No actual sound that he could
distinguish. Leaves moved; yes. And
in the bayou reeds rubbed against reeds
and there were the myriad and small
whisperings of the bayou waters. But
it was all like that, all half sounds and
infinitesimal fragments of sounds. All
the million and one little pieces, he told
himself strangely, that went to make up
the great, solid silence. ..

He did not sleep that night. He sat
there in the door of his hut, the machete
across his thighs, staring out at his fire,
wishing it were higher and stronger, but
not daring to go out and fix it so. And
all the night, until the coming of dawn,

Shut up, will you?
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that silence lasted. When the first am-
ber shards of the sun came down
through the jungle roof, a little bird that
Ducrin could see stirred, and called. An-
other and then another joined it, and
then monkeys began to chatter and
scamper along the tree limbs. And with
those sounds Ducrin relapsed, his head
fell forward on his chest, and he slept
where he sat.

E awoke in the afternoon, with the
memory of that horror still fresh
in his brain. But here, in the

daylight, with all the familiar sights and
sounds around him, he tried to rational-
ize that, interpret it in the terms of his
own normally self-controlled personali-
ty. He did so, but in so doing he allied
himself with the jungle life around him,
made 2 mental contact and alliance with
it. For these frogs and birds and mon-
keys, all the small and harmless jungle
life, had been frightened as he had been
frightened by that jaguar. When he
had given in to the silence which the
jaguar had placed upon them, he had
subtly become one of them, just as
afraid, and, secretly, very secretly, just
as weak. But, they were his allies now;
their animal knowledge and instinct
would warn him when the jagnar, the
one jungle beast he feared, came to the
bayou again.

He returned to his regular toutine
then, but from that day on he began to
study and closely watch the animal and
bird life around him. By hours of silent
watching he learned to distinguish which
birds mated together, and- where their
nests were about the bayou. He learned
which frog had the deepest voice, and
even came to believe that he knew the
leader of the red-howler monkey pack
across the bayou, and that he could un-
derstand certain manlike sounds in their
chattering.

That thought, that way of thinking,
grew upon him as the days passed. It
belped pass the days, and more, the
nights, It helped alleviate his loneliness.
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He told himself that all his life he had
been a social person, and always close to
people. He had been pne of a big family
of brothers and sisters. His first job
had been as a bus-boy, then waiter, in a
big, popular and noisy café. During his
days as a croupier, he had of necessity
been constantly where there were many
people and much talk. He had lived in
a hotel; he had never been alone.

Recalling those things, knowing that
he must pass at least two more months
here, he began to more closely identify
himself with the jungle life about him.
He imitated and practiced the calls and
cries of the birds and monkeys. He
stood for hours on the edge of the bayou,
booming back at the frogs. He person-
alized and gave identity to some of the
monkeys, frogs and birds; idly, he lik-
ened them to people and personalities he
had known during his civilized life.

And, to his initial amazement and then
great pleasure, they responded to him.
They called back when he called. And
when he walked through the forest, go-
ing about his chores at the rubber trees,
that odd half-hush of fear at his pres-
ence no longer came over the jungle.

The days passed swiftly now; on the
long stick he used as a calendar, the
notches which marked weeks had mount-
ed to sixteen, then to eighteen. When
twenty had gone, he promised himself,
he would go. His dugout canoe was fin-
ished now ; he had tried it upon the bay-
ou and found it waterworthy. He had
a strong bow, in the use of which he had
-become very efficient, and a good stock
of arrows. : All he lacked now was a
supply of smoked fish and game to hold
him until he had crossed over into Dutch
territory and what would then be real
safety.

O far, he had been living here from
day to day, spearing fish in the bay-
ou or going off into the jungle for

what little game he needed. He had all
the balata he could accommodate in the
canoe; that part-of his job was over. He

ARGOSY

began to devote himself entirely to
hunting.

He struck far off into the jungle to
do so, rather than hunt close to the bay-
ou, preferring, as he said it aloud, to
“seek strangers” rather than “ people
he knew.” He found good hunting; came
one noon upon a drove of peccary and
shot four of the snorting, clumsy beasts
before they could get away from his
swift arrows. They were heavy, and
weighed over a hundred pounds apiece,
he estimated.

The legs of three he tied together with
green withes, and hung them separately
up on poles locked between high tree
limbs, so that they would not be scav-
enged during his absence. The fourth
he toted back to his hut with him, hung
it up high inside the little place after
roasting it entire over his fire,

The next day he returned for one of
the others. It was dusk, almost night
when he got back to the bayou. He came
slowly around the trail he had worn for
himself, panting a bit with the weight of
the heavy carcass he carried over his
shoulder, his machete through his belt,
his bow slung over his free shoulder.

There was a stillness on the jungle as
he passed over the ground he called his
own. Once he stopped, and the old, chill
fear of the jaguar which had never fully
left him, came bleakly up into his brain.
But then he remembered that he carried
fresh meat, and that his “ friends” in
the trees and bush about him could smell
the odor of blood, frightening at, ;any
time. He laughed, and talked to them,
using the monkey chatter, but no re-
sponse came to him, and he went on
more quickly, eager to get rid of his
unpleasant load.

The thing which saved his life was the
small, light and almost indiscernible
tracks he saw on the soft earth of the
bank as he strode the last few paces to
the door of his shack. He stopped. He
dropped the carcass from his shoulder
and stared, with an acute mesmerism of
horror, into the door of the dark hut.
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Twin, small, opal flames which were eyes
lanced through the darkness at him as
the jaguar turned from tearing at the
meat hung there.

Deeply, once, the jaguar screamed,
then charged. And Ducrin screamed
back, falling aside from that doorway,
pulling the machete from his belt, blind-
ly and terribly striking with it at the
gray, snarling shape that struck at him.

Warm blood spouted over him;
screams, his own or the jaguar’s, sound-
ed in his ears. He fell, rolled over, was
still. ..

There was no sound when he came
back to consciousness. Everything was
quiet. He moved his hands, his legs, his
head and body. He got up, staring, re-
membering. The jaguar lay within yards
of him, the black-mottled coat stiff with
blood. Stooping down, he saw that he
had all but severed the head from the
body with his fearful blows of the
machete.

He laughed and straightened up. He
turned and called out to the jungle, not
fully knowing that he did so, or why he
did so. Only the echoes of his voice
came back to him. The jungle was still;
the jungle was silent.

ONSCIOUSLY, Ducrin brought

himself to laugh. He moved to

the fire embers and tossed on fresh
kindling and logs, built it up until it
flamed crackling and hissing. He sat
beside it.

“It’s all right,” he said aloud. “He
almost got me, and I got him... Fool
to hang meat, even roasted meat, right
in the hut. And now that one’s dead;
probably the same one who frightened
me, before. Toughest thing in the jungle.

You're all right, Ducrin. You're not
bad...”
His voice stopped then. He stared

about him, some of the words he had
just uttered repeating themselves in his
brain. He had killed a jaguar; be had
killed the most terrible beast in the jun-
gle. He, Ducrin, who had been pos-
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sessed of the same fright which had held
all the little, harmless jungle life, had
killed the jaguar.

Maybe that was why, then...maybe
that was why, then, that the silence was
on the jungle now. They had feared the
jaguar. And he had killed the jaguar.
It had just been proved that he was
stronger, and more deadly, than any
other living thing in the jungle. Could
it be, then, that they had transferred
their fear of the jaguar to him?

Ducrin forced himself to smile at that.
It was impossible, and even if it was so,
it meant nothing to him. He had his.
He was going now, as soon as he had
smoked the meat he had yet to work on.
But, even though he told himself those
things, he rose up and walked off along
his little trail around the bayou edge and
talked to them there. He gave the cough-
ing boom of the frog, the monkey chat-
ter, the unmusical cries of the toucan,
the macaw and the parakeet. There was
no answer. The silence held the jungle.

Ducrin was not rational then; he was
far from it, brought to a vague and dark
hinterland of hysteria and madness
through his months of solitude here and
his fight with the jaguar. He yelled out
at the jungle and at the bayou, at the
ones he had once humorously considered
and called his “ friends.” "No sound ex-
cept the echoes of his own voice re-
turned to him.

He screamed and yelled until he was
hoarse; a rage in which there was no
reason gripped him, shook him, kept him
pacing there along his little path and up-
right all night. But at dawn the jungle
was still without sound, and he went
stumbling back to his hut, dropped down
beside the dead fire and the stiff carcass
of the jaguar and so slept.

He awoke late in the afternoon to lie
still for a time, just listening and watch-
ing. The jungle was awake, it was in
sound. They had gotten over their fear,
then. Things were all right. He laughed
and stood up. At once the jungle was
still. 'With his trained eyes he could see
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birds, monkeys, frogs, but they were si-
lent, and they were hidden as well as his
swift movement had permitted them to
DER S

Ducrin sat down. He put his head
between his hands and wept. Vaguely,
as those sobs racked him, the idea re-
curred to him that this did not matter,
that he really did not belong here, that
he should go, go at once. But the thought
was lost and overshadowed by his rage
at the unreasonableness of the jungle
folk, and his own stupidity in leaving
meat so that it would attract a jaguar to
the bayou. No, he would stay here until
the silence was gone from the jungle,
until they talked again, and then he
would go on...

He rested there so for a day and a
half more. During it, when he moved,
or when he stood, the jungle became si-
lent. By the middle of the second day
Ducrin was quite mad. One idea, one
idea alone, obsessed him. If he were to
leave here now, if he were to go on with
his original plan and continue out
through Dutch Guiana to the coast, he
would for many weeks more be in the
jungle. And what had happened here,
what he had done, and the fear he had
aroused in the jungle people, would have
gone on before him. Everywhere he
would go in the jungle, for weeks and
for months to come, there would be this
awful, tight, tense silence which now
locked about his brain like great and in-
visible bands of metal.

He could not stand that, he told him-
self. It would be too much. The jungle
had been bad enough before, without the
silence. There was for him just one
thing to do. They talked in the prisons;
they always talked, no matter who you
were, or what you had done. And they
would laugh at him there when he told
them; they would talk him back to
sanity. ..

A kind of strange nervous release
came upon him as that thought formed
in his brain. He relaxed, to fall in a
slow doze of exhaustion once more.
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Awakeness came to him rather swiftly
an hour or so later. His first conscious
thought was of the decision he had made,
and he started to flex his muscles, start-
ed to get up. But then he stopped, star-
ing, and held by a horror not his own.

HE carcass of the jaguar he had
killed lay near him, not more than

a few yards away. Flies, ants and
bugs had gathered about it, crawled over
it, in this moment. Attracted by that in-
sect life, lulled by his, Ducrin’s, period
of comatose sleep, a small gold-bird had
ventured forward, in the direction of the
carcass.

