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they’re making
new experiments
with antiseptics!”

A typical order that, given in 1930 to the com-
pany’s chief bacteriologist, in order that he
might be first to learn if the results of foreign
antiseptic research could be advantageously ap-
plied to Listerine. Negative though his findings
were, we would not have been satisfied had we
not made a thorough investigation.

Similar studies have frequently been ordered
—and will be continued. A brilliant student
was rushed South to investigate the effects of
antiseptics in treating tooth decay. Another
was commissioned to a northern state to note
the cruel march of a flu epidemic. A third gave
his time for three winters to a detailed and
painstaking study of cold prevention among fac-
tory workers,

These four assignments alone cost the com-
pany many thousands of dollars. But this money,
like all money spent for research, was wisely
spent. Our first duty, we feel, is to our product

Joth

and its users. And only by keeping always
abreast of the most recent developments in Sci-
ence, only by comparative tests and endless
experiments, can we always be certain that
Listerine will adequately meet the increasing
demands made upon it.

Whether you use Listerine to relieve a sore
throat, toattack bacteria in the mouth or to ren-
der the breath agreeable, you may rest assured
you are using a mouthwash of the very highest
caliber, since it combines unusual germ-killing
power with complete safety.

Lanmsert Prarmacat Co., St. Louis, Mo.

The Safe Antiseptic
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Complete

Henri staggered to his knees, tried to shoot

Land of the Sword |

By ROBERT CARSE

Author of * King’s Ransom,” “Roll and Go," ete.

Through childhood, through the War, into the heart of African
intrigue two cousins carry a bitter feud

CHAPTER L
« SISSY! »”

N contrast to the hot June sunlight of
the lawn they had just left, the old
stable was dark, and cool, in shadow.
It was quiet there; the horses in the straw-

decorated stalls in back rested comfortably -

and with very little sound, and only from
the lawn could they hear dimly the voice
of Susan Lewis, calling to them. But they
did not listen to her, they had come here
to get away from her, and to settle this
between them, they both thought, for good.

They stood, within a foot of each other,
almost knee to knee, in the one patch of
sunlight in the place, a mote-flecked beam
of light which dropped down upon the
cracked wooden floor from the hay-loft
window far above. Howard Gill Mays was
the bigger in size, if a year the younger,

and he had begun it, outside; he spoke
before his cousin.

“ All right,” he said, his thirteen year old
voice hoarsely strained, “you say all
Frenchies aren't sissies. Yeah. And I say
they are . . . Maybe,” he added, his fists
doubled up in front of him now, “ maybe
you think you’re tough?”

The Count Henri Phillipe Sevran de la
Goustier, although he had been for two
years in an English public school, and was
now in the first months of his twelfth year,
wore a velvet suit with knee breeches which
had ivory buttons on the sides, and a lawn
collar above the jacket, the costume his
mother, although born and raised in the
United States, had insisted upon when he
came with her to see their American rela-
tions. Now, slowly, he took the velvet
jacket off, flipped it behind him up on to
an empty saddle rack,
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“1 said,” he repeated steadily in his per-
fect English, “ that two young boys—boys
whose parents are supposed to be gentle-
men, should not fight in front of a girl, in
front of Susan Lewis, in particular.”

“In particular,” Howard Mays said
after him, mocking; from the lawn, quite

. The Baron seized Susan Lewis and

rushed to the plane

near by, Susan Lewis was again calling
them, anxiously and stubbornly. * You
and me,” he said rapidly, his lips so
tightly met that their edges were turned
white, “we might have the same grand-
father, and your mother is my mother’s
sister, sure—but, bah! You hear that?—
bah! And, all Frenchies are sissies, mean-
ing you, or anybody you want to mean!”

“ Well,” Henri de la Goustier said, and,
leaning a little forward, struck at his
cousin, tried to slap him in the face.
Howard Mays blocked that sidewise blow
with his uplifted left; with his right he
hooked a clean and smacking uppercut to
his cousin’s jaw. “ Velvet pants!’ he said
then. ‘ Yeah-ah velvet pants!”

Henri de la Goustier lay sprawled upon
his back on the straw-littered floor. His
jaw stung and strange stars leapt before his
eyes; in his brain were confused memories
of his father, who had come here to this

same country and this same house, and had
been mocked, probably in almost the same
sort of phrases, for a foreigner and a
sissy, although even then he and old
Howard Gill’s granddaughter were already
formally engaged to be married, and were
to be married here, in the States.

Henri de la Goustier started to get to his
knees, regretting in that moment that dur-
ing his two school years in England he had
not learned more of the gentle art of self
defense according to the rules of the Mar-
quis of Queensbury. In a sort of crude
and faltering imitation of his cousin, and in
memory of the English boys he had seen
at school, he closed his fists up and brought
his arms forward in what he thought to be
a fighting posture.

Howard Mays hit him three times more
before he even got in one slapping blow.
He was down on his knees, almost weeping
with rage at his own inability to fight like
this and bleeding from the mouth and over
one eve, when Susan Lewis shoved open
the doors they thought they had jammed,
and came in.

She brought the open sunlight with her.
She stood against it, as motionless and as
lovely as a statue, her long yellow hair
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caught and flamed by the sun, the sun plac-
ing a delicate and shimmering light upon
her pale, clear features and the graceful
lines of her pleated, frilled dress.

‘“ ALL right,” she said. “ Hadn’t you
\ Dbetter stop now?” Susan Lewis had
lived next door to the Gills and
Howard Mays all her life; she knew him
very well, and in the last month, had come
to think she knew Henri de la Goustier well
also. “You, Howard,” she said out of the
logic of her eleven years, “ you look as if
you’ve got your satisfaction out of Henri.
Let him up now; let him be.”

Henri de la Goustier heard that, it pene-
trated fully to his brain; the sting of all it
meant sharp in him, he rose up again and
charged his cousin once more.

“ Hey, you, cut it out!” Howard Mays
warned him, hitting him twice to the head
and body as he said it. But his cousin was
more determined, was desperate, this time.
He clurig to Howard Mays, and caught big
handfuls of his hair, slapped and banged at
his face with his open hands. Howard
Mays, bellowing with rage and pain, drove
him loose from him, hurled him spinning
half way ‘across the stable floor, started
after him, making very  mature growling
sounds; intent, he said aloud, to finish it
now—*I'll fix you this time, you French
sissy hair-hauler!”

Henri de la Goustier crouched upon his
bent knees. He was very calm now, and
certain; he had just remembered the trick
Nicolai, his father’s one-eyed and scarred
old coachman, had shown him down in Nor-
mandy one summer. Stiff-legged, swinging
his fists, Howard Mays came closer, came
so he stood only a brief yard away. ‘ Get
up!” he commanded. * Get up, you French
sissy!” :

Henri de la Goustier got up, if not com-
pletely. He raised himself far enough to
let his weight fall back upon his hands,
then have his--hands propel him quite
swiftly and violently .forward, so that his
feet, held closely together like a diver’s, met
Howard Mays squarely in the chest..

There -was- an oats barrel across the

stable. Howard Mays landed half in that
and stayed there, while both Susan Lewis
and Henri de la Goustier stared at him.
“You didn’t,” Susan Lewis said in a hol-
low voice, “ kill him, did you?”

“ Pas encore,” Henri de la Goustier said;
“not yet. That was nothing—nothing but
lo savate. How you would say that in
English, I don’t know.”

“I don’t want to know,” Susan Lewis
s#l. “ But—but get him out of the oats,
will you, Henri?”

Henri. de la Goustier. pulled his cousin
out feet first, rolled him, unceremoniously,
upon the floor. He pounded him upon the
back, chafed his wrists until one of Howard
Mays’s eyes opened, then the other, and
Howard Mays gulped at him, “ I'll get you
—you Frenchy, you! T'll get you; just
wait]”

““ A votre plaisir” Henri de la Goustier
said, almost forgetting again his mother’s
tongue. “ And, when you can ... Would
you like,” he asked, turning his back fully
to Howard Mays now and looking at
Susan Lewis, ‘“ to go down to the pond and
see if that big swan is back yet?”

HEY were there, he and Susan Lewis,
paddling around in the swan boat,
when Howard Mays came down

across the lawns towards them from the
rear of the immense house. He wore a
clean shirt now, and the oats were out.of
his hair'and his face was washed. “1I just
saw cook,” he called out to them. “ And
she says if we don’t tear her kitchen all
to bits, she’s got some cake,” -

“T don’t like cake,” Henri de la Gous-
tier said in a low voice to Susan Lewis.
“ And, tomorrow, Mother and I are going
back to France.” :

“T do,” Susan said; “I like it fine. And
it's beginning to drizzle a little bit now.”

Howard Mays stood right at the foot of
the little dock, waiting for them, while his
cousin made the boat fast, and Susan, walk-
ing quietly, went half way along the planks,
then stopped there.- She held out her hand
to Henri de la Goustier when he came along
from making the boat. fast, then called out
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to Howard Mays, and, slowly, staring, re-
membering what had. just happened to him,
he walked down to them.

“T want you to shake hands,” she said.
“ And call it quits. After all ’—she blushed
a. little bit, despite all the care she had
taken in forming the words in her mind—
it was nothing but a silly ball bat you
started scrapping over.”

They stared at her, standing on either
side of her, knowing, as she did, that it
was she they had been fighting over, and
no baseball bat at all.- Then, from her. they

looked at each other, silently, gauging the

other, remembering the blows they struck
a few minutes ago, and half-forgotten
things, old rumours and- gossip, told them,
after insistent demanding, by their mothers,
or overheard from the servants here in this
great old house their grandfather, Howard
Gill, had built for his wife and daughters
and the satisfaction of his own pride.

“ Henri is going back tomorrow,” Susan
said to Howard Mays, partly guessing what
lay in both their minds.

“ Shucks,” Howard Mays said. “I don’t
care, No-kids. T ever saw fight that way.
Kicking . . . Why, I'll—”

Henri de la Goustier was beginning to
easily move around Susan, and towards his
cousin, his eyes hot and darkened with
that rage which was not new.

But Susan stepped out, between him and
his cousin. : :

“You're a pair. of gumps,” she said.
“ Just a pair of gumps—that’s all. Why,
Henri’s been brought up in Europe, and the
kids there don’t fight your way, Howie.
They’d probably be surprised at you.”

Howard Mays shook his head and ran
his bruised hands down -over ribs that still
ached. “ Fighting’s fighting,” he said.
“ Kickin’s another . .".”

“ My goodness,” Susan Lewis said,
“you're cousins. And you won’t even shake
hands when it’s all over.”

“VYes!” Henri de la Goustier said.
Lightly, he stepped past her, and held out
his narrow, long hand. “ Shake, Howard.
I'm sorry we fought; I'm sorry I kicked
you.” :

“Tm not.” Howard Mays stood with
his feet spread, his wide, bitter eyes full on
his cousin’s eyes. ‘ But I’ll shake hands
with you . .. Come on, we get the cake—
before cook eats it herself!”

r ! \HEY were finishing the last of the
cake at the kitchen table when thun-
der clapped outside and the warm

spring. rain came smacking darkly down.

“ Come on in the library,” Howard Mays

said, licking the crumbs.and icing off his

thumb. “ We can play in there until Su-
san’s got to go home.”

It was dark in the back halls and rooms
of the great house, but a2 maid was just
laying a fire in the place in the library,
touched a match to it as they came in. For
a moment, impressed as they had always
been in this immense and high-walled room,
the three of them stood there, waiting for
the firelight to cast the shadows back. In
that ebb and flow of light, gradually, they
were able to see the portrait in its massive
gilt frame above the fireplace mantel.

Briefly, once .more, it fascinated them,
dominating for them this whole room. It
was the portrait of what all of them had
learned to refer to as the “ Old Man,” an
excellent study. of Howard Gill, the man
who had built this house, and, according to
his own. boast, “built more railroad and
done more to open this country up than
any other parcel of four men in it.”

One of his two daughters, Howard

Mays’s mother, had insisted that the por-
trait be painted, but, after that had been
accomplished, the Old Man in his turn had
seen to it that it was hung here in the main
room of this house which he had prided so
much. “So,” he had said once to his
daughters a few years before his death,
“ those brat sons you’ve got can have some-
thing to look up to—when and if they get
man-size . . .” :
_ Howard- Mays stood now, his hands on
his hips, and laughed up at it. “T’d like
to,” he said, his rage eating through again
and his eyes sidewise on his cousin, “ have
seen him see you kick me. He would have
smacked you proper.” -
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“You’re just about as silly, Howie,”

Susan Lewis said, “ as silly can get. You
don’t even remember him.”
“ Listen!” ' Howard said.. ¢ You're

plaguing me today. What do you know
about it, anyhow, a girl like you?”

“T've lived next door to you,” Susan
said, smiling at him, “ all my life, and my
folks have, a long time before that. And
my Dad worked for the Old Man, and he
works for the company yet.” ,

“You'll be trying to call yourself my
cousin next, I guess,” Howard said, staring
obliquely at Henri de la Goustier.” “ But,
come on; I bet I can jump over the divan
higher than either of you. Or, do you want
to see my Dad’s sword?”

““T don’t want to see any swords,” Susan
Lewis said. “I've seen that one before,
anyhow. I think I'll go home now; the
rain’s stopped enough. Will you come
across over to my house with me, Henri?
Howie wants to play with that old sword
of his Dad’s.” :

“ That’s right,” Howard Mays said. He
was already moving across the room. ¢ And
let Henri take you home; he won’t be here
tomorrow, or after tomorrow, and for a long
time, and I guess I can take you home all
the time then—if I want.”

“Don’t you be so sure.” Susan had
stopped in the doorway to call that back.
“And don’t cut your bigs ears off, with
that sword!”

OWARD MAYS was before the fire-
place, making parries and lashing
thrusts with the gleaming, engraved,

long blade of the officer’s sword when his
cousin got back from seeing Susan Lewis
home. Henri stood in the doorway for a
moment, watching, and brushing the rain
drops from the velvet suit he suddenly had
come to hate. When he stood in the center
of the firelight, his cousin looked up at him,
brandishing the sword. “ My Dad was a
darn fine soldier,” he said. “He was a
Captain in that Philippine Constabulary,
and he got a medal, and killed a lot of
those Moro pirates out there in a place
called Mindanao, before they killed him.

This is a good sword, too; I'll bet you never
saw one like it.”

“ T've got one like it,” Henri de la Gous-
tier- said, coming forward into the room.
“And one better than that. It was my
Father’s sword. He was a senior lieutenant
in the French Colonial Army, and he had a
couple of medals. He and another lieu-
tenant named Joffre were down on a river
called the Senegal River, that’s in West
Africa. They had some black troops, -only
a few of them, and they got into a battle
with a whole lot' of the natives and beat

-them. My Dad was killed there, on that

river; Lieutenant Joffre wrote my mother
all about it.” :

Howard Mays had lowered the sword
and was staring at him, his strong head
forward in the firelight.

“ Why did your Dad do that?” he said.
“1 thought—"

“—I know what you thought,” Henri de
la Goustier said. He had come over to
stand right beside his cousin, and the fingers
of his right hand had curved in, as though
he also held a sword. “ My mother has
told me a little bit about that, and Nicolai
—he’s still our coachman, in France, but he
was here with my Father and my Mother,
as my Father's valet, when my Father first
came to this country, when he became en-
gaged to Mother.

“ They laughed at my Father over here;

.they .mocked him . . .”

“ Say, - listen,” Howard- Mays said, his
clear-skinned face and eyes ruddy and
flushed in the firelight.

But Henri de la Goustier did not seem
to have heard him. It was as though,
actually, he talked to the portrait of his
grandfather up over the fireplace, and that
the man of the portrait were alive. “ These
people over here called my Dad a ‘ French
dude.” They laughed at him behind his
back, because he wore patent leather shoes
and a little beard, and a high hat not only
on Sundays . .. Yes, they did. And you
—the Old Man, there—asked him right out
if he wasn’t trying to marry my mother be-
cause he didn’t have any money, and noth-
ing but an old titlé, which he was trying to
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swap for an American fortune. My
mother told me that; I know that, and
‘don’t you say a word!”

Howard Mays moved his feet in the
thickness of the carpet nap, vaguely moved
the sword in his hands. “ I’'m not saying a
word,” he said. “I didn’t even...”

“Yes, you did!” Henri de la Goustier
said. “You didn’t, maybe—but your
people did . . . And you’ve been thinking
and saying just about the same things
about me!” Swiftly, he reached out and
the sword was his, in his hands, and he
turned and flung it bouncing flatly across
the carpet info a corner. “ You think be-
cause your Grandfather there, started work-
ing with his hands, and began to make his
money that way—and because he opened
up all this country, shoved the frontiers
back so that there weren’t any frontiers
here any more, that you’re better than
anybody else . . .”

ENRI PHILLIPE SEVRAN,
COUNT DE LA GOUSTIER, was
almost weeping in his rage and his

emotion now. He gripped Howard Mays
hard by the shoulder and held him there
in front of him, motionless. “ My Father,”
he said to the boy before him, but more,
still, to the portrait on the wall, “ never
worked with his hands, no; and his grand-
father didn’t, and his grandfather’s grand-
father. But, our folks were the Normans,
and we licked the English all over France,
and we went over and we took England
from the English, and we kept it, and we
" made ourselves kings there. We didn’t go
about just chasing Indians, and buffaloes,
and building railroads through some cac-
tus . .-
“ Say,” Howard Mays said, his voice un-

naturally deep and quiet, *“ those are some’
—darn good railroads, the biggest in the

\

world.”

Henri de la Goustler blinked at him.
"« Yes,” he said. “I guess maybe they are,
or were . . . But, all that talk here, to my
Dad, got him angry, even though Mother
told him not to mind it, and he went back
in the Army again, although he’d done his

service there—and then, in about a year,
he was dead.” : .

Howard Mays turned his head, to' look
into the corner where his cousin had tossed
the sword.

Slowly, he went and got it, brought it
back, and then held it out, flatly across his
extended palms. “ Your Dad’s sword like
this one?” he said.

“Yes, a lot.” Henri de la Goustier had
reached out to thumb the edge of the blade.

“1 guess, then,” Howard Mays said,
“ the French Army must be a lot like our
Army, hey? And your Dad must have been
quite a lot like mine. Because Mother . . .
and I've heard the servants, the old ones,
say, too, that the Old Man was the same
way with my Dad. And all the railroads
were built then, and all the men who
worked with Granddad with the Old Man,
were running them all right, and the Old
Man told my Dad to go out and find some
job, to open up something new, of his own.
So Dad just joined up in the Army and
went out to the Philippines, and he got

killed there, like I said . . .”

Henri de la Goustier brought his eyes
from the sword and from his cousin’s face
and again to the face of the portrait. “ He
must,” he said slowly, “ have been a really
tough old chap.”

“Yeah, I guess he was,” Howard Mays
said. ¢ But don’t you say any more
against him; you’ve said enough now.”

“T’m not going to,” Henri de la Gous-
tier said. “ But, I don’t like this velvet
suit myself; kids in France wear them, but
not over here . ..” He paused then, watch-
ing his cousin put the sword down; in the
drive, he could hear tires on the gravel, and
bis mother’s gay voice, his aunt’s. * They’re
coming in now,” he said to Howard Mays.
“Do you want to call me a sissy, once
more, before they’re in the house?”

“ No,” Howard Mays said, eyeing him,
“I don’t. But, tell me one thing, will you?
Did you stop fighting; before, just because
Susan Lewis asked you to?”

“Yes,” said Henri de la Goustier calm-
ly, slowly, “I did.”

“It’s a good thing, then,” his cousin told
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him, “that you're going back to France
again ‘tomorrow—because, if you didn’t,
I'd be calling you a sissy, or anything I
wanted to, and knocking the spots out of
you, you and your old kicking trick and
all,.,.”

CHAPTER 1II.

FOUR YEARS AFTER,

T was Susan Lewis, strangely, Susan
grown tall and lithe and quite mature
during the four years since Henri de la

Goustier had seen her last, who asked him
—if the old taunts and the bitter old echoes
still stung. Standing not more than a foot
or so away from him on the wide porch of
the great old Newport house, saying softly
the words she had planned for quite a time,
she asked, “ You're not for any real reason
afraid of anything Howard might do or
say, are you?”

Henri de la Goustier smiled a.little bit -

at her. He seemed mature then, and, some-
how, far older than she, and far older than
his own actual years, despite the laughter
which caught his eyes and his mouth below
the tiny mustache he had started growing
with his séventeenth birthday.

“No,” he told her. For an instant he
turned, as she had, to break also the in-
tensity which had just come so amazingly
and tightly between them, and stared out
into the wine-shaded darkness beyond the
house lights and along the lawns to the
harbor, where the Casino gleamed with an
almost glacial sharpness, and the yachts
lay, delicate, dim and exquisite, against the
twisted dappling of the shore lights on the
water. “No,” he said again, “I'm not
afraid of anybody, Susan . . . I never have
been, and I never shall be, I think. But,
just why?” ;

«T1 don’t know,” Susan said, except
that I'm always a little bit worried over
both you and Howard. Of course, you're
both far more polite now than you used to
be, four years ago, and you haven’t fought
yet, since you've been here this time. But
Howard is intercollegiate boxing champion,

‘there . .
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and I read in an English magazine that
you’re considered the finest amateur -boxer
in Europe . .. I know—I know you both;
you're still .preparing for each other, and,
in your heads, matching yourselvés against
each other, all because of that old quarrel
four years ago, and the—things that lay
behind that. But, it’s so silly, and I—"
She stopped, her eyes in that moment un-
able to withstand his glance, and what it
meant.

But then, reaching out, with the edge
of her fan she tapped the crumpled piece
of paper he held so closely. * You're not

.old enough to go to war,” she said. “ There

isn't even war yet.” :

“There will bel” he said. There were
gaunt lines about his mouth as he said that.
“ Germany will be over the border and into
Belgium, into France, before I can even get

s 3 s

“You've been called?” she asked him.

“ By the government?”

R a moment in silence he stared at
her, standing as: though he actually
listened to the music' from behind
them, the light, gay, Negro-rhythmed
American music. “ No,” he said, trying to

. laugh a little at her and what he wanted

to think of as only her persistence; “ I'm
too young to be called yet. My class
wouldn’t come up for service for a couple
of years, I think. This "—he was.putting
the cablegram carefully in an inside pocket
of his dinner jacket—* is from a friend of
mine, a chap who went to school with me.
He knows; his Dad’s a cabinet minister,
He just let me know.” :

““But, truly, you're not afraid that he—
or Howard Mays—or any other man might
call you a coward if you didn’t go?”

“No,” he said, his voice deep, and
grave, truly somber now, ‘ we've always
gone . ..”

Susan Lewis could feel a trembling going
through her body, and tears she did not
quite understand coming hotly up' against
her eyelids. ‘She swung away, and even he,
beside her, thought that for a- moment she

-was doing nothing-but- stare again at the



LAND OF THE SWORD

Newport summer night. “ But how about
your Mother?” she asked then. “ Does she
know? Would she let you go, if she knew?”

“No,” Henri de la Goustier said. “I
even believe she would try to stop me.”

‘“ She would stop you,” Susan Lewis
said. “I'm certain she would.”

Henri was drawing off his white gloves,
folding them and putting them in a pocket.
“No. Because I'm going right now. I'm
going to ask Howard to take me—drive me
-to New York tonight. I don’t mind his
knowing; not now. For, after all, this is
something that is none of his affair.”

“ And you,” Susan said, “ you trust me
to stand here, and just say nothing?”

“ Not without being kissed first,” Henri
;aid and, stepping forward, swiftly kissed

er.

“Henri!” Susan Lewis said in a low
voice. “Henri!” But already he had
turned and was gone, in towards the cham-
pagne and the dancing where his cousin
was, and, for just a moment, she stood
there, listening to her heart.

The machine Howard Mays had got as
a present for his seventeenth birthday was
a massive thing of French manufacture,
with a long and brass-ribbed hood, a chain
drive and fenders which, Susan Lewis had
told him several times, reminded her of
wings—vulture’s wings. The little ex-
coachman chauffeur who tended the thing
for him had it out in the courtyard in the
rear of the house and was pouring oil and
gasoline and water prodigally into it, and
the two young men were adjusting long
linen dusters and driving _goggles when
Susan got there. They both sprang out at
her at once, determinedly, and the chauf-
feur, who had known them all their lives,
went right on pouring oil and gas.

“ No,” Susan said, “ I’'m going. Either
I'm going, or.I shall stand right here and
scream. You both know how well I can
scream.”’

ES, they admitted, tight-lipped, they
did. “But,” Howard Mays began,
prodding behind him surreptitiously
at Henri’s bag in one of the car’s bucket

11

seats, “we're only going to go in to the
Palmer House in Boston, and have a couple
of whiskies, and come right back, just to
try the motor out.”

“You're going to New York,” Susan
Lewis said. “ You, Howard Mays, you’re
taking Henri off to war. Sneaking—both
of you...”

Howard Mays made a sound which was

HOWARD MAYS

almost profane, and the chauffeur, who al-
ready had the long brass crank out of the
strap, swung it over, and the motor
boomed, softly rumbled, then roared. *1If
you think . . .” said Susan Lewis, then
sprang in, up over the long-handled gear
shift, in past the wheel.

In the moment that the chauffeur tried
to cough, cousin looked at cousin. “It’s
your car,” Henri reminded at last. “ And
you promised to take me to New York.”

“ That's right,” Howard Mays said.
Reaching out, he found the handle to the
compartment behind the twin bucket seats,
opened it, brought forth another linen
duster, another pair of goggles and a hel-
met. * You should be spanked,” he said
to Susan Lewis, shoving those articles into
her hands.” “ But, as I can’t do that, I'm
going to just about frighten you to death,
between here and New York.”

“ Frighten,” Susan said over a mouth-
ful of hairpins as she pulled the helmet on,
‘“all you're worth!”
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Howard Mays did not make really-good
time until he was south of New London,
and then, handling the great car as though
it were an animate thing, driving it roaring,
lurching, screaming and skidding down the
slanted yellowness of the dusty summer
roads, he maintained an average of very
close to eighty miles an hour all the way
into New York. Once, of course, on the old
Post Road, between Bridgeport and Fair-
field, he brushed the back wheel off a light-
less buggy, and even beyond the motor’s
sounds they could hear for a distance the
bawled and profane cries of the farmer, and
the frantic course of the horse off through
the fields with the remains of the buggy.

Then, too, in the Bronx, a sleepy patrol-
man crossing the otherwise deserted street
to his call-box looked up just in time and
jumped, to sprawl on all fours, but land
cursing, and with his life and limbs fully
intact. After that, Howard Mays drove a
little slower, so that for the first time scraps
of conversation were possible if the words
were shouted at full lung force.

“You're going—where?” Howard Mays
roared at Susan. “ To your aunt’s on Sixty-
first Street?”

“I am going,” Susan howled back,
“ where you are going!” She stared at both
of them; then, even louder, “ You heard
‘me. I can see you did!”

Howard Mays made a gesture with one
hand lifted from the wheel. * We’re going
to a ship—the first ship that sails for
France!”

TANDING crouched half upright,

Henri de la Goustier started to say

that he, alone, was going on that ship
to France, “ or else—"

Susan Lewis pulled him down. “I'm
-losing my voice,” she screamed at them.
“If not my mind; too. Stop 'this thing—
go somewhere where you can stop this
thing, before we all begin to gibber!”

Howard Mays took them to Jack’s,
parked squarely before the main entrance
on Sixth Avenue. Jack’s, he said, right
after he had cut the motor off, was no place
to take a Smith College freshman like
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Susan, but it was the sort of place where at
this time of the night a man was certain
of finding out when and where the next
ship sailed for France.

“You look, both of you,” Susan Lewns
said, staggering ‘as she took her first paces
on the sidewalk, ‘ like a couple of runaway
foundlings, and I like something that had
been sent after you, to frighten you, or
anybody else to death.”

“ Oysters will fix that,” Henri admitted,

¢ oysters, and champagne.” g

The barman had run out of everythmg
but clams near four o’clock, and after that
they just drank champagne. “I'm going
now,” Henri de la Goustier said, near five
o’clock. “TI want to call Mother up, and
say good-by to her, then I've got to get
down and see the French consul before the
ship sails.”

“ All right,” his cousin told him.  First,
I guess, we'd better take Susan up and hand
her over at her aunt’s.”

“You,” Henri de la Goustier corrected
him. “ Not -“ we.””-

“ Are you,” Howard Mays asked, lean-
ing across. the table and past Susan, “ try-
ing to make this war so horribly personal?”

N answer, quietly, Henri de Goustier
caught the end of his cousin’s white tie
and pulled it. “I don’t want to hit

you,” he explained then, “ while you’re sit-
ting down. -But, 1 am going to that ship
alone, and aboard it alone, and not with
you—and you are not going on it, at all.
And this, T guess, is the only way I have of
convincing you . . .”

“ Get up!” Howard Mays said, getting
up himself.

“ The waiters,” Susan said in a weary
voice, ““ remember all those waiters.”

“ Afterwards,” Henri de la Goustier
promised, and swung cleanly again at his
cousin’s jaw.

The waiters, Jack’s flying wedge, sur-
rounded them, enveloped them, and de-
posited them, panting and powerless, upon
the fresh dawn sidewalk of Sixth Avenue,
where Susan Lewis came ina moment,
wordlessly, to join them, bearing their dus-
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ters and goggles. “ Here,” she said, hold-
ing the goggles dangling out, but both of
them already had stepped back from her
and were squaring off, and from the corer,
three large-sized officers of the law were
rapidly advancing.

From inside, with some professional
curiosity, the members of Jack’s flying
wedge watched the three representatives of
civic justice repeat outside, with much less
success, what they had just finished.

“T own the car, yes,” Howard Mays said
when he could listen uninterruptedly to
what the sergeant and largest of the trio
had to say.

“ And with it,” the sergeant said, “all
but took th’ life av a city officer at Brook
Aven-yuh . . . Come!”

“Look here a moment,” Howard Mays
began. “ This other gentleman and I are
going—"

“Th’ other gentleman,” the sergeant
said, “ has nothin’ to do wit’ it. Nothin’,
that is, if he acts nice an’ dandy from now
on an’ takes th’ young lady home. In th’
mornin’, maybe, laddy-buck, when ye've
seen th’ judge . . .”

Susan Lewis was weeping; for the first
time, in front of anybody, and here on 2
New York sidewalk before five very sur-
prised and immediately uncomfortable
men, she was weeping. * Officer,” she said
to the sergeant, “ officer . . .” But then
she threw her arms around Howard Mays
and kissed him, turned and stared at Henri
de la Goustier in his turn. ‘1It’s not,” she
said, “ not the champagne, or the oysters,
or that Howie’s going to jail, and that
you're going to war, it’s just that—that
you’re both so damn silly!”

Past her and around her, allowed the op-
portunity by the momentary meptal and
physical paralysis of the law, cousin stared
at cousin. “About me,” Howard Mays
said, “ you don’t have to worry. I’} be out
and 1l be there; you’ll be seeing me . . .
Now get a hansom and take Susan home;
you won'’t, unless you’re luckier than you
think, be seeing her!”

«] salute you.” Standing there beside
Susan Lewis, one arm out to grasp her arm
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politely, Henri de la Goustier saluted him.
“Don't be too late!”

CHAPTER III.
THE BATTLE OF PARIS.

OWARD MAYS got there three
months later, after the Marne, with
an ambulance unit he had organized

and whose machines had been bought with
his mother’s money. But Henri de la Gous-
tier he did not see until along late in the
winter. Howard Mays was out of the am-
bulance by then, had left the unit to his
friends and the care of the French govern-
ment, was no longer wearing the insignia of
the red cross of mercy upon his tunic collar,
but the exploding grenade device of the
Foreign Legion.

" He came upon Henri de la Goustier in
Paris, where Henri was getting over the
effects of his second wound and the be-
stowal of the Military Medal. Henri was
seated at a table on the sidewalk of the
Café de la Paix, very pale and smart in his
flaming red breeches and khaki tunic of an
officer of the Colonial Army. Howard
Mays, just down from the front and un-
shaved as yet, clumsy-seeming in the long
capote, the bagged breeches and heavy
brodequins of the Legion, came right up to
him and saluted, but grinning as he did so,
and grinning broadly.

“ Can the lieutenant give the unshaven
slug of a private the pleasure of sitting with
him, maybe even drinking with him?”
Howard Mays asked him in his atrocious
French. He was already in a chair across
the marble-topped table from his cousin,
had his képi in his lap and his bald-shaven
head back to bawl at the gaping waiter.

“T would hate to make a soldier of the
Legion get up, once he’s ordered a drink,”
Henri de la Goustier said. “ But, how do
vou like the show, Howard?”

“All right, now that I'm away from
pushing one of mother’s nice ambulances
around. They give as much combat duty
to us in the Legion as they do to you and
your wild-eyed Senegalese blacks. Your
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boys can fight, though; I saw them doing
some of it, last week. We were right beside
them.”

“You're en permission mnow, then?”
Henri said. “ Down here on leave?”

Howard Mays laughed at him over his
cognac glass. “Me? No; I just took
‘ System D’ and walked out. They’ve got
us back in support now, and there won’t be
any fighting for a couple of days, and I
guess I'll be back up by then.”

Henri de-la Goustier scowled at him as
he drank. “I might point out,” he said,
“ that you're technically a deserter, mon
cousin, and that you've just admitted the
fact to an officer of your own brigade.
Drink that, though, and have another with
me; another drink won't make you any
different than you are now. But, in the
Legion, you'll find out that a man can't do
those things and get away with them.
¢ Discipline’ is one of the two words the
Legion carries on its flag.”

“T've heard that,” Howard Mays said,
the smile still at his broad mouth. “ But,
how is your mother, and have you heard
from Susan?”

“ Susan writes that for every letter she
sends me, she sends you one, too,” Henri
said. “ So, I guess we probably get just the
same sort of news.”

“ No,” his: cousin said. - His big and
newly calloused hands were out flat on the
table surface and his eyes were narrowed as
he spoke. “I guess that maybe we
don’t . . .”

“The last word of the name of this
place means peace,” Henri de la Goustier
said. “ And I like it. I imagine both of us
can get enough of—the other, up in the
lines.”

“ Your logic,” Howard Mays told him,
“ seems to grow in inverse ratio with that
mustache of yours. But, I wouldn't fight
with you—not sitting down.”

ERHAPS . even .then; though, they
might not have fought that day if it
had not been for the fact that at along
about eleven o’clock at night a.gendarme
stationed on the Boulevard Haussman saw
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a man in the uniform of a private of the
Legion slapping upon the back, as if affec-
tionately, another young man who wore the
uniform of a lieutenant of a crack colonial
regiment and a new medal and a new
wound stripe.

The gendarme approached and waggled
his white club, and advised the man in the
uniform of the Legion not to slap any
officer upon the back in public, and to de-
sist with this one, right here. Howard Mays
then called the gendarme a French name, a
name he had learned from one-of the old-
timers in the Legion, and not at all a nice
one.

With that the gendarme made the mis-
take of reaching out for Howard Mays's
shoulder, thus laying his jaw provocative-
ly close, high and unprotected. Howard
Mays hit it accurately -and instantly for
him and the gendarme stretched flat, losing
his cap.and club and most of his senses.
“Come on,” Howard Mays said to his
cousin. ‘ That arranges that pium.”

“ No,” Henri said. “ That one may be
a pium all right, but perhaps you forget
that he isn't alone in Paris. There are
four more of them up there at the corner.
they all saw you hit this one, they all are
coming this way. And I can't run very
well, anyhow.”

HE four gendarmes, as surpnsed as

anything else at first, and rather

naturally unprepared to cope ‘with
two such excellently capable young men-as
those two facing them, fell soon, and fell
hard, ]ommg their companion upon the
sxdewalk in recumbency. “Now as for
you,” Henri de la Goustier said, “ let me at
once tell you I think you're a complete ass
to have hit that first man.”

Sucking a skinned knuckle absently,
Howard Mays studied him for a moment.
“You wouldn’t,” he asked, “ like to back
up that statement with anything physical?”

“Not here,. no,” his cousin said.
“ Everywhere you step here, you step on a
gendarme. But, out in the Bois, you won't.)”

“ Listen, though you )ust got out of

- hospital.”
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“ That,” Henri de la Goustier said, step-
ping forward to signal the first four cylin-
der taxicab he saw, “is a very bad way of
getting out of an iavitation, isn't it?”

“T'll give you the answer to that,”
Howard Mays promised him, “ out in the
Bois.”

They fought out in the Bois for perhaps
twenty minutes. Howard Mays struck the
first blow, which his cousin neatly coun-
tered, to then cross him with a left which
opened up Howard Mays’s right eye. In
fact, in the next five minutes, scientifically
and coldly, he opened up both Howard
Mays’s eyes; his wound, Henri de la Gous-
tier knew very well, had really been a minor
one, but it was bothering him. badly right
now, and, also, his cousin was a very stub-
bom man.

‘The fight ended when Howard Mays
tripped upon the grass in the darkness, sat
down and found he had neither the sight,
the ability nor the ambition to get up. Be-

fore him, for just a moment, Henri de la

Goustier wavered, stili erect, then also
stumbled down besnde him. “Shake, you
competent butcher, you,” Howard Mays
told him, gropingly holding forth his hand.
“ Yes, T will,” Henri de la Goustier said.
“ Now take t}m handkerchief and stop
those cuts from bleeding. After that, I'm
going to take you home, and sneak you in
past Mother. Then, tomorrow, you'd better
leave Paris, before the mlhtary police come
after us, in squads .

CHAPTER 1V.
MUTTNY.

T was over a year and a half then before

they saw each other again; war, the

strange, bitter business of day to day
fighting kept them busy and apart. In the
same brigade, in the Moroccan division
commanded by the man his soldiers called
« The Butcher,” they were flung into attack
time and time again, from one spearhead of
the Western Front to another, through the
Chemin-des-Dames  battles, and  the
Vosges, the unbelievable fury of the holo-
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causts of Verdun where the Crown Prince
made his gamble of a million men for
Paris.

In those months, Susan Lewis was theu'
sole connecting lmk the only way they
heard vaguely from and of each other. In
their rare turns in rest billets, or at the
frent, her letters to them separately from
the States gave in exchange the news she
had received from each of them. Henri de
Ia Goustier, so Susan wrote to Howard"
Mays, had received his captaincy and the
Cross of the Legion of Honor, and not
since 1915 had he again been wounded; his
good luck now seemed to be permanent.

Howard Mays, his cousin learned from
Susan’s pages, was still no more than a
first class private of the Legion, although

. he had been decorated ‘several times and

more than once had been raised temporarily
to a corporalcy or sergeantship. Discipline,
the discipline of the Legion, Howard Mays
fought as much as he had fought any other
thing in his violent and unregulated life.
Fighting, he had written to Susan, was
what he had come to France to do, not {o
drill or clean quarters when he was back
in a rest area.

Then, when there was no fighting to be
done, he wanted to get to Paris, be free,
to do as he wished, and take orders from
no man. In fact, he wrote her in his latest
letter from the military prison at Tours, he
was still taking orders from no man, had
beaten up, successively, two sergeants and
a corporal who had tried to hold him in
what he believed to be undue check, and
gone off to Paris, if only to be caught there
by the military police and be brought back
here, held for trial.

Henri de la Goustier got that letter re-
layed from Susan one night just as he was
bringing his company in from the lines. He
sat in a corner. of brigade headquarters
close to a candle and read it three times.
Then he tore it into pieces, held the pieces
to the candle flame, got up and sought out
his colonel, asked for leave to go to Paris,
afterwards to Tours. Striking a non-com
in the Legion, during time of war, Henri de
la Goustier knew, equally as well as How-
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ard Mays, was considered unquestlonab]y
to be mutiny.

And the findings of the court before
which Howard Mays was to be brought
in the following week could only achieve

one verdict: military execution, despite the~

prisoner’s fine battle record, his decora-
tions, his nationality and his family.

N Paris, Henri had dinner with a red-
I faced and round little man, le Papa

Joffre, once Commander in. Chief of the
French Armies, and once a lieutenant on
colonial service with another young lieu-
tenant, another Count Henri Phillipe de la
Goustier. At that dinner, the present Count
de la Goustier and the old, slow-voiced

SUSAN LEWIS

general spoke in some detail of a little
jungle engagement upon the bank of a river
in Senegal, where the Count de la Gous-
tier's father had been killed, and then, in
the same  deliberate and calm fashion,
talked also of an American private in the
Foreign Legion, now awaiting trial in the
military prison at Tours.

About him, Howard ~-Mays, his cousin
Henri de la Goustier mentioned two things:
one, the rather strictly guarded military
secret that very soon now, in a week or so,
the United States was going ‘to join the
Allies against Germany; the other, " the
prisoner’s excellent combat record. To put
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such a man, an American citizen of a really
illustrious family, between a wall and a
firing squad, no ‘matter for what reasons,
Henri pointed out, might have a rather
dampening effect upon the lately aroused
martial feeling of- the :American .nation.
Whereas, after the entrance of the United
States into the war, the man now in the
military .prison at Tours might readily be
transferred to the American Expeditionary
Force, and all his troubles be no longer in
French hands .

He rose shortly after-he had sald that,
received the polite’ and’ French salute of
affection and admiration upon both cheeks,
shook hands with the man last to see his
father alive, and went forth into Paris to
cable Susan Lewis. : Two days later, a
sealed order for the commandant pinned
inside his tunic pocket, he was admitted
to the prison at Tours, and to the cell where
Howard Mays sat.

" Howard Mays wore loose dungaree,
fatigue slacks. He rested immobile on his
plank bunk in the dim light of the cell, his
feet spread, his big bands between his
knees, and with his head back, so that
Henri de la Goustier, silently staring, could
see the faint, white line of the-scar a piece
of shell casing had made, across-his fore-
head and up into his hair line. -

-] don’t want to see you; not at all,”
Howard Mays said. Behihd him, in a cor-
ner of the cell, were stacked packages of
cigarettes and bottles of vin ordinaire,
many of them empty, some of them still
full; the men of-the Legion had not forgot-
ten -their wild American, Henri thought, no
matter what Headquarters had done.

- “If you don’t want to see me, that’s all
right,” he said to Howard Mays. He
looked over his shoulder, but the guard had
gone down the corridor, leaving the cell
door ajar. “TI'll have to tell you myself,”
he said. “ Come on out of here. I—it’s all
fixed up.” =
- “What do you mean, ‘fixed up’?”
Howard Mays said in a low harsh voice.
But then he reached behind him, for a bot-
tle of wine, and he could not control -his
hand from shaking as he reached.
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“The States have joined the Allies,” said
Henri. “You come in with us, next week;
your. country, I méan.”

OWARD MAYS was wrenching at
the bottle cork with his teeth. He
spat bits of cork across the cell. For

a minute, several minutes, he sat silent,
there against the wall. Up into the cell to
them came the sounds of the sergeant drill-
ing a squad below in the compound, the
commands dimmed by distance, and, star-
ing at each other, they both remembered
another time when they had been together
in a place where repeated sounds came
vaguely in, and where they had stared into
each other’s eyes, acutely and in that time
also consciously hating each other.

“You had no right to do that,” Howard
Mays said. His voice was steady. “None
at all. . .” But. he laughed-as he spoke,
and held the bottle out. “Excuse me, Cap-
tain; my courtesy is kind of lousy; I—
haven’t entertained any other guests here.”

Henri de la Goustier took the bottle and
lifted- it in the motion of a toasting ges-
ture. “La victoire,” he said. ' “Let’s think
of that.”

Howard Mays brought up his hand in a
kind of careless half salute. “Sure,” he
said. “Men like you will see that the
War'll be won—" He took the bottle in
his turn, neatly drank a third of it, dropped
it thudding down.. “I don’t know why I'm
drinking with you,” he said. “Except that
vou've beaten me so well. You've certainly
won, now.” :

“1 don’t understand you,” Henri said.
“All T have is your discharge from the
French Foreign Legion here, an honorable
discharge, for 2 man who has won all the

medals the army he served. had to offer. . ..

If you want, you can hop right down to
Paris tonight and see the American ambas-
sador; youll be commissioned by the
United States Army here in France, before
the first of your expeditionary force gets
over.” s

“Yes, you've .got it well arranged, all
right,” Howard Mays told him. “You've
finally squared it with me, and with my side
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of the family—all the old debts. You've
finally caught up with the Old Man, with
Grandfather, now, haven’t you, and all that
he did to your father?” :

“Don’t be the.complete fool,” Henri de
la Goustier said mildly. “That has got
nothing to do with it at all, and, if it did,
your own father was met with the same
problems and statements, in all effect, as
mine was, and lost his life for much the
same reasons.”

OWARD MAYS laughed at him, a
bit wildly. “Oh, no. Your father
was. a foreigner, a Frenchman, a man

from an old and a logical people, an old
and logical family; he might ’'ve died be-
cause he was disturbed a little bit by what
the Old Man told him, but that was only
because the Old Man, an American, and
in his time a wild nut like myself, had dis-
turbed his—your father’s logic for a short
while. But, I don’t even believe that much,
though: I believe that your father went off
and back into the French Colonial Army,
and eventually got himself killed, because
the Old Man showed him how absolutely
hollow his life had been up until that time
—yes, the Old Man made your Dad
ashamed of himself, and that’s the thing
you ‘can’t get over, right now.' That’s
Why—" 5

“ Shut up!” Henri said. ““You’re only
talking a'lot of idiotic echoes.”

“T'd like a good, solid smack at your
jaw,” Howard Mays said. “How’s that for
an echo? Why, you—pium, you. .. My
life is my own; rather, was my own,
until you came along and stuck your face
into it.”

“ Tt soon would not have been yours, or
anybody’s,” Henri said, with a suggestion
of calmness still about his words.

‘““ And whose business was that but mine?
Now, though, you can have the pleasure of
telling yourself you saved my life for me,
got me out of prison, got me out of and
into a lot of things I never wished for. . .
So you can write back to Susan and say,
in effect, ‘I finally had to save the wild
man from going before a firing squad. He
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thought everything he saw was his, to do
with as he wanted, and nobody was going
to stop him in anything, just as the Old
Man used to ‘think.’ So making yourself
out a triple-starred hero and philanthropist
to Susan, and— Why; do you think they

would ha.ve ever put-me against a wall and

actually shot me?”
“Yes, I certainly do, and within a week."”

OWARD MAYS laughed and cursed

at him softly.

I ever would have let themp” He

jerked one hand towards the cell window’s

bars. “ Without first getting out through
there, or, at least, hanging myself?”

“ You’re released from both those joys
right now,” Henri said. “I'm sorry.” He
was gettmg to his feet from the end of the
bunk where he had seated himself, straight-
ening his tunic hem, putting his stick and
gloves into one hand so that he could hold
the other out to his cousin. “Don’t hold
such thoughts as those you've just told me,
Howard,” he said. “This is no maneuver
on my part towards Susan. It’s no gesture
at all. I’m just your cousin, and you have
been and are a brave and fine soldier, and

I saw no sense, if I could help you a little,

in not doing it.”

“So?” Howard Mays was up on his
feet and close to him. “But do you think
that Susan will ever forget it, or that I
ever can forget it, this * “helping ’ of yours?”

“ You're the only one to answer that,”
Henri said. He had his hand out still.
“ Good-by, Howard. And good luck.”

Howard Mays, the rage hot and almost
blinding in him, looked at his cousin, then
past him, where the cell door was aja.r, the
door that led from here and to all the world,
and then at the guard who stood there,
knowing him, Mays and how he cus-
tomarily acted so that the guard’s hand
was upon the butt of the pistol slung at
his left side.

“ Au revoir, pium,” Howard Mays said.
“ When you've got through winning this
war, you and I can meet, and then I'll give
you my pay for this job. Get lots more
medals!”

“And do you think’
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Henri de la Goustier stared at the guard
also, and nearly dropped his stick and
gloves to the planks of the bunk so his

~hands would be'free, to form into fists, to

strike. But then, trying to smile, trying
to show that he was calm and did not show
rage and a rage that amounted almost to
hatred, he backed towards the door,
through it and out of it. There he turned,
without further word, and walked quickly
away, hearing distinctly from behind him
his cousin’s bawled and jeering laughter.

 CHAPTER V.
FOR THE LAST TIME.

USAN wore an ensemble of soft dove

gray, with the short skirts and the

small hat the 'years following right
after the War had brought into vogue. Ris-
ing from his chair and staring from his
copy of Le Temps which he had not been
reading, Henri de la, Goustier decided that
he never had seen her looking so lovely.
She held out both her unvloved hands to
him and he took them, held them tightly.

“ The same Susap,” he said.

“Only a little older than in 1910, and
1914 and ’18.. Why is it that you and I
only see each other at intervals of four or
five or six years?”

Henri shrugged at that, the only really
French gesture he allowed himself. “A
number of things,” he said, knowing, as he
ls;nd the words, that she wou]d not believe

im

“I wouldn’t want to call the thirty-sec—
ond, Count Henri Phillipe Sevran de la
Goustier a liar,” Susan said, smiling at him
a little bit. .

“Let’s go in the bar and have a drmk 25
Henri said, “ So, if you want to, you can
do it there. But, I'd like to have Susan
tell the old delinquent why Susan is in
Paris.” - .

“You'll end up by making me blush, I
guess,” Susan said. “ Because Susan’s one
real reason for being in Paris js to see the
Count de la Goustier.”

They were in the hotel bar now, and
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moving towards a corner table, and Susan
was in front of him, and in that moment he
was very grateful that she did not turn her
glance to study his face.

“ That’s awfully nice,” he said, slowly.
“ And what can I do for Susan?”

“Buy her a small glass of sherry wine,
then listen to her,” said Susan. “And I
should like a cigarette with my wine, . .”

HE sat still and silent for quite a long

S time after she had received her ciga-

rette and her wine. But then looking

up squarely at him, she said, “It’s about

Howard that I've come to see you, Henri.

You must know that, you must have sensed
it somehow.”

He said, very low, “ Yes, I did. .
is Howard now?”

“He's all right; he’s getting better, a
whole lot better than he has been. But,
you know what has happened to him?”

“No, only a little of it. As you know,
I've been here in France, ever since the
War.”

“And Howard has been everywhere.
You remember what happened when Amer-
ica went into the War; he was sent right
home to the States, to train the green
troops, and never did get back to the
Front. Of course, he didn’t look upon
that as luck.”

“ No,” said Henri, scowling down at his
glass, “and no man remotely like him
would. I—”

“You had nothing to do with that.”

“ No; naturally.”

“ But, Howard thinks differently. Some-
how he blames you, somehow he thinks
you did. 1. .-. But, no, I'll tell it all
consecutively and briefly. He was at a
wholly loose end when the Armistice was
signed. *He did any number of things. He
flew planes, and he sailed fast boats, and
he played polo, shot big game, he even
went into business for a short while, and
helped lose some of the family money.- He
was—" She stopped, gazing fully at him.

“1 know,” Henri said. His voice was
rigorously quiet, but there was a strained
and intense undernote to it and he sat

. How
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with his cane gripped strongly in his pow-
erful hands. “He was looking for fron-
tiers, for more action, more fighting, some-
thing for a man of his nature and his heri-
tage and blood to do, for something which
would suit a grandson of the Old Man, his
grandfather, and my grandfather. But
there aren’t any more frontiers to be shoved
back, and no action such as he wants, or
if there are, he didn’t find them. . . But
what is the matter now?”

Susan was twisting and turning her glass
with her graceful fingers. - It’s as I said,
a little while ago,” she said. “ He’s bet-
ter now than he was. He finally started
writing to me again, and coming to see me
again, and he hadn’t done that for several
years, not since the spring of 1917, when
he came out of the Legion and went into
the American Army and was sent on duty
at home. The Olympic matches are this
summer, of course, and he used to be an
excellent boxer, an intercollegiate cham-
pion. T've got him interested in that. He's
gone in for the tryouts, and he’s made the
team, and they’ve made him the captain of
it. In the States, they say that he’s the
best amateur middle-weight boxer in the
world.”

ENRI stared up at that from study-
H ing the head of his cane, and his
eyes suddenly had been possessed
by a dark gleam. “Is that so?” he asked.
“Yes,” Susan said. “In America, they
consider him fully capable of winning the
Olympics and becoming the amateur world
champion.”

In answer, Henri said nothing; slowly
he turned his head aside, but, watching him
closely, Susan Lewis could not help but
notice the tightening of the lines about his
mouth, his eyes and jaw. ¢ Henri,” she
said softly, and he turned, and again looked
at her.

“Iknow,” he said. “I admitit... I've
always been in love with you, and he’s al-
ways been in love with you, ever since we
were kids. And here we - are, all of us
grown, and still acting as kids. You're not,
of course—but he and I have been.”
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“1 said you'd make me blush;” Susan’

said, the color rising along her throat to
her chin and her eyes and brows.

In sharp, vibrant French, Henri de la
Goustier called himself a very stupid fool.
“T never—" he began.

“ Yes,” Susan said, “ you had to get him
out of that prison at Tours, you had to go
to Papa Joffre for clemency for him, or
‘they would have taken him out against a
wall and shot him. He knows that himself
now; he admits that.”

“ But it doesn’t do any good?”

“No, it doesn’t do any good. . . For

an instant, Susan took her eyes from his
grave and intent face and looked around
the bar, filled now with gayly laughing and
talking people gathered there for the cock-
tail hour. Then, spacing her words, pro-
nouncing them dehbel_-ately, she sald to
Henri, “ I've known you long enough and
well enough, Henri, and I'm old enough
myself now, I guess, to tell you this: Ever
since the three of us were kids together,
T've known that you and Howard were in
love with me. I can say, too, that I've been
in love with you, both of you. Truly, I've
never been able to make up my mind about
either of you, and I've never been able to
fall in love with another man. And since
the War—"
- “_We've -both shunned you,” Henri
broke in upon her. ‘I admit that to you,
right now, on my part; I've done that, al-
though I knew that I loved you, and that
you also knew it. I've just buried myself
most of the time down at the family’s old
place in Normandy and stayed there, but
not really getting anywhere, and not really
doing anything. But what is it that I can
do now?”

Susan smiled at him, lightly and shortly
let one of her hands rest upon one of his.
“You’re just about as nice as you can be,
Henri,” she said. ¢ Let me say that, first.”

“ But not nice enough,” he said. “ You
want this thing to stop, don’t you, this sort
of really hidden hatred and bad blood be-
tween cousins, the thing that’s keeping you
from choosing one of us, or even being able
to fully love him alone?”

. Olympic matches coming this summer,”

ARGOSY

“Yes, Henri,” Susan said.
fully and exactly.” :

“ All right,” Henri said. “ Tell me how
I can change it, even.vaguely suggest some
way.”

“ That’s it

USAN smiled at him, the smile tender,
wistful, and at the same time slightly
tragic. “It’s strange,” she said, “ but

almost always, I’ve been trying to restrain
you and Howard from fighting with each
other, and usually failing in it. Now, I’ve
come here to you to suggest it—that you
and he have one final fight, agreed upon
between you, two mature and honorable
men, that it is to be a final thing. And
then let it all go with that, let me after-

‘wards make my choice between you, but,

far more than that, be able to go your own
ways in the world yourselves, not embit-
tered and loaded with that old, galling
hatred.”

“ How?” Henrl de la Goustier. asked
¢ Just tell me how.”

"Susan held forth her cngarette tip to be
lit, inhaled and let the smoke go, gazed
up at its clouding for a moment. “In the
she
said. “ You’re both practically the same
weight, the same age and height, and you’ve
both been through practically the same
things. You used to be an excellent boxer
before the War, and were considered the
best amateur in' Europe; if you wanted to,
you could soon get back .into shape, make
and lead your own Olympic team. This
thing of nationalities has always been a big
issue between you and Howard, too; I
know that you’ve always persisted in be-

lieving that if it weren’t for the fact that

your Father was a Frenchman, the Old
Man would never have criticized and at-
tacked him as he did, when he came to the
Old Man about marrying your mother. In
the Olympics, you would be fighting for
yourselves, and for your countries; you
would finish it all up. And, as much as
anything else, it would give you both some-
thing to do—you, who are born fighters,

‘but now have no fighting serious or im-

portant enough to claim you. . .”
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Henri de la Goustier did not reply for
some few seconds. When he did, his eyes
had been shut and he had been softly smil-
ing, in memory, memory of old fights. “It
will square a great many things,” he said
aloud at last to Susan, It should purify
an awful lot of bad blood. . . And the man
who wins?”

Susan was blushing again, deeply and
completely this time. But she was able
finally to smile at him, and hold forth her

HENR!I DE LA GOUSTIER

hand calmly in thanks and in a compacting
of her words:

“The man who wins, and the man who
loses, they can both always come to see
me. It won’t be my fight; it will be yours,
between you two, alone.”

“ But,” Henri said, grinning as he posed
the words, “ you’ve always liked a winner,
haven't you, Susan?”

“ Yes,” Susan said in a steady voice,
“ that's so; I have.”

CHAPTER VI
“ THE WINNER!”

HEY met in the finals of the Olym-
pics, Henri de la Goustier and his
cousin, Howard Mays, for what they
both sincerely believed was to be the last
fight between them. It had been, they were
to remember afterwards, smiling a little bit-
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terly, at least for the amateur middle-
weight championship of the world. That
fight was conducted in an open-air arena,
and before a maximum crowd, many of
whom had come from all over the world to
see it.

In the history of the modern Olympic
games, anyhow, the assembled sports writ-
ers and correspondents sent out over the
cables and telegraph wires, there had never
been another fight at all equalling it in
dramatic and personal value, In their
articles, inescapably, almost, they stressed
the facts that the two men to face each
other were cousins, men of powerful and
distinguished families, grandsons of the
famous old frontier-buster and fighter in his
own glorious right, Howard Gill.

Their war records were cited, and, here
and there and more than once in the col-
umns of the more gossipy correspondents,
implications were made as to the feeling
of bad blood between the two men. And,
oddly, somehow, neither of the two prin-
cipals minded it; here, anyhow, they told
themselves, smiling sharply and remember-
ing all the other and now ancient, seem-
ingly inconsequential and certainly inde-
cisive fights, was going to be the end.

They saw each other, they talked and
laughed and dined with each other in the
weeks before the matches, and during the
earlier days while the other parts of the
games were run off. And, the night before
they fought, they dined together with Susan
Lewis. It was really a gay dinner party;
the old, underlying restraint which always
had been upon them when the three of
them had been together in the past was
gone now, lifted, transferred to the morrow
by these men who had faced action 'so much
in their lives, were aware now that they
already had done everything to prepare

* themselves for what was to come.

“Y TS been like living in a show-case, for
you two,” Susan Lewis said finally to-
wards the close of the simple dinner.

“And I feel somehow responsible for it,

in part, anyway. But you’ve always fought,

haven’t you?”
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They . smiled at her, and at each other,
“lean, tanned, physically keyed and vibrant,
once more sensing and anticipating all the
wild and magnificent thrill of battle.

“ Yes,” said Howard Mays, “ we always
have. But it’s you who’ve had the good
sense to see that we finish it off, this way.
1f this isn’t the end, nothing will be.”

Through the soft luminosity of the can-
dle light upon the table, Susan Lewis gave
her’ glance to him, then to Henri de la
Goustier. Suddenly, inexplicably, through
the gayety she had summoned up for them
here tonight, a sensation of doubt, of in-
security and fear stabbed through. Their
hatred for each other was the most domi-
nant thing in each of these men’s lives; it
was the one great and somehow awful
heritage they had got from their fathers.
No fight, the dark premonition warned her,
could ever settle this thing between them.
Death, she thought, perhaps alone could do
that.

And even her love, her .love for one of
them or both of them, could do nothing,
essentially meant nothing in the face of it.
Yet they must. go on, go out there tomor-
row, and once more attempt it anyhow, re-
turning again to the primeval, the terrible
and the savage, and thus trying to rid thém-
selves of something that so.far had seemed
to run flaming and forever through their
blood and the dark, rear chambers of their
brains.. To them, she said: .

“I'm going back to the hotel now. I'm
going to bed. This thing seems to have
strung me up much more than it has you

two, But,” and she summoned a smile for .

them now, “ I'll be seeing you, tomorrow,
both of you. .. No,.don’t come with me;
1. prefer to go home alone, I—" her low
voice nearly broke for an instant—“ I wish
you all the luck I have. Good night.”

They stood and bowed and said good
night to her, standing almost shoulder to
shoulder, then sat again.

_“Well,” Howard Mays .said, - his gaze
fierce and unmasked in the' candle light,
“ we’ve been right in one thing in our lives,
anyway; we’ve both picked her to love.”

“ And this ends it?” Henri said.
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‘“ This ends it, yes,” Howard Mays said.
“Tt should—it’s all too old and, in some
funny way, stupid, now.”

“And the man who wins tomorrow?”
Henri went on..

“ The man_ who wins it,” saxd his cousin
rapidly and fiercely, ‘“goes to Susan—
alone. The other is through. He goes his
own way. But he doesn’t come back. Not
to Susan.” -

“ No,” Henri- de la Goustier said, the
cords of his throat standing out, his lips
drawn a little back, ¢ the other man, who
loses, doesn’t go back to Susan. The man
who wins goes to her. . . I wish you luck
tomorrow, Howard. :Toute la-chonce.”

“ The same,” his cousin said. “ All the
luck to you.” They stood lithely, quickly
upright, wide on .their feet, eyeing each
other as they always and instinctively. had
done. : : ;

Then Howard Mays held forth his
hand and his cousin took it, grasped it.

“ Tomorrow,” Henri de la Goustier said.

“That’s right,” Howard Mays said.
“ Tomorrow.” i

T was in the middle of the second round
when the gray and huge storm cloud
which had been upon the horizon almost

since noon started to come down, low,
growing instantly heavier and darker, tak-
ing away all bright light, seeming to lower
right above -the huge crowd packed into
the arena and over the heads of the two
men in the ring.

But to them it did not exist. They saw
nothing but each other. . Their.world be-
gan, concentrated and ended within the
narrow confines. of the roped and can-
vassed ring where they stood together and.
alone and fought. . Howard Mays had won
the first round; no one could doubt that,
not even the man who fought against him.
From the opening- gong, .he had gone in
after the other man, boring with shocking,
shrewd body blows, slashing at the face and’
the jaw, swift in his every motion and
blow, sure, terrible in the certainty and
speed of his attack, never allowing the
other man a moment in which to catch him
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unprotected or find a split second for the
starting of a counter-attack of his own.

It was the same in the second round; he
led, forcing continuously, driving with long
rights and lefts, whirling out of the brief
clinches only to return to. the attack again,
catching his opponent with body jabs and
counters which brought great red and blue
welts from the skin, his own body and face
yet untouched.

But, as the first spatter of rain slapped
down on his bare shoulder, he looked in-
voluntarily up, and Henri de la Goustier hit
him then, hooked him with a crossed right
to the jaw, set him back on his heels, tore
in now in his turn, flailing with quick and
stinging, chopping blows, holding the lead,
fiercely, coolly keeping it.

He drove Mays into the ropes. He kept
him there until the other man clinched and
the referee tapped them on the shoulders
to break.

Then he only let him come off in a
barrage of blows which brought him up-
right, out of his loose style of fighting
stance, shocked time and again by body and
head blows he now could not counter or
find the speed and accuracy to duplicate.

The great gray cloud had broken right
overhead; rain split down at them in jump-
ing, dousing gray sheets. A vast, groaning,
cursing kind of chorus went up from the
crowd. The referee stared over at the time-
keeper, at the other officials just outside
the ring. He could hardly see them; the
opacity of the rain was between them and
him. It was even difficult for him to see
the forms of the two fighting, straining men.
He turned on the already pooled and soak-
ing canvas to watch them more closely,
knowing that nothing would stop them now
and that this fight was to end very briefly
and completely.

OWARD MAYS had gone to one
knee, driven there by a shuddering
right hook to the jaw. - But he was

coming up, was up, swinging in, wide-open,
risking everything in the one series of blows
he ripped out from his crouching position.
Squarely planted, fighting just as openly
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and desperately now, Henri stood to meet
him, came in after him.

The impact of wet, packed leather
against flesh was so swift as to make a
ripped, blurred, continuous sound. -Then
one of Mays’s long, hooking rights caught
the other man’s jaw, spun him, sprawled
him, and he went down, to his knees and
elbows, waited until the count of seven,
then came up, grinning, bloody-mouthed,
but clear-eyed yet, strong and deadly.

Howard Mays rushed him, at once,
struck twice for the jaw. A flurry of coun-
tering blows met him, jarred his body and
head, swung him, flung him down as he
pulled his head into safety against his
shoulder from one of them.

He was on one knee, waiting, watching,
then started up, off the canvas, moved his
body as though he were going to lift that
knee, come instantly back into a fighting
position,

And Henri de la Goustier was off the
ropes at the other side of the ring and at
him so swiftly that to the crowd the move-
ment of his body was nothing but a dim,
white flashing through the dull rain screens.
The referee was close, right behind and
slightly at an angle from Henri de la
Goustier, and not four feet from where
Howard Mays crouched. He distinctly saw
Howard Mays start to come upright, off his
knee; then slip and go back, and in that
instant be struck slamming, smashing on
the jaw.

Howard Mays -went backwards out of
the ring, through and over the ropes in a
kind of parabolic dive. He landed among
the typewriters and telegraph keys of the
plank tables arranged for the newspaper
men. He stayed there, stayed there until
some four or five minutes later, when they
had revived him sufficiently so that he
could go back into the ring, and after the
referee had talked with the other ring offi
cials.

When -he came back into the ring,
Henri de la Goustier was standing in his
own corner, his arms out on the ropes, his
head - forward, his face an absolute, ash
white, his eyes dully staring;
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The referee stood clear and lifted his
voice through the rain. It was the decision
of the judges, he said in strong, sharp
words, that Howard Mays of the United
States of America be declared the winner
on a foul. He turned, and started to lift
Howard Mays’s hand, and the crowd rose
and roared at him until at last he silenced
them, reiterated the judges’ decision once
again, added, to the shouts and comments
of the newspapermen, that Howard Mays
had been knocked out by his opponent,
had been struck while still on one knee.

YENRI had his gloves off by then, had
ripped ‘them. Slowly, still a little
dazedly, he walked across the ring

to where the referee stood with Howard and
the American’s seconds and coach.. He held
his stiff, taped hand out to his cousin.
“I’'m sorry,” he said in a low voice from
which he held all emotion and vibrancy.

“ I'm sorry that it happened this way. But

you won. And that’s all, I guess. Con-
gratulations.” He turned, pushing quietly
past those who tried to stop him, crawled
through the ropes, found his dressing robe
there and went from the ring.

But Susan Lewis was there at the door
of his dressing room under the immense
concrete arena when he came there, and she
waited until he had sent away the men
who followed him before she spoke. “I
don’t understand,” she said. ““ I—just don’t
understand.”

His mouth where the rain washed the
blood thinly now, formed for her in a smile.
“Tt’s a technicality,” he said. “ A technical
decision, due to what has been called 2 foul
blow. Howard was on his knee when I
struck him.” He reached forth his taped
hands and took Susan Lewis by the shoul-
ders, pulled her quite close to him in the
rain. “T wish you all the luck, Susan. All
the Tuck in the world. It should be a most
successful and amusing life.”

He stood back. He bowed to her.. Be-
fore she could speak, before she could réach
out her hand to grasp and hold him, he was
gone, and she stood solitary there in the
rain, weeping, not only because Henri de la
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Goustier had lost, but because Howard
Mays had won, like this.

CHAPTER VIL
HOWARD’S PLAN.

USAN LEWIS did not see Henri de la

‘Goustier after that day. Not even

Howard Mays, who sought for him
everywhere as soon as he got to his dressing
room and could change into street clothing,
could find him. His coach of the Olympic
boxing team sought for him also, and the
newspapermen, indefatigably, for weeks.
But his disappearance was and- remained
complete, of him there was no trace.

Despite those factors, though, and de-
spite any willingness on ‘Howard Mays'’s
part to comment upon the fight, the way
it had ended and the judges’ decision mak-
ing him the winner, the néwspapers con-
tinued articles about him and his cousin
for many weeks, and for months tte Sun-
day sports pages were filled with the opin-
ions and discussions of writers and specta-
tors as to just what had happened, and,
more often, what the decision should have
been.

Susan read some of those articles for a
time, then gave it up. She tried to think
of something else, anything else, and tried
to make Howard Mays withdraw himself
from it. That, though, she found, was an
impossible thing to perform; the memory
of that fight and how it had ended seemed
to be always in Howard Mays’s mind, all
but obsessed him. :

“You must stop it, Howard,” she told
him one night. - He had come for dinner at
her home in the East Sixties, theri taken
her to New York’s newest and noisiest night
club, but had not laughed yet, had hardly
spoken a half dozen sentences to her, and
only then to ask her if she wished to dance.
“That’s all talk, idle and silly. You re-
member, don’t you, the promise you and
Henri made, the night before the fight—
that it was to be the end, forever?”

" He looked across the table at her and he
tried to smile at her. Then he said, “ Not
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Not that kind of end, Susan,

”»

that way.
anyhow . .

“You couldn’t help that,” Susan said.
“ You slipped, and that’s all there was to
it, and you were on your knee when Henri
hit you, and you won. All this, of course,
T've told you times without count before.”

Howard Mays seemed to be watching the
dancers and the pounding, grimacing or-
chestra; Susan Lewis knew that, in his
mind, he was sceing again that ring in the
rain, and the blow-blotched body of the
man who at least had kept his share of the
promise and had never come to see Susan
again. . ;

“Look here,” he said. His hand went
forth and took her wrist. * Henri’s always
beaten me, and he’s beaten me now, al-
though—” he tried to smile at her—“ I'm
here with you, and he isn’t—"" He stopped
and lit a cigarette, took two drags from it,
then crushed and twisted it out.

! OU see,” he told her, staring con-
stantly and white-faced now, “ I'm
not just certain what happened

there, that is as fas as myself went. Because

1 thought it was going to be the end, finally,

and T hoped that it would be. But there

were so many old memories; that’s always
been his trouble, and mine, that we never
could forget, even from the time when we

were kids. . .

“ There, in that ring, as the first of the
rain came down and I unconsciously stared
up at it, and he hit me—fairly enough, of
course—] remembered the time he and I
first fouoht, in the old stable at home. And
how finally he didn’t fight my way, and
clawed and pulled hair, gave me la savate
and booted me smack into the oats barrel.
Then I remembered how he came to see
me in Tours, in the prison, about two or
three days before they all thought they
were going to take me out and shoot me . . .
And I told myself that he’d won again
there, in his own way. So I went out and
after him, more than ever, to try to whip
him, in my fashion.”

Howard Mays smiled. It was a grimace
of dislike and bitter self hatred. He
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stretched out his big hands over the table
and looked at them. T hit hiin with both
of these, with all they had, and all I had.
Still, T couldn’t beat him. He took it, and
came in after me, his fashion, and my
fashion.

“ Then T slipped, and went down; really
slipped. And he came at me, thinking I
was up again. And—" his eyes were fully
met with Susan’s staring eyes— “ what I
can’t decide even in this moment is just
what did happen. I mean, whether I
slipped again, involuntarily, when I tried to
get up, or, somewhere in the back of my
brain, told myself to make the motion of
rising, of coming clear from the canvas,
and then purposefully staying down, so that
he would foul me, and I would win.” He
lifted his head up and this time he dil
laugh. “ Now you know,” he said. “ There
it all is.”

“I don’t believe you,” Susan said.
“And, even if I did, I don’t see how it
would make any difference. It doesn’t, at
least, to me. You aren’t even certain your-
self, that you purposefully allowed yourself
to stay down.”

1t matters to me,” Howard Mays said.

“ And nothing else does. Because I know
that Henri has doubts about what I did; I
think that he at least partly believes 1
didn’t really win—and have no right here
beside you now. That’s why. . .” He
broke off and shrugged one wide shoulder.

USAN gravely smiled. “ Don’t worry
about that; I understand. I'm young
enough yet, plenty, not to worry about

marriage, and if you can’t decide pretty
soon, or if I can’t decide about you—you
acting and feeling this way, why there are
a number of others. So, let’s talk and think
of something else.”

“T can’t,” Howard Mays said hoarsely.
“Not for one moment. Not until I've
found him and seen what he really does
think about it. He’s been gone almost a
year now, and no one has heard from him,
or anything about him. I don’t think he's
dead, though, and I do think I can find him.
If T don’t, at least I know of a place now
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where I can make another try at finding

myself. . . Shucks!” He held his hand so
strongly against the table edge that his
knuckle joints: showed white through the
browned skin. “I'm even beginning to
doubt my own courage, or that I ever really
had any, and gettmg to belleve that I am a
coward.”

“You just want to ﬁght again,” Susan
Lewis said.

“T’ll always want to fight.”

“Yes, I believe’ you will. That’s in-
stinctive in your nature and in Henri’s na-
ture. The greatest tragedy in both your
and his life has been the fact that there
has not been enough actual, serious fighting
to fully:occupy you. The world, since the
War, has become too civilized for you. You
should have lived in the Old Man’s, your
grandfather’s time; he had the country, and
the opportunity for big scale fighting, and
all he wanted of it.”

“I've just found a place where I think I
can get some,” Howard Mays said. “ That’s

one big reason why I've talked to you this

way tonight; this other thing can’t go on—
me sitting around and chewing my finger-
nails and bedeviling you, when I'm the only
one to settle my problem, and there s only
one way.” .

“ Can you tell me,” Susan said,
tle bit about that way?”

“No.” He was able to smile again.
“ Not until it’s over; not until T’ve found
Henri, or found out for myself. Then T'll

‘a lit-

—come right back, or send that cousin of -

mine back.”

“ All right,” Susan said. She was gath-
ering up her bag and-gloves and cloak.
“ You can take me home now then. There’ s
somébody I want to talk to, right away; I
can’t always be going about with you two
men, as a klnd of absent treatment camp-
follower

Howard Mays had come to his feet, stood
right over her now and staring down into
her eyes. “ Not somebody,” he said, “ that
you might think you could fall in love
with? Because Henri, if not I—”

“No, silly!” Susan said. She took one
of his hands and squeezed it tightly. “It’s
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nothing but about a job, a real job. I'm
just sick of sitting around, on the sidelines.
A little action- weuld do me good, myself.”
Howard Mays’s eyes lighted and
widened. “I'd like to.see you in some real
action some time,” he. said. -
“Don’t be too surprised,” Susan told
him softly, “if you do, then. Now, though,
take me home; that’s where I .start, . .”

CHAPTER VIIL

THE DESERT.

"MHE way of the meeting again be-
! tween Howard Mays and his cousin,

Henri de la Goustier, was as strange.
as most things had been in their lives. But,
oddly, neither of them was greatly sur-

" BARON VON GRAEMER

prised when it arrived. For, always, Henri
had believed since he had come South to
the French Camel Corps and the Saharan
desert, that he would meet his cousin once
more here if for no other reason than that
this vast, yet half-unexplored and unknown
region of sun and sand, the place the native
Berbers-and Touaregs called the “ Land of
the Sword,” was the last real arena of con-
stant ﬂghtmg in the world. Here, a man
made and kept his own frontxers and his
life was an urceasing struggle
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Also, beyond all efse, Henri still consid-
ered his cousin to be a real fighting man,
one who would seek the thrill and surge of
combat and unbridled existence until the
day he met death. And the man who in-
formed Henri that his cousin was in the
Land of the Sword, fully and unmistakably
identified his presence there to him, used
just those words. “He is a real fighting
man, Sidi. Perhaps—” the narrator, a huge
Senegalese who had been a sergeant of
tirailleurs in France, paused— * perhaps
even as fine a fighting man as yourself.”

Sitting in the cool shadows of his quar-
ters, stretched out wide-legged in a low
chair while an Arab slave boy slowly pulled
the big punkah matting creaking to and fro
over his head, Henri de la Goustier laughed.
“ You mean that as high praise, then, hey,
Bakna?” he asked in French.

Bakna sat cross-legged on the hard-
packed dirt floor. He wore only a cheap
cotton Araba gandoura and that was torn
and made ragged by weeks of desert fight-
ing and marching. But, around his throat
on a leather thong and held in a little case
of antelope hide like an amulet against his
massive chest, was his French War Cross
which he had won while serving in Henri
de la Goustier’s company of riflemen on
the Western Front. “ I've seen them, Sidi,”
he said calmly, “ I've seen them all. And
he is at least among the best.”

“ So,” Henri answered in the slow, con-
templative fashion the desert man affected.
For a moment he rose and moved to the
door, looked out across the sun-gleaming
sand of the parade ground at the low,
square buttresses of Fort Polignac, one of
France’s southernmost and most isolated
posts in the desert, on the borders of the
strange and always dangerous Touareg area
of the Ahaggar and only a couple of hun-
dred kilometers from the vague frontier of
Italian Tripolitania.

A few camelmen and beasts, members of
his squadron of the Camel Corps and the
ones who had brought in Bakna, the ex-
sergeant of tiraillewrs, found him in the
desert far to the west and-saved him from
a slow death from thirst, were still in the
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fierce sunlight, the drivers under the care
of a non-com unloading and tending to the
tired and galled animals.