It stood now on the worn, withered
grass like a tiny statuette which embod-
ied all horror, all fear. But not fear of
him, Ducrin. For, within three feet of
it, slowly swaying and loosely coiled, lay
a long black jungle snake, between it and
the jaguar’s carcass, between it and
safety.

A slow whistling sound of exhaled
breathing came from between Ducrin’s
teeth. But the bird and the snake were
held by the deep fascination of death;
they did not seem to sense his presence
in any way. Ducrin’s thin lips drew
back as his hand slid down upon the ma-
chete handle. He struck only once, and
then very surely, swiftly. With his free
hand he in the same instant reached out
and caught within his grasp the rigid,
soft body of the gold-bird.

Even after he had acted, had killed
the black snake and taken the bird into
his hands, Ducrin was not very clear as
to what he was going to do. But then,
degree upon slowly evolved degree, he
recognized his good fortune. He told
himself at last that here in his hands he
held a hostage, a living, talking part of
the jungle. . .

He fashioned a light, strong cord of
green withes and with it fastened the
fear-numbed, silent bird to a small stake.
Then he made with slowness and great
care a cage for the bird, out of bent
sticks, withes and bark. He placed the
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bird within it, shut and latched the crude
little door. 'Then he turned and smiled
at the jungle, although it was still utterly
silent, as was his prisoner.

Ducrin stayed there beside the bayou
and near his shack and the trapped bird
for three days more. He occupied him-
self with two tasks in that time: he
smoked, dried and cured the skin of the
jaguar, pegging it out with green-wood
stakes upon the ground in front of the
shack; meanwhile, he fed and watered
and talked to the bird in its cage.

He lay prone on the ground beside the
cage. With all the longing and the fear
and courage of his nature translated into
the soft, quick sounds of its kind, he
spoke to it, repeating the successjon of
notes over, over. When it first answered
faintly back, he could not for a moment
believe it, for his brain was mazed with
the echoes of the sounds he himself had
been making. . .

The next morning, with the slant of
the dawn light resting palely upon the
dark reeds and darker water, Ducrin left
the bayou. He went in his canoe, north,
towards Dutch Guiana. He carried his
supply of jerked, dried meat, his balata,
his bow, arrows and machete. Directly
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forward of him, placed on the flame-
scarred bottom of the canoe, he had
placed the cage holding the bird.

As he swung out in the first deep
swiftness of the main river he shipped
his paddle inboard for a moment and
leaned down, to open the door of the
cage, and then sit back. Within, the
bird rustled, spoke. To it Ducrin spoke
back. The bird slowly moved, speaking.
Ducrin was silent, his hard reaching for
something just beyond the little cage.
He pulled it up, the roughly cured skin
He shook it out, put it
about his shoulders. When he was
through doing so he saw that the bird
had gone, was nothing but a flicker of
rapid motion towards the shore and the
jungle.

Ducrin pursed his lips and called. The
notes came back, almost like an echo.
Then other birds spoke, toucans, ma-
caws, doves, parakeets, aigrets. To Du-
crin the jungle seemed to explode with
sound. He lifted his paddle forward,
out, sent it down, deep, brought it back.
His eyes searched the shore, but he made
no sound. It was for the jungle to speak
now, he told himself. It was he who
knew and who had beaten the silence,

END.

Smuggling ‘“ Babies’’

VER since governments put customs duties on imported goods, smuggling
has been in existence, but the smugglers on the Austro-Hungarian border
are, perhaps, at the head of the class for evolving unusual methods of tricking

customs officials.

* They do not smuggle jewels or dope, but plain, ordinary, baby pigs.
In Austria, pork is very expensive, while in Hungary, just over the border,
it is quite cheap. So it pays to smuggle it across the line.

Each suckling pig is stupefied by a swig of alcohol from a nursing bottle
to keep it quiet in transit. Then it is dressed in babies’ clothes and, wrapped
up carefully in a big shawl, is carried across the border by a respectably
dressed woman who, for all the customs officials can see, is carrying a sleep-

ing child.

Ellen Stevenson.
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SHAVED OFF HIS BEARD AND BECAME A DON

JUAN, HE MARRIED 16 TIMES AND KILLED ALL

HIS WIVES . HE ONGE ARRIVED AT TOPSAIL I\lLET |

| N.C. AND CAME ASHORE TO PLAY THE GENTLEMAN.

HE BRIBED OFFICIALS AND WAS ALLOWED T0 DO AS HEY
PLEASED. HIS FANCY FELL ON PRUDENCE LUTRELLE, A ‘
BEAUTSFULGIRLOF 16, SHE DISLIKED THE CRUEL PIRATE. [

HER AND SAILED
D\ AWAY T0 SEA, SHE :
CONTINUED 0 RESIST HIM AND HE KILLEDHERS

W\ TIE RETURNED T0 CAROLINA. THE ANGERED

AR, PLANTERS SET UPON HIM AND HE WAS

A KILLED BY A LIEUT. MAYNARD ASSISTED
w BY BASILICA HANDS, HIS BODY BORE 5 §

PISTOL BALLS AND 20 STAB WOUNDS,

MANY HAVE HUNTED HIS CAROLINA
ACHES. TN 1928 TWQ SPORTSMEN B
FOUND WHERE A BURIED CHESTHAD
) JUST BEEN DUG UP Bi LUCKIER HUNTERS 4

Next Week: “B!ack Jack” Pershing, a Born Flghter
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Gene’s rush was stopped

Sunken Dollars

By CAPTAIN DINGLE

Two ships circled in the wreck-strewn waters of Cape Horn, ready
to fight over the secret of a sunken windjammer

LEADING UP TO THIS CONCLUDING INSTALLMENT

IT was just before the turn of the last
century, before the Panama Canal
had been completed and when ships
rounded bleak Cape Horn, that the wind-
jammer Godiva set out from Melbourne
for England. She never reached Eng-
land.

Rupert, merchant and part owner of
the ship, a man who had a financial hold
on Captain Larking, her master, loaded
a cargo of silver dollars aboard the Go-
diva. He did‘'not sail on her. Fellow
plotters of his did sail on her, though,
and when she reached Cape Horn she
was deliberately wrecked by Purbrick,
the second mate, and sank in fairly shal-
low water.

Many lives were lost, but Captain
Larking, Purbrick, Benjamin, the stew-
ard and Mr. Jolly, the mate, got away in
lifeboats. 'T'wo others aboard her saved
themselves: Judy Larking, the captain’s
daughter, and Gene Selwyn, son of the
rich Melbourne insurance man who had
insured the Godiva’s cargo. Gene had
taken the trip as an adventure—and be-
cause Judy Larking smiled at him from
the ship’s rail as he was passing by.

Just before the Godiva struck, Pur-
brick had ordered Gene locked in the
lazaret, Gene and Judy, picked up by a
passing ship, go on to' Judy’s home in
England, where Larking, Rupert and
Purbrick have already gone,

This story began in the Argosy for November 5
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When Gene tells Larking that his ship
is in shallow water and can be salvaged,
the shock of what Gene thought would
be good news proves fatal. A marine
inquiry clears the officers of the ship
after Purbrick’s false testimony, but
Gene, accompanied by his friend, Jock
Gowan, and Judy, returns to investigate
the wreck and attempt salvage.

They charter the trawler of Captain
Sweeny and pick up Benjamin and Mr.
Jolly. Rupert and Purbrick also charter
a ship and rush to the Godiva's grave-
yard. The two vessels have sighted each
other.

CHAPTER XX.

THE GRAY SHIP.

HOEVER picked the ctew of

‘/ ‘I the gray steamer had picked

well, if tough issues were ex-
pected; and the behavior of Rupert and
Purbrick, as the two vessels drew near
to each other, indicated that it was no
yachting cruise they had embarked upon.

Rupert, standing aloof in his heavy
clothes, looked ill and hopeless. Pur-
brick, once he had caught sight of Ben-
jamin on the Peregrine, had become un-
easy—and now that he had heard,
though ever so faintly, Benjamin’s voice,
uneasiness had developed into sheer
nervousness. The precious pair no long-
er spoke to each other in confidential
tones, but when speak they must it was
in savage short sentences. Each watched
the trawler, however, with the same ear-
nest intensity.

“ You're crazy. to go on!” snarled Pur-
brick. “You might as well call it a
day.”

“T'll raise those bags if it’s the last
thing I do!” snarled Rupert in retort.
“You're scared! Serves you right! You
bungled the whole job—trying to cheat
Benjamin out of his share—you tried to

marder him—you tried to murder
Judy—"
Rupert’s voice swiftly rose to a
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scream, and the crew of the gray steam-
er grinned. They too, as had the crew
of the Peregrine, scented treasure, and
when men who are hired for their tough-
ness begin to talk treasure it is bound to
be hard going for their employers when
employers fall out. That’s human.

“—and,” went on Rupert viciously—
“you put up a silly killing against Sel-
wyn—you did it yourself ”—Purbrick
grinned like a cornered wolf—“and
tried to drown him too—and now he’s
going to—"

“Shut up!” Purbrick stepped close
and his eyes frightened the frantic Ru-
pert into silence. “I did my best. For
the rest of us. Did I know Judy’d risk
drowning for a dirty sailor? Benja-
min’s got the luck of a pox doctor’s clerk.
Knew too much. Gaod if he’d drowned
with the rest.” Purbrick gulped. Just
then Benjamin shook his fist across the
sea at him, and Benjamin’s shrill vitu-
peration pealed out upon the frosty air.
Purbrick’s tanned face almost turned
white.

“I won't go on!” he yelled. He seized
Rupert’s coat near the throat and shook
it. “ Put your helm over!” he shouted
at the bridge. ““ Go under that trawler’s
stern. There’s nothing to be found here.
It’s the wrong spot!”

Silently four of the gray ship’s crew
closed about himr and hauled him away
from Rupert.

“We'll find that eut—if it’s true,” one
of them said harshly. “ Leave the boss
alone. We don’t need you. Where that
fellow goes is lead enough for us. Pipe
down, little man.” :

The gray ship sped oi.

T had cost Rupert all the cash he
could raise to charter the Gelert. The
fact that his insurance claim for the

loss of the ship had been protested, put
him in a false position with money
sources. Purbrick had opposed the idea
from the first, advising a much more ar-
bitrary procedure. 'The man who had
killed Doakes, trying to hang another
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man for it; deliberately set adrift his
shipmates in a broken boat to drown in
bitter seas; lied to the father of Judy—
whom he professed to love—; lied at
the inquiry to put the blame on to the
shoulders of Jolly, whom he believed to
be dead—this man, Purbrick, had only
wanted to get as far away from the Go-
diva’s business as possible and forget it.
Rupert’s threat to make the whole nasty
affair public, come what might, had
alone scared the Godiva’s second mate

into joining what he thoroughly believed -

to be a desperate venture.