“ Where did you meet him, Bakna?"” he
asked quietly. “Out there in the Westem
bled?”

“ Yes, Sidi” Bakna took the cigarette
he had just been given by his old captain
and rolled it in his fingers, looking up at
the other man. “ There in the bled . . .”
He drew back his thick lips and smiled,
showing his teeth, filed to points in his
tribal fashion, his eyes steady in scrutiny.
Henri de 1a Goustier was dressed in the
simple style and uniform of the Camel
Corps. He wore a short white jacket un-
derneath which was the vest of red and gold
buttons, and the wide, loose native trousers,
and upon his feet the wide native nayels,
broad soles made of the neck hide of the
antelope. His only European article of
clothing and the only sign of his rank beside
the quality of his garments themselves was
the azure-banded kepi with its gilt emblem
of the Moslem crescent which he had put
upon his head when he had risen from his
chair. In his slow, exact scrutiny, it was
not hard for the old Senegalese to see this
man’s cousin as he had last glimpsed him,
dressed also in the loose, easy garments of
the desert fighting man. “1T am sure of it
now, Sidi,”” Bakna said; “ having the honor
to see you again.”

ENRI tumned from the doorway and
came back into the room, sat down
in his chair and stretched out, as

though fully at his ease. “ What is he do-
ing there in the bled, my cousin?” he asked,
watching Bakna’s lined, dark face with a
sidewise glance. g

The old Senegalese, who had seen wars
all his life, lifted up and out his hand, made
a symbolic and quick gesture with it. ¢ He
is a warrior,” he said. “ Leading warriors.
More than that .

“ Go on,” said Henn he was sitting up
and forward in his chau' ;

“Sidi, 1T cannot,” Bakna said. “ That
man, your cousin, saved my life. If it had
not been for him, I would not be here.”
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From his short jacket, Henri took out
his cigarette case of gazelle leather, prof-
fered it to Bakna, then lit the two ciga-
rettes. In the eddying of the air from the
punkah motions, the smoke rose and fell in
waves. Through the silence the two men
allowed to be maintained between them,
they now could bear the far cries of camels,
the thirsty, exhausted ones with whom
Bakna had just come in from the desert,
being led to water and pasture. Then Henri
spoke. “ You know what I do here, Bakna,
vou know my purpose?”’

“Yes, Sidi”” Bakna lifted his eyes to
look squarely at him. “ You are bringing
peace to the desert, where there was never
peace before.”

“It is good you know that. Because
few men do.”

“ Man cannot go on killing his brother
forever,” Bakna said. He spoke slowly, re-
membering all the far and foreign countries
he had seen since he first had left his own
jungle river in Senegal, calling back mem-
ories of France during the Great War, and
Germany right afterwards, where he and
his comrades of the Senegalese rifle com-
panies had served in the French forces of
occupation. “ The world has got too small,”
he admitted, “ for men to go on like that,
The old ways cannot last, even here.”

“ You will answer me one question, then,
Bakna?”

The old black man stirred a little, un-
easily, in his cross-legged position, and
blinked his eyes, as though the unaccus-
tomed cigarette smoke bothered them.
“ Ope alone, Sidi; yes.”

“ Then the name of this cousin of mine,
his name here in the desert, among all the
tribes, is El1 Mafoud; is it not? That is
how he is called?”

“ Yes, Sidi,” Bakna had let a long mo-
ment of silence fall in before he spoke.
“ That is s0.”

“T know of that man then,” Henri said
in calmness. “He is the white man who
has grown almost legendary in the bled, the
white man whom even the Touareg and the
Reguibat fear. And the karke, the big war
party he leads, is compesed nearly entirely
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of white men—renegades like himself.” He
paused and looked at Bakna, but the Sene-
galese did not answer him, sat in stolid and
perfect silence.

ENRI smiled dightly at him. “We

both know these things,” he said.

“Y will just say them aloud to you
so that no man will ever be able to tell you
that you told them to me. . . The man
called El Mafoud, my cousin, joined the
Tercio Extramjero, the Spanish Foreign
Legion, about three years ago. About two
years ago, after the change in Spain from
monarchy to the republic, and the practical
collapse of all of Spain’s colonial African
forces, he deserted from the Tercio. That
is, he left, without finishing out his pre-
scribed enlistment period.

“ But he did not leave Africa. And since
then he has constantly sought and found
the fighting be did not get in the Spanish
Legion. He organized this karke of his.
He formed it of renegades, deserters from
the French Legion and the Spanish, a few
picked Berbers, mountain men from the
Tafilet region who had fought with Abd el
Krim against the French, Reguibats who
knew all the desert trails between the Atlas
Mountains in Morocco to the Congo.

“ He armed those men and led them; he
does to this day. He has made the whole
central Sahara region his territory of opera-
tions. So far, though, he has only special-
ized in ome sort of job: he has raided the
rezzou, the war caravans who come down
from the North, from the Tafilet and Al-
geria to raid slaves in the Congo and even
in Senegal and Gambia, then run those
slaves north, sell them on the Mediterra-
nean coast to the buyers who in their turn
ship them and sell them in the big slave
markets in Arabia. The man known as El
Mafoud has made his fame, and his quite
considerable fortune, raiding those rezzou,
then selling those slaves back to their own
tribes—for a good price, and thus buying
more rifles and machine-guns and faster
camels, making himself a bigger power in
the desert every day. . .”

Henri stopped and stared into a corner,
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where his beautiful camel saddle rested,
made of red leather with a flexible cross
pommel, the date when it was made and
the name of the maker inscribed upon it in
black Arabic characters. Above it, on the
mat-covered wall, close at hand, hung his
Ross .30-.30 rifle, banded in silver in the
native style, and with a telescopic sights
attachment, his binoculars and his auto-
matic, all his field equipment.

Y AST year, at Geneva,” he went on to
Bakna, “ the League of Nations con-
vention declared the slave trade to

be bigger than it has been in a hundred
years. We here have received orders to do
all we can to stop it, as has every post from
the Niger to the Mediterranean. I tell you
also now that we have just as pressing
orders to stop the activities of this man
known as El Mafoud; more, to capture
him and all his korka.

“They are by far the best equipped,
armed and led independent force in the
desert. Their work—" he smiled a little
bit, bleakly— “ of raiding the slave-raiders
and returning the prisoners for a price back
to their own tribes, is not really a bad one;
any man should be willing to pay a price
for the safe return of his brother or neigh-
bor from perpetual slavery. But this karka
of El Mafoud must be stopped; it is
composed nearly entirely of men whom two
European governments seek as renegades,
and it is the greatest potential if not actual
séurce of bloodshed and disorder in the
Sahara. .. You understand me, Bakna?”

T understand you fully, Sidi.” =

« That is good. . . Because the patrol of
my men, who found you, were out seeking
contact with the karka of El Mafoud when
they picked you up.” And you, in your
turn, had been caught in Senegal with a
lot of your tribe by the Arab slave-raiders.
But, you had the courage and the wits to
break loose from your chains and grab a
water guerba, and sneak off in the night—
and venture death from thirst in the desert
before you got here or to Fort Flatters at
Temassinin. My patrol found you, if they
did not find El Mafoud, and that in itself
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is luck. Because you have seen E! Mafoud,
down in the Senegal, when he has come to
barter back men taken from the tribes in
other raids, and you know of him, know
his ways.” :

“I have answered your one question,
Sidi.”

ENRI made a sharp motion with one

hand. “ That is not enough, Bakna.

You know, you have heard, at

least vaguely, of all we are trying to do here

in Africa. You know of the great railway

which has already been mapped out, from

Colomb Bechar on the Southern border of

Morocco right down to the Congo. You
know what that will do for all of Africa.

“You have also been in Europe; you
have seen France and Germany. You know
that those countries must expand, must get
out from Europe, send their young, strong
people forth as colonists, to new homes and
new jobs they cannot get in Europe, or else
there will be war, and always war. That
railway from Colomb Bechar will be the
first step; it will draw all of Northern and
Central French Africa together, make it
one. But, that is not possible as long as
men like El Mafoud and his fighters ride
the desert, raiding and killing where they
please.”

Bakna had got to his feet. - He stood
frowning and balancing from one foot to
the other, looking down briefly at his
ankles, where the slave chains had galled
marks he would wear all the rest of his life.

“ Sidi,” he said at last, “a man is a man
and a warrior is a warrior. You know me.
. . You, you and I,” his fingers rose up
momentarily and touched the little sweat-
stained leathern case holding his treasured
War Cross, “ we have fought side by side:
I will fight with you now; I will go with
you anywhere, and do anything that you
command me, because you are a real Sidi,
and I once served as your sergeant of com-
pany. Or you can put me er prison over
there in the fort, in one of those little
rooms where there is no sunlight and only
a little air, and bars on the windows and
doors, but 1 cannot tell you any more than
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I have told you now. Because that man,
your cousin, is.a real warrior and a real
Sidi, also.” .

In his chair,” Henri sat straight and
smiled at him. “You, too, are a warrior,”
he said. ~ “ Perhaps—I'm not certain—it
will be better this way.”- He got from the
chair and crossed the room, went to a foot-
locker against the.far wall, opened it and
took from it a bottle-of brandy. He pulled
the cork with. his teeth, held it out.
“ Drink,” he said. " “ Forget all the pre-
cepts of Mahomet about alcohol and take

a good, big swig. You’re alive, and if those:

men of mine hadn’t found you, the vultures
and the jackals would have had you in an-
other ten hours.”

“ Luck, Sidi,” Bakna saxd holdmg up the
bottle. “1 hope that you two, you and
that one, El Mafoud, may meet, and soon.
But not sword to sword, but- as friends, as
cousins.” ;

“ Insalleh,” Henri de la Goustier said,
using the Mohammedan expression. “ Let
the luck- tell that.. .”: -

HE desert night had come down,

I black, sharp and cool, and Bakna

slept in-a‘corner, his knees drawn up
under him, when Henri - straightened up
from the chair where he. had. been sitting
and smoking an endless chain of cigarettes.
Fifty yards away, he had been able to rec-
ognize the slapping of his orderly’s bare,
flat feet over the dry earth of .the parade
ground. - -

The orderly, an old man of the Chaamba
tribe whose rheumatism and wounds kept
him from the desert patrols any more,
saluted silently and held out- the yellow
official radiogram. -

“ Wait!” Henri commanded hlm his
voice not quite calm. He took out his
lighter and flicked it on; stretched the mes-
sage flat so he could read in the lighter’s
blue-yellow flame.

It was from the North, from Head-
quarters: “ Urgent Priority—T O "2811
KY—Harka El Mafoud Reported Sixty
Rifles Leaving Djouf Direction Tripolita-
nian Border Fourth June Stop Private
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Plane from Marrakesh Reported Trouble
Taoudeni Stop Now On Way To Flatters
Stop Situation In Your Hands Report Size
Mobile Operative Forces At Once.”

At his side, the old orderly started and
nearly Jumped back; in the three years he
had served with him, he had never heard
the captain’ whistle. Henri de la Goustier
laughed at' him, reaching in: through the
door. for-his kepi and burnous, for the night
was cold. “Tell Sergeant Izeil to report
to-me at once at the radio room. Then
have my two camels brought right here,. in
front of my quarters Vite! Let’s see you
run!”

His ‘own pace:across the parade ground
towards the-main gate of the fort and the
little, one story radio building was a -very
swift walk, but bow-legged and bald-headed
old Tzeil, his senior sergeant, was there be-
fore hxm i

“1t is business, Szdz?" he asked, unable

" to stop from grinning.

*“ Business,” Henri told him. “ With El
Mafoud. How many of the best camels
are out at pasture; not more than forty”’

“ Just forty, Sidi.”

“ All right; we'll ride them out tonight;
two platoon‘s. ‘T'll let you pick the men.
But I want two men ‘as guides who know
the Iguidi country and the region between
there and the Djouf better than they know
their own mothers. I’ll be there to inspect
the- camels as soon ‘as you bring them in;
ten pack beasts and the two Vickers guns;
with a ‘thousand rounds. Issue out two
hundred rounds of rifle ammunition to each
man, and bring along.half a case of gren-
ades and two rocket pistols. This man
thinks he’s a real desert fighter, Izeil.”

- “ The Sidi will let me say,” Izeil asked in
a soft voice, “that a lot of men have
thought that?” :

Henri shook his head, unsmiling.
man is,” he said. “1T have very good rea-
son to know it. . . Tell Sergeant Aghdar I'll
be with him to ration out the supplies, as
soon as I'm through here. Understood?” -

“ Understood, Sidi!” ;

“ Good!”” - He' snapped back the ser-
geant’s flaring salute and went on, through

“ This
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the broad cube of light from the radio room
door. :

CHAPTER IX.

OUT OF THE SKY.

HE forty mekara, the long necked

and legged, fleet riding camels, rested

prone upon their front knees in a per-
fect alignment, the ten laden pack animals
behind them in a solid group. Beside each
beast, tall and oddly imposing in their long
white military burnouses, their red ammu-
nition bandoleers strapped flatly across
their chest, their Lebel carbines slung from
their shoulders, the keen, nervously rigid
Chaamba troopers stood at attention facing
Henri de la Goustier.

His orderly held his own graceful, white
female Ahaggar camel behind him at the
kneeling position, one hand tightly upon
the braided headstall, the captain's Ross
rifle in the saddle boot, the red saddle,
famous already in the Corps, cinched
tightly in place.

Henri was dressed almost identically as
his men, in the long, loose, white military
burnous, and with the chesk, the long, soft
cloth which served as both veil and head
cloth against the desert sun and sandy
wind, wrapped around his head, bare-footed
except for the broad-soled nayels, but with
his Ruby automatic slung at his right hip,
his high-power binoculars around his neck.
He had just finished speaking to the men,
telling them of their purpose and of his
ambition, his personal hope, to meet, and
to fight with and to conquer the man known
as El Mafoud and the most dreaded raider
in the Great Desert. Speaking, he had
briefly eyed one man at the end of the line,
old Bakna, the Senegalese ex-sergeant of
tirailleurs, now dressed in Chaamba robes
and standing stifly before a Corps camel,
his ckesk pulled high over his face as yet
to hide his features from the surprised gaze
of the other meharistes.

“You have heard me,” Henri de la
Goustier told them. * You—I have waited
a long time for this. Now, it seems that
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El Mafoud is coming right to us, to have
it ont, settle it with us, if we will not settle
it with him. That is all. Now, we will—”

The sound was so loud and sudden that
the kneeling camels started and whinnied,
struggling against the head-ropes, trying to
break loose and away in their fright. Star-
ing up, all of them saw the plane when it
was no more than a hundred feet above the
wild parade ground, rolling in a wing bank
before its pilot brought it into the wind for
its landing slant. Its cabin was lighted;
Henri could see into it, as, after the pilot
had put the neat little monoplane down in
an excellent three-point landing on 2 field
fringed with struggling camels and camel-
eers, the machine rolled up to stop right in
front of him.

The door opened in the fuselage side and
the one bther occupant got out from beside
the pilot, jumped nimbly down despite the
clumsiness of the big flying suit and the
strapped parachute. But even before the
goggles and the helmet were ripped off,
Henri, with a slow but violently deep kind
of rage he did not then yet fully under-
stand, had recognized Susan Lewis.

“Y LOVE the trousers, Henri,” she said.

I “ But I hoped you'd be wearing boots,

soft red boots, with gold embroidery

on them, the kind the caids and sheikhs

wear in Marrakesh. I am, though, awfully
glad to see you. . .”

“T might send for a pair of the boots,”
he told her after he had taken both her
hands. But he was looking past her, at the
man who was expertly making the plane
fast, securing it with lanyards and stakes,
cutting off the motor and the cabin and
sidelights. Then, to her, “ This is one of
the last places I expected to see you.”

She stoed gazing fully up at him, brown-
faced from her weeks of the African sun
and wind, slim and lovely, more lovely than
ever. “I could,” she said very softly to
him, “ say that that is why you came here.
But, truly, that is not my reason. Now,
let me present to you the Baron Von
Graemer.”

The Baron Von Graemer was a small
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man, broad-shouldered and powerful, with
a jagged scar line that ran down all one
side of his face and a monocle which he
put in place as soon as he took his flying
goggles off. He bowed to Henri and gave
him a strong, hard hand. “1I am sorry to
so bother you, Captain,” he said in clear
English. “ But my colleague, Miss Lewis,
here, insisted that we land here, and land
tonight.”

“ The Baron,” Susan Lewis said rapidly,
“is a scientist. He is interested in ancient
civilizations, and has been attached to the
Royal Museum at Cairo for years. I am
associated with him in that work; I have
been working for several of the museums
in the States—practically ever since I saw
you last. We are here not to bother the
French Colonial government or the Camel
Corps and its captains, but ‘to look over
those old rock carvings and paintings that
Professors Reygasse and Gautier found last
year, south of here. You remember their
being here, Henri?”

“T was here; yes,” Henri said. “ But I
thought they got all there was to be had.”

The Baron Von Graemer smiled at Susan
Lewis, and she smiled back at him. “ We

hope not, Captain,” he said. “ That is far’

from here, where they found those things?”

“ Not actually far,” Henri said in a low,
harsh voice. ‘ Really only about fifty
miles from here. But, it is right out in the
bled, in wild desert country. Not a place
for any Europsans, especially a European
woman, to spend any time unguarded. This
region is really unsettled, or—” his smile
was bleak and quick—* we wouldn’t be
stationed here. But I imagine you have
permission from Paris?”

“T will show you my papers and letters
immediately, Captain,” Von Graemer told
him. “ But, you are in a hurry?”

“Not that much,” Henri said slowly.
“ Show me your papers, if you please, and
then I will see what I can do about giving
you quarters. I am going,” he was looking
fully at Susan, now, “ out on patrol, and
shall probably be gone for several days, so
you may occupy my personal quarters,
right behind here. As for you, Baron, I’ll
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see what one of my lieutenants can do for
you, in the post. You will excuse me, while
I examine these papers?”

The Baron Von Graemer and his gear
had been installed in the small room of a
rather grouchy and still half sleepy young
lieutenant of the squadron, and Henri de
la Goustier had seen that he had cigarettes,
liquor and drinking water, before he crossed
the parade ground again and rapped upon
the door of his own quarters. Susan Lewis
opened it to him at once.

HE had washed and changed while he
had been occupied at the post, wore
wide-trousered pajamas now and a pat-

terned blue silk dressing gown which in the
lamp light made her hair seem an actual
corn color.

“ Come in,” she said, “ and sit down, in
your own chair there. I can’t quite get
over you yet, in a burnous and a headcloth.
But I remember that one time I did ask
you for a drink and cigarette, and got
them.” :

“T can’t get any sherry this time,” Henri
told her. “ The best I can do is brandy,
and a cigarette.”

“ Just a cigarette then,” she said, going
to sit on a smaller, straighter chair near his
favorite one. “ When are you planning to
leave, right away?”

‘“ As soon as I can,” he said, holding out
his cigarette case.

“ What is it, Henri, more war?”

He studied her for a long and somehow
tense moment before he answered.- “Not
quite,” he said then. ‘ Just another fight
—between cousins, only on a good deal big-
ger scale than before. -I’m going out to
find Howie Mays and bring him in, even if
T have to kill him and all the other rene-
gades he’s got with him.”

Slowly, very calmly, Susan Lewis said,
“T know. that. That’s one reason I came.
. . . I saw Howard over near that big salt
lake of the Djouf, at Taoudeni. That fact,
I imagine, that he had been there, was in
your orders to you; it must have been. Be-
cause he told me, right in front of Baron
Von Graemer, and the Sheikh of Taoudeni,

1A—3
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that he was coming here, to see me again,
and see you. And the Baron wirelessed
that north.”

For the space of several seconds, Henri
stood very still. Then he laughed aloud,
harshly. “ We’ve always thought we were
going to end it,” he said., “ Finally, though,
I think we will, this time. . . Good nigbt,
Susan, and good luck, you and your
Baron. . .”

‘“ Henril” she said. She was up off her
chair and right in front of him, grasping
him hard by ome arm. ‘ That monocled
German is no more to me than the pair of
sandals you've got on. Do you think that
—if he were—I'd be here, like this? But,
you went one way, and then Howie went
another, leaving me all alone again. And
I had to fill my life somehow, find some-
thing to occupy my time. And—I'm being
perhaps all too frank with you—I never
yet have found 2 man I thought I could
love, except you two wild men, yourself and
Howard Mays. . . But must you go out
there into the bled now, with your troopers,
and trap him from behind some dune, rake
him down with machine-gun lead?”

“ Unless he surrenders himself and comes
in peacefully, he, and all the men with him.
Those are the orders I just got from the
north.”

“ And you can’t or won’t change them?”

“ Not at all; not for one minute. . . Good
night, Susan, and, again, good luck.”

“ Good night,” she said faintly, white-
lipped, motionless, as he stepped through
and then shut the door.

CHAPTER X.
A WOMAN’S WAY.

ROM that night, steadily, for.three
weeks, Henri de la Goustier and his
forty troopers of the Camel Corps
sought his cousin, Howard Mays, and the
men who followed and fought with him.
Henri's guides were among the best in the
desert, he himself knew the region between
Tripolitania, the Sudan and Timbuktu as
well as any man, but in his scouring of it
2A—3
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he found no trace, even faint or old, of a
herka of the size and fighting power that
his cousin led. Across the burning track,
marching all day and sometimes during the
late, cooler hours of the night, he went
from well to well, eagerly and bitterly, and
to miss every time.

At Jast, at the Oglats of Madi, he stopped
and held a conference with his sergeants,
old Izeil and Aghdar, and the Senegalese,
Bakna, who, the Camel Corps men had
found during the last few weeks, surpris-
ingly knew this desert just about as well as
any man.

“ He is not here,” Henri admitted to the
three where they crouched about him, their
chesh drawn high about their mouths and
eyes in the awful midday sun. “ We have
missed him somehow and he has got around
us. Either that, or he has gone back to-
wards the Djouf and far to the west, well
beyond our territory.”

He looked behind him. The camels and
the men of the squadron lay there, equally
exhausted. Many of the best beasts suf-
fered from saddle sores and from infected
feet, lacerated and swollen in the swift, un-
flinching passage over the rocky, broken
ground they had covered in the last weeks.
And in the shadow made for them by the
stretching of burnouses across several
camel sticks stuck in the sand, several of
the younger men lay flat, mumbling and
twitching with the fever and dysentery
brought on by the bad water, the heat and
monotonous diet of the desert journey; one
of them, probably two of them, might read-
ily die before they were returned to the
care of the infirmier at Fort Polignac. Old
Bakna raised one bent hand and coughed
mildly behind it.

“So?” Henri asked him.

“The Sidi has not thought,” Bakna said
in his slow but correct French, “ that this
El Mafoud might not have swung in, be-
hind us, and gone right towards the fort,
or to Tadjenout?”

“Tadjenout!” Old Izeil clapped one
hand against his thigh and laughed. “A
Senegalese, a tirailleur, is trying to tell
desert men. Why there is nothing at Tad-
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jenout except rock walls and sand, and
‘some of the old tiniref markings and paint-
ings on the rock.” And do you think, black
one, that this' El Mafoud, no matter how
tough he’ thinks he is, would throw himself
into the barbwire and machine-guns of the
fort? He has never once attacked a French
post, anyhow, no matter what else he might
have done.”

“1 do not say, I only ask,” reminded
Bakna. “ But, there is more now than sand
and rock walls at Tadjenout; the Sld1 him-
self can tell us that.”

“ You mean those two, the man and the
woman,” said Henri de la Goustier, his sore
eyes narrowed and glittering, “ who came
to the fort in the plane. You mean that
they may have gone out to Tadjenout.
Although I gave orders they were to stay
en poste, close by the fort, until I returned.”

“T do not know, Sidi,” Bakna said again.
“1 only ask.”

“ Manarfl” Henri said in Arabic.
“ Enough! Get them up—Izell—Aghdar
We ride! If El Mafoud is the man the
desert says he is, we'll see him yet.”

just beginning-to rise when Henri, lead-

ing his column and following after his
point men fifty or sixty kilometers from
"Fort Polignac, met his cousin Howard
Mays. The moon was clear and gave light
"to the desert, but somehow the usually
keen-eyed point men had missed Howard
Mays. For he rose from a fold in the sand
at the shoulder of a dune not more than
seventy-five yards away from where Henri
rode alone, the rest of the column in a solid
body some little distance behind, and, hold-
ing his rifle at his hip, called out in a low
voice.

“ How are you, Henri?” he said.

Henri de la Goustier wheeled his big
Ahaggar mount and reached for the Ross
rifle in his saddle boot. But Howard Mays
said distinctly to him, “ Don’t, Henri; I've
got you covered, and I'd just have to shoot
you through the shoulder. My men are all
around, back of those dunes there, and if

“ you start shooting, so will they—I wouldn’t

II‘ was dark, and the desert moon was

- his cousin’s chest.
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be -able to stop them, and . they've got
Thompson and Vickers guns.” -
Henri nudged his camel with hls off knee,

“sent the beast around in' a ‘sloping walk. He

rode right up to Howard Mays, both his
hands in full sight upon his saddle pommel
and far away from either his automatic at
his hip or the rifle in the boot at his knee.

“ You give me the chance, anyhow,” he
said then, “ to tell you just what I think of
you. First of all, you’re a liar; my flankers
would have come across your men if they
were here behind the dunes, and would have
given the alarm before this. And, even if
they were, my men are in sufficient posi-
tion to deploy at once, without any great
casualties, and smear your collection of
two-franc cutthroats. Tell me, though:
How does it feel to be a deserter?”

Howard Mays’s lean and lined face had
already settled into the immobility of a
mask. “Not so well,” he said. “ We had
no regular rations for months, we had no
boots, and the ammunition they gave us

‘wouldn’t fit our rifles, or was duds—our

officers were scheming and fighting among
themselves, blowing their own and each
others’ brains out, before we had enough
sense to desert. But I didn’t come here to
tell you that, Henri. I came: here to tell
you to watch yourself, and what’s going
on at Tadjenout. You understand me?”
“No,”. Henri de.la Goustier began,
“I—" Leaning out, he made a swift
reaching movement for the muzzle of the
Savage rifle the other held. Laughing,
Howard Mays wheeled clear from him.
“ All right,” he told Henri. “T thought
you wouldn’t, and that’s why I came. I
saw Susan for a few minutes at Taoudeni,
but she always was a hard girh to convince,
and she seems to be harder than ever now.
Au revoir, Henri, and remember what T
said!”

ICKING with his bare heels, Howard
Mays sent his big roan she-camel in
long strides backwards up the slope

- of the dune, but so he still faced his cousin

and the muzzle of his rifle was always-on
“ You—" Henri began
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again, almost inarticulate with anger and
self-hatred at his inability to do anything.
“No, don’t bother,” Howard Mays
called down to him just before, at the shel-
ter of the dune ridge, he turned to ride from

sight. “T'll be seeing you again, and it
will be soon.” .
“ Alone! Make it alone!” Henri de la

Goustier called up at him. “Or any way
you wish!”

“ Alone, then!” Howard Mays called
back, and then was gone, a hooded, dim
and nearly spectral figure.

When Izeil and Aghdar, his sergeants,
caught up with him with the column at
their heels, Henri did nothing but open one
hand out flat in a sign of denial. “ It was
nothing,” he said in answer to their silent
stares. “ A goumier, a man of the Iguidi
who has been serving in the militia up at
Fort Flatters and has finished his time and
is riding home now.

“ He passed by our point men, and came
in to identify himself, before his tracks
were picked up and he was mistakenly
shot in the back.”

Tzeil made a clucking sound in his throat
and scratched one hairy arm. “ Allah/” he
muttered.  They let those men in the
goum up at Flatters ride fine beasts . . .”

“ Get them going!” Henri snapped at
him. “I don’t want to pass another day
out here.”

HE young lieutenant of the Camel
Corps whom he had left in charge
of the post was apologetic to begin

with when Henri got back and interviewed
him, and red in the face and sweating with
embarrassment when he got through.

“So you let a woman,” Henri told him,
“ talk you out of what little sense you were
born with . . .”

“ Mais, mon capitaine—"" said the twen-
ty-two year old lieutenant who had asked
for a transfer from the Spahis to the Camel
Corps in the belief that he would find more
action and real desert life there, and as yet
had not been allowed by his captain to
lead one raid alone, even fire a single shot.
« It was not the young lady only. No...
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She is lovely enough, that is so, but she
did not try her charms on me. She used
logic, any number of arguments. And that
man who. accompanies  her, M’sieur le
Baron, he has all those papers, from the
Minister of Colonies, and the Khedive of
Egypt, the Museum at Paris, the Ambas-
sador at Berlin. Of course, to him, I re-
peated your orders.

* But she went out and started the plane
herself, threw the mooring lines off, ran it
up and down the field. And then all too
suddenly that man, the Baron, ran from
where he had been standing beside me,
right at the main gate out there, and leapt
up into the plane, and she flew off. I did
not think it would be sensible to shoot at
them with a machine-gun, under the cir-
cumstances, and they said they were only
going to go to Tadjenout. And, after all,
there is nothing but those old rock carvings
and pictures there, and no harm that they
could do, really . .. Since then, of course,
I have sent a detail out there under a cor-
poral, to watch them and see how they
are, and he has reported back that they
are all right, have found an old well from
which they get water, and are busy making
photographs and copies of that old scrib-
bling on the rocks.”

“ All right.” Almost paternally, Henri
de la Goustier touched him on the shoul-
der. “T have known the young lady for a
long time, and she has got her way from
older and wiser men than yourself . . . What
have been the wireless reports in the last
few days?”

The lieutenant, smiling again, opened a
desk drawer and brought forth a file, from
it took a sheaf of yellow radio forms. “ At
fourteen hours yesterday,” he read from
one, ‘“the Sudanese post reported that
native agents have brought in the informa-
tion that there has been a quite consider-
able movement among the Touaregs. A
rezzou of about a hundred rifles has left, in
the direction of the Iguidi country and
Italian territory. Probably the usual thing,
a raid over into Tripolitania, against the
Tguidi on Ttalian soil, then back again, with
a few flintlocks and camels and women.”
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~ “Let them raid, then, if that's where
they’re going,” Henri said. “Let the
Italian Corps take care of them, in their
own territory. It’s a long time- since the
Touaregs lacked enough sense to tangle
with us. I'm going to bed. I wish to be
called right after reveille. I want a detail
of ten men ready to ride with me to Tad-
jenout. Inscribe the name of that old
Senegalese, Bakna, on the squadron rolls
as a goumier, a militiaman holding a tem-
porary corporal’s warrant. See that.the
infirmier does a thorough looking-over on
‘those two sick men we brought in, and that
the vet takes care of those beasts’ feet and
sores. Good night, and remember that
you’re not the first man to be made a fool
by a woman . .."”

“ Yes, sir!” the lieutenant mumbled, and
stared as his captain went stiff-legged out
the door.

CHAPTER XI.

VON GRAEMER STRIKES.

i HE first lilac and silver lights of the
dusk were climbing up from the
horizon against the white sun shim-

mer of the sky when Henri de la Goustier

came riding at the head of his detail of ten
men down into the shallow Valley of Tad-
jenout, 'For a moment, pulling up his
mount at the edge of the billowing descent
of sandy rock between the rugged walls of
schist, he paused-and cursed, for the red-
winged monoplane was nowhere in the val-
ley below. But then he saw the conical,
well-placed tent, the thin blue streaking of

a cooking fire and a whiteclad figure which

he at once récognized as that of Susan

Lewis, and he tapped his camel on the neck,

rode quickly on down.

Susan Lewis was beside the small cooking
fire of old ¢thalla tree roots when he reached

her. She was dressed in white pongee silk, -

close-fitting jacket and widely flared riding
breeches, her slim, long legs encased in soft
leather field boots. She expertly balanced a
skillet and a frying pan over the slow sput-
ter of the flames and was cooking several
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wide slabs of antelope steak. “ Just in time
for supper, Henri,” she told him. “How
was your junket off in the bled?” '

Henri de 1a Goustier did not answer her
for a moment, turned to let his searching
gaze rest upon the little camp and then
upon the face of Bakna, who, to the envy
of the whole post at Polignac, he had placed
in charge of the detail he had brought with
him. To Bakna he made a sign, to water,
to feed and hobble the camels, then see
that the men were fed and sentries stationed
on the crests of the valley above the sheer
if low walls of schist on each side.

Then to her he said, “ Fairly satisfactory.
I met my cousin, and found out to my own
satisfaction that he is the man using the
name of El Mafoud and a deserter from the
Spanish Legion. But where’s the big
scientist, the Baron Von Graemer, and the
plane you flew away without permission
from Polignac?”

Susan Lewis turned the antelope steaks
over for the last time in the pan, put the
pan down on the sand and covered it.
“ Did you come just to ask questions like
these?” she asked him.

“That’s one of my reasons; you didn’t
stay at Polignac long enough for me to do
it there.”

‘“ All right; I'll answer you, then. We'’re
practically through with our work here.
After all, it was only in the beginning to
more or less check up on the work done by
Gautier and Reygasse, the two Algerian
professors who were in here last year. There
are hundreds of paintings and carvings over
there, of a giraffe, and of all kinds of ani-
mals these old people hunted here. It
proves that all this country was once lush
in vegetation, full of flowers and trees and
grass. A wealthy, flowering, rich place.

“ Those old people had chariots drawn
by four and by eight horses, and they had
implements made out of pure gold. That
is one thing Baron Von Graemer and my-
self discovered, that the other men missed
last year. The traces of an entire lost
civilization are in this area. Baron Von
Graemer says there are a great deal more,
all over here. He says that gold from this
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region, lost now to anybody’s knowledge,
was brought in barter north to Egypt and
the courts of the Pharaohs.

¢ He has gone off in the plane searching
from the air for more valleys and probable
ancient sites like this one. He says they
must be all around here, and as far as
several hundred kilometers over what is now
the Italian frontier. Of course, he knows
a great deal more about that, naturally,
than I do; I'm only his assistant, and re-
porting for the museums in New York. I
can’t even read the old tiniref writing.”

“ And he can,” Henri de la Goustier said.

“ Certainly!” She stared at him.

“ Do you really trust him, the Baron?”
he asked her.

USAN LEWIS laughed at him. “ Not
fully, although I'm holding two hungry
people, you and me, from eating sup-

per until he gets back from this survey of
his. But are you worried, finally and
really worried about me and my ability to
take care of myself?”

He did not directly answer that, just
looked away where Bakna had expertly
made camp and a picket line, posted his
sentries. ‘But then he said, “ Have you seen
Howard Mays, since you last saw him at
Taoudeni?”

“ No, but I expect I will. He has a habit
of appearing in my life unexpectedly and
irregularly, just as you have. But you've
pot allowed me to answer your other ques-
tion yet. Look.” She pulled back the front
of her jacket, so that he could see the
small, neat automatic pistol there in its rub-
ber shoulder holster. “ And I sleep in the
plane every night, with the door locked,
from the inside, in this, your Land of the
Sword.”

He grunted a half audible curse word; to
the east, from the direction of Tripoli-
tania, the red-winged monoplane was
swinging in, still a dark speck against the
dusk-paled sky. “ But you like danger, you
like traveling around right with it, don’t
yw?"

Susan Lewis gave him her grave and ten-
der smile. “ After having known you and
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Howard Mays all my life, why shouldn’t 1
have picked up the habit, despite myself?”
“T can’t answer that,” he said. He was
getting-to his feet-and moving away, to be
near the camels with Bakna when the roar-
ing plane landed in the narrow valley. Von
Graemer, he saw, was perbaps the most
consummate pilot he had ever watched:
with absolute certainty and accuracy, he
winged about low and flat over the valley,
then. straightened out, came back and set-
tled the trim little ship down in a perfect
three-point position. When he came forth
from the cabin, lifting his goggles away and-
sliding his monocle up into place, he walked
directly, as if without surprise, to Henri and
held out his hand. “I'm glad to see you,
Captain. Are you with us for supper?”

“ Probably longer than that,” Heari said
in a flat voice. “ You handle that plane
very well.”

The Baron Von Graemer shrugged a little
bit. “T should. I flew with the brothers
Von Richtofen all through the War. We
were on opposite sides then, I guess, eh,
Captain?”

“Yes,” Henri said, hard-faced and
glancing sidewise, “ I guess we were.”

HEY sat there cross-legged, the three
of them, around the little fire of
thorn wood and ate the simple but

excellent supper Susan Lewis had prepared.
They were almost through and the night
had blackened out the sky to give white
sharpness to the stars and closely encom-
pass the fire light, when above them they
beard one sentry challenging another, and
then Bakna's voice. They were standing
up, Henri with his hand upon the butt of
his pistol, as Bakna came down through the
valley towards them, an issue Lebel carbine
in his hand, another man, dressed in the
long and loose robes of a desert rider, walk-
ing before him.

‘ Bayeouf, who is on Number Three post,
he and I found him, Sidi,” Bakna said.
“ He was crawling through the sand, and
we came right up on him from behind.”

“ All right, Bakna; trés bien. Go back
up there now. Just leave him there.” Henri
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took his glance from the old Senegalese and
brought it to rest upon his cousin, Howard
Mays. ‘ What were you doing up there,”
he asked him low-voiced, *looking for
tiniraf writing, too, or just a Lebel slug in
the head?”

“You make it just a little bit too simple,”
Howard Mays said. “ Here’s the man. I
want to talk to—the Baron Von Graemer.
He's the one who quite strangely resented
my calling upon Susan and him when they
made themselves guests of the Sheikh of
Taoudeni over in the Djouf. He even wire-
lessed north about it, complained to the

authorities and so had you sent out on’

some goofy chase inte the desert after me,
so ihat he could have his own good time
to ram around here.

“ How’s the gold hunting, Baron, or are
you really seriously interested in ancient
civilization?"”

The Baron Von Graemer did not let his
expression change.

In a quiet voice, he said to Henri de
la Goustier, “ How much longer are you
going to allow yourself to listen to this
man, Captain?”

“Not for more than a minute,” Henri
said. “ Speak quickly—El Mafoud!”

“ That’s the way I want to,” said How-
ard Mays. “ Von Graemer, here, was after
tiniraf writing and symbols first, but then
gold. And, I guess from the way he’s been
leaving this place alone the last few days
and making trips off into the desert, all by
himself, he must have found among the
wall writings here, the old directions of
how to get to those mines from which the
ancient peoples got all their gold—the gold
some of the Pharaohs had. Gold the Baron
saw up in Egypt, in the Museum there.
How about it, Baron?”

“You are something to laugh at, that
is all,” Von Graemer told him. “The
famous outlaw and desert raider, caught
crawling on his belly, like a lizard—"

“ Swell, all right,” Howard Mays said.
“ But, I'll bet you've got that plane loaded
down with samples of gold and assays right
now . .. I've got agents in Europe, too---
me, the big desert raider. And they told me

ARGOSY

by radio a couple of days ago.that you are

tied .in .with a. big gang of crooked. inter-

national bankers and munitions manufac-
turers in:Paris and Berlin and Copenhagen.
If you were to fly out of here tonight, with
those gold samples you've got in your plane,
nobody could stop you, or stop what would
very probably be .international war. Be-
cause the whole world is after gold, and a
lot of the mines I believe you've found are
just on or across the Italian frontier, and
your establishment of a privately operated
gold field here would bring about serious
international complications at once.”

OWARD MAYS stopped and smiled.
He watched the Baron Von Graemer,
gave a brief glancing look to his
cousin and to Susan Lewis. “ Of course,
you're not taking any chances of the thing
remaining unknown, or, worse, in proper
French government hands, where it would
expand and open up this whole area, as
Captain de la Goustier has always wished
it would do—create funds in time for irri-
gation projects and proper colonization of
this whole area . . . You fixed it so Susan
Lewis came along with you, because your
connections are big enough to throw that
much front, and you were smart enough to
know that my cousin and I are in this ter-
ntory, and would tumble to what you were
after in a hurry.

1 already know, of course, and know
too, that you've got a rezzou of a hundred
or so paid Touaregs right out there in the
desert now, to take care of me and my
lads, and any Camel Corps troopers that
might be around, and to see that you get
off all right for the north and Europe to-
night . . . But I don’t want to bore you
any more with your own facts, Baron, and
I would like to stop. talking before the Cap-
tain or Miss Lewis calls me a liar. So, what
do you say we go over there and take a
look in that plane, and see if the supposed
great scientist did bring back any gold from
this last desert trip of his, or not.”

Slowly and sidewise, eyeing Henri de la
Goustier intently, Howard Mays began to
move. . “ Stand stilll” Henri ordered, his
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body rigid. Howard Mays had his hooked
right ready, and swung it from his knee,
instantly. . But Henri had learned, and

learned toa much sbout his cousin’s ability

with his fists. He stepped right in and
around that blow, caught Howard Mays on
the point with a straight right that knocked
him headlong, down and unconscious.

“ The lesson,” he started to say, “ seems
on the way to be comple—"

“ Duck!” Susan Lewis said in a rapid,
high voice, and Henri de la Goustier
turned, trying to duck, if just a little too
late. The bullet the Baron Von Graemer
fired at him through the pocket of his coat
caught him in the shoulder, ripped him
around and down, shocked all but the dregs
of sensibility from him. But, through the
clouding and the blackness of the pain, he
could see Von Graemer step in towards
Susan Lewis as she reached for the little
pistol in her shoulder holster, strike her
lightly but sufficiently across the temples
with his own gun, then grasp up ber limp
form and with it in his arms run for the
monoplane.

ENRI pE 1A GOUSTIER staggered
to his knees. He tried to cry out,
tried to paw up into firing position
his big automatic. But from the rim of the
narrow and shallow valley, on both sides,
in immediate answer to that shot from Von
Graemer’s pistol, there was a clanging roar
of fire, that of rifles broken through with
the hysterical yammer of machine-guns.
Kneeling or prone there in the darkness,
Bakna and his ten men were firing back as
fast as they could pull triggers. Staggering
on the sand, hearing the reaching wildness
of the plane’s motor as Von Graemer taxied
it off and down the valley, Henri de la
Goustier thickly laughed. His cousin, he
thought strangely, his cousin who lay there
flat, knocked out by his own blow, bad been
right for once, had, in his way, tried to
teach him a lesson . . . Henri de la Gous-
tier swayed on his knees, trying to talk to
his cousin, then fell beside him.
It was perhaps twenty minutes later
when Bakna, more startled and elated than
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he had been in years, came down into the
valley where the two men lay, accompanied
by a Russian who had once been a Captain
in the:Imperial Preobajenski Regiment.

The Russian had a canteen of water.
While Bakna held Howard Mays up, he
washed ‘that man’s face as the Englishman
performed the same duty for Henri.

“ Cousins,” Bakna mumbled, not caring
if anybody understood him, “ cousins and
never in a long and hard life have I ever
seen any two men who can fight like them.”

“ They’ll get plenty of that,” the Rus-
sian told him, understanding part of it. “ If
they want to get out of here without taking
sixty or seventy Touaregs along with them,
and to where the German just crashed.”

Howard Mays was conscious now, stand-
ing on his own feet. “ What about the
German?” he said.

“I took the liberty and pleasure of
cracking at him with one of the Thompson
guns,” the big Russian told him. “Of
course, the girl was with him, but he’d kill
her himself, if he thought he had to, the
way things are going for him now ... But
I caught one of his wings for him, ripped
the ailerons all up. He crashed low, from
about a hundred feet, and it didn’t burn, so
he couldn’t have smashed badly, or hurt
himself and the girl much. He’s a flyer,
that mug, no matter what else he is, and he
brought his ship right down among his own
paid help—the Touaregs.”

Howard Mays reached over and grasped
Henri de la Goustier by the shoulder, bit his
fingertips in hard. “ You understand what
this.man just.said, soldier?”

“ Yes.” Henri de la Goustier was occu-
pied in bandaging his shoulder wound,
spoke lifting his head swiftly. “ And the
Touaregs have some of the fastest riding
camels in the desert. If Von Graemer can
pick up two of those, and get just one
water-hole ahead of us between here and
the border into Tripoli, he’s gone, as far as
I'm concerned—rather, we’re concerned.”

“That’s better,” Howard Mays said.
“You stick at keeping that ‘we’ for a
little while. So, what do you plan to do?”

Henri de la Goustier was capable of
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bringing back the corners of his wide mouth
in a smile. . “It seems,” he said, “ that
we're surrounded with friends; your
friends. How do they fight?”

“ Let me show you ... But then what?”

“Then you and I, with the two fastest
camels in the Corps, those right over there,
go after Von Graemer—and Susan. If your
lads can chop a hole through the Touaregs
for us, I think we can do it.”

“Let’s go! You got any hand grenades
there, in your gear?”

 Half a case. And a Chauchat gun.”

“ Bring the gun yourself; I think Von
Graemer. has one a lot like it in his plane,
that he won'’t forget. But I haven’t seen a
Touareg yet who would like being violently
introduced to a hand grenade . . ."”

CHAPTER XII.
“ MY SWORD.”

HEY climbed up the bank side by

side, Bakna behind them with the

two ex-Legionnaires, kicking the two
chosen riding camels along. On the ridges
above lay the hard-bitten and quiet men
of Howard Mays’s harkae, now pleasantly
engaged in the pursuit they had come to the
American to lead’ them in, swift, decisive
combat.

Below, in a wide, loose, covering half
circle in the desert, the Touareg tribesmen
lay, firing intermittently but -shrewdly
every time they were given a target, earn-
ing the pay in gold Von Graemer had given
them,

The men of Howard Mays’s harka and
Henri de la Goustier’s men of the Camel
Corps just surged down on them, in an
easy skirmishing: order, turning a flank in
with sub machine-gun fire, clotting the half-
naked tribesmen near the center, and then
lobbing four or five grenades there, split-
ting the line wide, to then drive a wedge
through. That wedge they maintained and
broadened with their rifle butts and their
treasured bayonets.

The Touaregs fought very well, at first
joyously, then desperately. But they could
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not stand against the steel and this kind of
men who faced them, slow, certain and ter-
rible in their own eagerness. As Howard
Mays and his cousin vaulted up into their
camel saddles and raced off into the desert,
following the double pair of fresh tracks
toward the east which led away from the
crashed plane, the Touaregs had just chosen
to no longer fight, had turned to flee.

In that desert chase which led constantly
towards the east and the border, it was
Henri de la Goustier who led, riding low
with his camel.

But it was near noon of the next day
before they could see the man and the girl
they pursued, and then only distantly and
very far away, in the glittering, dancing
mirages of the sun. Von Graemer rode one
big Touareg mount and led another, upon
which jounced the unconscious bedy of
Susan Lewis.

“ Must like her,” Howard Mays grunted,
wasting precious energy and breath.

“ From what you've said,” Henri de la
Goustier said harshly, “ he must both care
for her and, now, she knows personally
about him, be very afraid of her. He'll
kill her, though if he thinks it’s necessary
—and unless we kill him first. i

“We'll do that, get him,” his cousin
said, low and rapidly. He']l have to stop
at that water-hole; his'beasts are as tired
as -these.”
© “Tt will be there,” Henri said, squinting
forward in the cruel sunlight. “ In about
an hour now. And he’s got a sub machine-
gun, too.”

HE sun had passed its zenith and
gone down towards the reddened
desert rim to the west. Above the
mud-walled well, already sensing death,
vultures climbed, slipped down and
wheeled. From behind its barricade, with
care, with precision and in controlled calm-
ness, the Baron Von Graemer utilized every
bit of advantage his cover and his twenty
minutes’ lead had given him, fired shot for
shot and burst for burst at the two men
out there in the sand.
One man, the Captain of Camel Corps,
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he knew, handled the Chauchat gun; Von
Graemer concentrated.on him, fearing if he
feared anything the shuddering impact of
those spraying bullets about him against the
sand and the mud walls of the well. The
Captain, as seen in Von Graemer’s logic,
was conscious of the fact that he possessed
the more powerful weapon than his cousin,
would thus, in time, take more chances in
using it, to end this combat. The Baron
Von Graemer gave himself over to almost
complete contemplation of Henri de la
Goustier; the other man, Howard Mays,
was armed only with a Lebel carbine.

From one slight depression to another,
Henri de la Goustier was crawling forward;
for the passage of several seconds, as he
crawled across the flat space between them,
he would have to show his head and torso.
The Baron Von Graemer made a clucking
sound of pleasure in his throat, set his
teeth firmly together, trained his weapon
deliberately and fired a burst.

Henri de la Goustier started up from the
sand, he staggered weirdly for an instant
from side to side, the Chauchat gun sag-
ging in his hands, then dropped back, from
sight. Von Graemer laughed aloud and
looked behind him. Susan Lewis lay there,
bound hand and foot, but ungagged and
conscious now. ‘ There goes one beloved
cousin, Gretchen,” he told her. “In a
minute now, I'll fix the other. And then
we'll go on, and just have a very nice time
.. . How will that be, Gretchen?”

She could laugh dimly at him. “ Just be
sure you get them both,” she told him.
“QOr I'll have to get you myself somehow.”

“ You are not at all polite, Gretchen,” he
told her, but then turned around for his
renewed and now uninterrupted attack
upon Howard Mays. In the moments he
had spent talking to the girl, Howard Mays
had crawled much closer, had just nicked
the corner of the well wall with a shrewd
shot. The Baron let a little whistling sound
of pleasure go through his teeth.

He brought the piece in to him, his
powerful hands set about the grips, his eyes
straining along the sights. This second man
was performing now the same act that had
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been his cousin’s undoing just a minute or
so ago. Swiftly, the Baron was possessed
of the thought. that these two cousins had
for years here borne the reputations of be-
ing skilled and dangerous desert fighters,
yet he, a city man and a War-time combat
pilot, had already killed one, was on the
point of killing the other . .. He raised up
a little more, to be absolutely sure; Henri
de 1a Goustier’s burst of bullets, fired nearly
point-blank from a distance of twenty
yards, smashed squarely through his brain.

PON one of the camels the recent
Baron Von Graemer had borrowed
from his late allies, the Touaregs,

Howard Mays had found several leathern
bags containing fresh dates and honey and
bread crumbs, the favorite and usual repast
of the desert man. Sitting there in the
shade by the well, the three of them ate.

“ No reason to save,” Henr de la Gous-
tier said. “ Bakna will have been back at
the poste by this time, and there'll be a
detail out which will pick us up some time
during the night, if not a bombing plane in
from the Sudan. Bakna is a smart man,
but I guess you can tell me that, as well
as I can tell you ...”

“Yes, I guess I can,” Howard Mays
said, searching in his pouch for tobacco for
more cigarettes. “ He did a good job, out
there in the bled; he asked for it himself—
said he could get to you and fix things, if
I'd just get the karka out of there myself,
give him a water skin, and let him ¢ stum-
ble’ into that patrol you had out. A little
progress seems to have been made since
then, anyhow.”

But Susan Lewis was sitting upright,
gazing at both of them after she had stared
off across the desert where they had buried
the Baron Von Graemer deeply if without
ceremony a little while ago. “ What,” she
asked, “is going to happen, after that
patrol, or plane, does get here for us?”

“ You answer that,” Howard Mays said.
“This is your country, Henri; I've just
been here, having my fun . ..”

“That’s it, I guess,” Henri de la Gous-
tier said. He had been scowling, but now
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he_stopped, and -smiled at them.. “You
have put it all there, or most of it, in those
few words. This is my country,.and you
have only come here to prove yourself.
That, I believe, you have done. This thing:
—1 say it first—is forever settled between
us. But when you go from here . ..”
~“T'll go right back to the :States”
Howard Mays said instantly. * Where I
came from, and where I belong . .. When
1 saw Susan over in Taoudeni, she had
news from home for me. It seems they're
having a depression there that’s really seri-
ous, nationally grave—while I've been out
raiding the raiders here, in this land of
yours.

“ And Susan tells me that all the Old
Man'’s companies and holdings have taken
an awful beating, are in rotten ‘shape. It
looks like they need a man back there
something like the Old Man, somebody who
likes to fight and knows how . . . It's
different fighting than this, but, you get
down to it, it’s all the same, I guess, and
I'm fully wxllmg to do that. .. T was on
my way to Fort Polignac to te!l you that,
after I'd seen Susan at Taoudeni, when I
met you. But, quite naturally, you
wouldn’t listen. Because you see, Henri,
Susan told me that she’d thrown her coin up
in the air for the last time, and if I'd go
back to the States, and act slightly norma.l
for a time, she’d marry me. But,f you—"
Henri de la Goustier shook his head.
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“ This.is mine,” he said.. “ This is my em-
pire, and my frontier, more so than. ever,
since Baron Van Graemer found that gold
there.

“ Tt will take ail I have, and more. But it
will never, I think, allow me to have a
woman in my life, not a woman "—he
turned and grinned at her—* like Susan,
anyhow. There is just one more thing,
though . . .”

“ The men who fought with me, my out-
fit,” said Howard Mays. «

“Yes. I will take those, all of them; I
will use them, and get permission to form
them into an independent unit of my own;
after what happened last night there, I can
get them all fully reinstated, square things
for them with their governments. That wiil
be something in this country that the
people who come after us will be able to
remember El Mafoud by.” “

Susan Lewis had been keeping her hand
upon Howard Mays’s shoulder. Now, star-
ing out into the desert, she brought her
other hand up to Henri de la Goustier’s
shoulder. “ Well,” she said, “I don’t be-
lieve a man could leave a better heritage for
this country, or find a better man in whose
hands to leave it. You'll be happy, Henri,
fully happy?”

“TIl have that,” said Henri de la Gous-
tier slowly and calmly, “ and T'll have all
the memories of you two, and of this. And,

I'll always have my sword , . .

THE END

NOTHING
CAN STOP
YOU WHEN
DIGESTION
u G000 ;

ALWAYS FRESH IN THE
NEW TRIPLE GUARD PACK

BEEMAN S¥ AIDS DIGESTION




The Mystery of the Five

Bald

Men

By GEORGE F. WORTS

“ Was the bullet fired from this gun, captain?’

Gillian Hazeltine was firmly determined not to take sides in that
murder controversy—but he suddenly found
himself thrown into the middle of it

THIS STORY HAS JUST BEGUN—START IT NOW

[LLIAN HAZELTINE, the noted
G criminal lawyer, thought it quite

funny when his banker friend,
Daniel Melchior, president of the First Na-
tional Bank of Greenfield, Gillian’s home
town, proudly displayed a sprouting crop
of new hair growing on his bald pate, but
Gillian became interested when Melchior
told the why and wherefore of the new crop
on what had been considered hopelessly
barren terrain.

A month before, Melchior told Gillian,
he had received a small phial from an
anonymous woman. A note accompany-
ing the phial said that if Melchior would
apply the liquid contents of the bottle to
his mirror-like dome, he would be pleased
to notice that it would revive his hair. Mel-

chior was pleased, but his banker’s soul was
even more enthralled by the financial pos-
sibilities of the strange concoction. It would
mean millions of dollars to the man who
could get hold of the formula and promote
it.

In quick succession Gillian discovered
four other bald men who had similarly been
blessed by the unknown benefactress: Jo-
nah, a crippled beggar; Pete Wimberley,
burglar; Mortimer Tait, broker; and
Dwight Sanford.

Shortly after, a policeman in the town
of Clinton, several miles away, was a trifle
startled at night when he saw a beautiful
girl riding along in her car, shooting out
the street lights on Main Street. The cop
recognized her as Sandra Sanford, wealthy

This story began in the Argosy for Qctober 27
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young heiress, but he locked her up any-
way.

Gillian received a telephone call from
Sergeant Steve Burch, night man in charge
of the Clinton jail, saying that Sandra in-
sisted on seeing Gillian immediately. Gil-
lian drove to the Clinton jail, and there en-
countered an agitated group. There was
Sandra’s brother, Dwight; her grand-
mother, vinegary old Lettie Sanford;
Dwight’s business partner, Dale Gentry,
with whom Sandra had recently quarreled
after breaking off their engagement; and
Ramon Pellone, with whom Sandra was in-
fatuated.

Sandra, who had remained in the cell,
refusing bail, told Gillian that she had
caused her own arrest to save her life. She
said that just before dinner some one had

tried to shoot her as she was near an up--

stairs window in the Sanford home. She
thought, at the time, that it was a stray
shot from a hunter in the vicinity. How-
ever, as the company were having cock-
tails, she discovered that hers was poisoned.
In terror, she had fled the house and caused
her own arrest. Each one of the persons
involved, she said, might have a reason for
killing her.

She also told of how she recognized in
Sergeant Burch a former butler of the San-
ford family, who had been inside man in a
robbery at the Sanford home.

Gillian reassured her, and made arrange-
ments to take her to his own home for safe-
keeping. He went out to do some investi-
gating — and was informed by telephone
that Sandra had been strangled in her cell.
Gillian rushed back to the jail and learned
from Burch that the ‘policeman had been
drawn from the jail by a street fight be-
tween a man, O’Hoolihan, and his wife.

Gillian ordered Burch to lock up all the
members of the Sanford party after he dis-
covered a gray thread in Sandra’s finger-
nail.

CHAPTER VIIL
LETTIE BARES HER TEETH.

T dawn, when the phone had
stopped ringing, Toro informed
Gillian that Captain Murdock

was waiting for him downstairs,
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The tall young detective was grim
and weary-looking. Over coffee, Scotch
and cigars, .Gillian discussed the case
with him. But Captain Murdock’s mind
was shut.

“It’s on ice,” he declared. “1 sent a
couple of men to look the Sanford
house over. They found a .32-.20 rifle
bullet sunk in the door jamb in
Sandra’s room. It matches the bore of
the boy’s rifle. I'll turn it over to a bal-
listic expert, but there’s no question
about it.”

“ Why not?”

“.Oh, hell, Gitllian—why not! That
cyanide in his medicine cabinet—the
bullet in the jamb from his rifle—his
cigarette holder on the floor of her cell
—his being the last to go back there and
see her alive— It’s as tight as a drum.”

“Can you prove in court he had ex-
clusive opportunity ?”

“It won't be necessary.”

“ Circumstantial evidence is dyna-
mite, captain.” :

“Not in this case. By the way, have
you that cigarette holder? Sergeant
Burch said you kept it. The D.A. is apt
to want it.”

Gillian gave the cigarette holder to
him, and said: “I wouldn’t quit with
Dwight.”

“Iwon’t. I'm going to work on them
all. How about motives?”

* Now “you're waking .up! Under
Sandra’s father's will, Sandra was per-
mitted to touch none of the principal
of her legacy. In the event of her
death, her grandmother and brother
divided the estate between them.”

“Yeah? Then that's why Dwight
killed her. T know he’s been broke for a
couple of years.” 7

“ The old woman is broke, too. And
she’s a tough old bird. Dwight’s busi-
ness partner, Dale Gentry, is an in-
teresting case of deceptive appear-
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ances. He looks like a Babbitt.  Ae-
cording to Sandra, he is intensely jeal-
ous, with a hot nature. Theyv were semi-
engaged. She hroke it off six weeks agn
when she met the Brazilian. Gentry
might have murdered her for revenge.
And how about the Brazilian?”

“He's a gigolo,” Murdock mur-
mured.

“Night before last he jilted her.
He's met a Pittsburgh woman—DNMrs.
Constance Venable, the copper king’s
widow — who's worth fifty times as
much as Sandra was. Sandra was in-
fatuated with Pellone. She told him if
he married Mrs. Venable she would
expose unsavory parts of his past.”

*“ A rat like that wouldn’t mind.”

“Under the circumstances, he might.
Sandra had certain information which
would send him to prison for ten or
twenty years.”

Captain Murdock sipped his high-
ball. He slowly shook his head. *“T'll
check them all up, but I'm convinced
that we've got the murderer. You aren't
going to defend Dwight, are you?”

“No.”

The sun was well up when Captain
Murdock left. Gillian shaved, shower-
ed, put on clean clothes, got into his
car and drove to the laboratory of his
old friend, Harry Zarrow, the city
chemist.

N the privacy of Zarrow's office,

I Gillian unwrapped the newspaper
packages he had taken from the

Clinton jail last night. He laid the gar-
ments carefullv in a row an a table.
Then he unfolded a small piece of me-
morandum pad paper.

He said to Zarrow: “I found this
little gray thread caught in a nick in
Sandra Sanford’s fingernail, after
she'd been strangled. The presumption
is that she struggled with the strangler
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and caught this thread from some
garment.”

Harry Zarrow, a lean, gaunt man of
thirty, smiled his bony smile.

“You won't get far with that in
court, Gil.”

“I'm not taking it into court. I'm
mercly curious. I'd like you to deter-
mine, chiemically, all you can about this
thread. Here are five samples from
which it might have come.”

He indicated the knitted gray silk
necktie. *“ Exhibit A : the necktie worn
by the night sergeant at the Clinton
jal

*Is he a suspect?”

“He is, indeed.”

“ According to the morning papers,
the case against Dwight Sanford is in
the bag.”

“ It may jump out of the bag. Ex-
hibit B: a gray tweed vest worn by
Dule Gentry, Dwight's business partner
and the girl's ex-fiancé. Exhibit C:
gray shawl worn by Grandmother San-
ford. Exhibit D: sweater worn by
Dwight Sanford. Exhibit E : vest worn
by Ramon Pellone, the Brazilian for-
tune hunter — another ex-fiancé of
Sandra Sanford’s, but through mno
fault of hers. Now!”

Gillian straightened up. “Can vou
tell enough about the chemistry of that
thread to swear which of these gar-
menl(s it came from?”

“Yes—if you'll give me a little time.”

Gillian went to his office, stopping
on his way into the building to buy
copics of all the nine o’clock morning
papers and the early editions of the
afternoon papers.

Entering his office, he told his private
secretary, Miss Walsh, that he was in
to no one.

“I'm going to spend the morning,”
he said, ' in the pursuit of contem-
porary literature.”
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Miss Walsh glanced at the stack of
newspapers. The uppermost, the Green-
field Jowrnal carried a headline:

HEIRESS MURDERED IN JAIL!

Miss Walsh frowned faintly, and
her eyes clouded. “ You're not interest-
ing yourself in this case, are you?”

Gillian seated himself at the desk
and reached into the-golden humidor
for a cigar. In spite of his lack of
sleep, he appeared to be in exuberant
spirits. Miss Walsh knew from ex-
perience that Gillian Hazeltine would
go_ without sleep and food, that he
would scorn opportunities for fat fees,
once he became absorbed in a mystery.
He dearly loved a good mystery.

“Only in a detached way, Miss
Walsh.”

“There are a great many important
matters—"’ :

“ Oh, I'll attend to them. You know,
Miss Walsh,” he said enthusiastically,
“Dwight Sanford didn’t kill his
sister.” :

“Who did?”

“ That's the mystery!”

“ Are you taking the boy's case?”

€« NO.”

HE went out, quietly closing the
door. Gillian read the newspapers.
The murder of Sandra Sanford

had crowded even the President’s latest
message off the front page in every
case except that of “the conservative
Greenfield Times. Sandra’s photograph
was reproduced on most front pages.
Sandra in her flying costume. Sandra
talking to reporters on her return from
England. Sandra holding up one of her
prize-winning Scotties. Sandra stand-
ing beside the handsome black horse
which was her favorite mount. In all
these photographs she was smiling,
beautiful, aristocratic.
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- - There were- photographs of Sandra
with her brother, of Sandra with the

handsome Brazilian, Ramon Pellone.
Indeed, the principals in the sensational
case were all well represented. An old
picture of Lettie Sanford, taken years
ago when she was a reigning society
matron, had been exhumed and was
printed. There were flashlight photo-
graphs taken last night in the Clinton
jail; photographs of the old brick
building, of Sergeant Burch.

One enterprising tabloid had a front
page photograph of the dead girl on her
cot in Cell Three. On pages two and
three were other flashlight photo-
graphs of Dwight Sanford, Ramon
Pellone, Dale Gentry, and Grand-
mother Sanford, in their cells.

Every paper carried somewhere a
photograph of Gillian Hazeltine—the
particular grim, scowling one that city
editors seemed to love and his wife par-
ticularly detested.

And, as usual, the newspapers were
trying the case—and deciding without
much delay on the victim. The victim
was, of course, Dwight Sanford.

Shortly before noon, Gillian’s tele-
phone rang. He let it ring for awhile,
then answered it. The switchboard girl
said: “ Miss Walsh told me you
weren'’t to be disturbed, but the district
attorney’s office is very anxious to get
in touch with you. It's Mr, Redfern,”

“I'll talk to him.” ’

OHN REDFERN was a man whose
“steel Gillian had learned, in sundry
courtroom clashes, to respect. - He
was an assistant district attorney, by
title, but the acting district attorney, in
fact. Mark Storm, the district attorney,
had gone abroad for the summer and
would not return until late fall. And
John Redfern was ably taking Storm’s
place.
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His brisk, hard voice came into the
receiver: “ Mr. Hazeltine, I've just
finished - questioning some of the wit-
nesses. in the Sanford case. ‘Mrs. San-
ford has asked me to retain you, if
possible, as special counsel for the
prosecution. She’ll meet your price, if
it isn’t too steep.”

“1 thought she was broke.”

“Doesn’t she inherit about a half
million under Jim Sanford’s will ?”

“ Why is she so anxious to prosecute
her grandson? It hardly seems
natural.”’

‘“ She’s determined to avenge her
granddaughter’s death.”

“ Tt still seems unnatural. Are you
convinced that Dwight killed her?”

“ Absolutely! I've only gone into the
case superficially, but it looks airtight.
Frankly, I don’t think we’ll need you
on the prosecution, but the old lady ap-
parently thinks you're the smartest
lawyer on earth. She doesn’t want a
slip-up.”

“It seems to me,” Gillian said,
‘“ she’s suspiciously over-anxious.”

“ Don'’t you think Dwight did it?”

“I'm not sure. Any of them might
have done it.”

“Are you thinking of defending
Dwight?”

“ Nope. Have you talked to him?”

*“Yes. He flatly denies it, of course.
Look here, Hazeltine, If you want to
scare Mrs. Sanford off, give me a stiff
figure to put up to her.”

“No. I have to think it over. I'll
call you later.”

He went back to his newspapers. A
little after twelve he went out to lunch.
He stopped at the newsstand outside
the lobby to buy the latest crop of
newspapers. He was rolling them up
when he became aware of a pair of
very dark, very large, very bright eyes
watching him.
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They belonged to a small, slim and
very pretty girl in a trim blue business
suit and a smart, perky little black hat.
She was smiling faintly and myste-
riously at him, and probing him with
those remarkable, beautiful eyes.

Her gloved right hand came up in an
impulsive little gesture, and for a mo-
ment he thought she was going to ap-
proach and speak to him. With the roll
of newspapers under his arm, he
walked around the corner to The
Green Tavern. He liked the beer there.

He seated himself in a booth and
spread out the newspapers. He was
studying the headlines when he became
aware that some one had slipped into
the seat across the table from him. He
looked up. It was the girl in the perky
little black hat.

She wasn’t smiling. She was as white
as paper, and her dark eyes were enor-
mous. She moistened her lips nervous-
ly with the point of a pink tongue.

She said in a throaty, uncertain little
voice: “You—you're Gillian Hazel-
tine, aren’t you?”

“1 am.”

“I—I hope you'll pardon my—my
boldness, Mr. Hazeltine. My name is
Jane Wilder.” She swallowed. “I'm
Chester Maddox'’s secretary.”

“Oh, yes.” Chester Maddox was the
president of the Maddox Wholesale
Hardware Company.

She blurted: “I'm the girl Dwight
Sanford is going to marry.”

CHAPTER IX,
A GLIMMER OF HOPE.

HE remained rigid, with her elbows
on the table, her gloved hands
clasped, her beautiful dark eyes

fixed steadily, with a swimming quality,
on Gillian's.
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“ Really ?”” he said.

“Yes, Mr. Hazeltine.”

“ Then you. must be the gu‘l Sandra
mentioned to me.’

Miss Wilder caught her breath
sharply. ““ Did she mention me?”

“She did. She said Dwight had
turned over a new leaf since he’d met a
nice girl.” :

The girl gave a bitter httle laugh “It
almost looks,” she said, “as if his
thumb had slipped while he was turn-
ing over the leaves!”

“ Does it?” Gillian asked quietly.

“Well, doesn’t it?”’ she cried, watch-
ing him intently.

“TI'm not sure,
he said. :

Jane Wilder took a quick, deep
breath, as if she were about to plunge
into cold water.

“I'msure. I'm posntwe If I can't
be sure about this, then I can’t ever
be sure of anything again as long as
I live! Dwight didn’t kill her! He
couldn’t have killed her! I know he
didn’t kill her!” i
" “Have you talked to him?”

“They wouldn’t let me.”

‘“Have you had your lunch?”

“Oh, I couldn’t eat!”

He called a waiter and ordered a hot
roast beef sandwich and- coffee for her,
a platter of cold cuts and beer for him-
self. .

When the waiter had gone, the girl
said, more calmly, “ He's the victim of
a frame-up!”

Gillian didn’t mention that the
women interested in an accused man al-
ways say that. What he said was:
“Tell me about Dwight—and your-
self.”

She gave ‘him a bitter little smile.
“ Perhaps I'd better boldly state my
achievements. T met Dwight about two
years ago, when he was probably the

Miss Wilder,”
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‘champion bar-hopper of Greénfield.

The most important event in his. day
was a discussion of what speakcasy he
should go to -for dinner.”

Gillian smiled. Miss Wilder said
vigorously, “Oh, I'm not exaggerat-
ing. It was all he had to think about—
eating and drinking. - Every day was
the same—drinking himself out of one

- hangover into another.”

“But you reformed him.”

““ The trouble was, I fell in love with
him.”A girl who falls in love with that
kind of man is generally a fool, but we
won’t go into that.”.

“But you fell in love with him.”

“ And, oddly enough, he fell in love
with me.’

“Not so oddly,” Gillian murmured
to himself.

“Up to - that time,” Miss VVllder
went on, ‘“he had been so busy spend-
ing and speculating with and losing his
inheritance that he hadn’t given the
future a thought. Not a thought! Two
things happened at once—his meeting
me and his reachmg the last crumb of
his fortune.”

“If you had met hlm sooner, it
might have been a different story.”

- “Yes, I'm sure of that. He was
pretty desperate—and scared. He saw
other rich men’s sons all around him,
their money gone, taking jobs mowing
lawns, doing day labor. I can tell you
it brought him up sharp. I persuaded
him to stop trying to drink up the out-
put of all-the gin mills in America. He
promised. I'n: proud to say that since
that day he’s been the most con-
servative of drinkers. Never more than
a cocktail or a highball or two in the
course of an evening.'I prefer that.
I'm suspicious of drunkards who turn
teetotalers.”
~ Miss Wilder's wonderful brown eyes
were shining. She had relaxed a little.



THE MYSTERY OF THE FIVE BALD MEN

And there was a little color in her
cheeks.

“Y LIKE to think he loved me enough

to stop being a rumhound. It was

a struggle, but—well, we won it.
The next step on the reform program
was harder. I reminded him that he had
studied chemistry in college, had
graduated with all sorts of honors.
He’d had some wonder{ul offers, but he
hadn’t had to work, so he scorned them
all.

“That had been during the boom
times. Once he'd made up his mind to
go back to chemistry, he wrote all these
people who had made the offers. Too
late! The depression was in full swing.
Chemical engineers were a glut on the
market.”

Jane Wilder sighed. “ It was very
discouraging. It looked as if there was
no hope. Then, in some bankruptcy
proceeding notices, I came across this
little commercial chemical laboratory
on Front Street. It used to be the
Argyle Chemical Laboratory.

“ We looked it over, and it was ex-
actly what Dwight wanted—modern
and beautifully equipped for metal-
lurgy and other high temperature
work. He wanted to perfect a cheap
rustless steel, a high temperature lubri-
cating oil, and a process for recovering
the values from chimney smoke.

“ But he didn’t have any money. 1
didn’t have any money. No one had
any money. It was a very critical mo-
ment. I wrote his sister, then in Paris.
I sketched the situation, frankly asked
her help—and got a grand letter. Don’t
let anybody tell you Sandra wasn’t a
good egg. She said she’d advance all
the money Dwight needed—and sug-
gested that the two of them form a
partnership. Just about then, Dwight
heard about this half-perfected process
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of Dale Gentry’s for making synthetic,
oil - proof, acid - proof rubber. So
Dwight was off to a flying start.”

“I thought Gentry was a business
partner?”’

“In a sense, he is. But only in con-
nection with the synthetic rubber
process. Any other processes developed
in the laboratory were Dwight’s and
Sandra’s.”

“How much money has she ad-
vanced to date?”

“ A little over a hundred thousand.”

“ Do you know if she had threatened
to stop these advances?”

“ Heavens, no! She was crazy about
the lab—and delighted with the change
in Dwight. He isn’t really very much
interested in money. The money-mad
member of that family is that old
woman. Dwight is really crazy about
chemistry. Since he took over that lab
he’s often worked sixteen or eighteen
hours a day. I've seen him work
nights, Sundays, holidays. And when
he isn’t working he’s studying. He’s
become a completely changed man—a
wonderful man. I don’t care how
strong the evidence is, I'll never believe
Dwight killed Sandra. He was terribly
fond of her, and she simply adored
him. No, Mr. Hazeltine, it wasn’t
Dwight.” -

Gillian shook his head slowly, re-
gretfully. “I'm beginning to suspect
that whoever killed her planted ev-
idence so cleverly against Dwight that
it will be impossible to make any jury
believe in his innocence.”

Jane Wilder bent forward on her
elbows. Her beautiful dark eyes were
glittering. “ You could do it.”

AVING suspected that this was
coming, Gillian was prepared for
it. ““ You understand, of course,

that I have to be hard-boiled, Miss
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Wilder. A criminal lawyer, regardless

of his'sympathies, can’t afford to touch .
any case ‘in whlch there 1snt someu

glimmer of hope.”

““ But we know Dw1ght is mnocent
the girl cried.

“But how can it be proved 2

“You're a genius at ferreting out
the truth!”

“You'd better begm eating that
-sandwich,” he said. “ I spent all of last
evening questioning people who should
have been eye witnesses to that mur-
der. It was like questioning those three
famous monkeys: They saw nothing.
They heard nothing. They said
nothing.”

Jane Wilder cried: “I knew it! It’s
a conspiracy! All you have to do is
break them down one at a time! Third-
degree them!” ~

“I don't think it's a conspiracy.
Most people are like that under excite-

ment. They see nothing, hear nothing. .
talking about myself. I'm the under-

Or one hears one shot, another hears
three shots, still another hears six. But
once get them on the witness stand!
Vanity forces them to prove.how clear-
minded, how cool they were when it
happened! And that’ s what you re up
against in this case.

Jane Wilder said: “One of them
killed Sandra. On the witness stand,
that one will be the strongest witness
against Dwight—for self-protection!”

Gillian smiled wanly. “ How can you
prove that to a jury?”

“You could do it! You could clear
him! I've seen you in court. I've seen
you. win harder cases than this.”

“1 don’t recall them. I've had to
make it a rule not to touch a case
unless ‘ there’s something to go into
court on. -My belief in a man’s in-
nocence is not enough, Miss Wilder.
People are peculiar. They don’t want a
lawyer, especially a criminal lawyer,
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without -a reputation as a hundred per

cent winner. That’s- my reputation. to

date and:I.can’t afford to.risk it.” .
The girl in the perky black hat stared

‘at him a moment, then her remarkable

eyes seemed to .dissolve darkly. She

" continued to stare -at- him,. making no

sound or movement, with tears slow-
ly running out of her eyes and down
her cheeks. Her mouth was twisted.
Gillian unfolded a clean handker-
chief and pushed it into. her hand.
“ For God’s sake—" he began.
“Listen, Mr. Hazeltine,” she said,
but she took the handkerchief and dried
her eyes and her cheeks. “ You have a
reputation for helping the under-dog.”
_“Listen, Miss Wilder,” he said
grimly, “Dwight is no under-dog.
Under his father’s will, at Sandra’s
death he stands to receive better than
a half million. He can- afford. to hire

- Clarence Darrow.”

“I'm not talking about Dw1ght I’

dog. Ever since I was nine years. old
T’'ve had to fight and claw for.my liv-
ing. I'm the girl you hear about who
grew up on the wrong side of the rail-
road tracks and- has been trying to
make something of myself. I've fought
every inch .of the way, Mr. Hazeltine.
Dwight is the achievement of. my Jife.
I'm proud of him, and I'm proud -of
myself for making a .man out.of a
drunkard. He has become: a grand
person: Together, we can lick the
world. And you're the one person- in
the world who can give us the chance!”

ILLIAN said dryly: “You're
such a smart girl—tell me what
: Dwight’s defense.is!”

“You're a genius. Given a little time,
you can find who it was who planted
that-evidence against Dwight.”

“Whom do you suspect?”
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* “Ramon Pellone—but that's only a

guess. It's a feminine hunch based on -

the fact that I detest him for making
Sandra unhappy.”