Poor Judy Larking had, without in
any way inviting it except by the fact
that she pessessed charm and physical
loveliness, which she could no more help
than the pretty nose on her face, aroused
the amorous ambitions ef many men.
Rupert, old enough to know better,
would have cleaned her father’s slate of
debt for her; would never have let her
risk her life in the Godiva’s fated voy-
age, had she been willing to give herself
to him. Purbrick, animal entirely, want-
ed her as he wanted food—and could go
without her if necessary as he could -go
without a meal if big money stood in
the way. .

Both these men now saw her on the

deck of the Peregrine, and each in his -

own way felt still desirous of her;
though each had, in his own way, readi-
1y resigned her to the sacrifice to his
greed. And, again each in his own fash-
ion, one was entirely prepared to see
her go down in the one cataclysmic
crash which alone could save the poor
remnants of his name; the other, with
keener cunning, saw in her capture the
one thing which could turn catastrophe
into triumph.

The two vessels were very close. Pur-
brick could see Benjamin at the near
rail, licking his skinny chops, thumbing
beneath his open jacket a wicked blade.
Judy stood quite near Benjamin, her
eyes -fixed in angry reproof upon the
muffled figure of Rupert. Aboard the
Peregrine was a confusion of tongues.
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Gene shouted and gesticulated at the
skipper and helmsman of the trawler.
The order to come to a stop and anchor
had been heard clear across to the other
vessel. Now the order was counter-
manded — Gene ordered a change of
course to avoid the apparently inevitable
collision—and Sweeny hesitated a bit
too long between greed and discretion.

The vessels came together. The
trawler sheered a fraction of a minute
before the impact, and the gray ship’s
stem slid off her bulging side instead of
biting straight into it. Men were knocked
down like ninepins: but one man was
not—Benjamin kept his feet. Judy fell
against the rail. Aunt Kitty rushed out
on deck with disapproval written large
on her sharp features.

Benjamin had too fast a grip on the
rail to be toppled. At the instant of the
crash he flung a leg over the rail, and
now the knife was between his teeth. . A
swell of sea, hurled up by the coming to-
gether of the hulls, submerged him, but
he gave not an inch of his position. The
ships rebounded, fell apart, and Benja-
min was flung over between them, one
hand on the rail, one leg over it, the rest
of his body hanging between wind and
water.

The Gelert rushed ahead at speed.
The Peregrine, her engines almost at a
stop because of conflicting orders, fell
off, and men picked themselves up, curs-
ing. Aunt Kitty disapproved of every-
thing she saw ; but one thing aroused her
frustrated maternal urge—the sight of a
poor fellow hanging on the verge of go-
ing overboard. She rushed to snatch
Benjamia. Judy was before her.

There was two feet of space between
the ships when both women grabbed
Benjamin, and at the rail of the reced-
ing Gelert, Purbrick appeared, his teeth
grinning between thin lips. Benjamin
fought with his would-be rescuers. Aunt
Kitty was grim. When the ships defi-
nitely parted, and the churned up water
subsided, Benjamin lay swearing horri-
bly on the deck of his own ship, his knife

8A—i10
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in Aunt Kitty’s hand, Aunt Kitty giving
him acid advice as to his behavior.
Judy hung by the waist over the Gel-
ert’s rail, gasping, and Purbrick exult-
antly hauled her to safety—his safety.

CHAPTER XXIL
THL WRECK,

“yY DON’T understand it!” muttered
Gene, when the crash had come
and was over. ‘“Rupert ought to

want that money raised. It must be

there, or he wouldn’t be so anxious.”

Jock was repairing the diving suit.

Neither he nor Gene had seen Judy pass

from one ship to the other. Now Aunt

Kitty screamed, and they saw Judy

struggling with Purbrick, and Rupert

trying to disentangle them.

“Get after them!” Gene yelled at
Sweeny. “ Damn the silver! Get aboard
that—"

“Aw, shut up!” retorted Sweeny,
spinning the wheel without any effect on
the steering. ““Can’t you see the steerin’
gear’s carried away?”’

The Peregrine rolled on the slight
swell, helpless. Benjamin had escaped
from Aunt Kitty, and hung over the rail
screaming at the receding gray steamer.
The crash had unshipped the bevel gear
of the steam steering rod of the trawler
and she drifted slowly to the southward;
while the Gelert circled around and came
back to the position at which the trawler
had been prepared to anchor.

“ She’s licked us, by Jingoes!” yelped
Sweeny. “Look at that!”

He and his mate and two engineers
feverishly hammered and wrenched at
the broken gear. Gene for the first time
let his excitement master him; he ranged
along the narrow deck and shook his fist
at the Gelert. Here was the end of
everything. The gray ship even now was
slowing down, and he knew only too well
that she was near enough to the Godiva’s
position to find her in a couple of sound-
ings or 50,

9A—10
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In ordinary life, perhaps, the fact that
Judy had been dragged aboard that other
ship need have caused little uneasiness:
but knowing what had happened before,
and knowing Purbrick’s desperation, he
realized to what a degree she held the
key to the situation—a key which Pur-
brick, yes and Rupert, were quite capa-
ble of using to their ends.

“Poor laddie!” Jock murmured.
“Yon smash wis a sore one for ye!
Whut'll we do now? Gie it a worrd,
an’—”

“ Oh, go to the devil!” snapped Gene,
and went over to swear at the men who
were already sweating at the steering
gear. .

HROUGH a whole forenoon he

I watched through binoculars that

gray ship come to anchor, moor
and sound. Towards noon the southern
skyline drew out sharp-lined like a steel
wire, and a heavy swell began to roll up
which set the trawler to wallowing until
at times she put her rails under. Even
the distant gray ship started rolling at
‘her anchors, and Gene Selwyn’s eyes
ached and his cheeks were bruised from
long gazing through the glasses.

It was darkening to dusk when at last
the Peregrine’s steering ‘gear was. re-
paired, and by that time she had drifted
many miles. For more than an hour
Gene had been unable to make out de-
tails on the distant vessel. All the trawl-
er’s black gang had been working on the
steering gear and the steam was down.
It took half an hour to raise sufficient
steam to go ahead; and then darkness
and a hard, cold wind came together.
The sea got up with all the devilishly
swift spite of those regions, and there
was little shelter nearer than the lee side
of Sail Rock.

“ Get into an anchorage and wait for
daylight,” Gene told the skipper, then
went below to rest his throbbing eyes.
He felt helpless and almost hopeless.
The riddle of the Godiva’s dollars was
not to be solved by him. He sat in dark-
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ness in his berth, smoking fiercely, listen-
ing to the growl of the seas outside, try-
ing his hardest to find a promising lead
out of the impasse..

He felt the accelerating pulse of the
engine, heard the whine of the wind, and
against his port glass snow began to
pack. When the ship rolled deeply the
sea washed away the snow; but there
was always more before the next heavy
lurch.

He heard voices in the messroom be-
yond his door, and the steward brought
in to him a cup of scalding tea.

“The Rock’s in sight,” said the man.

“Is the other ship away?”

“No. Still there. Can just make ’er
out. Rock’s dead to looard of ’er. Crazy,
they are.”

“ Crazy’s right!’ snapped Gene, and
plunged past to go on deck. His cup of
tea fell to the floor.

“So be you!” grumbled the steward,

picking up the cup and rubbing the mess

into the carpet with his boot.

On the ‘trawler’s deck Jock and
Sweeny peered through the flying snow.
The loom of the Rock was very near.
The surf roared about it. -And in the
middle of the surf lay the Gelert, with
the seas beating upon her. Tt took Gene
but a minute to sense what was wrong.
The dark shape of the Gelert had no mo-
tion. She lay there with the seas beating
upon her like a halftide rock; and the
shouting of her people rose high above
the roar of wind and sea.

“ She’s come down on one of the Go-
diva’s spars and she’s spiked!” shouted
Gene. “Stand in between her and the
Rock, Sweeny!”.

“ Not on yer life I won’t,” retorted
Sweeny. ;

Gene was aware of grinding teeth be-
side him. Benjamin stood there, shiver-
ing, drenched, his eyes fastened upon
the Gelert. A flash stabbed through the
gloom, and the report of a gun followed.

“She’s swuug clear!”  shouted
Sweeny.

“ Aye, ta the

an’ she’s dreeftin’
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Rock!” echoed Jock. “ Gene, d’ye no
ken Judy’s aboord yon ship?”’

ENE had turned to the trawler’s
solitary boat. Benjamin was al-
ready tearing at the cover. Jock

and a couple of seamen dragged at the
falls and raised the boat above the rail,
and Gene left them holding the turns
and tried to make Sweeny take his ship

 nearer.

“Can’t do nothing for him,” said
Sweeny, ringing his engines to a, stop.
“He's a goner, mister. If they can
reach the Rock maybe I can take ’em off
in the morning.” He rang for slow
astern, and Gene was about to mount the
bridge ladder to force his demand when

- he heard the squeal of boat tackles, and

Jock shouted to him. He turned. The
boat was in the water; a seaman hud-
dled against the rail holding a hand from
which blood dripped; and Benjamin was
in the boat, hacking at the falls with a
reddened knife.

“Yon ship’s put oot a boat—I think
Judy is in it—" stammered Jock. Gene
clambered onto the rail, gauged his dis-
tance, and leaped into the boat as the last
rope parted and Benjamin thrust at the
vessel’s side with an oar.

“I'm wi’ ye, laddie!” yelled Jock, and
jumped. He knocked Gene down, and
upset Benjamin so that an oar was lost.
Then the boat was swept clear as the
trawler began to go astern, and the sea
hurled her towards the Rock.

The Gelert was low in the water, and
confusion was all about her. She was
rolling in the savage surf now, and quite
close. But beyond her, against the white
of the snow, flying past the Rock, like a
mad seagull, was another boat—the Gel-
ert’s boat—under a scrap of sail. Gene
groped for the short spar on which the
trawler’s boat could set a small lugsail,
and found Benjamin already unlashing
the bundle of gear.

“ Good man!” said Gene.
sure Judy’s in that boat?”

“Sure. She’s the only one as wears

“ Are you
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skirts, ain’t she? I caught the flutter of
em between snow squalls.” Benjamin
grunted over a knot.

“I won't forget this,” Gene promised.
“TI'd never have known if you hadn’t—"

“ Never mind about forgettin’,”
growled Benjamin. He stuck the mast
in the step, and hauled along the sail.
Jock lent a hand, while the boat, broad-
side on to the wind and sea, threatened
to hurl them all overboard. “ Never you
mind about forgettin’. You look arter
Miss Judy, and leave the rat to me!”

“ What d’you mean, rat? Did you see
who took Judy in the boat, then?”

“ Rupert-ain’t got nerve enough to do
it, 'as ’e? ‘There’s only one man who'd
think to save ’is measly hide by coppin’
a woman for a shield.”

“ Purbrick ?”

“ You steer the bloomin’ boat!” grunt-
ed Benjamin, and with Jock’s aid hoist-
ed the sail and started the tubby little
boat to buzzing.

' CHAPTER XXII
FLIGHT.

NLY desperation could have driv-
en any man to sail a boat in the
face of such weather; yet the

Gelert’s boat behaved as if some quite
definite object were in view, for it edged
in towards the lee of Sail Rock to hug
the smoother water, and when a brief
lull in the wind allowed it the course
was altered for the near-by mainland.
Gene took chances as soon as he de-
tected the change. He was no small boat
sailor, though he had sailed often in
yachts' in coastwise waters; but his
yachting experience had been in decked
craft at least, and the way of an open
boat in a vicious sea astonished him.
Benjamin astonished him still more. The
grim little steward crouched in the
drenched hows, peering through the
snow, vengeance sharpening his vision so
that even when neither Jock nor Gene
could see anything but snow and driving
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of the other boat with uncanny instinct.

“Lost her, haven’t we, Benjamin?”
shouted Gene, his stung eyes unable to
see anything ahead. The sea was com-
ing aboard with every plunge..

“Lost nothink! You carry omn”
screamed Benjamin., “ She’s right
there!” He flung out a lean arm, point-
ing at a snow squall.

“Get the bailer, Jock!” said Gene
curtly, and tucked his feet up clear of
the icy water. Benjamin might be sure
that his enemy was in that boat ahead.
Gene was ready to believe that, for Ben-
jamin’s reasoning seemed fair. But he
felt far surer that Judy was there—and
that was enough for him. He would
have turned back if only the silver bags
were involved. Those silver bags had
caused trouble enough. But he and Judy
Larking had suffered too much together
for him to count costs now that he be-
lieved she was in peril of her life at the
whim of a madman.. Madman Purbrick
undoubtedly had become.

“Come and help bail, Benjamin, or
you'll never lay hands on that boat!”
yelled Gene. Jock Gowan was knocked
down by a boarding sea, and emerged
half strangled, his bailer gone, :

“Laddie! It’s useless,” he sputtered.

“Use yer ’at! She’s close aboard us,
an’ there’s the land!” barked the stew-
ard, and ducked as the sail flapped sud-
denly, becalmed by a great looming cliff
which seemed to grow out of the white-
ness like a jinni rising from a bottle,

Then the backwash of surf from the
cliff caught the boat. She lurched; her
sail filled aback; the sea rushed over her
stern. Why any man—even a mad-
man—dared to think he could pull
through such an adventure staggered
Gene. Knowing Judy as he believed he
did, he was amazed that any one man
could force her into such a predicament.

He let go the tiller, seized an oar, and
strained every muscle to swing the boat
away from that wall of ugly rock. The
sail, thrashing wildly when he let go the
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sheet, frightened Jock, who -was more
used to sheep than seas, and he crouched
low in the boat. That alone saved them
from a capsize. :

A great gray sea rose up from the
base of the cliff, rolled the boat over
until the gunwale dipped; Jock’s weight
prevented her going right over; then
Benjamin scrambled aft, held the sheet
while Gene swung his oar, and the very
sea that threatened to murder them flung
the boat’s bows clear. She buzzed along
again.

Surf was all about them. They heard
it crashing on a beach. The wind was
hushed in the lee of the cliff; and they
heard the splintering impact of timbers
not far away.

“Stand by! Look out!” cried Gene.
But only Jock heard; Benjamin had
taken the icy plunge at the sound of that
splintering crash, and was gone. In the
next instant Gene felt his own keel
strike, and then his boat rolled over and
over, spilling him and Jock and all the
gear out in one mad helter-skelter rush.

“ A hand here, Jock! Haul her clear!
All’s lost if we lose our boat!” he bel-
lowed, half drowned.

OMEWHERE amoéng those bleak

crags were the occupants of the:

Gelert’s broken boat. The wreck-
age of that strewed the shore. Beyond
tide mark the snow made a background
of dazzling white against which every
object lay clearly visible; and there were
no human forms, living or dead. The
sea was already drawing back to itself
the splintered planks and boat gear. Ben-
jamin had vanished. When Jock and
Gene plowed up the rough beach they
followed a plain trail, which was irregu-
lar and wide, as if it had been made by
men carrying a burden or men who were
exhausted or badly hurt.

“Listen!” warned Gene.

Somewhere near at hand a scuffling
was heard, and the gasp of a man out of
breath. Then a shot. A bitter curse.
A sanguine cry.
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“Gene! Gene!”

“That’s Judy!” shouted Gene. “ Come
on, Jock!” He started towards the cry.
“ Judy !’ he answered.

There was a scrambling sound, a curse
more muffled than the last; and down at
their feet rolled Benjamin, spitting like
a wet cat. Jock and Gene picked him
up, believing him to be dying. The grim
little man sat up, rubbing his head.

“ Missed me—th’ skunks!” he gasped.
“ Wait 1”

He searched around, and from the
spot where he landed he picked up his
knife, wiped it off, and stuck it into his
belt. Then he started to climb again,
but less headlong than before.

“It ain’t Purbrick!” he muttered,
“but it’s Miss Judy, all right. Guns, is
it

Benjamin was off again, but Gene and
Jock were now close at his heels. Up a
broken crevice they clambered, sending
down a clatter of loose stones. The crack
twisted, but the mushed snow showed
that it had recently been traversed, and
they kept on until Benjamin stopped.

“ Keep be’'ind me,” he said, and tried
to wave them back. Gene had heard
Judy’s voice, and was not to be kept
back. :

“Judy!” he shouted. “Can you—?"

A splitting report and a flash hap-
pened so nearly together that the range
could be established as all too close. Ben-
jamin ducked, slipped, and almost
brought down. the other two with him.

“Yer dam fool!” he snarled at Gene.
“Leave it to me, I tell yer!”

“Who's that down there?” came a
voice from the spot the shot had come
from. Benjamin answered that he was
coming up to show them, and the voice
called out: “ That’s Benjamin, ain’t it?”

“Yer dam right!” yelled Benjamin.
The snow fell thickly, and the wind
seemed to have died away in the crevice.

The voices carried very clearly. Men
were arguing up there. Presently:
“You can come up, Benjamin. No-

body else. It's me—Stag Onions; Tony
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Pandy’s here, too. No funny business,
though. We're lookin’ down a gun at
yer, me lad. We got somethink to say
to yer, Ben, my son.”

“Is Miss Judy safe? Tell me that,
first,” yelled Benjamin, licking his thin
lips. “If she ain’t—"

“I'm safe, Benjamin,” Judy called
down. “Do come up. I'm sure these
men are insane!”

“ Never mind about insane, miss,”
Stag Onions growled. “We ain’t so in-
sane as we will be if them blokes with
Benjamin plays any tricks. You comin’,
Ben?”

“On me way,” returned Benjamin,
and climbed upwards. Jock and Gene
fretted below; but there had been no
doubt about the sincerity of the warning,
and Gene smothered his impatience, cer-
tain at least of one thing: Judy’s present
safety would not be endangered through
any act of Benjamin’s.

After ten minutes they were shiver-
ing. It was bitterly cold; and a current
of air poured down the crevice as down
a funnel. Jock returned to the shore, to
walk about and flap his arms; Gene re-
fused to budge as long as he could hear
the muffled voices above him. In ten
minutes more Jock called up to him in
suppressed excitement.

“Gene! Here's a bonny find!
ye doon, an’ lend’s a hand.”

Come

ENE slithered down on the heaping
snow. Jock stood over a heavy
canvas sack.

“Tt’s their proveesions,” he said. “ The
loons forgot it in their scare. Gie’s a
hand ta haul it oot o’ sight, an’ we have
a wee bit ta haggle wi’. Dinna tell yon
rascals, eh?”’

“Tt’s a bit o’ luck we can use,” said
Gene, more cheerfully. “ Drag it behind
this bowlder and let the snow cover it.
Anything else among the wreckage?”
They searched the entire shore of the
tiny cove, and presently rolled clear of
the surf a small keg of water. Tony
Pandy and Stag Onions had left each
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other to think of food when their boat
spilled them out upon the beach.

Benjamin met them when they re-
gained their old waiting place.

“ Have you spoken to her? Is she all
right? What's their idea?” Gene fired
at him impatiently. “ What are they hop-
ing to get out of this madness?”

“ They thought we was Purbrick when
they fired at us,” grinned Benjamin.
“Tony give me a shot o’ rum, to pay for
that other shot, though. Seems as if
they was all stored for a long stay.”

“They may think so!” grunted Gene.
“They forgot their real stores when
they tumbled ashore, Benjamin. What
did you learn? Spit it out, man!”

“ Well, Miss Judy’s safe enough—as
long as you don’t try to rush ’em. ‘They
wouldn’t let her tell me the tale, though.
Seems they smelled a wasted trip, over
there, when they see the Gelert sinkin’
under 'em wi’ all the gear an’ grub
aboard. ' So off they pops, and drags
Miss Judy with ’em, and means to stand
by an’ bargain with you for a bit o’ re-
ward.” Benjamin chuckled.

“They took the only boat—same as
we did. Som’ow or other they got the
idea that there wasn’t goin’ to be no
profit got out o’ Rupert. I could ha’
told ’em that long ago.” Benjamin was
in a merrier mood now. The shot of
rum must have been a hot one.

“1 dunno ’ow we're goin’ to get Miss
Judy away from ’em, though. They got
a gun, and swear they’ll use it. I got to
take ’em your answer. They want a
thousand dollars apiece and promise of -
a passage home an’ no comeback, or else
they say they’ll rush our boat and leave
us—you two—'ere.”

“Now I know they’re crazy,” Gene
laughed. “ Go and tell them this: They
can chuck their gun down to me. Hand
Judy over to you. I’ll take them aboard
our vessel with us, and they can take
their chances with any others of Ru-
pert’s crew we may pick up. We have
picked up their stores and water, and
hidden them where they’ll never find
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them. If they haven’t come to heel by
daylight, we’ll come up and get them,
gun or no gun.”