“This morning,” Gillian said, “the
district attorney told me old Mrs.
Sanford wants to retain me as special
prosecutor.” :

“That old vulture! Wouldn’t that:

make you suspect her of killing
Sandra? It would ine.”

“ How about Dale Gentry?”

“What would he have to gain?”’

“ Possibly fiothing but the satisfac-
tion of killing the girl who jilted him.”

“ But he isn’t insane!”

“ He's insanely jealous.”

“Then it might have been any of
those three!”

“Four,” Gillian corrected her.
“ Sergeant Burch, according to Sandra,
was the inside man of a robbery in her
house when she was seven. He threat-
ened to kill her if she ever told. Last
night she recognized him. He may have
recognized her.”

“It’s * horribly
Hazeltine. But—"

“It's too complicated.”

“ But you can sift out the truth

Gillian said nothing. He paid the
check, got up and reached for his hat.
He started for the door. Jane Wilder,
with a look of panic, snatched up her
purse and hastened after him.

At the door he met a small mob of
reporters. One of them said: * Here
he is!”” And another panted: “ Good
Lord, Mr. Hazeltine, we’ve been comb-
ing this town for you. What is there
in this rumor that you're going to act
as prosecutor in the Sanford case?”

Before Gillian could speak, Jane
Wilder, at his side, said in a firm, clear
voice: “It's wrong, boys. Mr. Hazel-
tine is going to defend Dwight San-
ford!”

complicated, Mr.

(14
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- I Gillian began, -

“I'm Dwight -Sanford’s fiancée,”
the girl said rapidly. “I'm Chester
Maddox’s private secretary. You can
quote Mr. Hazeltine as saying that he
is absolutely convinced of Dwight’s
innocence. Certain new information
has come to light—"

“Just a mo—" Gillian began again.

“ You can say,” Miss Wilder rushed
on, “that I am throwing up my job to
help Mr. Hazeltine on the case. Do you
want a picture of us together?”

Josh Hammersley, reporter on the
Greenfield Times, said: “ What’s this
new dope, Gillian? The Clinton coroner
says it’s in the bag. So does Dan Mur-
dock.”

Gillian said dryly: “ My spokesman
will answer all questions, boys.”

The reporters pressed closer to the
girl in the perky black hat.

“1It's not for publication,” she dis-
appointed them. ‘But you know Mr,
Hazeltine’s reputation. He has a hun-
dred per cent record for winning mur-
der trials. He cannot afford to touch a
case in which there isn’t some very
definite glimmer of hope. Could you
smile hopefully, Mr. Hazeltine?”

- She had taken his arm. She was
smiling faintly and mysteriously into
the cameras. Shutters snapped.

When the reporters and photograph-
ers had gone, Gillian said: “ All right,
Jane. You're a fast worker. If you're
as fast at digging up useful evidence,
we may have a chance. By the way,
what’s this definite glimmer of hope?”

She slanted a cocky smile at him and
answered: “ Jane Wilder!”

ETURNING to his office, Gillian
found Miss Walsh waiting for
him, flushed pinkly and wearing

the somewhat grim look she reserved
for arguments with the boss.
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“Harry Zarrow called.- It's some-
thing about a thread. He wants you to
call back.”

Gillian. $at down: at : hxs desk and”

spread out the newspapers which he
hadn’t had time to read during
luncheon. :

- His secretary said defiantly: “ Mr.
Hazeltine, 1 thmk you should take the
Sanford case.’

“““Why?”

L should be worth fifty or seventy-
five thousand.”

“1 said—why?”

Miss Walsh’s air of defiance became
more pronounced. “ His fiancée was up
here talking to me this morning. No
man with a girl like her would be fool-
ish enough to commit a murder. She
talked to me for-two hours.”

“Yes,” Gillian sighed. “ Jane is
really a brilliant conversationalist.
Call up the D. A’s office and tell John
Redfern I must decline Mrs. Sanford’s
offer to act as special prosecutor, as I
am taking her grandson’s case.”

Miss Walsh’s grimness vanished.
She blushed and laughed. She cried:
“Have we a fighting chance, Mr.
‘Hazeltine?”

“ We're going to fight for a fighting
chance. Send Hartley in. By the way,
Jane is to have access to me at any
time.”

When she had closed the door, he
called Harry Zarrow. And when the
city chemist answered, Gillian said:
“ All right, Harry. Let’s have it. Did
it come from Sergeant Burch’s necktie,
Dale Gentry’s vest, Ramon Pellone’s
waistcoat, -grandmother’s shawl —or
Dwight Sanford’s sweater ?”

Harry Zarrow told him. Gillian said
sadly, “Yes, I was afraid of that, It
makes it tough. You could keep this
under your hat., It'll take more than a
curly gray thread to win this case.”
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He was hanging up the receiver
when Jake Hartley, the-chief of his in-
vestigation department; came in.

% Jake, I'm going in for a little wind-
mill tilting.”
. “Yes, sir; so I heard.” -

“ This case.will be won or lost in

‘your department. You are to spare no

expense. You are to leave no stone un-
turned. I .want the hour-by-hour life
histories of Ramon Pellone, Dale
Gentry, Sergeant Burch and a red-

‘headed man named O’Hoolihan, who

was picked up last night in Clinton on
an assault and battery charge.”

“Yes, sir; he has left:town.”

“So soon?” ‘

“He and his wife paid a ten dollar
fine and took the noon train west.”

“ Have him tailed.”

“Yes, sir; I attended to it. I suppose
you know that Pellone, Gentry and old
Mrs. Sanford were released just before
noon. You didn’t mention her just now.
Is she a suspect?”

Gillian reached for a cigar and said,
o Whisper when you mention her
name.’ :

“ What shall T do about her? »

“ Watch her like a hawk. Our whole
case is hanging by a thread. And—it
may be the wrong thread!”

CHAPTER X.
ATRUMP CARD?

WEEK before the case of the

people versus Dwight Sanford

was scheduled for a hearing in
the court of Judge Hilary Dare, a
rumor reached Gillian that Acting Dis-
trict Attorney John Redfern had
something up his sleeve; that Mr. Red-
fern was borrowing and planning to
use one_of Gillian Hazeltine’s favorite
courtroom weapons—a surprise!
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In the preparation of a murder case
for trial, the district attorney’s office is
compelled to give counsel for the de-
fense access to all.the information it
possesses. It is possible, however, for
a clever district attorney, willing to
take the risk, to withhold certain
crumbs.

And apparently this was what that
smart, two-fisted young lawyer, John
Redfern, was doing.

Once this rumor reached the Hazel-
tine law offices, Gillian set into activity
a number of grapevines, some of which
might or might not reach into the dis-
trict attorney’s archives. He wanted to
know what that surprise was. But the
grapevines were, as far as this par-
ticular information was concerned, so
many dead circuits.

Later, he blamed himself for not
having drawn Dwight out more fully.
He had questioned Dwight at great
length during his preparation of the
case, and it was doubtless Dwight’s
fault that Gillian entered court that
brisk fall morning unaware of what
the surprise might be.

He was certain, however, that it
would be a tricky case.

The courtroom was packed. A
Hazeltine case always packed a court-
room, largely because of Hazeltine’s
reputation for dramatics, showman-
ship, trickery, surprises. He was a
great jury lawyer, and he never dis-
appointed his audience.

The opinion of the public in the case
of the People versus Dwight Sanford
had been shaped by the attitude of the
press. The press considered Dwight
Sanford guilty on prima facie evidence.
Yet both press and public knew Hazel-
tine’s iron-clad rule: never to take a
case in which he did not positively be-
lieve his client to be jnnocent; never to
take a case in which there was
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not some loophole through which his
client might escape.

Here, then, was a clash of apparent
facts—indeed, a head-on collision be-
tween apparent facts. The district at-
torney’s office had established in the
public’s mind, through the agency of
the press, that Dwight Sanford was a
red-handed murderer. Meeting this fact
head-on was Gillian Hazeltine’s em-
phatic assertion that Dwight Sanford,
was innocent. .

These two opposing views, or facts,
were to meet in head-on collision in
court. It promised drama. It promised
excitement. And when one considered
the legal forces arrayed, it promised
battle. Heading the prosecution was
Acting District Attorney John Red-
fern, a brilliant lawyer, a two-fisted
fighter, a man who every one knew had
high political ambitions—a man who
must win cases. to advance those am-
bitions. - _

Almost single - handed, Hazeltine
would conduct the case for the defense.
It was usually so. Hazeltine was, in
the criminal branch of the law, a
species of lone wolf.

There was said to be bad blood be-
tween him and John Redfern. The act-
ing district attorney still smarted from
one courtroom defeat at Gillian’s
hands.

And because of all this promised
drama and strife and personal bad feel-
ing, it was natural that the public
should want to see this courtroom
battle of legal giants. It explained why
admission was by ticket only, and why
the press table was jammed with re-
porters, special writers, artists.

HEN Hazeltine entered the
courtroom that morning—a
somewhat chunky man, not

tall, with ink-black hair sprinkled
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prematurely with- silver, a quiet-look-
.ing man—a whispering went up-from
the spectators, and a .tenseness . fol-
lowed.

John Redfern was. alrcady at the

counsel table, surrounded by his aids'

and secretaries. When Hazeltine
reached his end of the table, Redfern
glanced up and got up. He was a tall,
blond, powerful-looking man of about
thirty-five, with the hard blue eyes of
a fighter, the straight wide forehead of
a thinker, and the wide, prominent

jaws of a man of tremendous will-

power:

The two men surveyed each other
for perhaps five seconds before either
spoke. There was electricity in the air.

The hard blue eyes of the prosecutor.

met the steel-blue eyes of the counsel
-for the defense.

“ Good morning,” Hazeltine said.

“ Good morning,” Redfern said.

Neither smiled. They sat down at
opposite ends of the table. Then came
a young person for.whom the fickle
and emotional’ public had acquired a
great liking; the fiancée of the man on
trial. Jane Wilder came down the aisle
to the counsel table, looking neither to
left nor right—a small, slim, beautiful
girlin brown, with a perky little brown
hat. There was a faint approving mur-
mur as she went down the aisle.
public not only liked Jane. Having
heard at great length her story, the
public was sorry for her—was sorry
chiefly because of her misfortune to be
in love with a man doomed to die in
the electric chair.

She seated herself beside Gillian
Hazeltine and gave him a wan-little
smile. There were whispers, audible
murmurs about the courtroom.

Judge Hilary Dare came in, black-
robed and. grave; a long-faced, sad-
looking jurist with an ascetic air. He

The .

ARGOSY

at once called Redfern and Hazeltine
to the bench and dryly said: “ Well,
gentlemen, .is. this to be a battle of the
century—or a trial in a court of law?
A sideshow performance—or a serious
attempt at seeing that justice is done?”

‘Gravely, Hazeltine said: * Your
honor, the defense has an excellent
case.”

(znmly, ] Redfern_ ~said:  “Your
honor, the State has an airtight case!”

The battle over a . jury was now
launched. It wore out the patience of
Judge Dare. It wore the nerves of the
spectators to a frazzle. It decided
nothing except that the opposing coun-
sel were bitter enemies and determined
to fight at the drop of -a hat.

The jury hox was filled by the end
of the second day. Next morning, Gil-
lian pleaded not guilty and the trial
started.

N his preliminary address to the
jury, Mr. Redfern. declared that it
was his intention to prove that the

accused, - Dwight Sanford, had de-
liberately brought about the death of
his sister Sandra in a cell in the Clin-
ton jail on the night of September
3oth, and that when motive was estab-
lished ‘no doubt would exist in any
man’s mind.

.1 will endeavor to establish that

this man deliberately and most foully

killed his sister, after several de-
liberate attempts had failed; that he
was prompted to do so by an over-

-whelming greed to amass a fortune of

many millions — perhaps even bil-
lions!” :

Gillian knew that the tail at least of
the cat was -protruding from the bag.
A surprise motive!

He looked quickly at Dw1ght sitting
beside him, pale from his long confine-
ment. The young man-was frowning.
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Gillian whispered: “ What does that
mean?” .

And Dwight, with a slow headshake,
answered, “ I don’t understand.”

Jane Wilder had a bewildered air.
She whlspered to Gillian: “It doesn’t
make sense.’

She was pale, too. Since Gillian had
decided to take the case she had slept
very little. She was thinner, and her
large dark eyes looked larger and were
more beautiful than ever. Yet in spite
of her cleverness, her willingness, her
inexhaustible energy, she had accom-
plished very little,

JOHN REDFERN

The first witness for the State was
Dr. Horace Blake, the coroner of Clin-
ton; a lanky old man in a baggy black
suit which looked as if it had been
frequently slept in. He was an untidy
old man with untidy gray hair and the
comfortable manner, acquired at many
bedsides, of the old-fashioned country
doctor.

Duly sworn, he testified that at about
nine o’clock on the night of September
thirtieth Sergeant Burch, of the Clin-
ton police force, had telephonéd him at
the house of Seth Freeford’s, where he
was occupied until 2 A.M. delivering
Mrs. Freeford’s baby. It had been a
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critical case, Mrs. Freeford had almost
lost her life, and he had not been able
to reach the Clinton Jall untnl two
thirty.

“I found the dead woman lying on
the cot in Cell Three, on her back. She
had obviously been strangled. A bruise
under her hair above the left temple
indicated she had first been struck
from in front.”

Mr. Redfern: * Did you perform an
autopsy?”’

“Yes, sir.”

““ Was the skull fractured?”

“ No. There may have been a slight
concussion. It would be hard to say
whether or not she was unconscious
after that blow was struck. But she was
struck from in front, and probably
dazed, and she was strangled from in
front. Thumb marks on the windpipe
showed plainly. Finger marks on the
back of the neck showed less plainly.”

The district attorney asked him
other questions relating to the manner
in which Sandra Sanford had been
killed. Then:

“Is it your opinion, doctor, that
Miss Sanford could have been stran-
gled at the cell door, the murderer first
striking her through the bars, then
reaching through the bars, strangling
her, and hurling her with sufficient
force so that she fell upon the cot in
the position in which she was found?”

Dr. Blake considered and said: “ It’s
stretchmg the possibilities, but it’s pos-
sible.”

Mr. Redfern gave the witness to
Mr. Hazeltine.

R. HAZELTINE: “Doctor,
have you heard of the theory
that some one, rather than

reaching through the bars, striking,
strangling and hurling Miss. Sanford
across the room, entered'the ‘cell by
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means of a key, and struck her, and
strangled-her, and left her lying on the
cotpt ;

“Yes, Mr Hazeltme LG

“ Which theory do you consider the
most plausible ?”’

Mr. Redfern.made an 1mpat1ent ges-
ture, but said nothing. And when Dr.
Blake hesitated, Gillian said: “ Make
your answer, not in light of what you
have heard or read, but on the basis of
your inspection of that cell.”

‘I should say that some one entered
the cell and killed the girl. It would be
quite unlikely for her dead body to
have been hurled across the cell in such
a way that it fell upon the cot. I should
say the murderer either held her there
while strangling her, or dropped her
there afterward.”

“Would you say that the murderer
would hardly be likely to bother
hurling her—”

“ Objection!”

* Sustained.”

Mr. Hazeltine: *“ Dr. Blake, in your
examination of the body and your in-
spection of the cell, did you form any
opinion of the murderer’s identity #”

“No, sit.” :

* Thank you, doctor.”

HE country doctor stepped down.
- The next witness called was Dr.
. Alexander MacWherter. Gillian
became watchful as a slender, sandy-
haired man of thirty-eight or forty
walked to the stand. He didn’t look
like a doctor. Gillian caught a whiff
of stables as the tall, slightly-bent man

passed. He suspected that the State’s -

surprise was about to be sprung. And
there was a nervous air about the dis-
trict attorney as he walked toward the
witness stand and began questioning.
“What is your occupation?”
“1 am a veterinary surgeon.”
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“ How long, Dr. MacWherter, have
you practiced . this profession?”

‘“Eighteen years” The witness
spoke ‘calmly. He was a mild-looking
man with calm blue eyes.

“ Where ?*. . e

“ Always in and about Greenﬁeld 2

“Then you.are well known in this
part of the country?”

“I am supposed to be.”
smiled faintly.

*“In the course of your practice have
you .ever been called upon to give
medical or surgical aid to animals
owned by-a MISS Sandra Sanford Lk

“Yes, sir.’ .

““On many occasions?”

“I have looked after the dogs and
horses on the Sanford estate for about
fifteen years. I have taken charge of
their horse breedings, and I have taken
care of sick horses and dogs.”

“Were you ever called upon to
prescribe medicines for Miss Sanford’
Scotties?”

“ Yes, sir. They are highly-bred dogs,
somewhat inbred, and are delicate.”

Judge Dare said, “ Just a moment,
doctor.” And te Gillian: “ Mr. Hazel-
tine, have you any objection to this

T]ie' witness

‘testimony P’

Gillian said : “ On the contrary, your
honor; I am fascinated.” :

“ About six months ago, doctor,”
Mr. Redfern said, “ were you called by
Miss Sanford to prescribe some medi-
cine or treatment for a skin ailment
with which several of her Scotties were
afflicted ?”

“1 was.”

“ What was the nature of thxs skin
ailment?”

“ The medical term for it is demodex
folliculorum. It is known commonly as
red mange. It is a very bad disease.”

“Is demodexr folliculorum, or red
mange, ordinarily curable?”
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“Tt is sometimes responsive to some
treatments, but is supposed to be in-
curable.”

“What is the usual treatment?”’

“ Medicated salves and liquids sel-
dom even check the spread of the in-
fection. In some cases, red mange has
responded to an inoculation of a serum
made of germs taken from the subject.”

“Is that a positive cure?”

“No, sir.”

“Kindly tell the jury your ex-
perlence with MISS Sanfords Scotties
six months ago.”

Dr. MacWherter turned to the jury
and answered in his even voice: “ Miss
Sanford called me in to see what could
be done about this red mange they had.
We tried everything known, including
the serum injections. The dogs did not
respond to- the treatment. I suggested
that she let me chloroform the afflicted
dogs, but she wouldn’t stand for it. She
said she would try some ideas of her
own. She had come across an old for-
mula for a mange medicine in a book
her great-grandfather had owned, and
she tried this. It seemed to show some
improvement, then she had her brother
experiment. with the formula in his
chemical laboratory, trying out some
of her ideas.”

“ Do you know, doctor whether or
not these experiments 'were success-
ful?”

HE veterinary grinned broadly.
“T'll tell the world they were!
She called me in about three
months ago, and she showed me the
dogs. Every one of them was cured!
She had beaten the red mange! I asked
her if I could have the formula, and
she said no; that she had some other
ideas in mind.”
“Do you know what these ideas
were?”’ :
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“Well, I've found out since. She
had the idea thatif that formula would
cure anything as incurable as demodex
folliculorum, it might have some result
on a . bald-headed man. She sent
samples of it anonymously, I believe,
to four bald men in Greenfield and—"

“ When was this?”

“1 believe it was about a month be-
fore she was murdered.”

“ Are you acquainted with the re-
sults of this formula in connection with
baldness ?”’

“I've heard it grows a fine head of
hair.”

“ Did Miss Sanford say anything to
you about the possible financial value
of this formula?”

“Yes, sir. She and her brother and
I discussed it one time in the stable.
We all agreed that if it would actually
grow hair on a bald man it was worth
millions—countless millions!” ..

“ Have you ever seen this medicine?”

“Yes, sir. It's a pale purple, or
lavender-colored, liquid with a faint
smell of camphor.”

The district attorney took out of his
coat pocket a six-ounce prescription
bottle a third full of a pale purple
liquid.

“Doctor, can you identify this as
that mange medicine?”

He gave the bottle to the veterinary,
who unscrewed the cap and sniffed the
contents.

“This is the stuff.”

““ That’s all, doctor. Your honor, I
wish to introduce this as Material Ex-
hibit A for the State.”

The bottle was admitted and ticketed.

“Your witness, Mr. Hazeltine!”

Gillian waived cross-examination.
He felt irritable. Dwight should have
told him about this; given him a
chance to prepare for it. It was Gil-
lian’s first inkling of the identity of
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the mysterious and anonymous woman
who had sent the purple ‘hair-restorer
to various bald men:

"J

win!

CHAPTER XL
THE ﬁOMBSHELL.

SLIM, well-tailored man with a

brown . Vandyke walked to the

witness stand. He testified that he
was a dermatologist; that he main-
tained a suite of offices in the For-
bisher Building; that he specialized in
diseases of the skin and scalp, and that
he had a great many patients who were
men suffering from baldness or near
baldness. Dr. Darwin admitted, with
becoming modesty, that he was prob-
ably the best-known dermatologlst in
the State.

John Redfern said, in his clipped,
vigorous way: “I would like you to tell
the jury, doctor, something about bald-
ness. Is there more than one type?”

“There are a number of types.”

“ Do all of them respond equally to
treatment?”

“No. Some respond quickly. Some
respond not at all.”

Dr. Darwin went on to define and
describe the various types. of baldness.

The district attorney said: “1 want
you to tell the jury, as impartially as
possible, what success you have had
treating baldness.”

Dr. Darwin answered methodically

and at length. He said that, in some
cases, he had arrested baldness; in some

cases he had made thin hair grow in’

thicker.
“ Science has provided us with cer-
tain ~aids — the proper medicines,

knowledge of diet, the violet-ray. But
1 must confess that I have never yet
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grown hair satisfactorily on a bald

- head—that is,-a head that is hairless on
- - what we gommoenly call. the-dome.”
“ Next w1mess Dr Hogarth Dar- :

““Have.you ever.cured a case of
congenital, or.inherited baldness?”
“Never!”
- “If you could lay your. hands on

- such- a formula—a formula which

would . grow hair luxuriously on- the,
baldest head—what would you say
such a formula was worth?” .

“It would be impossible to estimate

‘the value of: such a formula.”

‘““ A million dollars?”

“No one but-a .fool would sell such
a formula for such a sum. It is like
asking me what a piece of land is worth
when I know that by digging into that
land-I will come upon: gold in rich and
inexhaustible quantities.”

Mr. Redfern: “ Then if you owned
such a formula, you would consider
yourself, potentially, one of the richest
men on earth?” - .

The witness: “Candidly, I would
not exchange places with John D.

.Rockefeller or Henry Ford!”

“Will 'you step down from the
stand a moment, doctor ?”’ Then, to Mr.
Hazeltine:. “1 beg your pardon, Mr.
Hazeltine. .. Will you defer cross-ex-
amination for a moment? I wish to
have Dr. Darwin examine some speci-
men types of baldness.”

Gillian said grimly: “ It’s quxte all
right. 'm tremendously interested.”

“ With the court’s permission,” said
the prosecutor, ““ I will call several w1t-
nesses to the stand.”

Judge Dare granted. thlS permission.

John Redfern: “ Will Jonah Jones
step here,- please i 5

\HE old beggar who had, for ten
years, stood in the doorway of
-Gillian’s office- building, came to
the stand and was sworn. Since that
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day .in September, when Gillian had
first remarked upon his new crop of
hair, the hair on Jonah Jones’s head

had grown out long and thick. He was -

no longer a bald man, or even a slight-
ly bald man.

The old cripple gave his occupatlon
as “salesman,” and said that he sold
pencils for a living. He gave his age as
fifty-eight, and said he had been total-
ly bald since he was thirty. Redfern
asked him to identify the pale-purple
hair-restorer, and to tell the jury the
circumstances under which he had be-
come acquainted with it; which Jonah
Jones did. .

“ What were the results?”’

The beggar gave the jury a toothless
grin and ducked his head down.

“If necessary,” Redfern said, “I
can produce a hundred witnesses who
will testify that this man was bald for
at least ten years to their knowledge.
Do you wish this verification, Mr.
Hagzeltine?”

No; Mr. Hazeltine did not.

Dr. Darwin was now instructed to '

question Jonah Jones. This he did, and
presently announced it as his expert
opinion that Jonah Jones had been suf-
fering from hereditary baldness which
was, also in his expert opinion, posi-
tively incurable.

Other once-bald men were paraded
to the witness stand, to be sworn and
questioned by the district attorney and
the dermatologist. One of them, flushed
with embarrassment, was Daniel Mel-
chior, the president of the Greenfield
First National. He now had a wonder-
ful crop of hair. Another living
demonstration of the purple hair re-
storer was Mortimer Tait, the broker.

Each of these cases Dr. Darwin pro-
nounced unhesitatingly as a type of
baldness hitherto impossible to cure.

Mr. Redfern: “ Doctor, if either or
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all of these men had come to you for
baldness treatment,” what would you
have told them?”

“I would have told them it was im-
possible to cure their baldness. In fact,
I did tell Mr. Melchior so. In spite of
it, he insisted on taking treatments.”

“And did you sprout any hair on
his head?”

“T regret to say I did not sprout a
single hair. And I may add that I used
every method known to modern science
and medicine. That Mr. Melchior has
grown this magnificent head of hair is
nothing short of miraculous.”

“Having examined these men, do
you feel free to say that this purple
medicine, perfected by Miss Sanford
and her brother, is good for baldness ?”

“1 would certainly not say anything
so mild, Mr. Redfern. It is the most
wonderful contribution ever made to
the science of dermatology.”

“Will you reiterate that the holder,
or owner, of the formula should amass
a fortune from it?”

“ Millions! Multi-millions!”

“ Thank you, doctor. Do you wish
to cross-examine this witness, Mr.
Hazeltine?” :

Gillian waved his hand in a gesture
of carelessness, and the doctor retired.

ALE GENTRY was now called
to the stand. As he passed the
counsel table his eyes met the ac-

cused man’s, and he grimly shook his
head. His air when he seated himself,
after being sworn, was grim, and he
fixed the district attorney with eyes
which were not friendly.

Redfern said: “ Mr. Gentry, are you
not engaged in a line of chemical re-
search in the Sanford Chemical Lab-
oratory which, until the time of her
death, was jointly owned by Sandra
Sanford and the accused ?”
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“® Yes ” el
* Just what is your business connec-
tion with the accused?” .- -

“It is a rather undefined cormec-,

tion,” Dale Gentry said crisply. “When
he and Miss Sanford bought the lab-
oratory, a little over two years ago, I
was looking for some .one to help me
work out a formula, or process for

manufacturing a synthetic, oil-proof, °

acid-proof rubber. I met Mr. Sanford
through mutual friends, and he said

he would like to work on the formula:

with the view to perfecting it and
putting the rubber on the market.”

“Would there be a big market for
such rubber?”

‘“ A very big market.”

“How successful have - these ex-
periments been?”

“They have been favorable. We
can make the rubber, but the produc-
tion cost is still prohibitive. Perhaps I
should mention that it often takes years
to develop such a process as this. For
the past eight months we have been
at work on means of cutting down this
manufacturing cost.” -

- “In your opinion, is the accused a
good chemist?”

“Yes, sir. I think he is destined to
be one of the leading chemists in
America.”

“T did not ask you that!”

The witness thinned his lips. “ I beg
your pardon!” he snapped. *“ You asked
me if he was a good chemist. I an-
swered you.”

“You will kindly confine your an-
swers to yes or no. Do you know any-
thing about this hair restorer?”-

“Yes or no,”
grimly.

The courtroom burst into laughter
When order was restored, Redfern
said thinly: “ Very well, kindly expand
the answer.”

the witness said
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“I know very lnttle about the- hair.
restorer:”

“ Were .you. aware that the. accused
was ‘experimenting ‘with forrnulas for
it?” .

“Yes. But it was none of my busi-
ness. It was supposed to be a secret be-
tween Miss. Sanford and Dwight. I.
was. asked to say nothing  about it.-
Until you called me to your office and
asked me-.about it, -I respected their
trust.”

“ Did: Miss Sanford at any nme,
say anything to you privately about its
commercial possibilities?”

“ She did. She said she planned to
try it out on various types-of baldness,
first of all, Dwight. If it worked with
him, she’d try others. It worked with
Dwight, so she tried others. She told
me it-would .make her and Dwight, if
it worked, the richest brother and sister
in the world.”

“In your opinion,is the formula SO-
valuable?”

# Decndedly‘ -Depending, of course,
on how it is advertlsed and merchan-

. dized.”

R. REDFERN turned to the
bench: “ Your honor, I have
finished with the taking of this

line of testimony. Mr. Hazeltine, do
you wish to cross-examine any of these
witnesses ?” -

Mr. Hazeltine:
line.”

Mr. Redfern: “ Your honor, to'clear
up any doubts which may exist, I have
introduced  this testimony to support

“Not along this

‘my contention that' the accused mur-

dered his sister because of the value—"

Mr. Hazeltine: ‘‘Objected to as
summation !”

Mr. Redfern:
pleases—"

Mr. ‘Hazeltine:

“If the court

“Your honor, this
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line of testimony so far proves nothing
but that this purple hair restorer has a
high market value. It in no way implies
that the defendant killed his sister!”

Mr. Redfern: “I have been offering
evidence on my contention—"

Mr. Hazeltine: *“ Your honor, I shall
prove that four other people had
motives equally strong for killing
Sandra Sanford! This man’—he
shook a fist at the district attorney—
“is defying every rule of decent—"

The Court: “ Gentlemen! I will have
no fighting in this court!”

Mr. Redfern: “ I am merely defend-
ing my rights, your honor. This court-
room trickster—"’

The Court: “ Silence!”

Mr. Redfern: “ Will the court rule
on the objection?”

The Court: “It is overruled.”

Gillian vigorously argued the point.
When, in spite of his arguments, the
ruling held, he took exception. And
when the exception had been noted,
thereby giving him possible grounds
for retrial, if necessary, he dramatical-
ly demanded that a juror be with-
drawn.

This would have meant a mistrial.
Gillian wanted a new trial. He wanted
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time. The purple hair restorer was too
much for him.

His petition was denied. Court was
now recessed for lunch.

During recess, Gillian, with Jane
Wilder, visited Dwight in his cell.

Gillian said angrily: “ You should
have told me about this damned hair
restorer. It’s going to be a death’s-head
at the feast. Do you think that jury
will listen to other testimony with that
hanging in the air? All that big money
talk has them dazzled and dazed. Why
didn’t you tell me?”

“1 didn’t think lt was important,
Gillian.”

“1 didn’t either,” Jane said.

“ Oh, you knew about it, too?”

“ Of course, I knew about it!"

“Why didn’t either of you tell me
about it?”

Dwight answered : “ It was supposed
to be a secret, anyway. Sandra and I
had sworn to keep it a secret. So had
Dale. They pried it out of him after
they got it out of that vet. I never
dreamed it would come up. Is it really
so dangerous?”’

Gillian sighed weanly “A child
playing with a box of matches in a
powder magazine is safer.”

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK.

l Nothing we could say about Hiram

Walker’s London Dry Gln could be

andvalae. BatLondon Dry isreally

its own | ben -pokunun Why not

half so convincing as the taste of
the gin itself. Behind it standa the
75-year-oldreputation of the houso
of Hiram Walker for quality, purity

i’ofandon by gelllng a Lonla today?

HIRAM WALKER & SONS
Detroit, Michigan

Distilleries at Peoria, Ik, and Walkervills, Ont.

Hoyam N,

%%/24/

This adoertisement s nos dntended o offer alcoholio beverages for sala or delivery {m any stale or community where the
advertising, aale or use thereof is unlawful,



N Qwelette—
Complete

No man could reach the ;virgin pearl lagoon
because of King Sakita’s ban—so Behrens,
the pearler, decided to poach

The Stained Tabu

By ANTHONY RUD
Author of “ White Flres," “The Marked Deuce,” ete.

CHAPTER 1.
KING OF THE FLORES.

“FPF\HE first year’s stores are be-
T low. I’ll have them ashore for
you by sundown.” Jimmy
Carlin spoke slowly, for the Bugi-
ngoko of the Burdett Islands is tricky
on the tongue. He extended the pen-
written sheet and his own fountain
pen. He had read aloud the agreement,
which was brief and inscribed both in
English and in the vemacular of the
islands.

bottom.
“ No,” said the little brown man in
the serang.

He remained  standing, his coﬁee-
colored eyes holding those of the sur-

prised Jimmy Carlin in what seemed

a gaze of wistful sorrow.
Jimmy caught his breath. There was

_no evading the finality in the voice of
King Sakita., And save for queer rules
.enforced in a spasm occurring about

once a decade by the Portuguese of
Timor, the decisions of Sakita were
obeyed unquestioningly and always by
the inhabitants of forty-odd flyspeck
1slands scattered in the Flores Sea.
The inhabitants of those scattered
islands numbered less than two thou-

. sand, for a curse had fallen upon them.
“ Sit down and make a mark—here,” -
he invited, indicating the space at the

Always these coral atolls had been
poor; but life was easy enough as long

. as edible fish swam in the sea. Of late

62

years, for a reason unknown to man,
the fish had become poisonous. The
subjects of King Sakita starved.slow-
ly—or. died suddenly with distended
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bellies and blue patches on the skin.

Not always, of course. Sometimes
for a few weeks the fish were all right,
then suddenly they would make death-
ly ill or kill every one who ate. It could
not be explained on the basis of spawn-
ing season, either; and so actual starva-
tion had come to the Burdetts.

“You realize wh-what you're say-
ing?” demanded Jimmy, stammering
slightly and paling beneath his layers
of salt-cured bronze. “I was given to
understand that you agreed. I have
brought five hundred cases of steel-
head salmon, five hundred cases of red
whale meat, six barrels of nigger
twist—"

The little brown man stiffened. He
held up one hand in dignified gesture.
“1 do not make bargains with liars,”
he explained simply.

Now Jimmy reddened more swiftly
than his color had ebbed. ‘* Explain
that, Sakita!” he demanded sharply.
“When have I ever lied to you or
treated one of yours unjustly "
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“ Never,”” admitted the little king.
His slanted eyes narrowed with a gleam
of anger, however. “ You held back
part of the truth, though. You did not
tell me that you bargained not for
yourself, but for another. A man I hate
and shall kill!” he ended.

That was a stiff blow. Jimmy's eyes
fell, and bitter curses welled up in his
heart. But then he gained control of
himself and arose quietly.

“How did you know I came here
in behalf of Behrens?” he asked.

For a long moment the slanted eyes
looked scornful. Sakita smiled bitterly.

“When that one”—he spat over-
side—* comes to the Flores Sea, the
word is brought to me. Now he is
waiting on Tubu-Muna, at the grove
where my people worked for you in
cutting and drying the copra—in the
days when you were an honorable
man and feared not to tell the whole
truth.”

This was making a terrible thing
out of what had been no more than a
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choice of evils—for Sakita, who would
have no choice. Jimmy did not feel
guilty at heart. He had accepted the
help of Rudolph Behrens long before
he as much as suspected that the man
was other than he seemed, a pearler
and island trader grown rich through
lucky finds, and inclined to generosity
and kind-heartedness toward young
men not so lucky.

UT Sakita had seen the whole net
of intrigue as if Jimmy himself
had known it from the first. In

fact, as if Jimmy himself had sug-
gested this method of trying to pull
“the ‘wool over the eyes of the island
chieftain.

Something would have to be done
about it at once. Sakita had been a
good friend to Jimmy two years be-
fore'the “ Cock-eyed Bob ** had howled
up out of the Indian Ocean, to -bring
ruin to his little plantation on Tubu-
Muna.

“Look here, Sakita, I'm not threat-
ening. In a way I’'m damned glad that
you saw through my little pretense. I
hate appearing to lie. But do you re-
alize that Behrens can ruin you once
and for all—and will surely do so if
he discovers he can’t make a profit out
of your pearl lagoon?”

“ All he must do is inform the Por-
tuguese at Timor. I know,” nodded
Sakita. “ They will swarm down hun-
grily, violate tabus, snatch, steal—and
destroy any of mine who dare protest.
Very well, let it happen. I shall not
bargain with Behrens!”

With flashing eyes and a swirl of his
rich serang, King Sakita turned to the
rail. He gestured, and two broad-shoul-
dered brown men with the high cheek
bones of purer Malays stood up in the
stern of the long proa.

Sakita placed one hand on the rail
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and vaulted into their waiting arms.
As he seated himself with dignity, the
long, narrow sailing cano'e drifted
from  Jimmy's anchored schooner.
Then a lateen sail bellied in the breeze,
and the swift proa departed. King
Sakita did not glance backward.:

.Jimmy Carlin turned away, growl-
ing an order to his flat-faced boat-
swain. This then was the end. Com-
plete ruin,-an end of the last chance
to repay Rudolph Behrens, and what
was worse, a repttation for treachery.
The little brown potentate had been a
friend.

Well, he was done with Behrens.
Even when the elder man took over
the schooner, the ruined plantation,
and everything else Jimmy owned,
there still would be the debt of more
than one thousand English pounds.

Jimmy would give him a note, and
then devote his life to repaying. What
chance would a beach comber have,
though? In these latitudes white men
either held absolute authority in their
little spheres, or else they were the low-
est of the low.

“ All that is a trifle,”” gritted Jimmy
to himself. *“ The worst is the smirch
on honor—because I half earned it!
Wonder what that wily devil Behrens
ever did to Sakita, anyhow?”

CHAPTER II.
DEGREES OF DISHONOR.

ER hatches filled to the covers
with canned salmon, the beef-
like whale meat (which tastes
more fishy than fish), black, braided
tobacco in barrels, bolts of flowered
calico, and cases of a rather superior
gin, the twenty - four ton schooner
Kota Baroe threaded the channels
amid the thick-dotted islands and atolls
2A—3
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of the Sea of Flowers. Breezes were
light and fitful. The Kota Baroe made
no more than three to four kmots steer-
age way.

From the southeast, pursuing at
twice the schooner’s rate, came a
single-outrigger proa, single sail lean-
ing, and a tiny white wishbone in the
teeth of its slender bow. Hopeful for a
second that this might be King Sakita,
come to admit handsomely that he had
been carried away by wrath, and had
blamed his white friend more than
justly, Jimmy got binoculars from
their case and studied the flying canoe.
Then he shook his head. This was a
smaller proa, holding only four figures.
It did riot interest him.

An hour later, though, he learned
that the four brown men in the little
vessel sought him. The canoe drew
abreast, and a high-pitched voice called
his name.

Jimmy recognized the man, and
somewhat reluctantly gave the order
to heave to. This was a cousin of
Sakita, who was the minor chief of
three small islands. A far different sort
of man—probably with some Chinese
blood tincturing the Javanese and
Bugt, since there was a decided yellow
cast to his skin. A lazy, pudgy fellow,
Jimmy recalled, from copra days. A
schemer, whose sense of proprieties
was adaptable, as long as he himself
ate and drank of the best. He bore the
name of Gunong Api. -

Now, Gunong Api had no difficulty
climbing over the rail. He was thirty
pounds leaner than when Jimmy last
had seen him; and the enforced bant-
ing on his starvation islands had not
increased his handsomeness. He looked
lean, crafty, mean, even when he
bowed in ceremonial greeting to Jim-
my, and spoke the flowered phrases of
the court language—a stilted lingo

3A—3

65

abandoned at once, when there was any
business to be done.