“That’s th’ stuff ta gi'e ’em!”’ said
Jock, spitting on his hands.

Gene had purposely spoken loudly.
His voice rattled up the crags. Jock
shouted his sentiments; and Benjamin
rejoined :

“I'm only a messenger, remember. I'll
tell 'em wot you say; but I ain’t goin’ to
take no chances myself, not until I've
paid Mister Purbrick’s account.” Then
Benjamin lowered his voice before he
commenced to climb again “They don’t
let me come too close; but if I can get
within th’ length o’ this—" He half
drew his knife, and left the rest to be
imagined.

CHAPTER XXIII.
A DIFFERENT STORY.

HE, brief gale had subsided, leav-
ing the night almost still and cold
as the grave. The snow fell fast,

and Gene and Jock, their clothing froz-
en, pitied Judy up there in her saturated
clothes. They heard lowered voices
above, and Benjamin suddenly screamed
in rage. 'Then Stag Onions called down
to Gene.

““ Stratton ’—he - used Gene's ship-
board name—“I got yer little man's
sticker. You ain’t telling us what to do.
We're telling you. ‘Tote that grub and
water up here and hand it over—unless
you want to hear Miss Judy holler.”

“ Aye, me lad, and make it snappy!”
added Tony Pandy.

“Don’t you do—" Benjamin’s voice
began; there was the thud of a blow,
and Benjamin’s shout turned to savage
whimpering.

“ Come on, Jock,” said Gene abruptly.
“ No use chewing the rag over it. Can
-you handle that keg?”

Jock obeyed silently. A sense of de-
feat worried him, but he felt cold to his
bones, and knew how miserable must be
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Judy’s condition. He tucked the little
water keg under his arm and: followed
up the slippery crevice.

“Stop right there!” snapped Stag.
“Hand up the grub.” The cold gleam
of Stag’s gun was almost under Gene's
nose as he passed up the sack of tinned
stuft and the keg.

“Let’s get together and talk this over,
Stag,” Gene said quietly. “ You've got
the whip hand, and we can do nothing
about it. But you stand to gain nothing
without us. You’re asking for a lot of
money, which I haven’t got. But per-
haps I can make a deal with you. You
can get nothing from anybody else, that's
certain. Ask Benjamin.”

“Maybe I can find a bit o’ cash ta
help oot—if th’ leddy’s no hurrt,” of-
fered Jock. “ Mebbe she’s dead—frozen
ta death. How do we know? I'm ’'maist
froze masel’.”

“She ain’t no frozer than we are,”
retorted Stag. He argued in undertones
with Tony for a minute, then said harsh-
ly: “ Come on up. We got Benjamin’s
knife, and we got a gun. Any funny
business’ll be your own funeral, Strat-
ton.” As if on an afterthought he
snapped: “ No mutterin’! I can ’ear
you.”

HEN Gene and Jock reached

R/ b the ledge they found a snug lit-

tle cave into which no snow

had penetrated. Only the white gleam

of the snow outside lent any light, but

it was sufficient; Gene discerned the

huddled figure of Judy. Benjamin

crouched against the side wall of the
cave, his teeth chattering.

“Judy!’ cried Gene, and impulsively
started over towards her. The gun was
shoved against his stomach; Benjamin’s
knife, in Tony’s hand, was pointed at
Jock’s breast.

“That’s fur enough,” growled Stag.
“Set down right there. The gal’s all
right if you don’t take too long to get to
brass tacks.”

“ Give her my coat, anyhow,” pleaded
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Gene, peeling it off. It was wet, and
frosted, but it was semething, and he
was distressed at the sound of Judy’s
shivering.

“Gi'e her mine, too,” offered Jock,
and peeled his too.

Judy’s abductors hesitated. ‘They
wanted to bargain, and Judy was their
only asset —apart from their weapons.
These they brought into still greater
prominence.

“ All right,” said Stag surlily. “ Hand
’em over. I’ll pass—”

With the speed of a striking snake,
Gene flung his coat over Stag’s gun. Jock
took in the chance only a split second
later, and flung his coat over Tony’s
knife arm. In an instant the cave held
a riot. Benjamin squealed like a trapped
hare and hurled himself upon Tony,
punching him viciously in the nose be-
fore snatching the knife, and, but for
Jock, would have finished the job by slit-
ting Tony’s weazand.

“Now come to earth!” said Gene,
amazingly coming to earth himself. They
manhandled Tony and Stag into a couple
of helpless, swearing, thoroughly beaten
bundles. Now that possession of the
only two weapons had shifted, Stag and
Tony reverted to type, and started to as-
sure their victorious opponents of their
innate harmlessness, their real desire to
save Miss Judy from shipwreck.

“We'll take no chances,” said Gene.
“ Jock, slide down and cut a few fathoms
of line. Don’t take our own gear.
There’s plenty of stuff among their own
wreckage, Hurry.”

It was good to feel that Judy had come
to no more harm than a chill which was
soon warmed by the thrill of security.
“While waiting for the first gray of dawn,
she told Gene just how the thing had
happened.

“Y GOT talking to Tony and Stag.
You see, I knew them a bit, and
they seemed so willing to do as T

asked them that I believed they really

were sincere. They agreed to take me
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back to your ship, Gene. I had been ter-
rified ever since I was dragged over the
rail by Purbrick. Even Mr. Rupert made
me feel terrified. He is so different now.
There is something awful between
them—between Mr. Rupert and Pur-
brick! =

“'The crew of their ship was terrible.
They talked of nothing but treasure.
They were not human any longer. I was
frantic to get away. When Stag said
he was going to join you anyhow, I
begged him to take me, and he really
was helpful—until we left the ship. She
had struck something then. Only when
I saw he was not steering towards your
ship did I begin to feel afraid. Then
your boat appeared. After— Oh, you
know, Gene.”

“ Do you know how it came about that
Rupert was so anxious to prevent me
getting back his bags of silver?” asked
Gene. “That’s not so clear, is it? Did
they raise the bags, Judy?”

“No. They dida’t have time. Rupert
and Purbrick had an awful row. Pur-
brick insisted that it was only necessary
to stop you. Rupert wanted to go on
and raise his silver. I don’t know what
it’s all about, Gene. I thought once that
you were acting against my father’s good
name. Now I am afraid—I’'m afraid
father was fortunate—"

“Hush!” soothed Gene. “ Perhaps he
is. We'll find out. What is the riddle
of the Godiva’s dollars we shall know
very soon. Could you sleep? I’ll watch.”

“T couldn’t sleep in this terrible place,
Gene.”

“Then huddle up and keep warm.
There’s going to be a lot of nasty work
over on the Rock. Jolly warned me that
our own crew were crazy with the scent
of treasure. I disregarded the warning.
But I still hold the trumps, Judy. Ours
is the only boat. We'll be off at first
peep of day. Cuddle down. You're
safe, with Benjamin guarding Stag and
Tony.”

At dawn the boat was launched on a
smooth sea; and with Benjamin holding
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the gun in a desperately insecure fashion
in the bows, and Jock holding the knife
in the stern sheets beside Gene, with
Judy sitting low on the bottom boards at
their knees, they headed out from the
mainland toward Sail Rock under the
ragged but earnest efforts of Tony Pan-
dy and Stag Onions, who were very sub-
dued.

Full daylight showed the Peregrine
anchored at a suspicious distance off the
Rock. There was no sign or trace of the
Gelert. On the Rock, however, as the
light brightened, could be made out sev-
eral moving shapes, rapidly moving from
abreast of the trawler to opposite the
point towards which the boat was
making.

Gene suddenly steered towards the
Peregrine, afraid of the hazard of land-
ing on tie Rock with all those frantic
castaways from the Gelert waiting to
rush the boat. He came alongside the
trawler, and nobody at first seemed in

the least interested in him or his boat.:

It was Aunt Kitty who appeared at his
call; and Aunt Kitty, still dressed in her
town attire, carrying an umbrella as pro-
tection against the morning mist, bore
in her free hand a most fearsome weap-
on in the shape of a sawed-off shotgun.

“ Oh, dear, Mr. Selwyn! Do come up
here!” she cried. “Judy! Where on
earth have you been to? If it wasn’t
for Mr. Jolly—the dear man!—I don’t
know but what we’d all be murdered in
our beds! Take this horrid thing, do!”
She offered the gun to Stag Onions, and
Gene only got to it in time. Aunt Kitty
was ready to flop, now friends had ar-
rived. Sweeny, who had run forward
when she offered to part with the gun,
backed away again, looking furtively at
Gene. Jolly poked his red nose over the
bridge rail and hurried back to stand by
the wheel and enginercom telegraph, a
revolver in his fist. He looked dissatis-
fied, but grim.

Over one rail of the trawler ran the
pipes and lines of a diver. Two men
ground away at the air pump. On the
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well deck lay, among a lot of wreckage
from the Gelert, a heap of sodden can-
vas bags and the manhole cover of the
Godiva’s breadtank.

CHAPTER XXIV.
THE RIDDLE'S ANSWER.

s OU better come up here and take
charge, Mr. Selwyn,” Jolly called
out. “I didn’t sign on to work,

and my nerves ain’t what they was.”

“Don’t you believe him!” cried Aunt
Kitty warmly, “If it hadn’t been for
him they wouldn’t have let you come
aboard. They meant to steal all that
money and sail away with it”” She
caught Sweeny’s savage glance. “ Oh,
you can stare! You rascal! Take a
man’s wages and then steal his money !”

Gene stepped forward and picked up
one of the bags. That was just what
Sweeny and his men had wanted to do
ever since the first one was hauled up;
but Jolly’s gun and Aunt Kitty’s fear-
some weapon had kept them to their
work and prevented them from indulg-
ing their curiosity. Now the men crowd-
ed about Gene, but a careless gesture
with the sawed-off shotgun pressed upon
him by Aunt Kitty sent them huddling
against the rails again. He untied the
bag, looked inside, and whistled.

“Come here, Jock!” he shouted, and
retied the bag without giving anybody
else a look. When Jock appeared, he
said: “ Toss these bags up to Jolly. Jolly,
do you remember how many bags you
took on board the Godiva?” It was Judy
who replied. She emerged from the
cabin, changed into dry clothes, as Gene
asked the question. :

“ Sixty, Gene! Oh, are they all there?
I'm so glad. I knew my father would
never be mixed up in a cheating game.”

Gene made a grimace which she did
not see. Jock tossed the bags onto the
bridge, where Jolly stacked them and
counted them.

“They’re all here,” Jolly sang. out,
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kicking the heap viciously. Enough trou-
ble they had caused, he thought.