From the first, Jimmy sensed some-
thing evil. For that reason he made no
move to entertain Gunong Api, but met
him at the rail with a nod for the cere-
monials, and then a curt question in
Bugi-ngoke.

“ Why is my poor vessel thus hon-
ored ?”

Gunong Api smirked, and Jimmy
saw the Chinese in him more plainly.
Biting down on the stern of his brier,
Jimmy leaned on the rail and waited,
wondering what could be in the wind.
He had nothing now to lose—nothing
save self-respect and honor, that is.
And it slowly developed that these
were just the intangible commodities
in which Gunong Api intended to
traffic!

“It was brought to my ears that
disaster must come to the Flores,” said
the Bugi, with a sorrowful shake of his
head. The beady eyes gleamed watch-
fully, though. “ My cousin, the great
Sakita, has allowed his pride to come
before the welfare of his people. Now,
Tuan Behrens will be angry. The Por-
tuguese will come. For us will be tapu
ailong—e mate! (Broken tabus—
death.)”

“ And so you're going to do some-
thing about it, eh?” mused Jimmy,
frowning. “ Well, what?”’

“ You have almost all the stores for
the consummation of the agreement—
even 2 new agreement!” suggested
Gunong Api suavely,

“Eh?” asked Jimmy, starting erect.
“How do you mean, almost ? If Sakita
had been willing—"

“ Ah, but he is not willing! All on
account of that wekine, his one-mother
sister, who went willingly with Beh-
rens.”

“So that was it,” nodded Jimmy
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He knew the fierce loyalty to mother-
kin, even among these polygamists.
Behrens, it seemed, had lived with a
brown girl, and unfortunately she had
been the real sister to Sakita. Well,
Jimmy did not like that practice, but
it had been very common, out here
where there were no white women at
all. Behrens sank no lower because of
it than hundreds of his own kind of
white skin. After all, the girl had been
related to royalty; she doubtless had
been small, beautiful in a miniature
way, and silly enough to pride herself
on a white mate. .

UNONG API shrugged. He
went on, admitting that he
cared not at all concerning the

fate of the wahine, even though she
had been related to him. It was most
unfortunate, though, that she had dis-
closed to Behrens the secret of the tabu
island, and the untouched pearl beds
that lay “between it and the barrier
reef. -
“ That’s how he learned,” nodded
Jimmy grimly. The girl had been a
fool, he thought. Long ago the prede-
cessors of Sakita had learned their bit-
ter lesson from white men. The latter
would kill a hundred natives for the
sake of one large pearl, and think. the
exchange of blood for beauty justified.
For decades, then, the islanders had
hidden ‘or kept secret any pearl bed,
fearing the coming of the swarms of
whites in their little eight-ton schoon-
ers; the destruction and death they left
in their wake, :

" Sakita had been wise indeed. He
had ordained a tabu on the little island
where the virgin pearl bed lay. That
meant he had moved the handful of in-
habitants elsewhere, and decreed death
to any one who set foot there again.
Knowledge even of the pearl bed quick-
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ly dled in the natives. It had been kept
only by the royalty.

Behrens had been afraid to -poach,
for that would have brought Sakita
with all the fighting men he command-
ed, and almost certain death. In this
time of widespread poisoning and star-
vation, though, he had guessed that
Sakita would lift the tabu for a fort-
night each season, in exchange for
food supplies sufficient to bridge the
times of starvation in each year. And
that Sakita would have done, had it
not been for the information that Jim-,
my Carlin acted not for himself but
for the one man in the world Sakita
hated most!

Gunong Api professed himself a
realist. His royal cousin had blun-
dered. Pride was all right in its way;
but when it led to destruction it was a
fault. Why should all the others suffer
because Sakita mourned the fate of one
forgotten wahine?

“ So, suppose you get around to it,”
suggested Jimmy Carlin, tapping out
his brier on the rail. ‘ You have an
idea, I take it?”

“ Ah, yes. I plan to make the same
bargain with you—with Tuan Beh-
rens—which was refused,” he stated,
with .calm effrontery. “ You will pay
me the canned salmon and other things,
later. First you will make me a pay-
ment of something else.”

“ And what is the something else?”

“ Twenty rifles with brass ammu-
nition!” said- Gunong Api. “ With
those my men can stay out of range of
the sumpitans and overcome the war-
riors of my foolish cousin. Then the
agreement will be carried through, the
Portuguese will not come, the tabu on
the pearl island will be lifted for a
fortnight each year, and we will have
food, tobacco and gin for the times the
fish are badl”
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1 see,” said Jimmy, restraining the
ire that was rising in him. * Then you
—er—will take the place of Sakita, I
suppose ?”’

Gunong Api smiled and shrugged.
“If T am successful, and it is the will
of my people—" he began pompously.

“ Well, I won'’t have any hand in it!
Get out!” said Jimmy suddenly.
“Damn you for a slimy scoundrel!
Get back into that canoe, or—"

A shout of alarm from Kuria, his
own boatswain, brought Jimmy up
short as he raised a fist in threat. The
Malay was standing near the anchor
chain, petrified with sudden terror.

UT of the tail of his eye Jimmy
saw the reason. The three Bugis
down in the proa had lifted

sumpitans! Two of them aimed at
Jimmy himself, while the other trained
his' long blowtube on Kuria!

Quick as thought Jimmy dropped to
the deck, and the two potsoned darts
sped over the rail to fall harmlessly in
the sea heyond. Jimmy caught the slen-
der brown ankles of Gunong Api, lift-
ed, and heaved. The plotting assassin
went head first over the side with a
wild scream, splashing mto the water
and immediately being clutched by one
of his men. The proa drifted away,
with one of the brown men setting the
lateen sail.

A shouting came from the four
members of his crew. Jimmy scram-
bled along on hands and feet a few
vards, before ducking up his head for
a guick glance. Then he stood erect.
The proa was now beyond blowtube
range, and something terrible had hap-
pened: aft

Jimmmy let out an exclamation of
rage. There, back against the capstan,
slnmped Kuria, hopelessness in every
line of his figure. As Jimmy reached
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him he plucked forth a feathered dart
from his upper arm.

Jimmy sat down on the deck, jerked
off his shoes, and yanked the laces out
of them. With these and the handle
of his knife he fashioned a rude tourni-
quet, which he swiftly applied to Ku-
ria’s arm above the wound. Then, call-
ing for another knife from one of the
brown sailors, he slashed down into
the wound until red blood welled. Put-

JIMMY CARLIN

ting his lips to the cut, he sucked and
spat. Perhaps there was a chance to
save a life.

At fifteen-minute intervals he loosed
the tourniquet for half a minute, im-
mediately tightening it again. He called
for a bottle of gin from his own cabi-
net, and gave Kuria two-ounce doses
of this straight. The native lapsed into
languor, occastonally groaning feebly.
But when an hour had passed, Kuria
was still alive, and sweat stood out in
great beads on his skin.

“He will live now, I think,” de-
cided Jimmy, removing the tourniquet.
He upended the gin bottle, to wash out
the taste of blood and blowgun poison
from his own mouth. “ Where did that
rat, Gunong Api, go?”
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Silently one of the sailors, ‘his eyes
still round with the miracle of recov-
ery from sumpitan dart poison, point-
ed to the north. The proa was no
more than a tiny dot on the horizon,
bound on the very course Jimmy him-
self would lay. - "

“ Naturally he would go to” Beh-
rens, damn him!’ swore Jimmy Car-
lin. “ The swine will get there hours
before we possibly can. There’ll be hell
to pay!”

CHAPTER IIL.
BETRAYED.

URPRISINGLY, now that he re-
alized that Behrens had made-a
pawn of him in a dirty game of

deception, Jimmy Carlin could call to
mind many incidents which showed a
seamy side to the character of Rudolph
Behrens.

While a strong sense of gratitude
had obscured his judgment, Jimmy had
been blind to incidents that testified to

what the Dutch called schliimm traits in

his employer.

- That time-he refused to go to the
assistance of Bennett, on Tofoi Isle,
when the .trader was besieged by a
whole tribe run amok on contraband
bhang.

Jimmy himself had been away at the
time. It was only months later that he
heard the circumstances; and then Beh-
rens had-a far different version.

Now as the Kota Baroe neared the
island of Tubu-Muna at sunset, Jim-
my Carlin was in the bow with binocu-
lars, .searching grimly for sight of the
proa. It was not in evidence—though
that did not mean much, as there
were two other harbors possible to
light craft on Tubu-Muna. * Jimmy
did not ‘waste time to reconnoiter.
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Lowering a skiff, taking one of the

Malays, he made for the broad beach.
Through the brush, beyond the few
slanted palms left by the screaming
wind which had ruined his plantation,
he discerned the thatched roof of his
repaired bungalow. No lights as yet.
No sign of human beings. He leaped
out into the shallow water, strode to
the white beach, and made hig way in-
land. '
* His heart was throbbing in his throat.
Had Gunong Api managed to state his
treacherous case well enough so that
Behrens had given him the guns and
ammunition—perhaps-even taken Beh-
rens’s own smaller schooner and start-
ed on a murderous raid which would
overthrow Sakita and ‘open the way to
a rape of the tabu island and its bed of
pearl oysters?

Behrens evidently had been told of
the schooner’s arrival. He emerged to
the screened lanai just as Jimmy came.
Behrens was freshly tubbed and
dressed in whites. ST

His face was ruddy, with that faint
purplish cast which tells- of self-
indulgence in the tropics; and he
scowled at sight of Jimmy. :

I have heard of your failure,” he
said in greeting.. “ Gunong Api- has
been here. What the devil got into you,

- anyhow ?”

He slammed back the screen door
irritably so it banged. Jimmy entered,
and tossed aside his pith helmet.

“ Has that rat gone? o he demanded

curtly.

A GunongP Why, yes. He seemed in
a good. deal of a hurry—didn’t wait
longer than to ask me if I'd give him
twenty. guns. Naturally I'm no such
damn fool. He'd start no end of trou-
ble,” and prob’ly -end - by -turning the
guns on us. Treacherous ‘devil. But,
come and have a‘'spot and tell me what
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in bell happened. I thought you said
that dml with Sakita was in the bag?”

OR the space of three heart-beats
Jimmy stared, all his wrath

. . against Behrens oozing out of
him. The man seemed natural—a trifle
upset, of course, because Sakita had not
let himself be outmaneuvered, but not
unreasonably so. Jimmy found himself
arguing inwardly for the man who had
helped him.

Behrens, after all, had been offering
an honest exchange to Sakita. A fort-
might of diving each year—the oysters
te be rotted elsewhere—and in return
for the shell and a problematical num-
ber of pearls, provisions and drink
worth 2 full four thousand American
dollars each year.

“ It was all right, and a sealed bar-
gain—except while I was getting the
«canned goods; Sakita heard from one
of his agents around here,” said Jim-
my, dropping into a deck chair and
helping himself to gin and limes.
* That spilled the beans.”

“ It seems you had the nerve to run
away with Sakita’s one-mother sister,
some years ago,” he ended grimly.

“Oh, hell!” growled Behrens.
“Yes, that’s true enough. But I
treated her decent. She never com-
plained! I didn’t have even a hunch
that Sakita gave a damn, till one time
‘he sent a hundred of his blowgun
artists aftes me; one time I'd anchored
near. And he still cherishes that
grudge, eh? I hoped he’d forgoiten
by now, but I sent you so’s not to take
any unnecessary chances.”

Put in that fashion, especially since
ke had dismissed. Gunong Api in a
hurry, the trouble did not seem very
impertant to Jimmy Carlin. Sakita, of
course, made a. fetish of family honer;
but he would have felt just as dis-
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graced had Behrens married the
brown wakine that long time ago. It
was a matter of keeping the royal
strain pure, more than any abstraet
morality.

“I've made up my mind to some-
thing,” said Jimmy nevertheless. ““ I'm
going to make out 2 note for what I
owe you, and slide out for Broome.
Maybe I can get a schooner for the
season, and make a start at repaying
you?”

“ What?” Behrens scowled. “ Why
the hell should you be dissatisfied, huh?
I promised you a quarter of the profits
on this agreement—

“ Which I didn’t put across,” Jim-
my finished for him. “ It finished me
with Sakita, too. Oh-h, 1 don’t sup-
pose I could explain it, but I'm through.
You've been mighty good to me, but
I've got to-get out on my own—and in
a different -part. I've always played
square, but just according to the way
Sakita feels now I'll ‘always have a
dirty mark against my record. And I
don’t like the idea of that

“Wait! I'm not blaming you—
much. It’s just that things have broken
all wrong. And I couldn’t stand it, hav-
ing them all saying that I was here just
to do your dirty work for you!”

He got up, tossed the remnant of his
nightcap drink, and went to his own
chamber.

“ Aw, hell. Get a good sleep and
you'll feel different,” came Behrens’s
careless adjuration through the thin
walls.

But the elder man’s face was set and
ugly. Losing an agent known -for his
personal squareness would be a harsh
blow to him. The time had passed when
Behrens himself could trade personally
in the Flores Sea. Still scowling, he got
up and opened a fresh bottle of gin to
take with him to bed



70

It was past midnight, with no sound
on the island save the faint roar and
resurge of surf on the outer reef, and
the fainter whine of monsoon through
the pom-poms of the few remaining
palms.

Thwo proas came silently and furtive-
ly to Tubu-Muna. The first was hur-
riedly beached, as its four occupants
seized long packages and carried them
up the beach to be hidden in the grass.
Then the four men hid themselves, each
one holding a level Winchester rifle.

The second proa held nine- small
brown figures. They did not hurry,
but carried one of their number
through the shallow water. Then
they melted out of white moonlight,
to the checkered shadows of the brush,
moving toward the thatched bungalow
on the other side of the island.

It was Behrens’s habit to go to bed
well soaked in alcohol, then to wake
up on the average of each two hours,
take a long gurgle of gin from the bot-
tle on the floor at the side of his bed,
and go back to sleep. Thus far he had
not been troubled with horrid visions
—pink elephants and azure camels—
though his nerves were jumpy and
troublesome when he was forced to de-
lay his usual stimulant. :

OW he awoke with a start, and
blinked. Surely this must be
what men feared when they

spoke of tremens! .Here around his
bed were small, half-naked men; each
holding a drawn parang! From the
stern expressions of their countenances
there could be no doubt at all of their
readiness to do murder!

Behrens’s hand went automatically
for his bottle. But midway it froze.

“Get up!’ bade one of the little
brown men. - :

And - with a sudden shiver Rudolph
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Behrens recognized King Sakita,
brother of the wahine the white man
had stolen years ago—and strangled
when he tired of her!

Rudolph Behrens had courage.
Wakened thus, however, and needing
a drink—or believing he did, at any
rate—he was far from at his best.
Shaking, his teeth chattering, he got
his bare feet to the floor and stood on
them, although his knees smote togeth-
er. He was certain death was coming,
but there was nothing he could do.
Nothing save fall down and beg—and
even Behrens scorned that. With the
parang pricking his back he let him-
self stumble into the adjoining room.
There Sakita faced him.

“T had sworn to kill you, Tuan Beh-
rens,” said the little brown potentate,
without preamble. “I should have
waited, though, until you transgressed
in my territory again.

“But trouble has driven me here.
I have decided either to kill you, or
to exact the most sacred prmmse of
white men from you.”

“ Promise?” shivered Behrens, “ I'll
promise anything!”

“And keep that promise—if it
means never telling a living soul that

~ there are pearl oysters in the lagoon

of my tabu island?” The native’s voice
was stern.

-“And keep that—” began Behrens
with vehemence.

Outside the latticed windows sound-
ed a high-pitched snarl..: Gunong Api
had crept up with ‘his.three renegades,
and had heard how his cousin was
emerging from his dilemma with suc-
cess and honor. It was too much for
Gunong Api. He snarled a command
to his three men.

Rifles spat. The fire and smoke
knifed through the lattice. No matter
that these natives were unaccustomed
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to rifles; even they could not miss at
four paces distance!
. . Two of the nine natives dropped
without sound. The figure of Sakita
staggered and spun half around. One
other of his men screamed and caught
at his neck, which geysered red.
Behrens, eyes bulging with surprise
and horror, still saw his opportunity.
He sprang upon the staggering king,
and bore the latter sidewise to the

KING SAKITA

floor, Above them came the click-clack
of lever ejectors, and then a second
volley of death.

A moment earlier than this, Jimmy
Carlin had been awakened by voices.
He leaped out of bed, knowing that no
one here spoke Bugi-ngoko except in
dealings with island natives. And just
then he glimpsed four skulking figures
draw up to the windows of the next
wing of the bungalow, where Behrens’s
room was located.

Reaching for his own pistol, shoving
in a filled clip, cocking it, he opened
the lattice shutter of his own window
and slid down to the ground, crouch-
ing in the dark. Then he crept for-
ward. Something strange and sinister
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was happening, and he meant to have
a hand in it.

The first volley through the shutters
into the room lighted only by the sin-
gle low-turned lamp caught Jimmy in-
credulous. He gasped, yet still hesi-
tated to turn loose his own automatic.
At whom were these men firing? And
who were they?

He let go one shot over the heads
of the four riflemen, and simultaneous-
ly their second volley spattered rag-
gedly. With yells, probably unaware
of Jimmy’s existence, they reversed the
rifles, and smashed in two of the shut-
ters, leaping through.

Amazed, catching sight just too late
of the renegade Gunong Api, Jimmy
Carlin cried out a warning to Behrens,
and climbed through into the smoke-
wreathed room.

Shots reverberated, and orange
tongues darted. On the floor at Jim-
my’s feet was his little friend, Sakita,

with Behrens choking the life out o:
him.

Two brown men, drunk with skaugh-
ter, and now swinging their hot rifles,
got in Jimmy’s way. One of them
aimed a blow at Sakita—or, possibly,
at Behrens; it was hard to tell which.

The automatic leaped twice in Jim-
my’s hand, and the two islanders stag-
gered away. Jimmy grabbed Behrens
by the throat with his left hand, and
yanked. The big man came up from the
floor, but his small antagonist came
also. The grip on Sakita’s throat did
not loasen.

“Let go! Are you crazy?’ ecried
Jimmy, but Behrens paid no heed.

There was nothing for it. Jimmy
raised his pistol, and bronght down the
barrel sharply on Behrens’s skull. His
sharp tng then was rewarded. Beh-
rens went limp, and Sakita fell back to
the floor.
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- Instantly one of the king’s own bhand
darted forward, seized his. senseless
body, and ran for it. Three others of
the original nine also fled. With
screams, and two explosions of un-
aimed rifles, the remaining pair of as-
sassins took after their prey..

One stopped at the doorway, though
A grinning leer of hate and balked fury
on his lean visage, he threw level his
Winchester, A shot crashed—just as
Jimmy bent forward to turn Behrens to
his back.

Gunong Api had got hxs revenge for
manhandling.

Something struck glancmgly across
the back of Jimmy's neck, just where
it joined his skull. He sprawled over
the heavy man’s body, knocked out as

completely as if by a hurtlmg sand-
bag. .

CHAPTER IV.
CODE OF THE SAVAGE.,

HOUGH Jimmy Carlin had been
terribly jarred at exactly the
point where the brain is most

vulnerable to shock, and knew. it not,
the long flying-proa with King Sakita
and the remnant of his followers, made
its escape:

The riflemen who pursued did not
attempt to launch their own craft, since
it could be outsailed from .the start.
They came back to the -bungalow,
where Gunong Api now was in charge.
He handed each a full bottle of white
man’s gin.

These were_ received thh howls of
delight. Rudolph Behrens, who was
sitting up, drenching his innards with
the needed -stimulant, paid no heed. :.

He was getting more ugly with
each. passing. moment, .and-stared. with
a lowering scowl-at the bound and
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still unconscious Jimmy Carlin on the
floor at his feet.

“You can’t have him. Not now,”
Belirens snarled to his brown confed-
erate. “ He sloughed me, an’ I don’t
take that from anybody. Damn prissy

fool. Well, he’s got plenty comin’
now!”

“I will cut out his heart!” spat
Gunong Api.

“You will?”” asked Behrens, though
without denial. He chuckled hoarsely.
“ There might be somep’n in that, at
that. But not now, not now.

“T think we’ll all make for that tabu
island right off at sunup. I got a grand
idea, It'll ’—he hiccuped—* it'll work
two ways for me. Blood—white man’s
blood—breaks one of your damn tabus,.
doesn’t it ?” :

In spite of hnmself Gunong shwered
“ The blood of any outlander stains a
tabu,” he answered, with involuntarily
lowered voice. In spite of his chicanery,
he had all the superstitions of his race.
A tabu, though laid by a king or a
priest, was supposed to be just as pow-
erful as if laid down in some hoary
epoch of the past by one of the fish
or air divinities. Even the king or
priest had to obey the tabu, as long as
it was in force!

Behrens chortled. “ Well, th at
looksh shwell to me!” he croaked,
gasping for breath, his speech growing
thick with the assault of a full fifth
of proof gin atop his potations of the
evening. ““ Two nigger babies with one
basheball! You take 'm an’ cut his
heart out—on the island. That breaksh
damn tabu, an’ I can dive f’r oyshtersh
any time. . .longsh I want!”

Chucklmg, breathing hoarsely, he
lurched up, caught the limp bound
body of Jimmy Carlin by the collar,
and dragged him ‘into-:the adjoining

bedroom, locking: the door. Sprawling
\ :
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‘head first across his rumpled bed, Ru-
dolph Behrens snored.

HE Kota Baroe did not sail at
sunup. At the broiling hot hour
of eleven Rudolph Behrens still

slumbered, snoring away the worst de-
bauch of his many years in the island.

In the living room of the bungalow
dead men, wounded and drunken lay
sprawled together. Even Gunong Api
had not been able to resist the chance
at a free hand with the white man’s
store of gin. He lay in the doorway of
the veranda, mouth open, when finally
Rudolph Behrens, eyes bloodshot and
in- an evil temper, came to kick him
awake at noon.

Jimmy Carlin had passed the first
stages of nausea and blinding head-
ache. He lay in a semi-stupor, bound,
and suffering from blood flashes across
fis field of vision each time he opened
his eyes to daylight.

Almost the first act of Behrens was
to come, glower down without speak-
ing, and then stride away abruptly,
yelling savagely for a couple of the
houseboys. Then Jimmy was lifted,
carried down to his own schooner, and
thrown, still bound, into the empty
cubbyhole of the lazarette. The door
slammed and was padlocked. He was
in pitch darkness.

Another hour dragged past. Then,
muffied by intervening timbers, came
familiar sounds—the creak of rigging.
The haww-urrr, howw-urrr of an
anchor chain, and then the tensing of
mast steppings as the Kota Baroe
heeled slightly and fled with the fringe
of monsoon.

Jimmy had regained the ability to
think é¢learly; but the entire proceed-
ing seemed like a nightmare to him.
Had Behrens gone stark crazy with
drink? The only alternative was even
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less promising. The trader had suc-
cumbed to the arguments of the rene-
gade Gunong Api. Faking a chance to
murder King Sakita, Behrens and his
brown-skinned confederate now were
on a foray. They would swoop down
upon the islands, with the weight of
guns overpower resistance, and en-
throne Gunong Api. Then Behrens
would claim the pearl bed—probably
the whole tabu island off where it lay.

“ Wonder what his kind thought is
for me!” reflected Jimmy. He could
scarcely believe that Behrens contemn-
plated murder, since the killing of white
men was held by Portuguese, Dutch and
English authorities alike as appalling
lese majesty, as well as an ordinary

- crime. How keep white control of these

teeming millions if white men were
shown to be mortals instead of demi-
gods with powerful manas?

Still, he could scarcely let Jimmy
Carlin escape. The young man had
made a name for himself in these wa-
ters; and even now there is no chance
for a weakling to win respect. A deep
and abiding anger, the slow and relent-
less wrath of 2 man so sure of him-
self he never ‘has needed to bully or
swagger, was glowing in the forge of
his mind.

The air in the lazarette was stuffy,
laden with ancient smells, growing
steadily. poorer in oxygen. Jimmy had
begun to thirst. It surely must be late
afterncon again. The Kota Baroe must
be nearing her destination, if indeed his
guess had been right.

Then,came a rattling of the padlock,
a rasp, and the -door swung open. The
first figure was that of Behrens. He
carried a pistol, and from the sway-
ing of his walk Jimmy saw instantly
that the man had sought a cure for
shakiness in a whole tuft of hairs from
the dog that bit him.
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“ Grub and water—though you don’t
deserve it!” he said harshly. “ Come
in, Kuria; but no funny business, or
I’ll smear the two of you!” He wag-
gled the automatic, and backed against
a wall of the cubbyhole.

“You're laying up treasures in hell,
don’t you know it, Behrens?”” demand-
ed Jimmy hotly. “ What d'you think
I'm going to do to you when I get out
of here?”

EHRENS snarled. He stank sour-
ly of gin perspiration, and his
breath was worse. “I'll leave it

to you—you're a religious fella, an’
think about the hereafter!” he retort-
ed. ‘““One thing sure. You won't be
mixing in what don’t concern you quite

so damn much, once Gunong Api gets

(i

through with you!

BEHRENS

The brown boatswain, the man Jim-
my had saved from the results of the
sumpitan poison, went down on one
knee. His flat, high cheekboned face
was impassive; but the coal black eyes
burned into Jimmy's. They seemed to
‘be trying to convey an lmperatlve mes-
sage. :
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Jimmy put his lips to the tin cup
Kuria extended, and drank deeply of
tepid water. All the while he was
watching the native, but not guessing
what Kuria was trying to say with his
eyes.

Rudolph Behrens was watching so
closely that anything like a whisper,
or any words framed by the lips, even,

" were out of the question.

In his other hand Kuria bore a mess
kit partly filled with a stew made of
shark meat boiled with cassava. It was
unsalted, but Jimmy ate ravenously
from the wooden spoon which Kuria
filled time and time again.

“All right, get out now!” snarled
Behrens impatiently, prodding the na-
tive with the muzzle of his weapon.

Kuria obeyed. Yet the tingle of that
magnetic black gaze remained with
Jimmy, even when Behrens slammed
the door and clicked shut the padlock
on the hasp. What in the world could
the boatswin have been trying to put
across? Merely an expression of his
own sympathy and loyalty?

No, Jimmy took that sort of thing
for granted. He had always treated his
native crews justly and well. They
had been respectful, even eager in
obeying his slightest commands—and
that is an unusual trait in Malays and
Lascars.

Jimmy relaxed on his side, his arms
one huge ache that crossed his shoulder
blades and traversed the small of his
back. -

Eh! What was that? Under his right
hip now was something long and hard.
He hunched around, got his fingers on
it—and breathed a prayer of thanks-
giving. It was a sailor’s claspknife, one
of the huge affairs that clicks out with
a folding hilt, and which cannot be
closed except b) pressure of a release

-button.
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. Kuria had not been able to perform
any sleight of hand. The man must
have walked into the lazarette, carry-
ing it clasped in his toes!

CHAPTER V.
BLOOD OF A WHITE MAN,

HE pinpoint isle of Gaba Moa,
unnamed even by the few Bugis
who once inhabited it—until the

tabu lent it importance among Sakita’s
followers—came in sight just before
sundown. On the schoomer were
Gunong Api and his one remaining
rifleman. Rudolph Behrens, half drunk
as always, but at his best pitch of ef-
ficiency for that reasom, strode the
deck, keeping in submission the crew
of Malays and Lascars whose sullen
faces betokened the wrath inside them
at what had happened to Jimmy Car-
lin.

To a man these eight disliked and
distrusted Behrens, and he knew it.
Against the Bugis, though, if Sakita
managed to get home and load a dozen
proas with his blowtube warriors, they
would fight like slashing fiends. And
that was all, beyond the handling of
the schooner, that Behrens wanted of
them.

Abruptly a disagreement burst
forth. Gunong Api doubtless had over-
looked the manner in which he was
putting himself wholly in the power
of his confederate—though it is cer-
tain Rudolph Behrens had not slight-
ed that feature. Now the native de-
murred at going immediately to an an-
chorage off Gaba Moa.

“Let us proceed for Atee,” he
urged, scowling as he named one of
the island dots over which he held sub-
chieftainship, and where he could ex-
pect to pick up a bodyguard of follow-
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ers. “Once we have more men with
rifles, then Sakita cannot bother us.”

“Yeah?” grinned Behrens. “All
in good time. I'm not takin’ any, my
own self, fella. First off we do things
my way—then yours. Once that tabu
is stained and busted, even you can’t
keep me from my chance at that pearl
bed! :

“Oh, I'll keep the agreement, don’t
vou worry. An’ you'll be rid of the
white man who threw you overboard.”
His manner made it plain that he trust-
ed Gunong Api, the renegade, not at
all. Which was natural enough, but
reduced the latter to a silent, teeth-
gnashing fury.

With the Kota Baroe anchored
above the virgin pearl beds, Behrens
spent the last half hour of daylight
scanning the low shore, with its fringe
of bent and wind-ravaged palms. King
Sakita just possibly might have antici-
pated his coming.

The little brown ruler might have
gathered his subjects hastily and come
to dispute any landing on the tabu is-
land of his tribe. However, there was
not the slightest sign of life on the de-
serted place.

“ All serene,” said Behrens with sat-
isfaction, stowing away his binoculars.
* Kuria, you and a couple others come
with me. Have others lower the
dinghy. Tuan Carlin goes ashore
with us—and stays there!” He ended
with a chuckle of grim significance.
“ Got - your parang honed good and
sharp, Gunong?”’ he went on after a
moment. “T wouldn’t want any tor-
ture, you know...”

The renegade nodded briefly. He
was greenish about his mouth corners,
where his lips compressed. The white
fool did not understand what this shore
trip meant to him, Gunong Api. The
killing was good, though that could be
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done just as well aboard the schooner.
But the tabu still held! It was death,
supposedly, for Gunong himself to step
ashore on the island!

“I shall break the tabu instantly,”
he reflected, attempting to. reassure
himself. He shivered, nevertheless, as
he put forward this same flimsy argu-
ment to his one remaining rifle-armed
follower, who showed signs of panic at
thought of landing.

Behrens, Kuria, and two Malays
came down to the lazarette. The white
man scowled when he encountered the
burning hatred of Jimmy's glance, but
bent down, roughly throwing the. sup-
posedly helpless captive to his face,
and giving the bonds at wrists, knees
and ankles separate yanks.

The cords seemed tight-drawn and.

safe. The boatswain, watching, slowly
paled to a sickly tan. Jimmy Carlin
saw. When he had a moment of.op-
portunity, being lifted, he winked
broadly at the native. Whether or not
Kuria understood was problematical.
The knife, however, was not there on
the floor; he could tell that much.

ATTERS came to:a swift cli-

max then. Bundling Jimmy

- into the dinghy, filling it with

members of the crew till the gunwales

were within inches of the wind-rad-

dled waters of the harbor, Behrers,

Gunong Api, and the one rifle carrier

rowed toward the island on which it
was death to set.foot.

“Two lanterns -furnished all the il-
lumination save for a rash of stars in
the blue-black sky; but the white sands
of the beach seemed to gather and hold
this faint effulgence as a Welsbach fila-
ment holds a glow when the gas flame
is extinguished. - Choppy little waves
begun ‘and ‘ended inside. the barrier
reef, slapped ‘pettishly, their tiny noise
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a punctuation to the regular whooom-
ahhh! of the monsoon surf driven all
the way from the Banda Sea.

A quarter mile back of the loaded
dinghy quick cries of alarm and a scur-
rying for weapons sounded aboard the
Kota Baroe. Then the Malays and
Lascars left behind grew silent, crowd-
ing to the rail and watching through
the dark, as the menace they glimpsed
came abreast and passed them.

Behrens and the others in the little
craft saw nothing, heard nothing but
the wind. Death rode that wind which
fanned their backs.

Jimmy Carlin waited grimly. . The
bonds at his wrists had been cut, then
rewound. He could free his hands in a
hurry; and the opened claspknife was
there in back, under the waistband of
his trousers. What could one man do
against at least three who camed fire-
arms? =
While he was bemg rowed ashore he
sensed that this was some horrible rite
—more the -idea of Behrens than that
of Gunong Api. He was meant to die.
Before that happened he would take
his slimmest of chances, and get at
least one of these—Behrens for choice
—before they slaughtered him. But
he delayed, holding to the forlorn hope
that possibly they simply meant to
maroon him on this isle, and let King
Sakita kill him for breaking the tabu.
Quickly that faint hope was banished.

“Bring' him here!” commanded
Behrens, striding up ‘the beach and in-
dicating with a wave of his hand a
broken bole of royal palm, standing
like a forlorn and tipsy ghost in the
vague quarter-light.

“You come on, Gunong. We'll tie
him to that—so’s anybody landing will
see the scarecrow—a skeleton scare-
crow, ha! ha! Qught to give Sakita the
willies, all right! How about it, Jim-
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r;ly? Think - you can scare off all the
brownies who come ?”’

Behrens guffawed again at his heart-
less jest, and Jimmy’s jaw set. This,
then, was the end. He gathered him-
self.

“Look out, Kuria!” he suddenly
yelled as the boatswain and another
came with Gunong Api to carry him
to this impromptu stake. :

IMMY freed his wrists, grabbed

the knife—which stuck for one ap-

palling second . as the hilt caught
under the waistband.

Then he made two downward
strokes, slicing through the other
bonds. He leaped away, staggering
as he felt a lack of cOntrol of the
numbed members.

- A shot crashed. Missed. Jimmy
whxrled feeling the singe of burnt
powder across his scalp.

Click-clack. Gunong :Api was load-
ing again, and his companion with a
rifle was jostled-as he tried to get into
_position to fire. Cries came from Kuria
and a Lascar, as they leaped upon this
second assassin, parangs flashing in the
light of the lanterns.

Slash! Kttt/ Jimmy cut and stabbed
the renegade, who loosed a howl of
agony. A howl that ended in a bub-
bling .sound as- Gunong Api slumped
forward to writhe on the white sands
turning crimson-black under him.

" Swearing horribly, Behrens flung up
his pistol and fired from a distance of
ten paces. Jimmy had seen. He flung
himself forward and down, piling atop
the body of Gunong Api, and wrench-
ing the loaded Winchester from that
death grasp.

-In three seconds, momentarily ex-
pecting the thudding impact of Ru-
dolph Behrens's second bullet in his
back, Jimmy had the weapon and
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swung about on his knees, ready for
his chief enemy.

But something else had come. Scud-
ding swiftly for the shore, their lateen
sails full-bellied even as they came at
speed for the shore which must dam-
age the frail flying proas, were five
loaded outrigger canoes! Coming from
the dark, they seemed a larger number,
a native navy.

In the prow of the leader stood a
short brown figure, leveling a rifle.
King Sakita was there to break his
own tabuy, to stain it before one of his
own band set foot on the sands—and
thus forfeitcd his life to superstition.

In the reddish light of the lanterns
the stained whites of Rudolph Behrens
showed up yellow-red. King Sakita’s
finger curled and tightened on the trig-
ger, as he aimed carefully at the bulg-
ing middle of the whlte man he hated.
Crash!

The proa lifted just as the shot
came. But it did not fail in deadliness.
With lead smashing through both his
temples, Rudolph Behrens pitched for-
ward.

His right hand, closing convul-
sively for a last time, pumped one
more bullet from the automatic. This
skipped and dusted along the surface
of the beach, dying harmlessly.

Then was the patter of many bare
feet in the shallows, as the subjects of
the rightful native king came to sur-
round those on the tabu island, and
menace them with blowguns and
parangs.

OPHISTRY is a perquisite of sov-
ereigns, so it does not matter
much just what explanation

Sakita gave his men when the question
of killing the rest of ‘these invaders
who undoubtedly had’ broken the sa-
cred tabu



78

But there was killing enough, prob-
ably, with Behrens and Gupong Api
dead, and a prisoner ready for what-
ever fate Sakita and his counselors de-
cided. And that fate would probably
be cruel and terribly gruesome. '

The little king strode up to Jimmy
Carlin, and touched the back of his
hand to his own forehead. Then he
did the same thing white-man fashion,
extending his tiny palm for a grasp
of comradeship which Jimmy was de-
lighted and relieved to return. Jimmy
was happy he had reinstated himself
with the king. Yes, very happy, indeed.

“ The tabu is stained and gone. The
blood of an outlander has been shed,”
said Sakita without visible sorrow.
*“ The agreement cannot be carried out,
unless another- cares to take up the
burden. Someone in whom I can place
full confidence and trust. Someone
whose word is as good as his bond.”

He waited, smiling a little, almost
anticipating Jimmie’s reply.

“ You m-mean—that I might—but I
have not—" began Jimmy, stuttering a
little when the thrill of Sakita’s mean-
ing came to him,

“ There is the boat and the stores,”
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said Sakita with a wave of his hand.
I think that there may be a tabu soon
—on Tubu-Muna!” he added in his
kingly fashion.

“My island!” cried Jlmmy, bewil-
dered, hardly able to comprehend the
words he was hearing.

“You mistake,” said Sakita softly,

‘a faint smile on the corners of his

mouth, “ This is your island! It may
be that by the time you return, there
will be a house built for you. And
then in after years, when the pearl la-
goon has yielded its treasures, there
may be coconut palms bearing copra
for your presses...”

Jimmy’s heart did a handstand of
exuberance, Perhaps the matter of his
debt to Behrens’s heirs might not be
adjusted quite as simply as the brown
man suggested. Still, something could
be done, of a certainty! And of course,
as a man of honor, he would see that
some proper adjustment would be made
to the heirs. There would be no reason
for his not doing the fair thing.

“You're a brick, Sakita!” he cried.
“ Shake again!”

And thé little brown king smlled as
he complied. ;

THE END
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N fella, or you dle sudden
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Rainbow Morning

By JAMES STEVENS

Hunted for a crime he did not commit—this cowpoke vindicated
himself by his only resource—a lasso

‘ ‘ TES HARNEY was musing dis-
mally about the rainbow that
made a grand and shining arch

from the timbered slopes of Gawley

Mountain to the breaking cloud-drifts,

when the two bandits entered the bank.

Naturally Harney did not know at the

time that the two were bandits, though

he was expecting a cloudburst of
trouble to storm upon him soon. It
was a rainbow morning, and in Wes

Harney’s experience that meant bad

luck brooding. He wasn’t so super-

stitious, he simply summed up the
facts. Wes could name seven separate
times when rainbows in the morning
had been followed by dismal trouble.

He'd tell anybody they were plumb

poison to him.

For an hour and more, Wes had
been moseying up and down the two

business blocks of Salal’s main street.
He was killing time until the departure
of the logging train for the Gawley
Mountain camps. They had just
opened for spring operation, and Wes
had come to Salal with fair hope of a
job. But now the bad-luck rainhow
was shining up.

Wes mused at it from a sidewalk
spot just below the little bank building.
A vacant lot gaped between the bank

"and a store, providing an unobstructed

view of the mountainy horizon. Now
and again he noted that he was the
object of curious glances from the
Salal folks who passed along. Salal
was a Western Oregon logging town.
Wes Harney was from east of the
mountains. By nature and breeding he
was a cowpoke. Fortune had switched
him to the big timber, but he was still
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- wearing a sheepskin coat and a ten- alarm button; A slug of lead struck
gallon hat. Thus Wes was a conspicu- him in the middle -and he collapsed in
ous and somewhat - curious figure a huddle on the vault floor."
among the mackinawed woodsmen of  The gunman paused to snarl threats.
Salal. And thus Wes Harney was the The door .closed. Wes Harney was
one emphatically remembered partici- backing for the sidewalk like a roped
-pant in the hold-up of the Salal bank. . broncho. Just one thought was blazing

The robbery broke when a large, .in his head. How to put up the bars
high-powered sedan was stopped in the  against a getaway? - It took furious
gravel street before the bank. From it !figuring. Wes was unarmed. The gun-
two men in slouch hats and dark over- !man had shown he would shoot it out
coats emerged, one from the front and | with anybody who stood in his way—

‘the other from the rear door. The | - For maybe a three-count Wes Har-
doors were carefully pushed shut, so !ney stood on the sidewalk, thinking
that the latches were left uncaught. !fast: Then the pute of the-idling motor
The motor was left running. *struck his ears. . The sound spurred him

So much Wes dimly noted with a { into sudden action. He win-.—"fw;:—
sort of glancing attention. Big cars : heels and lunged for the front door ot

-were in-no way unusual in the moun- * the big :sedan. .In the whirl Wes
tains, and this one had the customary : glimpsed the morning rainbow, but it
look- of hard usage. ~ It was likewise = meant nothing to him now. Bad luck
common- for a driver to leave his motor .| was forgotten.
running while he transacted small busi- ; ‘Wes: lunged for the door, swiped it
ness~ ‘Wes was unalarmed, yet he felt: open, and dove for the wheel. The
a stir.of wonder at the care with which | emergency lever was already down.
the .car- doors had been closed. He | Wés drove.in the clutch pedal; yanked
drifted idly toward the bank. - | the gear shift, and booted the accelera-

The:time was a few minutes past ten, ' tor to the floor board.- The car bucked

‘the bank’s opening hour.. The bandits violently..backward. He had yanked
had chosen this time because the vault the shift lever into the wrong corner.
was sure to be open for the transfer of Seconds were lost in retrieving the

:cash to the window tills. ‘The robbery 'error. - They were tlme enough for the
was a swift, two-man cleanup. One, :bandits. ;
pulling a sawed-off shotgun from un-- As the car finally plunged ahead, the
der his overcoat, covered.the five early tires - throwing . gravel, Wes heard ¢
customers, the one teller, and the chief ominous sounds above the roar.of the
of the bank. The other-cornered the motor. “He glanced over his shoulder.
cashier.in the vault, and-held him with . One:bandit. was. twisting up from a
the threat of an-automatic while scoop- sprawl on: the rear seat, with his left

- ing currency into a black bag. The loot hand gripping the handle of a black
- secured, the bandits .back for the doors. :bag, his right still holding the auto-
. At this precise moment Wes Harney matic. - The door was wide open. . The

. eased one of the doors inward and took: second bandit was clawing at it, pulling
-in the scene. He was unheard, for the - himself on. from the rear fender. .
crackling roar.of an automatic ex- - Wes instinctively. shifted. his right
ploded in the small room. The cashier foot from the accelerator.to the brake.
had taken a chance and jumped for an In the instant his back hair lifted from
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the touch of hard, cold steel. Words
rasped into his ears:

“ Keep goin’, fella, or you die sud-
den.”

Wes kept going. There was nothing
else to do. Under snarled orders, he
shifted into high and stepped hard on
the gas. The street-end loomed. The
gravel road swept in a long curve to
the left. The big car took the curve
with a lurching skid, and then shot
down a straight stretch between the
banks of a cut. The gun muzzle had
hardly quivered from Wes’s neck. It
froze down the impulse that had blazed
in him back yonder at the bank. He
saw clearly his desperate situation.

E was a stranger in Salal, as
much of a stranger as the two
bandits. Now the law would peg

him as one of them. Last night Wes
had suffered one brush with the law.in
Salal, in the person of a deputy sheriff.
He had, he realized, gotten himself into
a hopeless jam. And now Wes Harney
remembered the rainbow. Rainbow
morning! A sure and certain sign of
a smashup in the fortunes of Wes Har-
ney. And this one seemed to be a
finisher.

Bleak desperation gripped him,
drove him into a temper of utter reck-
lessness. The big car swooped to the
foot of the hill, soared on up a pitch
that ended in the logging-railroad
crossing. The grade narrowed sharply,
its shoulders sloping to the steep sides
of a fill. Wes eased the car toward
the right shoulder. Suddenly he jerked
the wheel, and at the same time he
threw himself face down on the seat.

The automatic roared as he dropped,
but it was a wild shot. The gunman
had been caught by the quick shift. The
shot was echoed by the crash of the
car into the bank of the railroad grade.

" hurt.
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For a terrific second Wes Harney had
a queer sense of being in the center of
a dynamite explosion. Then, an
equally terrific quiet.

He was, it seemed, miraculously un-
The smash had jammed him
under the dash and entangled his legs
with the shift and emergency levers.
Pulling himself up cautiously, Wes
peered into the back of the sedan. The
bandit with the automatic was writhing
and groaning on the floor, his face a
red smear of blood. The other’s head
was caught between a door and the
sedan body. Evidently he had tried to
jump as the car struck on its side. Cer-
tainly he was dead.

Wes twisted around to the upper
front door. The crash had buckled it
loose. Wes scrambled out and up to the
road. Then he realized that his left
leg was injured. As he stooped to feel
it down, a bullet spattered the gravel
ten feet ahead of him. He straightened
like an unloosed steel spring. An open

‘car, its top back, was swooping down

the hill. A man stood by the driver.
He pumped lead over the windshield
with a rifle. Wes dropped, and rolled
down to the shelter of the car.

It was escape or eat lead. That
rifleman- plainly had no intention of
taking any bank-robber alive. At the
best, a capture might mean a lynching
—never a chance—nobody would be-
lieve his story—

Harney’s desperate gaze was caught
by a culvert at the foot of the slope. It
appeared large enough for a man to
crawl through, and it led under the
railroad fill. Wes crawled for it on
hands and knees. In a minute he had
pawed through a mucky blackness and
was in daylight again. Peering up
through marshy weeds and willows,
Wes saw that he had crawled-under
both the mainline and a sidetrack. On
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the latter stood a string of empty log
trucks. This was the made-up train
for the woods, due to start in half an
hour

- On toward the. river loomed the
mills, yards and offices of the Gawley
Timber Company. Wes crawled on
through the marshy thickets, toward
the upper end of the string of cars. It
was headed by three camp-supply cars
—and then Wes saw the speeder.

Some track boss had come down
from ‘the woods on his gasoline car.
Wes scrambled for that hope in a limp-
ing run. The motor was hot. The ig-
nition key was in its slot. This was
usual in the woods, where anybody
might suddenly need the.car. Luck had
given Wes Harney this break. In a
ten-count he was off for a desperate
getaway.

He had to stop for the main-line
switch. From there he glimpsed the
wreck, through a hedge of second-
growth timber. The two man-hunters
were at the culvert mouth. They
seemed to be in violent argument. Wes
had a fair start. The speeder chugged
on around a bend, up the steep grade
to the mountain.

An hour later he ditched the speeder
-after crossing a canyon trestle. He
had spotted a camp of some kind
ahead. A telephone wire followed the
tracks. . There was a solid chance that

man-hunters would be out up here in’

the woods.

Wes took a double-bitted ax from
the speeder’s tool rack.” He headed up
the wild canyon. A mile of fierce
climbing over windfalls and thick un-
dergrowth, and the pain in his hurt leg
became intolerable. Wes took shelter
behind a huge mossy windfall. Grimly
he waited, ‘sure ‘that he " would be
tracked down, that at last bad luck had
followed him to a finish.
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The sky above was clearing. Spring
sunlight poured -in golden floods
through widening gaps in the clouds.
The morning rainbow had vanished;
its work.was dorie.

'ES HARNEY . was allowed
only a short breathing spell.
Crouching under the bulk of

the huge windfall log, he was unlacing
the ten-inch. boot-top from his swollen
ankle, when he heard the bush shatter-
ing down the canyon. - Gripping the
ax, Wes waited for the end. He was
so low in hope and spirit now that he
could only see himself trailed out right
here and soon. But he would fight, he
vowed, to the last lick. That was the

-only style for a man from the John

Day county.

Squinting one eye along the log, Wes
saw the bush break. A brindle cow
loped into the spot of clearing, with a
spindling bald-faced calf squeezing her
ribs. Expecting smoky hell to storm
over him, Wes was somewhat petrified
by the sight. Then things happened.

Opposite the windfall the calf fell.
The cow hauled up and whirled about,
frantically nuzzling -the calf. It wab-
bled up and staggered on, but fell again
at the base of a shoulder of rock some
fifty feet from the log. Then the bush
broke agair. A pair of gaunt, slaver-
ing; hungry-eyed timber wolves snarled
into the clearing. They separated, one
charging the cow; trying to draw her
up the canyon from the rock shoulder,
while the other cut in for the calf.

The cow was a milker, with none of
the cunning and experience of a range
critter. She let herself be haited too far
from the calf. Wes found himself
rising" up behind the log. He choked
back a yell, which might have brought
a pack of man-hunters up the canyon
after him. For an instant he braced
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himself and swung the ax behind him,
Then, with a whiplash sweep of arm
from the shoulder, he threw the
double-edged blade. The bits made a
whirling glitter in the sunshine, then
struck with a bone-breaking thud. The
wolf was caught in the middle of a
leap. He rolled for a dozen feet, and
was still, :

The second wolf plunged for the
bush, in frenzied flight. Her brindled
sides heaving convulsively, the cow
turned back to her calf.

Up the steep canyon slope a bush
swished and crackled. A loosened rock
rolled, and thudded into a tree trunk
or a log. With a huge sigh of resigna-
tion, Wes Harney swung up to a perch
on the windfall. He forked a twisted
grin at the brindle and her bald-face.

“No use, no ma'am,” sighed Wes.
“ Me, when T meet up with a rainbow
and a cow in the same mornin’, I'm a
goner beyond help. Men, you can fire
when ready.” :

With that, he began to twirl up a
brown-paper cigarette. He kept his
back squarely on the approaching foot-
falls. There was some method in the
pose. Wes figured that even bandit-
hunters would pause before plugging a
man in the back. The notion seemed
good. The footsteps came to a close
halt. There was no shooting. Then:

“ Good herding, cowboy. I sure am
plenty obliged.”

It was a girl's voice. A soft twang
sounded in its tone, the drawl of the
Eastern Oregon range country. Wes
slowly swung around on the windfall,
hooking his bad leg over a snag of a
limb. Without realizing it, he had
naturally taken the position of a rider
at ease in the saddle. He stared hun-
grily at this girl who talked like home.

She flushed under the steady, burn-
ing gaze of the gray eyes below the

- believe him. She couldn’t.
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brim of the big hat. She said: “I'm
Letty Makin, from the pulp-wood
camp yonder over the ridge. I’ve been
out hunting Scatter and Bunch all
morning. First sign I had of ’em was
when I glimpsed the shine of your ax
as you flung it. I reckon, mister, you
saved Bunch from a timber-wolf
breakfast.” :

“ It was no trick, ma’am,” said Wes
slowly. “No trick a-tall.” Then he
remembered his manners. He pulled
off his hat, unloosing a tangled mane
of black hair that contrasted vividly
with his gray eyes. * Pleased to meet
you, ma'am,” he drawled. “I'm Wes-
ley Harney, from the John Day. You
sound like folks your own self.”

“Dad and me are from the Grande
Ronde.” :

Both were silent. Wes remembered
things. He lit the cigarette and won-
dered just how he’d explain said things
to this girl from home. She wouldn’t
Nobody
could.

Letty Makin was frankly studying
him. Wes returned the compliment
with a sidewise gaze through blue curls
of cigarette smoke. Despite her
clothes—a battered Scotch cap, an
equally worn green-and-black checked
mackinaw which was so oversized it
fairly swallowed her, army breeches
and heavy laced boots—Letty Makin
was a festive figure for any male eye.
In the huge mackinaw her young slen-
derness was like the silver lining of an
ugly cloud. A curling fringe of fine
blond hair escaped from the coarse cap.
Blue eyes smiled.

“You look Spanish,” said Letty.
“You don’t mind my saying so?”

“Nope. Proud of the look. . Plenty
of us yonder east, and it's sound
stock—"’ _

Wes remembered again. His tone
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suddenly and resolutely harshened.
“Looky here, ma'am,” he said. - “I
don’t like to say flat out your company
ain’t wanted, but the dismal fact is this
here ‘canyon is plumb unhealthy right
now. I’m wanted, bad, by the law.”

The girl’s blue eyes shone with un-
belief, then caught the truth in Har-
ney’s expression. Her gaze roved
quickly around. The canyon wall rose
sheerly behind the windfall. Beyond
the opposite ridge were woods camps.
Down the canyon was Salal. -Above
were the mountains and snow peaks of
the Cascade range. And now Letty
noticed the unlaced boot, the ankle
swelling through the gap.

“You're pretty much corraled then,
mister,” she said' gravely. “1I -believe
what you say, but I don’t believe you’re
a bad hombre. I don’t figure to quit
you till I hear your plece What hap-
pened ?” :

-The temptation was too' strong for
Wes, and he yielded. It had been
months, years, seemed like, since he
had talked to anybody sympathetic. As
briefly as he could, he narrated the
events of the rainbow morning.’

ETTY MAKIN listened with grave
L attention, leaning against the
-mossy log; her eyes now keenly
searching Harney’s face, then gazing
reflectively across the canyon and up
the ridge.

From the clearing skies the warm
and mellow sunlight poured down,
sifting through -the . rain-washed
boughs of ‘the scrub pines. Birds
chirped and squirrels chattered from
the trees., Farthy spring smells wafted
from the budding bush. In such a
scene Letty Makin could not think evil
of anybody :

“Just what happened,” Wes ' con-
cluded. “ But who'd believe it?”
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“I do,” said the girl quietly.. “ And
I’'m going to give you a chance to prove
up. First thing ”—her tone sharpened
—“you. shuck that sheepskin and
range hat. I'm swapping you dad’s old
mackinaw and cap, and no argument.”

There was some argument, but Wes
soon gave in.. He was young enough
for hope to spark in him at the least
sign of a shift: of luck. -Seeing this
girl, a slender sprig of a girl in a gray
flannel shirt as.she shed the oversized
mackinaw, her blue eyes sparkling with
excitement, made Wes wonder if may-
be .this rainbow morning hadn’t been a
golden sign, after all.

“ If that one bandit is still alive, he’ll
surely-‘ clear.you,” Letty said. “In the
meantime, mister, you do just what I
tell' you, and: you'll be safe from.the
law. Ifyou e only manage to hobble

to our camp—"

Letty Makin unfolded a plan Wes
agreed to it. He saw no other hope.
And the plan might work. Anyhow it
was a try, not-just waiting in a trap.

Letty cached his sheepskin and hat
in the hollow:end of the log, while
Wes, in the.mackinaw and cap, treated
his bad ‘leg in the cold water of the
canyon creek. ‘There the girl left him,
and headed on up the ridge. After.a
time Wes labored his boot back on, left
it unlaced; picked up a stick to serve as
a cane; then started -the completely
stibdued’ Scatter and Bunch down the
canyon

T'the logging railroad trestle the
brindle and the baldface turned
up the trail that led to the tracks

and on to the Makin camp. Wes,
hunched with pain, hobbled and
dragged behind them. At the top of
the trail the cow. stopped, shied tothe
left, then started on up the tracks in
a trot. Wes felt a sudden thumping
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under his left ribs and his breath
seemed to choke in his throat. But he
made himself limp on,
hunched in the mackinaw, head down,
the peak of the cap well over his eyes.
A rasping voice hailed him.

“ Hey there, logger! You haul up!”

Wes obeyed, turning deliberately to-
ward the voice, his eyes staring dully
from a dirt-streaked face.
fast, gaping.

Two men armed with nﬂes stood at
the end of the trestle, where Wes had
ditched the speeder. The one who had
called out was the deputy sheriff of last
night’s encounter. That had transpired
in the railroad yards as Wes debarked
from a box-car. The rainy darkness

was too thick at the time for either -

man to see much of the other. But Wes
well remembered the rasping voice,
which had informed him bluntly that
if he was caught in Salal after the next
morning’s train left for the woods, he
would be jugged. . The speaker had de-

clared himself as Cully Hatch, the one -

arm of the law in Salal.

Wes surmised that Mr. Hatch was
the party who had shot at him over
the windshield of the open car. His
partner was a lean, sallow, mournful-
eyed man with a drooping mustache.
Mr. Hatch was distinctly in command.
He had the build and the belligerent
manner of a bull. He swung over the
rails and hauled up before Wes, with
square chin jutting and smoky eyes
glowering.

“Can’t you talk, huh? Can you
answer a civil question, hey?”” boomed
Mr. Hatch. “Who th'ell are you?
What th’alleluiah you doin’ here?
I_Ie ?"

Wes blinked dull eyes under the peak
of the cap. He shrugged his hunched
shoulders.” He spoke in a thick voice.

“ Me Mike Hrbacek,” he said, *“ Me

shoulders .

- He stood.
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bullcook Mnl\in camp. No talk good
motch, nossir.’

 What's that? What's the name?”
Mr. Hatch looked bewildered.

“Me Mike Hrbacek,” said Wes
stolidly. .

“ Oh—uh—Erbycheck—hell
handle,” growled the deputy.
hunk, hey?”

“No Bohunk,” said Wes placidly.
“ Me Hunyok.”

Hatch scowled heavily. He seemed
reassured, but still a mite suspicious.
“1 didn’t know Ed Makin had a bull-
cook,” he said.. “When was you
hired?” :

“ No spik motch.” Wes looked puz-
zled. “ Donno you say motch.”

“You're just wastin’ time on him,
Cully,” protested the mournful-eyed
man, in a shrill, cranky voice. “ Ast
him whut he was doin’ up the canyon
and if he seen thet sagebrusher.”

“I was just goin’ to.” And Hatch
repeated the questions.

“Donno.” Wes looked more puz-
zled still. ““No savvy motch. Me hunt
cow.” He waved a hand after Scatter
and Bunch. “ Make leg sick.”” He
jutted a thumb at his twisted ankle.
“ Better me go now, honh?” ..

“Let him go,” whined Mournful
Eyes. “We’d better hustle and prowl
the canyon. - You've mussed things
enough already, Cully.”

The deputy wheeled around with an
angry snort. “ Who's mussed things?”
he roared. It was you much as me let
that bandit crawl outer the wreck and
git away. It was you who talked me
into grabbin’ the log train up here—"

“ Aw, shet up.”. - Wes was startled
and perturbed as he saw Mournful
Eyes wink warningly at:Hatch. The
deputy ‘was suddenly silent. ¢ Git

of a
i“ BO'

-along, hunk,” barked Mournful Eyes

at Wes: “ Ramble outer yere.”
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Wes hobbled on, holdmg his pose.
But he had a dismal hunch that he had
muffed his play. He hobbled slowly,
held his breath, listening. Stray words
muttered to him—

~“Did’n’ sound—Bohunk—me, Cul-
ly. Injun—

Hatch’s. -deep growl .was plainer.
“ But he said he was a Hunyok.”

“ What’s—diff'? And—thumb nail
—rope burn—"

“ Well, that leg is no fake We'll
prowl to camp later and make sure.
Now let’s comb the canyon.”

In Wes the spark flickered low as he
hobbled on after Scatter and Bunch.
He had, he now realized, talked more
like an Indian than a Hunky in the at-
tempt to play Mike Hrbacek, bullcook.
And that spike of a thumb-nail—a
rope-brand to a wise eye—

But he forced the spark to flicker
into life some more. A girl from home
had made herself his lookout in the
game with the law and his luck. Wes
vowed he would dea] on to his last
white chip.-

HE noon—hour was .over when

Wes Harney finally dragged

into the Makin camp. Scatter
and Bunch had preceded him by several
minutes. Letty had already picketed
the prodigal cow on a grassy slope
above a row of tar-paper shacks. In
front of the largest shack she waited
for Wes, beckoning for him to enter.
_He limped along, and into a combina-
tion office and living quarters. Behind
a plank counter stood a battered rolltop
desk, a blanketed bunk, a box stove,
and sundry chairs. A curtained door-
way led to a back room. ;

“I reckon you’re hungry, mister,”
said Letty. She was lifting a roll of
bandage and a bottle of liniment from
a first-aid box. “ You set here by the
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stove and fix your ankle while I rustle
a plate of grub. And you can use these,
cowboy.” She stooped at the end of
the bunk and hauled forth a pair of
heavy wool socks and a pair of rubber
shoes for use with felt boots. * These
are dad’s, and should fit you up. Make
yourself to home—and save the thanks
— Scatter and Bunch owe you
plenty—"

Words trailed away with Letty into
the back room. She hadn’t given Wes
a chance to say anything. He sagged
down gratefully into a home-made
padded chair by the stove. For a mo-
ment. he rested, twirling up a cigarette.
He blinked wearily.through the smoke.
A sunlit window -shone before him,
giving him a view of the timber up the
railroad.

He had gllmpses of the wood-cut-
ters. Two horse-teams were skidding
hemlock logs down to a sidetrack.
There a dragsaw was chugging, and a
pair of men were splitting the
blocks with wedges and mauls. An
empty flatcar flanked. them from
the sidetrack. A .similar car had been
dropped close to the camp. It bulked
with stuff covered by tarpaulins. Feed,
Wes surmised, baled hay for the
horses. Probably the two cars had
been switched and dropped from this
morning’s logging train.

Relaxing and thinking hazily, Wes
seemed to catch a movement of a tar-
paulin. He stared hard for a moment,
then, as he saw nothing more, he de-
cided that a flaw in_the window-pane
or the smoke in his eyes had deceived
him.

The incident vanished from his mind
with her appearance—blue eyes smil-
ing through a drift of steam from a
loaded tray.- !

“It’s my cooking,” she said, setting
the tray down on a chair by his side.
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“ Regular ranch grub, so maybe you
can stand it.”

Wes could only look his thanks, A
rush of feeling was sort of like a rope
on his throat. It burned to his eyes,
and he had to stoop low over the
steaming plate to hide it from Letty
Makin. He was wolf-hungry, but the
first swallows came hard. Months and
months in a strange land, an alien from
the sagebrush country in the big tim-
ber, and here he was home again. It
was something to melt up a tougher
man than Wes Harney.

The girl from home talked along,
seeming to understand, not expecting
him to chip in. She had told dad, she
said, and dad had given her a free
hand.. Ed Makin, Wes gathered, had
himself been having a hard time of
it over here in the woods. It appeared
that he was running behind in his pulp-
wood contract and was in some jam
with the Salal bank. Anyhow, he was
about ready to quit and pull up stakes.

“ Over home we've got two hundred
acres in winter wheat,” said Letty. *“ If
we lose everything here, we'll still have
that.
bank would close us out, sudden. It's
spring on the Grande Ronde.” Her
voice was wistful, her eyes looking far
away. “The wheat is sprouting
green.”

“ Grass peepin’ up in the sage,” said
Wes softly, leaning back -and lazily
rolling a fresh cigarette. * The bald-
faces turned out of the feedyards and
grazin® up the draws. Cowpokes ridin’.
Hosses still winter-wild, snortin’ and
pitchin’ when a jack sails high. Sun-
rise time, and the night-frost steamin’
from the sage—say, can’t you just
smell it, ma’am?”

“ Can’t I just?” sighed Letty Makin.

It seemed to Wes that they had
known each other a lifetime. They

I'm afraid dad is wishing the-
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dreamed on in their talk until a twist
of his bandaged ankle reminded him
that home was far away. He lapsed
into gloomy silence.

“ Thinking of rainbows?”
Letty. “ Rainbow mornings?”

“Kind of,” he muttered.

“You kept ringing rainbows into
your story back yonder in the canyon.
I've been wondering what you meant.”

“T'll tell you, ma'am,” said Wes
grimly. ‘“Mean . misfortune, you
betcher. This here wasn't the first time.
Why, it was a rainbow mornin’ chased
me out of the John Day. Right on the
tail of the purtiest rainbow you ever
laid eyes on come a cloudburst.
Washed out shack, sheds, corral, feed-
yard and four stacks of winter hay
from my canyon ranch slick as a willer
whistle.

“1I already owed the limit on my
little bunch of beef. So I had to
trail out broke, and—well, here I am.
And that was only one rainbow
mornin”.”

“And this is another, cowboy.
Things like that just happen. They
don’t mean anything unless you let ’em
rope you in.’

Wes didn’t argue the pomt His
brooding gaze had wandered to the
window again. And again he was
startled by a stir of the tarpaulins on
the flatcar. He still didn’t trust his
eyes, so he said nothing. Besides, Letty
Makin was giving him explicit direc-
tions about playing the part of Mike
Hrbacek, Hunyok bullecook.

said

ES had little trouble playing the

part until twilight clouded

_down on the woods. Then,

with supper over and the camp settling
for the night, Deputy Cully Hatch and
Mournful Eyes dragged in. They bore
with them a sheepskin coat, a ten-gal-
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lon hat, and a load of suspicion. Wes
had a hunch that they had been keeping
cases on the Makin camp all afternoon.

If so, they had certainly seen noth-
ing from him that violated the charac-
ter of Mike Hrbacek: With a pair of
blankets, he had made himself a bunk
in the feed shed of the stable. There he
rested his sorely tried leg. Now and
again he dozed off, but it was always to
awaken in a nightmare riot of threaten-
ing danger. Some warning thing was
sleepless in him. It kept him peering
through the open shed door, pulling his
gaze toward the flatcar tarpaulins. A
breeze had blown up, and in it the can-
vas flapped and billowed. The notion
that something alive could have been
lurking -under there all this time
seemed a foolish notion, but it haunted
Wes just the same.

At quitting time Ed Makin looked in
on him. Makin was a grizzled, hawk-
faced man whose eyes ‘were hedged
by weather-graven lines. He asked Wes

a ‘few questions, mainly about the loca-

tion of his ranch in the John Day and
about certain cowmen and-their brands;
The answers’ apparently satisfied him.

“We'll back you up, I reckon,” he
said quietly. - “ Till they cool off down
in Satal, anyhow.  They'd lynch you
now before ‘you could put in a word
for yourself. Did you know one of the
real bandits outslickered Cully Hatch
and made his getaway?” . -

“No!” Wes sat up, staring. He re-
membered the bit 6f argument between
Hatch and Mournful Eyes. “ I thought
they meant—hut how'd it happen?”

- “Don’t know. ~Just heard it from.

the Cawley loggers. Well—you keep
on bein’ a dumb hunk of a bullcook.
we'll stick.”

Wes forgot his manners. He was
wordless as the old rancher drifted out
of the shed. Wes was not even seeing
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Ed Makin now.- He was only looking -
out through the sunset shadows at the
flapping tarpaulins. The canvas was a
darkening. "bulge against the black
boughs of hemlocks that lifted in a
thick spread beyond the tracks. Wes
let his hunch rise up and grip him. He
would, he vowed, keep close cases on

‘the car yonder until it was mighty deep

night.

WILIGHT clouded swiftly into
black darkness, with an overcast
" sky. that ~promised - another
spring rain. - While the crew was eat-
ing, Letty brought a plate of supper
to the feed shed.
“I mustn’t stay, she said, speaking
in a whisper. “‘Some of the boys are
suspicious of you. It's natural for them

‘to be suspicious of anybody, with two

supposed killers prowlmg loose in: the
woods.”

“Am 1 still M)ke Hrbacek"‘” \Ves
wanted {0 know.

“You bet you-are, cowboy. I've
sure raveled out the truth on your ac-
count. I just said you come along,
looking half-starved, ‘and you helped
me hunt Scatter and Bunch: You saved

.Bunch, I said, and hurt yourself, so I
figured the least I could do was to keep

you on-for a. spell as roustabout bull-
cook.” :
“ That’s not bustin’ trath so bad :
© “It’s wearing it kind of thin, I'm
afraid. But I don’t care. I won't see
these webfooters string up a neighbor.
Now I've got to get back. If the boys
snoop ‘around, ‘you just be dumb.”
“ Honh,” grunted Wes, with a grin.
“1 don’ spik motch.” -
- Two of the teamsters drifted into
the shed after supper. They failed to
puinp anythirig out of Wes but’ grunts
and groans. At last, as deep night fell,
the camp was quiet. Wes eased from
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the bunk and limped to the shed door.
Some forty feet before him the flatcar
and its load made a bulging black
shadow. The ground sloped gently
from the sidetrack, so that a level gaze
from Wes struck fairly under the car’s
floor.

Looking on under the car, Wes
could see two parallel gray streaks in
the black shadows. They were the
well-worn rails of the main line,

For a spell Wes Harney ruminated
on the black shape that bulged above
the sidetrack and on the gray streaks
below and beyond the shape. Then he
regarded the row of tar-paper shacks.
All but one was darkened. This was
the Makin office and living quarters.
Two windows were squares of light in
the black shadows. Now and again
Wes had a fleeting vision of a girl’s
head and shoulders moving across the
light squares. The glimpses of Letty
Makin put iron in his resolution. She
had trusted him on sight. A girl from
home—whatever his luck, Wes Harney
was fiercely resolved to clear himself
or die a-trying.

“If this here hunch wasn’t just a fool
notion, a straw of a chance was in his
grip. But it was only a straw, and in
his condition he was in poor shape to
make much of it. The leg was pretty
bad. Wes had to grip the door post
with his left hand to hold his weight
from it. Every hobble wa: a shot of
torture.

Wes stood on there, and figured the
trail his hunch should follorv. He had
kept it to himself for two rcasons. For
one thing, a search under th: tarps that
revealed nothing but baled hay would
have left him looking considerably
silly. -But the main reascn was his
certainty that heavy shoo:ing would
greet any searcher, if: the hunch was
good. .

MORNING 89

Nope. That flatcar and whatever it
sheltered were Wes Harney’s respon-
sibility. He had taken it on, and he
would hold it, even if he had to night-
herd the flatcar until daylight..

Whatever happened, about the best
he could do would be to let out a yell,
Wes mused dismally. And that would
likely start shooting. With.shooting
he was fed up for the day, and some
over.

The gray streaks that showed under
the flatcar floor again caught his gaze.
Another hunch struck Wes Harney.
He remembered his best range trick.
It might work—anyhow, it was an-
other grip on the straw of a chance.
He hobbled back into the shed.

The feed shed also served as a stor-
age place for harness and skid-rigging.
A battered saddle was slung from a
corner peg, and with it a rawhide rope.
Wes groped for that rope now and
fetched it down. The feel of the raw-
hide braids to his hands was something
like the flavor of hot meat to a starvmg
man.

As he limped back to the door-
way, Wes Harney almost forgot his
game leg.

Then things began happening again,
in a sort of stampede. Wes was hardly
settled into night-herding the flatcar
once more, when a large, rumbling
voice carried to him from the Makin
shack. He stared that way, recogniz-
ing the bull tones of Deputy Hatch.
The door opened. Lamplight sifted
out, around the shadowy figure of
Letty Makin. In the glow Hatch and
Mournful Eyes stood revealed. Hatch
packed a bundle. His rumble boomed
along—
< “We found this sagebrusher rig
when we come back down the canyon,
Miss Makin. - And we found no other
sign of that cowpoke driver of the ban-



90

dits’ car, We crave to know some
more about that there bullcook of

S M

your'n.

ETTY was inviting them inside.
The door closed on Hatch’s angry
rumble. Wes Harney moved.

The time was done for watchful wait-
ing. He had to play his hunch in sud-
den action. It was that, or else hole up
in the-bunk again and try.to put on a
dumbwitted show, with Hatch bully-
ing him, Letty Makin trying to shield
him—nope, he just couldn’t hack that
some more—hiding behind a woman,
a home girl. g

. He crouched down in the cloudy
darkness, and crept for that black
shape above the tracks. If it was only a
shape there, he thought bleakly, well,
he’d just keep heading on. No more
hiding around, - maybe -pulling the
Makins into bad trouble with the law—

But it was more than a shape of
tarps there, bulging from a pile of
baled hay. Wes had lifted noises as he
crouched along, his bad leg sort of
dragging. He now came to a dead halt,
the rawhide coils gripped in his left
hand, his right idling the loop, as
sounds of hurried movement broke
through the shadows from the car.
Then, in the click of seconds, sundry
events violently happened.

The two gray streaks that showed
dully under the car were shadowed by
two elongated, vertical shapes. In
Wes Harney the shapes were instantly
registered as human legs. In the same
instant, his hands and arms, his entire
body, reacted automatically. An un-
derhanded, whiplash sweep of his right
arm, a flipping snap of the-right wrist,
and the loop of braided rawhide snaked
for the shadowy legs. From Wes Har-
ney’s left hand the coils ran free. He
sensed the strike. An upward yank,
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then a haulback with both hands, legs
braced, the fiery pains that shot
through his nerves. unheeded—and
Wes Harney had roped another slick-
ear.

" But this one was an outlaw with a
gun. The first yanking haul on the
rope was followed by a.thud and a
snarling yell. -Then, as Wes hauled
hard, hand over hand, the sharp ex-
plosion of a gunshot crashed from the
shadowy shape that struggled in the
loop. Two more blazed and roared, the
last fairly in Harney’s face as he
dragged his captive close. But the
jerking rope sent all .three shots wild.
As the last one flared Wes lunged,
throwing slack into the rawhide, loop-
ing it into a large half-hitch. The loop
dropped to taw, over a head and shoul-
ders. In another second the bandit
killer was disarmed and hog-tied. ;

The spot of a flashlight jiggered
around. As it struck a battered, dis-
torted face, Wes exultantly knew ‘that
his hunch had proved true. But there
was another job to do. His own name
had to he cleared of the robbery. Wes
spotted the gun. He swooped for it,
crouching over his capture.

Wes shifted so that the light
streamed over his gun hand and into
the bandit’s eyes. He had only the
thought that Deputy Hatch . and
Mournful Eyes had horned into the
play. They should hear facts.

“You talk turkey,” he rasped.
“Now. You.do, and I'll stand by you
against the lynchers. You don’t, and
I'll make ’em a gift of your neck. Tell
the truth of that hold-up, and tell it
short.” -

With a gun in his hand, the bandit
was a tough yegg. Without one, and
roped down, he was meek and tame.
He talked. He told the story Wes
wanted Hatch and Mournful Eyes to
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hear. He told more, which should have
reddened up their ears.

“Them saps was easy.”
of fear in the bandit’s tone steadied
into a boastful note. * When they
come on the wreck they went huntin’
eggs or sompin in the bush. I come to
and scrambles after that wild farmer
for the culvert. But they was huntin’
that way. So I snakes up on the main
line and crosses to the head of the log
train. I hides out in the car of baled
hay. The clowns thinks I gets away
wit' the farmer on the speeder, and
damn’ if they don’t ride the same train
wit’ me to the woods, and never tum-
bles! Jeez!”

Wes straightened triumphantly to
face Mr. Hatch and Mournful Eyes.
Instead, the joyful gaze of Letty
Makin shone above the flash. Mr.
Hatch was keeping distant and quiet

The shake.
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until he was sure the shooting was
over.

“ Oh, Wes!” Her voice was a shaky
whisper. *“ Oh, cowboy—"

Then, for a moment they could only
sort of stare at each other. Things
were whirling crazily in Wes Harney’s
head. In the center of the whirl was a
sense of being his own man again, the
Wes Harney who had stood up to any-
body before bad luck bulldogged him
for a fall. At last that luck was licked.

“ Rainbows,” said Wes Harney
softly to the girl from home. “ Rain-
bows on the range will shine for us
soon. A rainbow mornin’ made us
meet up. From now on me and rain-
bows are fine friends.”

“Jeez!” They were startled by a
groan from the hog-tied bandit.
“What a finish! I been pinched by a
nut! Rainbows—jeez!” :

THE END
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Ripley tapped Lancaster between the shoulders

with the muzzle of his revolver

By MAX
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Scourge of the Rio Grande

BRAND

A fifty thousand dollar bribe couldn’t budge Jack Ripley from his
duty—yet when the pretty, mysterious Ching summoned him—

LEADING UP TO THIS INSTALLMENT

ACK RIPLEY, one of the most no-

torious of the bad hombres of the

Southwest Border, is taken into cus-
tody by Marshal Tom Dallas, who makes
an offer to Jack by which he can forego a
long prison sentence for his past offenses.
He is told he can wipe the slate clean by
capturing the head of a smuggling ring
bringing Chinese across the Border. Tom
Dallas is able to give Jack little infor-
mation about Jim Lancaster, the ringlead-
er; but he sets out to find Lancaster.

By good fortune, Jack meets Chuck
Warren, an old friend, who conducts him
to the house of Sam Li, a silk and tea mer-
chant. There he meets the pretty, shy
girl, Ching. Jack learns that Sam Li’s es-
tablishment is the base of smuggling opera-

This story began in the
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tions and Jack is introduced to Lancaster.
The ringleader is impressed with Jack’s
reputation as a tough but square-shooter,
and wants to employ him as a guide to
bring safely across the Sierra Blanca
Mountains a shipment of Chinese boys,
and to conduct safely with the party a
scar-faced Chink named Dong, who is held
in great regard and affection by Ching.
Jack agrees to Lancaster’s proposition in
order to get a close view of the smugglers’
operations.

Ripley meets the packet of Chinamen,
headed by Lancaster’s Heutenant, Dan
Tolliver, and camps with them for the
night. Dong, the scar-face, is led away
by Tolliver from the camp to be shot on
‘“ orders from some one higher than Lan-

Argosy for October 20.
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caster.” Jack rescues Dong from Tolliver
and they ride away and manage to get
through safely to Sam Li’s. But after ar-
riving there, to the chagrin of Lancaster
and the sorrow of Ching, Dong mysterious-
ly vanishes,

CHAPTER XIV.
~ DOUBLE-CROSSED?
IANCASTER was striding up and

down, stopped now and again
abruptly by his thoughts.