“Then what's your diver after,
Sweeny? Get him up, and let’s do some-
thing about bringing those people—"

Aunt Kitty cried shrilly, pointing her
umbrella towards Sail Rock.

“He’s run away with the boat! It’s
that skinny little fellow Benjamin! Per-
haps he’s saving those folks, though. I
suppose I shouldn’t call a brave man
names.”

On Sail Rock a dozen figures were
visible ; but abreast of the point to which
Benjamin seemed to be making only two
appeared, and through the glasses Gene
identified them. Rupert and Purbrick—
and while the boat was still a hundred
yards distant a shot rang out. The trawl-
ermen hauled their diver on deck, then
deserted him to see what the shooting
was about; only Jock Gowan's rapid ac-
tion in unscrewing the diver’s front glass
saved him from suffocation.

Gene saw' Purbrick strike the impetu-
ous Rupert to the ground; the boat went
grimly on; and Benjamin took the scull-
ing oar in one hand while holding his re-
volver in the other. Some of the other
figures crept to meet the boat, and Ben-
jamin’s first shot was at them. They
stopped, and the rest happened almost
too swiftly to see clearly.

HE boat was within reach when

Purbrick fired. Benjamin’s shot

was like an echo to it, but as he
fired he fell. Overboard he went, but
still towards the Rock, and the long oar
he had sculled with, and still clung to,
whirled over as he fell and hit the rock
at Purbrick’s feet.

Before Benjamin got his hands to the
rocks Purbrick and Rupert had leaped
into the boat, and Purbrick, trusting to
no oars, thrust up the short mast,
dragged up the sail, and swung the craft
not towards the trawler but for the open
sea. Al

Gene saw Benjamin seek a sitting po-
sition, and though still holding a gun,
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make no move to hinder the boat, though
every fathom it sailed carried it beyond
his reach. When the tide took it, and
whirled it quite clear, a horrible sound
came pealing across the sea. It was the
laughter of Benjamin—and when it died
away in a fearful scream of triumph the
little steward toppled over and fell face
downward in the water.

“That boat’s sinking!”’ cried Gene.
“ He must have pulled the plug in case
they got him! Sweeny! Get your an-
chor up and go after them!”

“To hell with ’em! We got all we
want,” bellowed Sweeny, and made for
the bridge, most of his men following
along behind him. 2

Jolly at the head of the bridge ladder
punched Sweeny solidly on the nose, and
Sweeny knocked down every man be-
hind him in his fall. His nose streamed
red; but blood never yet stopped a man_
crazed with lust for illicit wealth, and
Sweeny led the attack again, cursing Mr.
Jolly fearsomely.

Jock joined Gene in a rush over the
bridge rails; Aunt Kitty holding the
shotgun while Gene climbed. She had
her eye continually upon Mr. Jolly, and
a gleam of possession shone in it.
Sweeny reached the ladder head again,
and right over Gene’s shoulder roared
the devastating blast of that devilish
shotgun. :

Some of the pellets of the quick-
spreading charge clipped through his
hair; some skinned Jock’s ears, and a
few whanged against the funnel; but
most of the lead went plunk into the
automatic lever which controlled the
fog-siren, and the hoarse blare reverber-
ated against Sail Rock and went rolling
over the Straits in one prolonged wail
of terror.

“Hand up that gun!” Gene barked,
and Aunt Kitty handed it to him in per-
son, already pushing through the star-
tled mob on the steps, bound to see
-just how serious was that red trickle
that had suddenly appeared down the
face of Mr. Jolly.
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“Sweeny! I mean business!” Gene
announced, facing the trawlermen. “ Get
your anchor up and go after that boat,
or you'll get no pay for your trip—even
if I don’t put you in jail. Try to hinder
me in saving those people, and TI'll
shoot—by the Lord Harry I will!”

Judy had the glasses. She had never
taken her eyes off the sinking boat,
which was not sailing now, but drifting
rapidly out of the Straits. The two men
in it had given up trying to get away;
one bailed frantically with his hat, the
other seemed to be hopelessly trying to
stop the leak which was drowning them.

The Peregrine’s windlass began to
clatter. Sweeny’s men had no liking for
that sawed-off shotgun now that it was
in other hands; though it had been their
own mate’s bright idea when first they
had plotted to make of the Godiva’s dol-
lars a scoop of their own. Judy ran up
to the bridge. She was enough of a sail-
or herself“to feel troubled at the sight

of drowning men, although through .

those very men her own life had been
more than once in jeopardy.

Tony Pandy and Stag Onions appat-
ently had resolved to be good, for they
worked noisily, with many a glance at
‘Gene on the bridge. Judy paid little at-
tention to them; but she was anxious
about that boat, for, besides the lives of
the two men in it there were also those
castaways on Sail Rock, whom she knew
could never be taken off without a boat.
She went to Gene. The siren nearly
deafened her, for there had been no time
to bother to stop the broken mechanism.

“Can’t we hurry, Gene? That boat’s
rolling gunnels under now,” she said.
He was gazing fixedly at a point beyond
the Rock, just coming in sight as the
trawler ranged ahead to the pull on her
cable, Jock was gazing too, and he gen-
tly took the glasses from her. In a few
seconds he cried out: =

“Yon's the government steamer fra
Punta Arenas! The ship that veesits th’
refuge huts aboot these pairts. She’s
makin’ for oor boat, Gene.”
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“’Then it’s the steamer that picked us
up, Judy,” said Gene. He took the
glasses in turn. A muttering escaped
from his parted lips. “They’re fight-
ing! The fools! They might as well
drown themselves as each other. Ah!
Over they go! I’'m afraid that steamer’s
too late. Purbrick and Rupert are gone,
Judy.”

“ Maybe they didna want ta be saved
by a government steamer,” offered Jock.

“1 shouldn't wonder if you’re right!”
said Gene, and rang the engineroom tele-
graph to slow ahead as Sweeny yelled
that the anchor was aweigh.

OW the approaching steamer was
flying signals. She passed the de-
serted boat, steaming slowly, ap-

parently seeking any trace of the van-
ished occupants.

“ She’s asking if we want assistance,”
growled Jolly. “I should say we don’t.
The roughhouse is over, ain’t it?”

“ Get the book,” snapped Gene. “ An-
swer that there are men on the Rock to
be taken off, and we have no boat.
Quicker if you can wig-wag the mes-
sage. Can you?” Jolly began waving
his arms stiffly. A man on the steamer’s
bridge answered, and the message went
on. “Tell them that we have a whole
crew of mutineers aboard here, which
we’d like them to take off and lend us
men enough to carry us into port. Tell
them to take the men off Sail Rock
first.”

The Peregrine’s crew watched the sig-
naling without much interest. Gene
steered to keep Jolly invisible to them,
and all they got, if any could read the
smart wig-wagging from the govern-
ment steamer, were the answers, which
only seemed to say that a boat would be
sent over. They saw the boat take off
the men from the Rock and put them
aboard ; then the boat came to the Pere-
grine, and at last Sweeny awoke to the
fact that the men in her were armed.

“What’s the game?” he yelled at
Gene. Gene stood at the ladder with his
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shotgun; Jolly rested his revolver on the
rail beside him. Judy stepped close to
Gene, looking troubled.

“Can’t we do without -this?” she
pleaded. “ After all, these men have
done the work for us—and they haven’t
really harmed us.”

“ Let them go, Judy,” he said gravely.
“You'll understand when we're left to
follow them in. I can't tell you now,
because I can’t let anybody else know
the truth.

“TI'm working for your father’s
memory as much as for my father’s in-
terests. You must trust me.”

When half a dozen seamen and fire-
men climbed on board the Peregrine,
grinning recognition at Judy and Gene,
the canvas bags lay behind the wheel-
house covered over with a tarpaulin. In
the boat was a long oar, which was
handed up. It had the Peregrine’s name
burnt into the loom, hence they returned
it. But Gene saw tied to it by a fathom
of twine the plug of the boat it belonged
to; and Benjamin’s simple little piece of
dying humor was plainly revealed.

The little man must have loosened the
plug just before reaching the Rock; and
had he carried out his vengeance and
been able to replace the plug perhaps he
meant to let others come into his boat.
But he had prepared for failure, and in
failing had made sure of vengeance, for
with him went the oar, and with the oar
the plug.

The government steamer was far
ahead when darkness fell again, and the
Peregrine followed her stern light. One
of the loaned men steered; and as soon
as all the other men except a lookout
had taken themselves out of sight, Gene
quietly collected his own party. He had
some difficulty at first in locating Mr.
Jolly, but Judy finally found him, in very
close proximity to Aunt Kitty, whose
indignation at her niece’s invasion per-
haps showed how the wind was blowing
upon her mature emotious.

“ Don’t make a .noise,” warned Gene.
“Come on to the fiddley. It's warm and
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dry there, and within reach of the riddle
I’'m going to solve for you, Judy.”

HEN they were seated, Gene

\/‘/ reached up and drew down a

canvas bag from the rear of the
wheelhouse. He opened it, and careful-
ly flashed a torch on the contents. Aunt
Kitty was not present. She had seemed
to be ruffled at the moment, and Gene
was glad of an excuse to let her cool off
elsewhere. She was a talkative lady,
though likely to make a good match for
a mature sailorman.

Judy peered into the bag, picked up a
handful of metal, and looked bewil-
deredly at Gene. Jock and Jolly simply
stared. Gene did not laugh. He drew
down more bags and opened them one
by one.

“ Get them all down here, Jock,” he
said. “Don’t let them clink. Tl tell
you the answer, then I'll show you my
idea of what the proper solution should
be.” Judy sat in dumfounded silence
until the bags lay all about them on the
warm iromn.

“There never was any silver,” Gene
said. “It's a clever trick, and barring
accidents my father would have been
badly swindled without a possibility of
comeback. Lloyds, too, would have paid
out on the ship and cargo simply on the
verdict of the board of inquiry. If Judy
and I had been drowned in the store-
room, the thing would be forgotten by
now. But Rupert shipped these iron
washers !

“ By taking in Benjamin and Purbrick
and bribing the dock policeman there
were enough men in it to get the bags
on board safely. Benjamin was the last
man to handle them; and Benjamin had
done it many a time in a legitimate way.
You know how common a thing it is for
buyers to collect silver dollars from
traders in the Islands and on the Coast.

“They buy them at a discount and
send them to any silver market when
silver’s up. It’s only a moderately profit-
able business when done legitimately;
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but it’s a smart trick to ship a tankful of
washers and insure them for fifty thou-
sand or one hundred thousand dollars,
then lose the ship.

“1f a bank had shipped them, as usu-
ally happens, they would have been
checked far more closely; but Rupert
himself was the shipper, and he helped
to ship them in a vessel he had used be-
fore; and he insured them with my
father, who had done his business be-
fore. Up to this affair, Rupert enjoyed
a high reputation—at least, he had never
been found out. He got Captain Lark-
ing—” Judy was in trouble now, and
Gene stopped short. He drew her to
him, and concluded in a briefer fashion
than he had begun:-

“ Had that insurance been paid, I
must have taken this junk home and
opened up the whole matter again in
sheer justice. Now I shall take the thing
into my own hands — for Judy’s sake.
There will be no claim made now. Ru-
pert can’t claim—poor devil. That was
why he had to get back here when he
heard the Godiva’s cargo could be raised.
He had to get at the evidence and de-
stroy it. Otherwise both his reputation
and his insurance claim were lost.

“ All the men who were in-with him
are— Well, when Purbrick double
crossed Benjamin, and sent him adrift
in a boat doomed to sink, he started
something which recoiled upon his own

THE
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head. It’s been a dirty business enough.
I shall keep one of these bagsito take
home to father, and the rest—Jolly, you
know these waters, they’re fairly deep,
and if nobody but ourselves sees, I think
my father will agree that I’ve done right.
Come on. All of you. One at a time,
without splash. You throw the first one,
Judy. Open it and let it trickle. I defy
anybody to raise Godiva’s dollars for the
third time.”

One by one the bags were opened and
emptied into the sea. The empty bags
made no sound, the iron disks only add-
ed a little to the swish of the bow wave.
The last bag Gene fastened up and
tucked under his coat to take below. He
left Mr. Jolly on the bridge, and when
he took Judy’s arm to lead her below,
Aunt Kitty stole up the ladder. Judy
was crying softly, but it was with grati-
tude. She pressed Gene’s hand.

“T really couldn’t see how you could
do justice to your own father and not
label mine a scoundrel,” she said. “It’s
bad enough, but—"

“Hush,” he soothed her, catching her
to him in the dim companionway. “ Let
the dead bury their dead, dear. You're
coming home with me, and you'll never
hear that word spoken. We'll take Jock
with us too. Out there the girls never
let their laddies out of their sight. That’s
the sort for Jock.” He kissed her. “ And
for us, too, Judy, what?”

END.
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the West first in the central valley of

the State, where the Coast Range ran
low on one side and the Sierra Nevadas on
clear days were green and brown over the foot-
hills, and blue or glass-white above. He learned
something of cattle and

MAX BRAND is a Californian who saw

print? Alec, with equal fervor, reported that
poor Nick was not te be blamed for weakness
of temper and mind, for, said Alec, when a
man’s body is bent his brain is sure to sag
also! But in spite of their wrangling, the two
I, -ed one another with a perfect devotion.

And the long tales which

cattlemen among the
great grasslands of the
foothills, but he never
was so deep in that Old
West which is a golden
legend to-day, as when
he spent a few weeks
with two old trappers
near the Diablo Moun-
tains, close to El Paso,
in Texas.

Nick and Alec had
fought Indians, ridden
range, prospected for
gold, made fortunes for
others, and had never
been able to spend all
the wealth that had
poured in upon their
minds. Some of the
glory of mountains and
desert remained with
them as a perpetual
heritage. Nick, at

they told in the eve-
nings, making sixty
years of Western his-
tory breathe and re-
painting mountains and
deserts, have never been
out of the mind of Max
Brand. Nothing is more
vivid to him than the
memory of the litile
shanty near the “tank,”
the small stretchers on
which the skins of coy-
otes and bobcats were
drying, and the wran-
gling voices of old Nick
and Alec.

Max Brand has been
a traveler for a great
many years, from the
Pacific Islands to the
deserts of northern
Africa, but when he
searches for stories, he

seventy - eight, had a

body bent and twisted by age; Alec at
eighty was straight as a stick, with no visible
sign of the passage of time about him. But
Alec was apt to blame his inability to read
upon a defect of his eyes.

They quarreled constantly. To Max Brand, -

Nick reported that Alec was just a touchy old
idiot—who could not even read! And what
is 2 man capable of when he cannot read
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most often goes back to
that shanty in Texas, and the voices of the
two old men pour up in his mind. That is
why Western themes generally have come off
his typewriter during the last sixteen years.
In fact, he has written more Western stories
than any other author. He is forty years old,
was born on the Coast, spent twenty-three years
in California, and since that time has lived east
and west in divers parts of the world.



The Story of

FIFTY years ago a young man from

Maine came to New York with

$40, a grip full of manuscripts, and

the undying determination to start a
magazine. Frank A. Munsey had too much
spirit and ability to be content as a clerk,
a telegrapher, or even as manager of
Augusta’s Western

the ARGOSY

by acting as editor, publisher, and even as

a serial writer. In his own words:
“The Arcosy was founded on a definite

idea. It has carried straight through on

that idea—the publication of decent fiction,
good red-blooded fiction for the millions.

The

its troubles and its
struggles — enough of

Arcosy had

Union office. He had
no magazine experi-
ence and no backing—
the backer who was to
put up $2,500 in cash
backed out after Mr.
Munsey reached New
York. His chief assets
were the ambition and
hard-working energy
of an Alger boy hero.
So it was deeply fitting
that his magazine, The
Golden Argosy, opened
with “Do and Dare,
or a Brave Boy’s Fight
for Fortune,” a serial
by that greatest of
boys’ writers, Horatio
Alger, Jr.

That first Golden
Argosy, dated Decem-
ber 9, 1882, bore the
subtitle, “Freighted
with Treasures for {

them to sink the Le-
viathan. Few publica-
tions have ever had

. so many and pulled
through. The reason
the ArRcosy kept on
living was because it
didn’t know when it
was licked, and so it
wasn’t licked. Just how
the ArGosy survived
its first five years,
without capital, with-
out money in the bank,
and. without experi-
ence in its manage-
ment, is beyond the
comprehension of it-
self and the spirit back
of it.” :

Among the writers
of serials in ten and
twenty weekly install-
ments were Horatio
Alger, Jr., Frank A.

Boys and Girls.” The
treasures included a
second serial, “ Nick
and Nellie, or God Helps Them That Help
Themselves,” by Edward S. Ellis; “ Brave
Bessie, or the Queen’s Ambassador,” by
Fred M. Harrison; “ The Dogs of St. Ber-
nard,” by W. H. W. Campbell; a puzzle
department, exchanges, a department de-
voted to Amateur Journalism, and brief
fact items. It was an eight-page, newspaper-
shaped weekly of the size and appearance
of the late Youth's Companion.

Frank A.

A Dauntless Struggle

From the start the Arcosy sailed a stormy
course. Difficulties piled on disappoint-
ments, while Mr. Munsey carried on his
desperate fight to keep the magazine afloat,

Munsey, Oliver Optic,
G. A. Henty, R. H.
Titherington, and
Matthew White, Jr., who became ARGOSY’S
editor and piloted the magazine for decades.

The magazine soon began appealing to
older readers, and its name became The
Arcosv. In 1894 it was changed from
newspaper shape to much the present maga-
zine size. Profuse illustrations of famous
men and events graced its pages, with in-
formative articles, poems and departments
being emphasized as much as fiction.

But a great step in magazine pioneering
came-in 1896, when The ARGosY became the
first all-fiction magazine. No articles or
illustrations—just a rich cargo of entertain-
ing fiction fu]l of adventure and romance,
It was printed on the present type of un-

Munsey
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THE STORY OF THE ARGOSY

glazed newsprint or “pulp” paper. The
all-fiction Arcosy enjoyed swift popularity,
yet the venture was so novel that for years
it had no direct competition.
Interesting Landmarks

Around the turn of the century, Upton
Sinclair (not yet the famous radical) was
writing adventure serials for ARrcosy.
Charles G. D. Roberts, William MacLeod
Raine, James Branch Cabell, Ellis Parker
Butler, Louis Joseph Vance, Sidney Porter
(who later wrote under the name of O,
Henry), Susan Glas-
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panion magazine, the All-Story Weekly, in
1920.

Among the now famous writers who
found a welcome in the years before this
merger were Frank Condon, Frank Sul-
livan, Courtney Ryley Cooper, Elmer L.
Reizenstein (Elmer Rice), P. G. Wode-
house, Merle W. Crowell, Captain A. E.
Dingle, Zane Grey with “ The Last of the
Duanes,” Arthur Somers Roche, Achmed
Abdullah, Edison Marshall, Octavus Roy
Cohen, Berton Braley, George F. Worts,

Max Brand, Sam Hell-

pell,and Mary Roberts
Rinehart were among
its writers, in many
cases trying their
wings for the first
time, on romance and
adventure: For a dec-
ade Albert Payson
Terhune wrote two or
three serials annually.
Frederick Van Rens-
selaer Dey of the Nick
Carter tales, Jesse L.
Lasky of motion pic-
ture fame, and Chan-
ning Pollock, the play-
wright, were among
other contributors.
Meantime two his-
toric magazines had
been merged with Ar-
Gosy. When Peterson’s
Magasine was started
in 1842, it was Amer- =

7\ man, William Slavens
McNutt, and Carolyn
Wells.

The Argosy-Allstory
Weekly

In the war year of
1917 ARcosy returned
to the weekly field,
where its long - stand-
ing policy of keeping
four or five serials
running in every issue
proved even mote pop-
ular than in its month-
ly appearances. And
this popularity doubled
after its union with
Alt-Story as “The
Argosy - Allstory
1Veekly,” giving it the
position it still holds—
the most widely circu-
lated action magazine.

The All-Story Maga-

ica’s third magazine,
and later it was the
leading publication of
Civil War days. Mr. Munsey bought it in
1898 and combined it with Arcosy.

The nation’s first magazine was Godey’s
Lady’s Book, founded in 1830. For years it
dictated or mirrored fashions and Victorian
morality in this country. Under its later
name of Godey's Magazine it was merged
with Munsey’s Puritan, then with Junior
Munsey, and in 1902 with Arcosy.

So Arcosy might, in a far-fetched sense,
claim to date back more than a century.
But the all-fction Arcosy inherited nothing
in the way of policies or writers from those
two literary landmarks—whereas it did
draw much lifeblood in the form of writers
and readers from its merger with its com-

William T. Dewart

zine was founded in
1905. Bob Davis, fa-
mous discoverer of
budding literary genius, edited it. In the
All-Story’s fifteen-year career he published
such stories .as Burroughs’s *“Tarzan
of the Apes,” Max Brand’s “The Untamed,”
and Mary Roberts Rinchart’s “ The Circu-
lar Staircase” and “‘The Man in Lower
Ten.” Among its star writers were A.
Merritt, John. Buchan, Charles Neville
Buck, Octavus Roy Cohen, Zane Grey, and
E. Phillips Oppenheim. 3

The Argosy-Allstory Weekly continued
under that title until 1929, when it returned
to the name Arcosy. The present number,
marking the fftieth anniversary, is the
1,670th consecutive appearance of Arcosy,
which has never missed an issue.
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Today ARrcosy features more than a hun-
dred regular writers of adventure, mystery,
and romance. Picking a few at random,
one might mention H. Bedford-Jones,
Charles Alden Seltzer, T. S. Stribling, Fred
Maclsaac, Robert Carse, Edgar Rice Bur-
roughs, Erle Stanley Gardner,
Dingle, Frank 1. Packard, Johnston Me-
Culley, Max Brand, J. Allan Dunn, A.
Merritt, Theodore Roscoe, Ellis Parker
Butler, Hulbert Footner, F. V. W. Mason,
Lowell Thomas, Ray Cummings, Frank
Richardson Pierce, W. Wirt, J. E. Grin-
stead, Otis Adelbert Kline, W. C. Tuttle,
and George F. Worts.

Changes have come through the years in
the shape and appearance of the magazine,
in the maturity of its reading public. Editors
and writers have come and gone. The
ownership passed, after the. death of Mr.
Munsey, to myself. g

Throughout the changes of half a cen-
tury the Arcosy has held steadfast to the
policy of printing “ decent fiction, good red-
blooded fiction for the millions.” Clean,
wholesome entertainment has been Arcosy’s
purpose, and is its reason for existence.

WrLriam 1. DEwary,
Publisher.

Captain

ARGOSY

YOUR VOTE COUPON

Editor, ARGoSY,
280 Broadway, N. Y. C, N. Y.

The stories I like best in this issue of the
magazine are as follows:

I

2

2

4

TR SRR SO o e IS e 5P S e e e S I

Name.

Street

City.
Fill out coupons from the ten most re-
cent issues, send them all at one time, and

get an ARGOSY cover reproduction.
This coupon not good after March 4, 1933.
12-10

ng Ahead!

New Worlds

Nature’s wrath makes a plaything of New
York—and changes the face of the earth for
a handful of castaways.

A long novelette

By Erle Stanley Gardmer

»
O'Reilly’s Cavalry

A two-part novel of war and daring
in Empress Maria Theresa’s Austria,

By Armand Brigaud

- The Lady of the Lake

A humorous short story by an
outstanding American writer:

Guy Gilpatric

COMING TO YOU IN NEXT WEEK’S ARGOSY—DECEMBER 17TH

9A—I0




97-Pound
Weakling...

who became*“The Worlds

Most Perfectly
Develope
Man”

““P’ll Prove fo You in
T Days that YOU, too,
Gan be this NEW MAN!”

—CHARLES ATLAS

WHEN I say I can make you over into a man of giant
power and cnergy, I know what I'm talking about. I've
scen my new System of body development, Dynamic-Ten-
s:on, transform hundreds of wealter, punier men than you
into Atlas Champions.

Take myself, for instance! I used to weigh only 97
pounds. I was a sickly scare-crow. Then 1 discovered
Dynamic-Tension. It gave me a body that twice won me
the title *‘The World’s Most Perfectly Developed Muan.*
It can work just as blg a change in you, too! 1'm so sure
of it that I make you this amazing offer: At my own risk
I’ll give you PROOT in just seven days that I can muke
you over into thix NEW MAN. I’ll begin training you
on approval. - If you don’t notice a marvelous change in
yourself wilhin a week you don’t owe me « cent.

No “if's,”” ““ands,”” or “maybes.’”” Just tell me where
you want handsome, steel-like muscles. Are you fat
and flabby? Or skinny and gawky? Are you short-
winded, pepless? Do you heold back and let others
wall: off with the prettiest girls, best jobs, etc.? Give
me just 7 days! I'll PROVE to you that I can make
you a healthy, confident, powerful HE-MAN.

Dynamic-Tension is an entirely NATURAL wmeth-
od. No mechanical apparatus to strain your heart
and other vital organs. No pllls. special foods, or
other unnatural, artificlal contraptions. Only a
few minutes of your spare tlme daily is enough
to show amazing resulis—and it’s actually fun!
Dynamic-Tension does the work.

Send for FREE Book

Mail the coupon right now for full details and
I’'l1 send you my illustrated boolk, "“Everlasting
Health and Strength.”” Tells all about my
“ Dynami¢-Tension”  method. Shows actual
photos of men I've made into Atlas Champions.
Supplies the facts you need to know ahout
your condition. It’s a valuable book! And it's l
FREE. Send for your copy fodry. Mall the AQArESS. v v asaereseniensasaananenirasssns ses
coupon to me personally. CHARLES ATLAS, N .

Dept. 12-YY, 133 East 23rd Street, New CLEY e e eesnennnnnecnes
York City. | |

NOTE:

No other Physical
Instructor in the
World has ever
DARED make
such an Offer!

>
¢ CHARLES ATLAS
Dept. 12.YY

133 East 23rd Street, New York Cit

I want the proof that your system
“Dynamic-Tension’’ will make a Nr
Man of me—give me a healthy, husky bo
and bhig muscular development. Send
vour free book. “Bverlasting Health and
Strength.”  This request places me under
no obligation.

e State.....
A, Ltd.
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OR BIG CASH COMMISSION

Give away FREE beautifully colored art pictures with
our famous WHITE CLOVERINE SALVE for chaps,
burns, cuts, sores, etc., which you sell S

al 25¢ each (with piclure FREE) and BUMPERS
remit as per new Premium Plan Book.

Other cholee gifts.—Our 37th year—We

are reliablee BE FIRST. SEND FOR ORDER OF
?GIB\AEY'ON'A POST CARD OR MAIL COUPON

WILSON CHEMICAL CO., Dept. MPG-92, Tyrone, Pa.

¥y =gy
v E

Boys-Girls YOURS!

BEND NO MONEY
Send Name and Address. ﬂ

Bumpers—Brakes—10 inch Wheels
16x36 inch Body--It's a Wow!

N

sV

1933 Hodel

BALLOON TIRES
ROLLER BEARING
DISC WHEELS
Choice of hardwood or metal hody.
Named after world’s most daring

avlator.

o] IR i il ¥ i
GIVEN =5
BOYS! THIS REPEATING RIFLE YOURS!
Send Name and Address
Real 22 Cal. Repaatar—Good sights—Welnut finish-—86 inch long—GREAT !

ored arf pictures with our famous WHITE CLOVERINE SALV!
b 26c a box (with picture FREE) and remit as per ew Premjum P

GIVE AWAY FREF beautifally eol-
i;or chaps, burns, cuts, sores, etc., which you sell

- Sal t
FIRST] "YEND FOR OHDER OF SALVE ON A POST CARD OR MAIL GOUPOR FODAY s o= J7th year. BE

SEND MO MOREY

OR BIG CASH COMMISSION—

GIVEN

Adjustable for
electric lamp
globe--7 feet of

cord.
It’s a Dandy.

e SN Girls!
el BIG MOVIE

OR BIG CASH
COMMISSION.
SEND NO
MONEY

Send Name and
Address

W o))

Z

1

‘ 42 Pc. DINNER SET— LADIES!

® GIVEN or BIG CASH COMMIS-
SION = $Send no money=—Send name and ad-
dress. :

Beautiful Light Ivory lustrous glaze Ssemi-porcelain ware— I
Edges slightly scalloped and embossed along rims—Two spraya l

———

of roses in natural colors and silver edge line on each piece—
Latest shape and decoration. Simply gorgeous! GIVEN—Simply
glve away FREE beautiful colored pictures with our famous
WIIITE CLOVERINE SALVE for cuts, burns, sores, etc.,
which you easlly sell at 25¢ a box (with picture FREE) and
=mit as per NEW PREMIUM PLAN BOOKi= Other 132.;—\3":?

TP T e I_.Cut out and mail TODAY—Date

ITOWN...........

Wilson Chemioal Co.,

Dept MPG-92 Tyrone, Pa.

WRIST WATCH

Or Big Cash Commission

BENIF Ne Mubey, Bend Name and Address. Stylish shape white
chromium plated case—Metal bracelet Six jewel—Lever Move-
ment—Agdorable—GIVE AWAY FREE beautifully colored art
pictures with famous WHITE CLOVERINE SALVE which you
sell Lo friends at 25¢ 2 box (picture FREE) and remit as per
new Premjium Plan Book—Other choice gilts—Be FIRST. SEND
FOR Q_R[D)El;‘OF SALVE ON A POST CARD OR MAIL COU-

WILSON CHEMICAL coO., Deut: MPG-92 ¥yrone, P2.

Rewind and take up wheels—Air cooled—Uses big flms—In-
cludes: Show Bills, tickets, METAL SLIDE and STILL PLC-
TURES. Also U-Draw-EM SLIDE novelty—-Strip of film—Full
instructlons--MAILVELOUS!| GIVE AWAY FREE beautifully col-
ored art pictures with our famous WHITE CLOVERINE SALVE
for chaps, burns, cuts, sores, etc., which you sell to friends at
25¢ a hox (with picture FREE) and remit ag per new Premium
Plan Book—Other cholco gifts. Cloverine sells quickly—37th
year—We are fair and square—BE FIRST. SEND FOR ORDER
OF SALVE ON A POST CARD OR MAIL COUPON TODAY!

WILSON CHEMICAL co., Dept. MPG-92 Tyrone, Pa.

A St it | i et e gt St Sl e S Pt (e et . s

WILSON CHEMICAL CO.,Dept. MPG-92 Tyrone, Pa.
Gentlemen: Please send me twelve beautifully col-
ored art pictures with twelve boxes famous WHITE
CLOVERINE SALVE which I am to sell to friends
at 25c_a hox (giving picture FREE) and remit to
you within thirty days and select a premium or
keep CASH COMMISSION as per new Premium
Plan Book sent with order, postage paid.

NAME. .t verttrnnnnenrnesnneesresessosseses snens

R. D. or P. O, BOX NO..

ticeseseees STATE,
Print last name in blocks below

eliable—37th year—Be first. SEND FOR OR
(’El Oﬁ_A PO}SE'I' CARD OR MAIL COUPON TODAY!

‘N CHEMICAL CO., Dept MPG-92 Tyrene, Pa. I

N A A B

LSON'S——HONEY - HOREHOUND - MENTHOL-—COUGH DROPS Sc EVERYWHERE
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