Ripley said, ““ How about a little in-
formation, Jim? You're on the inside.
Let me know what it all means—what
hitched the scar-face to the girl?” -

“Who told you I was on the in-
side?”” demanded Lancaster. “ The in-
side be damned—arnd I'm damned, too
—and so are you. And the whole game
is a fool's game, and Im the biggest
fool.” - .

Sam Li came back into the room, the
floor muttering a little under "the gi-
gantic weight of his step.

“Come here!” commanded Lan-
caster. :

Sam Li went to him. - “I am un-
happy for you, my friend,” he said.

“Leave it off, will you?” shouted
Lancaster. Rage choked his' voice off
thin. “ Have to keep on the damn gib-
berish even with me? Tell me the
straight of this, What happened?
What did your flatfaced Chinaman do
with the girl’'s man? You know, and
you'll tell me, by God!’

Missouri Slim moved from his cor-
ner with a long and noiseless step that
carried him sidelong until he was be-
hind Sam Li. There he paused. A smile
kept flashing on his face, crookedly
twisting it, going out, appearing on
the other side again. :

But -Sam Li was apparently uncon-
scious of danger, He merely said: “ At
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a time like this, when there is grief

‘and trouble between friends, silence is
‘best. Let us be silent until we have

thought about a new thing to do.”

Lancaster said through his grinding
teeth: “I've got the idea now. It's a
flat double-cross. You've got Ching,
and that means you'’ve got me. If the
scar-face comes to Ching and talks five
minutes to her, she’s through with you.
She’s finished with you. And that
means as soon as she goes that I'll be
finished with you, too. So what do you
do? When the scar-face comes here,
you put him out of the way. You wipe
him out—and then the game is to start
all over again—the scar-face on the
loose somewhere — and Lancaster
working like a dog on his trail—and
the girl still hereeedamn your rotten
heart, I see the game clear through'
And TI—"

Ripley slid his hand msxde his coat
to the butt of his gun. He saw Missouri
lean a little forward to have perfect
balance for the shot he was to ﬁre into
Sam Li.

The Chinaman said, in his soft, deep
voice which filled his words with a sort
of super meaning: “ When I was a
young man such talk would have made
me very angry. Now I am not angry.
I am too old.” :

- “D’you know where you stand ?
D’you know where you are?” snarled
Lancaster, chewing up his words. "

“ When I was young,” said Sam Li,
“1 went to war. There'is one grief to
me now—that I must die thh a bullet
through my back.”

The thing struck Ripley heavnly It
struck Lancaster also, and made him
jerk up his head. And suddenly Ripley

felt that he was under control again,
- just as a bolting horse is: under control

when-its head comes up.:
* “T’tn being.a fool;” sald Lancaster.
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“If T believe in you now, I'm the big-
gest fool in the world. God, if you're
crooking me, Sam Li—if you’'re crook-
ing me—"

Sam Li said nothmg, and his sdence

was a greater- burden than the rage of
Lancaster could support. It diminished
suddenly. And he said : “ Ripley, I'll be
seeing you. Stay here, if you want—or
up there in the house of the greaser.
There’s plenty more to do, Wait a
minute—I've lost my head a little and
started yelling around. But I'm not for-
getting what you’ve done. You caught
the fish. Somebody else chucked it back
in the water.” :
. He turned on his heel and went
through the door. Missouri Slim fol-
lowed him, his eyes always on Ripléy
0 that he sidled through the doorway
in order ‘to keep his glance on the
enemy to the last instant.

-There was left Sam Li, vast, still,
impassive. “It is our friends who
empty our hearts,” he said gently, after
a moment, " because only they possess
the key.”

- He turned more directly to Ripley.
“Will you come to see Ching?”’ he
asked. *“ Because now she hungers for
good words as the summer earth
hungers for the rain.” -

“Yes,” said Ripley. “ There's
nothing that I'd rather do than see her,
if she’s not ilL.”

“Her heart is empty; if it is filled
a little she will be -well again,” said
Sam Li. He led the way qut of the
room with his slow, monstrous strides.
And he continued as they went up a
stairway : “ Who can have much hap-
piness? All that we ask is enough-to
fill the hand, enough to play with.
Though her poor man is gone, give
her a few thoughts of him and he will
begin to live again in her mind. Hope
will not die easily. 1t may be struck
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through the heart, but still it-has wings
that will keep on flying.”

E came to a door which he
pressed open and drew Ripley
with him into a fragrant little

room. The hanging light showed on the
window-sill a blue bowl! filled . with
sunny yellow flowers, and a screen on
which birds. of green and scarlet and
blue flew through marvelous foliage. .

The girl lay flat on a bed whose
cover spilled towards. the floor; she
had a pillow hugged against her face.

_‘“ Ching,” said Sam Li,. “I have
brought you the man who can give you
comfort. He will tell you about the
man we have lost. But if we have lost
him, we shall find him again.”

. ““No,” mourned the girl, ‘“ he is lost
~—he s lost—I shall never.see him
again!” ;

“Think,” - said Sam Li, “that a
thing worth stealing is worth keeping.
And so they will keep him.”

“Do you believe so?”’ cried Ching,
lifting herself. suddenly, sitting on the
edge .of the bed.

Sam Li drew out a silken handker-
chief and dried her face. ‘Ripley
watched the closing and. the opening of
her eyes as she submitted to that care.
He could have done better than Sam
Li, be felt. _

“This is our friend,” sad Sam Li.
“ This is your friend, Ching. Must he
remain standing?”

She got up and offered a place to
Ripley on a couch that was a mere pile
of cushions against the corner of. the
wall. But he remained standing.

“I just wanted to tell you about
him, what a: good fellow he is,” said
Ripley.

“ He is :s0. good that no one is like
him,” said Ching. *“ Did. you notice
that?”
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“Yes,” said Ripley.

“ And his poor, dreadful face!”

“Yes,” said Ripley.

“Could you see the kindness in it,
after all?”

“I did see it.”

Sam Li drew back to the corner. He
stood there immobile. * This is much
better,” he said. “ When words begin,
peace will follow. Tell Ching how you
found him, and how you were hunted!”

“ Hunted ?” said the girl.

“T'll tell you this,” said Ripley. He

wanted to come closer to her. He felt

that if he were nearer she could see
his thoughts more clearly. “ When we
were pretty hard pressed and they
were closing on us, the horse I was rid-
ing got pretty tired. And he wanted to
give me his horse. He wanted to throw
himself away. He would have dropped
out of his saddle to let me take his
place. I had to grab him by the back of
the neck.”

“Did he do that?” repeated the girl.
“ Did poor old Dong do' that? Did he
want to give you his horse?”

“ What horse was it?” asked Sam
Li.

“It was fresher than mine,”
Ripley, hastily. :

“But how could he ever sit in a
saddle at all?” asked Ching.

“He let the reins go and held onto
the pommel.”

“ With both hands?”

& Ve

She began to laugh. He wanted the
sound to go on and on. It was filling
that empty chamber in his mind.

“We tried to talk,” said Ripley,
when the laughter fell away, “but
there was only one word that we could
both understand.” :

“ He could say two or three words
of English in the old days,” said the
girl. :

said

95

* The only one we could both under-
stand was Ching.”

“Do you hear?” said Sam Li.
“ People who love the same thing must
love one another.”

“Hush, Sam Li,” said the girl, and
lifted a hand.

“Why are you so ashamed?”” asked
Sam Li. “ Why else do you think he
went for Dong?”

“ He was sent,” said the girl. “ Jim
Lancaster sent him for Dong.”

“ Was that why he was ready to die
for Dong?"” asked Sam Li. :

“ Hush, hush!” pleaded the girl, and
she added: “ I'm sorry. Chinese people
have different ways. Forgive Sam Li,
but tell me. how Dang could have
vanished out of this house. They will
kill him! And poor Dong—he will
smile while they murder him!”

OW, for an instant of pity, Rip-
ley almost forgot her, remem-
bering the battered smile of
Dong as he faced the gun. He said:

“They'll not kill him. Remember what

Sam Li says. A -thing that’s worth
stealing is worth keeping. And there’s
something else—that I'll follow him
till T find him for you.”

“ For you,” said the booming, gong-
like voice of Sam Li. “ Do you hear,
Ching? For you he will find him.”

She made to Ripley a gesture of in-
finite gratitude; and because of the big,
blundering speech of Sam Lji, into the
smooth of her forehead came wrinkles
of pain above the smile. But Sam Li
came closer, so that as the girl rose he
stretched out his enormous arms and
half surrounded them both.

“If there were only one day or one
year for our lives, how much happier
every moment would be!” said the
Chinaman. “ Hold out your hand, my
good friend.”
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Ripley held out his hand. i

“ Look into his hand,” said Sam Li.
“ Now, looking closely, do you see, the
life he has offered for you? When
they rode after him and their yelling
came in his ears, it was for you that he
kept Dong in the saddle. That was the
life—see it in his hand—that he-was
‘offering to you. How shall you thank
him, Ching?”

“With all my gratitude, all my
days!’ said the girl.

“Ha!” said Sam Li. “ Is he offering
money for pigs and chickens? Is he
asking for words and smiles? When a
man holds his life in his hand, he is

trying to buy love, Chang. How much,

will you give him?”

Ripley tried to protest, but the words
swelled in his throat and would not
come out. He found himself staring
with great eyes, afraid; and the girl
was staring in the same fear. She was
still looking -at him when she cried
out: “Sam Li, Sam Li, what do you
mean? What is it?”

He answered in Chinese, The
smooth, deep rumble of his voice
played through the intonations and the
pitches of that speech as a river light-
ens and darkens and swells over the
boulders that lie unseen in its channel.
He had been speaking of love like a
grandfather to children, -but now a
larger theme possessed his voice, and
by the inward intentness of her eye
Ripley knew that the girl no longer
was seeing him. Perhaps the whole
majesty of the timeless Orient was
speaking now from the tongue of Sam
Li; and what did Ripley comprehend
except horses, beef on the hoof, ropes,
and saddles and guns? He was present
here like a non-believer at a temple of
mysteries. That was why he shrank
slowly back from the girl and found
the door, and at last he was outside it
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and going down the narrow flight of
steps into the lower hall.

He passed the open door of the
room in which the shrouded bird cage
hung. How much that was true and
beautiful was shadowed forever from
his eyes?

He got out of the house, quickly,
and to the side of Hickery Dickery.
Why had he given her such a foolish
name? She was. worthy of something
better. Ching or Sam Li—they would
not have given to a canary, even, such

. a nonsensical title. They would rather

have picked out a name from among
the stars and given it to one of the
gleaming little beauties.

He walked up the bank of the river.
He was glad that there was a bit of
distance between him and the house
of Ofiate, because he could use all of
the steps to help himself back to a
proper self-respect. The mare, as her
habit was, walked a little before him as
soon as she had made sure of the direc-
tion; but now and then she paused for
him to catch up with her and run his
hand over her shoulder and neck. He
did this absently. His mind was so
filled that it seemed only a moment be-
fore he saw the loom of the squat little
house where Ofiate lived.

CHAPTER XV.
RIPLEY REFUSES.

UT of the gray of the morning,
at the open door of the house of
Oriate, a voice growled quietly:

“ Ripley—Jack Ripley!” _
Ripley, brought quickly out of a deep
sleep, sat up from the blankets. The
house was as dark as the throat of a
wolf. Beyond the glimmer of the door-
way he saw the black trunk of the tree
that gave summer shade. to the thresh-

3 A=—3
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old. Then a silhouette, half crouch-
ing, stole between him and the en-
trance.

“ Never mind, Jose,” said Ripley.

Jose Ofate checked himself with
difficulty. His muttering voice sounded
from a false distance. “ No one comes
for good before sun-up,” he declared.

Ripley was dressing rapidly. Some-
thing whispered over the floor beside
him—the bare feet of young Juan
Oniate. The eyes of a boy are as bright
as those of a cat, even in darkness.

“ Let me go first, to see,” said Juan.

“TH call if I need you,” said Rip-
ley, without a chuckle. He stepped to
the door and looked guardedly out.
“Is that you, Tolliver?’ he asked.

“Here I am, Jack,” said Tolliver,
stepping into full view.

His hands were empty. He was so
narrow in the hips and so big above
that he looked like two wrong halves
fitted together.

“ How are things?” asked Ripley.

“You could make them better, kid.”

“You make me feel pretty good,”
answered Ripley. ‘““Maria, light a
lamp.”

More feet made hushing noises on
the floor. A match scratched; it threw
small blue and yellow lightnings
through the room. The lamp chimney
screeched against its guards, the flame
ran across the wick, the chimney set-
tled back in place, and a mist disap-
peared at once from the heated glass.
The four Mexicans stood at gaze. Jose
Ofiate had his right hand behind his
back and his eyes never left the form
of Tolliver. Little Anna slipped up to
Ripley and caught his hand.

“Away from him—Bkttle fool—to
touch his right hand!” breathed her
mother; and the child fled into a
corner.

“ Come in, Dan,” invited Ripley.

4A—3
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“T'd as soon walk into a den of
snakes,” answered Tolliver.

“They’ll never touch you, and they
only talk three words of English. Come
in. We’ll have some breakfast. Maria,
fire up that stove.”

The woman was busy at once, al-
ways glancing over her shoulder every
moment towards the stranger. Anna
helped her. Young Juan stood by his
father in an attitude of one ready to
deliver the attack. ;

Tolliver made grudging steps into
the house. He snuffed the air.

“ Beans and- garlic and peppers. I've
smelled this before. Kind of thick to
sleep in, ain’t it?”” he asked.

‘T've got a good conscience and that
makes me sleep easy,” said Ripley.

“Whatcha ever do for the greasers,
here?” asked Tolliver.

“Just a little thing a long time ago.
Sit down, Dan.”

Tolliver took off his hat—with his
left hand. He kept the right close to
the butt of the gun on his thigh. Now
that the hat was off, the gold showed
in his grin. Even by lamplight his face
was burnished red.

UT most noticeable of all was the

heavy bandage that encircled his

head. It covered his forehead al-
most down to the eyes. He took a
three-legged stool, moved it back
against the wall, and sat down.

“Sorry about that,” said Ripley,
nodding.

“ About what? The crack over the
head? That’s nothing. Gave me a hell
of a headache, is all. T was gonna peg
you out for it, if I canght you.”

“ Peg me owt ?”’

“Old time Comanche taught me
that. You peg a man out on the flat of
his back and leave him there. The sun
fair burns the lids off of his eyes. His
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face boils. up in blisters. His lips crack
open. There ain't any shade. A gent
that’s pegged out, e comes to realize
how damn useful a hat is. Under-
stand ¢

“You were going to peg me out?”’
said Ripley.

‘It only takes a coupla days,” said
Tolliver.. He laughed a little. His
golden teeth flashed. So did his eyes.
“You gi\'c your man water and every-
thing, but it only takes a coupla days.”

“Ever try it?"”

“Yeah. Ma.ybe. What's this slop?”-

Maria was offering a cup of red wine
to the stranger. “ Vino,” explained
Ripley. “ They'll pass a lot of stuff
down Jour throat till T tell them to
cut it.” :

Tolliver took the wine. He massaged
his bull-neck tenderly.

“You're quite a guy,” he said to
Ripley. “By God, there’s something
al,out you that kind of tickles me. You
got a sense of humor, is what's you've
got.”. He laughed, to prove it. Then he
took a swallow of the wine. “ Lousy
stuff,” he said. He drank the rest of
it and held out his cup for more. “If
we hadn’t got the Chink back I'd be
kind of sore at you,” he said.

“You got him back did you?” said
Ripley.

“Yeah, whacha thlnk ?” asked Tol-
liver. ““ Which brings me down to why
I'm hiere. But these bozos—they don’t
savvy English, eh?”

" NO,”

“They don't look it. It's a funmy
thing the dumb look that a damn Dago
has because he ain’t got English to
limher up his brains. You know what
I think?”

“\What do you thmk?"

#1t's the swell thing about our
country, the education: When you think
what schools de. It’s a kind of a won-
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derful thing. The way- it limbers up the
brains of a lot of these dumb clucks.”

“Is that why you came here—to put
me in school?” asked Ripley.

“That's good, too. I could laugh at
that, another time of day,” said Tol-
liver. ““ But, getting down to business,
I'm going to let you in on something.
I'm going to let you right in at the top.
You're a lucky hombre, and I'm gonna
let you in.”

“Who told you to?”

“ The chief—the big chief—the top
chief of this whole Chink job.”

“I thought that Lancaster was the
fOI'v

“Him? He thinks he is. He don't
know enough to knew no better. But
the chief wants you; that’s the good
news that I come to bring you, kid.”

“ He wants me for what?”

“To take Lancaster’s place; and
think of that! You only show your mug
down here on the border and every-
thing starts to come your way. Lucky
ain’t any name for it.”

“ How much, brother?”

“ How much? How would I know?
If Jim Lancaster don’t make twenty
grand, I'm a liar. Twenty grand every
year| And you step right in at the top
of everything — understand? You're
the: top—under the big chief.”

“Whe is that?”

“You'll find out, after you sign
“p‘"

“How do I.sign up?” asked Ripley.

“That’s easy, too. You're trusted,
Jack. All you have to do is to give me
your word of honor that you'll be witke
us for one solid year, no questions
asked. One year for twenty grand{”

He sighed and shook his head.

“ The job is running Chinks over the
border, eh?”

¢ Sure. That's the main part. There's
a few other little things.”
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“-I.don’t want it,” said:Ripley. . ..

Tolliver rose.:to. his .feet. His face
lengthened with bewilderment.. *‘ Say
it again, slow,”- he begged.

* Tell -your chief that I don’t want
any part- of - his. job. I've seen. enough

of it. And to hell with it.”
“Well—" began Tolliver. He
studied, Ripley..: *“ I see,” he said. “I

seen from the first that you were kind
of queer Now. I see how queer. Cock—
eyed, is what you are.

*.Suppose you breeze along?" sug-
gested Ripley. . .

“ Asking. me to go? Well what
would T want to stay for, in a stinking
Dago dive like this? You're tummg the
chief down?” . :

. Flat,” |

“ Plain nuttyl” decxded Tollwer

“But let. it go at that! So long, kid.
I thought, that I was comin’. with the
band; but I wasn’t even-out of school.
So long.. I hope to. God you get better
brains before long.” A

He went back to. the door. :

“You ain’t turning this.down be-
cause you think it's: phony, are you?”
he asked. . .

sl know it’s . stralght
Ripley.. ..

“ And stlll you-—oh well
gotta be damn fools in the wor]d I
suppose.”

He turned his back thh this fare-
well, and walked into the growing light
of the dawn, which began to rival the
strength of -the lamp: inside the room.

CHAPTER XVI._
LUCKY CHANCE

I—IE slow dawn had reached the
stage of rose and gold when a
second. messenger stood in the

doorway of the Ofiate.house.

= answered._

.there’s.

It was.

99

Missour; .Slim, bending to look inside..
“ You!” he . said, .pointing. a.. lengthy

_forefinger at. Ripley. ;

“What about?” asked. Rlpley.

“The boss wants you. Come along :
Ripley went along. :

Jose Oiiate insisted on currymg and'
brushing the gray mare, though she
winced under his vigorous;touch. The
other three Ofiates grouped about to
watch their hero. Juan held his stlrrup
Anna had scrubbed her. face to rosi-
ness and lifted it for .a kiss. Maria
puffed and smiled in the. background.

But before Ripley mounted, Jose had
a-chance to say at his ear: “ That man
has much devil. .Do. you' know him,
sefior?” .

“1 know there’s a devxl in him. It's
all right, Jose,”.said Ripley. He added,
softly: “ You travel all over this part
of the.country, Jose. And when you're
traveling around, if :you see a China-
man with scars .that run from his.
mouth back: to his ears, remember

: Where you saw. him and' which way- he.

was going. And .if you hear a_ China-
man sing like a brake squealing and a
rooster crowing,. remember. where you
heard it, will you?” ;

“I shall listen and. watch ”' agreed
Oriate.- And Ripley swung up into. the
saddle. He was very far from: sure
that it was.all right. His position with
Lancaster, at the moment, seemed
strong, but one whisper of the arrange-
ment between. Dallas- and, his_deputy
would be enough to end the days of

- Ripley, if it. came to the ears of the

smuggler.

. Missouri Slim, who kept his horse
reined half a length to.the rear, merely
said: ‘“ There’s a job up the line.”

And they took a trail through the
hills, with. the sun rising behind them
and. striking warmth against: their
shoulders.
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* Look here, Missouri,” said Ripley,
“ what made you start hating my giz-
zard the first time you. laid eyes on
me?"”

“It’s a kind of a funny thing, about
that,” said Missouri, half lost in con-
templation. “ It's dead easy for me to
hate. When I was a kid we used to
move around a lot and I was always
going to new schools. Well, the min-
ute I got into a new schoolyard I could
take a look around and pick out every-
body that I was gunna hate.”

“ How. could you tell 'em?”

“It's dead easy if you got a talent
for it,” answered Missouri. ‘ Somie-
times it's a' little gent with a quick-
looking sort of a face; and sometimes
it's a chunky hombre with a grin on
his mug and the look of a chaw of to-
bacco in each cheek; sometimes it’s an
old goat with a beard, and his chin
pulled way in. Sometimes it’s just a
plain handsome easy-looking hombre
like- you; but the minute I look I can.
tell the gent that I've got to hate.”

“ How does it turn out, usually?”
asked Ripley.

“ Mostly I'm right. Mostly always
right. There’s some of them have tried
to open me up with kmves, and some
have tried guns on me.’

“But they never got you?”’

“ They whittled a lot of nicks in me,
though, and they shot some chunks out
of me, too. But I was always watching,
just the way I'll always be watching
you.”

“If you were Jim, what would you
do with me?”

“Tie a rock to your feet and drop
you in the river,” answered Missouri,
cheerfully.

“ 1t does me a lot of good to hear
how .you stand,” remarked Ripley.
“ What tied you to Lancaster, in the
first place?”
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“ He licked me,” declared Missouri.
“T ain't very strong, but I'm: fast, and
nobody- never licked me till I run iato
Jim. He licked me good. It was a hell
of a licking.” He shook his head and
sighed. His smile was that of-one wlic
remembers a thing of beauty. “ And I
been working for him ever since, wait-
ing for the day when I'll have tle
nerve to tackle him again. Two or
three times I've woke up in the morn-
ing and figgered that I was ready to
tackle him, but when the time comes
the courage all sort of oozes right our
of me and my stomach feels holler.”

“How long have you been with
him?"”

“I've done enough talkin’,” said
Missouri. ““Even if I liked you, I
wouldn't like talking this much. Shinny
on your own side for a while, wili
you?"”

O they kept on the trail in a long
silence, while the sun rose higher
and the strength of it drenched the

sky and set the heat-waves dancing
high over rocks and low over the pale,
burned grass. At such times the head of
a man is apt to fall. He counts the
cracks in the ground and listens to the
squeaking of the saddle leather and
notices the way the sweat starts in
small runlets down the neck and shoul-
ders of the horse, drying to salt before
they have gone very far.

They climbed to the top of a low
divide. Alkali flats spread out fromn
the base of the hills, dappled spots of
blinding white. There was not much
wind, but it carried an acrid, invisible
dust that made the throat instantly dry
and sore. A town appeared, the white
of its walls softened by one blue layer
of distance. It was Dalton, Ripley re-
membered.

A rider came around the edge of
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sommie tall boulders, now. "It was Jim
Lancaster, riding a:silken brown’ geld-
ing with the shuffling feet and the
reaching, thin neck of a thoroughbred.

' ““That’s a .good one,” -commented
Ripley, as he greeted Lancaster.

" “ What happenéd-with Sam'Li and
Ching?” demanded Lancaster. i
- ‘“A lot of Chinese talk.
understand it,” said Ripley.

“ How did it sound?”

‘ Like runmng water.”

“T've heard 'em go along like that
agreed Lancaster. ““ A girl like Ching,
would you think that she’d pat up with
that fat-faced chunk of yaller tallow?
Here’s something for you, kid.”

“He took a flat- fold ‘ef 'bills out of
his coat pocket and passed it to Ripley.
“ Thanks,” said Ripley, and put 1t into
his own coat.

“ That’s what comes of gambling,”
commented Missouri. “You can’t
pléasé a gambler. No matter how mich
you give him, he remembers wl_iei'e he’s
lost more than that, ‘before.”

" ““ Will you listen to me, Mlssoun i
asked Lancaster.

“Sure - Why not?”

" I ain’t up out of bed long erough
to be really awake. So shut up!” -

" Sure P'll shut up. Why not?” an-
swered Missouri, pleasantly. :

“Andhé was silent as the three went
on. “‘We've.got a little job up the line,”
continued Lancaster. ‘‘Ndthing very
important, but I -want you to.get your
eye lined up.”

“Ts -that a clean-bred one?” asked
Ripley. '

" As far as I know. T never sat on
one that could move like this gelding,
Jack. He cost something, but he’s
worth it. You take a mare like Hickery
there. She’s pretty. She’s like a picture.
But there ain’t the whalebone and the
muscle in her.”

I didn’t
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yonder in the flat,” suggested' Ripley.

-“"How ‘much will you beat me for?”
asked Lancaster.

“.A hundred bucks.”

“I wouldn’t mind taking the com
Where do we start?”

“ From here!”

“Let her go!” cried Lancaster, and
sank the lash of his quirt in the tender
flarik of the gelding.

There was a furlong of ‘slopé to
cover before the flat'and the incline so
lengthened the stride of the brown’s
long legs that it was half -a dozen
lengths in the "lead before the two
straightened out. “Then Hickery
Dickery laid her ears back and went to
work with Ripley slanting” his weight
forward and giving the ~mare just
enough of a pull‘te balarce her. '

“A dry ditch cut the flat unexpected-
ly. The loose-legged brown flung high
across it; Hickery clove the’ air low
and long and landed with her nesé at
the tail of the gelding: The:race was
in the hand of Ripley. - He saw Lan-
caster throw one glance behind, with
fear in his face; then, to the rear the
sound of a fall made him, glance back
in turn.

ISSOURI'S horse ‘was down,

'scrambling to its feet in haste,

and Missouri ‘himself lay flat
on his back with his armis flung wide
and the wind lifting a cloud.of alkali
dust from about him. Chance, at last,
had stripped Lancaster of his all-
watchful bodyguard.

Half a-dozen strides brought Hick-
ery beside the gelding, and Ripley
tapped Lancaster between the shoulders
with the muzzle of his revolver,

“ Slow up lmle, Jim,” he sug-
gested.

Lancaster, over his shoulder, looked
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at'the gun and then at Ripley. Auto-
matic. muscles pulled his mouth into
something like a ‘grin. Then he reined
in the gelding.

“ Unbuckle your gunbeit,” directed
Ripley. * Take it by the buckle end and
pass it across to me. That’s the trick,”
he nodded, as he was obeyed.

They were at a canter, now. “If
it's a play for loose cash,” said Lan-
caster, “I've got about five grand on
me."

“1It’s not a play for loose cash,” an-
swered Ripley, lhooking the gunbelt
over the pommel of his saddle. “It's
a play for you, Jim. I've got a steel
badge somewhere on me.”

“ Dallas ?"" asked-Lancaster.

“ That's right.”

The town of Dalton was near. The
three rocks for which they had raced
voyaged past them, well on the right.
Lancaster was perfectly unmoved in
voice and expression; there was only
an extra squinting of the eyes-as
though he were peering. at small ob-
jects lost in the horizon mist.

“ Away back there in the beginning
I had an idea,” said Lancaster. “About
Dallas turning you loose. That jail-
break was a little too slick and easy.’

“ Maybe it was,” admitted Ripley.
*1 just played the hand that was dcalt
out to me.’

“ The thing that beat me was your
reputation,” confided Lancaster. “ You
had a pretty clean name. Didn’t think
you were the kind for a dirty job like
this.”

“T've been packing that badge all the
time. Suppose that you or one of your
gang had spotted that badge? I was
playing a stake, too, Jim.”

“ Yeah, you were playing a stake,”
said Lancaster. He nodded. “It's all
right. [ ain’t hollering. Not me—"

He looked back. “ It'll be a spell be-
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fore Missouri gets on his horse again,”
he remarked. “ All kind of worked out
for you at once, didn't-it?"

“I started hoping when the horses
started running,” answered Ripley.

“Old Dallas!” murmured Lancas-
ter. *“ What did he have on you?"’

A frame that was worth about
fifteen years.”

“You don’t say' Old Dallas using
the bean like this—it’s sure a happy
surprise! What else do you get out of
the job?”

“Just a clean slate.”

“Wait a minute, kid. You don't
want a clean slate. You want a check-
ing account.”

“I'm settling down, answered Rip-
ley.

“To what? A housc and a job,
somewhere ?”’

“ That’s the main idea.”

“Found the girl, have you?"

“I have.”

“ Has she found you?”-

“I wouldn’t be too sure about that,”
said Ripley.

Lancaster, throwing back his head,
laughed heartily.

“ That's what beats me,” he saiq,
when he could speak. “ Jim Lancaster
as-a wedding present! Can you come
anything over that?”

He began to laugh again, putting his
hands well back on his hips, so that it
was only chance that enabled Ripley to
see a lean finger hook down inside the
rim of the trousers. A shadowy lump
moved up in answer beneath the cloth,
“Don't do it, Jim;” cautioned Ripley.

Slowly, as though there were re-
luctance in the fingers themselves, the
hand of Lancaster dropped away.
“All right,” he said. “All right. It
was a rotten chance, anyway. Just a
little two-barreled, old-fashioned pistol
in there, but it’s played some nice tricks
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“for:me when the boys weren’t looking.
-And here we! are, old timer. That’s
Cracken’s * saloon,’ where  Bozeman
‘killed Little Minnie: There’s the black-
smith -shop~ where that  road-agent,
Duffy, was caught. If I've‘got to go to
jail; 'it’s ‘better to go where I've got
-s*uch a lot of old memories all around
me.’

" They- had entered the main street of
“the town. A whirlpool of dust formed
‘before them and raced away, g ‘hering

size. That was when Ripley-remem-
bered that smuggling' was only the
smallest of the crimes for which Lan-
caster: was wanted.” The dust-cloud
struck a building; the head of it sailed
fof an instant :longer. and then dis-
solved in the bright air. And all the

‘¢ourage, the keen cruelty, the craft of -
-Lancaster’s ' cell, Ripley made down a

Lancaster would vanish like that. They
would choke it*out of him like a wolf
at the end of a’dragging rope.”

* CHAPTER XVIL.
/TEN GRAND.
HE jail in Dalton was"an- old
house with' sortié ‘cages of steel
"-bars “erected ‘in ‘a ‘few -of the
‘fooms; in one of those.cages Ripley
housed Lancaster and sent the Negro
who " was' eook and ‘man of -all’ work
around -the jail to wire the following
telcgram ‘to Marshal Tom Dallas:

HAVE LANCASTER JAILED IN
DALTON STOP TOWN FULL OF HIS
__FRIENDS STOP URGE YOU COME
WITH STRONG ESCORT TO RE-
" MOVE HIM FROM JAIL THAT WILL
-HARDLY HOLD A RABBIT

- Then he sat down to wait. The
deputy sheriff gave him a double-
barreled, sawed-off shotgun, some am-
munition, and some weighty advice.

‘the middle of the afternoon.
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““ There’s & whisper around town,” said

the deputy, ' that ‘Liancaster will'pay:

“several thousand bucks“to -any* party

that’ll pry him out of this jail: 1f T was

“you,” I'd. make -up ‘my "mind - quick,

whether I was going to ﬁght a mob or
not.”

“I've made up myr-mmd,” answered
Ripley. “Start a whisper around the
town- for me, will you? Tell ‘the boys
that -I've loaded - both ‘barrels: with
buckshot.” :

The deputy sheriff was an albmo
blond- with gray-eyes. The yellow ‘of
his teeth when-he smiled gave his face

‘its: most . characteristic- strength:*- He

smiled now as he looked Ripley over.
“I'll tell *em something élse;”* ht said.
“T'll tell ’em that you like .it}*-

In the narrow corridor in-front ef

roll of blankets for the night and put-a
chair for the day. He had no'intention

.of- letting the prisoner-be out of his

sight until Dallas took over the respon-

* sibility.

From the -barred wmdow he could

:see the drift of the curious villagers

past the jail. It was not long before the
window of the famous.prisoner was
located, and after that there was rarely
a time when at least -half a-dozen boys
and a few adults were not gathered to
stare.

But no visitors were admxtted 1n51de
the jail.

The day turned very hot and stﬂl -in
Lan-
caster lay flat on his back on the cot in
the. cell with sweat running visibly on
his face. He .was-flat-chested, He had
pulled off his outer shirt and his naked
arms were white to the elbow, - sun-
blackened below and covered with hair.
Except for the hair, they looked like
the lank, powerless arms of a boy.
Ripley looked at him with disgust, and
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w1th a ccrtam pltv The sweat kept'on
rqnmng Now and then the flat chest
hea\cd for a greater breath, but there
were 10 complaints.

The Negro, Josh, tapped on the door
and pushed it operi. He left a telegram
for Ripley and a small package la-
beled: “For Jack Rlplev Personal.”
The “ Personal ” was in capital letters.
. The telegram from Dallas said :

CONGRATULATIONS WILL AR-
RIVE DALTON TOMORROW EVE-
 NING GREAT WORK

“"When he opened the package he
fouud a thick sheaf of bills, compacted

by’ heavy ' pressure until they lay as-

snug as the pages of a book. Lancaster
sat. up and watched the patient count-
ing 'of the money.
““Ten thousand,” said Ripley, look-
ing at his prisoner.

“That's a good shce, g
Lancaster. :

conmlentcd

Rnpley wrapped the package care-"

fully again. From the door he shouted
for Josh, and when the gray-headed
Negro came running he said: “You
know the look of the fellow who
brought this package?”’ :

s He s kind of tall and loose-jointed
and—"

~ “Throw this at hls head, will you?”
asked Ripley, and gave up the treasure.

Then he went back to his chair and
rolled a smoke. The sweat had begun
to drip rapidly down his own face;
water beaded the backs of his hands.

“1 forgot something,” he said to
Lancaster. “ This belongs to you.’

He pulled out the fold of bills which
the smuggler had given him that morn-
ing and tossed it through ‘the bars.
Lancaster picked it up and flicked it
with the edge of his finger. -

“Ten thousand—and this—a nice
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little ‘start .in the world;” saxd Lan-
caster G

IPLE Y smoked in silence antil his
lungs began to burn and he found
that the cigarette had turned into

an inch-long’ coal of “red-lrot" tobacco.

He dropped it to the ﬂoor and- put his
leel on it.

“Kind " of e\crted? *. asked -Lan-
caster, still sitting on the cdge of -his
cot.’

Ripley- said nothmg .

*“You don't have to-fix me’ up w1th
a set of keys,” went on ‘the prisoner.
“Just turn your back‘on me for-a while.
Just walk into another room:and stay
there for a bit this évening.' That's all
you need to do to earn your money.”
" It was hard for Ripley to meet the
eyes of Lancaster. He fought until he
could do'it,” and they stared -at.one
a‘n‘othe‘r for half-a minute. . : - -

“ Just a poor, damn fool!":concluded
Lancaster, and stretched hnmself agam
on  the cot. =

The mght was the worst time: 'I?hc
westering sun- threw a- square of gold

“on the wall of the room, and the'golden

square* crawled ‘upwards, stamed the
ceiling, disappeared. .

Moré people’ had gathercd in the
street. There were' no women, no
children, only men. ' Drifts of lamp-
light " from across the way fingered
them dimly as they shifted slowly
from cluster to cluster. Lancaster, his
face pressed close against the bars of

‘his cell, peered out the window ﬁxedlx

at those shadowy forms.

Deputv Sheriff Haley came in and
talked in a whisper. -

“There’s a hundred men in the street
and half of ’em don’t belong to Dal-
ton,” he said. “ There’s guntia be lell.
They're getting together!" -

“ Say it'out loud,” urged Ripley.
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“ They're - getting ready,” said the
whisper.

The man was a ghost, with his gray
face.and his mist of .colorless hair that
matched his soundless voice. * They're
gunna tackled this avindow and smash
through the front of the jail at the
same minute—""’

A noise from many throats broke out
in front of. the jail like the boom and
crash of.a wave against hollow rocks.
A reverberating -tremor ran back
though the old frame building.
-.“*They're coming!” gasped Haley.
“ Oh, God, they’re coming now !”

- He ran at the door, banged it open,
and was gone. A shaft of light moved
over the threshold, pale as moonshine,
from the electric bulb. which hung
from the ceiling in. the next empty
room.  Ripley stepped in and smashed
the globe with a tap from his revolver.
It made. a loud pop; the minute frag-
ments of glass rustled against the floor.
Some of them:clunched under. his foot
ag he stepped back into the darkness of
Lancaster s “cell-room.

. That darkness was not complete, for
lxght entered from the street by the
window . and: painted thin highlights
up and down the bars of the cell. Lan-
caster was vaguely seen as lie sat on
his cot again. Beyond the window, Rip-
ley saw two dense clusters of men
grouped about the trunks of a pair of
massive cottonwoods, '

“Listen, kid,” said Lancaster, so
quietly that the words entered the mind
of Ripley as easily as thought, “’ they’re
going to pry me out of this, anyway.
But it’s not too late. If you pull out of
here you still get the ten grand.”

EAR skyrocketed from the bottom
of Ripley into his brain. Another
loud shout. roared at the front of

the jail; a heavy weight crashed

.cluster was advancing. c:tutlously
he pulled his Colt and drove a bullet
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against the outer door; and all the fear
drained away with electnc tinglings
through the arms and the fingers of
Ripley. He held the riot gun under his
elbow. :

*“1I can see you, Jim,” he said, “ and
I'm going to save the sécond barrel for
vou. Salt that idea down' in your head
for the cold weather; you may be’ able
to use it.’ : :

Lancaster said nothing. But he came-
to the bars of his cell and-gripped them
with his hands, and waited.

That front door, Rlpley rememn-
bered, was reinferced:with bands of
iron; it ought to hold; but the baitering
went on steadily and into the boom of
the strokes came a.brittle: splintering.
The next yell of the-crowd bégan in
the distance, but finished -suddenly: in-
side the jail. The doer was down!

And feet were tramplmg thunder out
of the wooden floor.; someone was yell—
ing: “This way!” .

Ripley looked back through dlc win-
dow. One group remained close to the
shelter of its cottonwood; the other

So

just over their heads.

They dived backwards for safety.
He had time to see that, and how the
first group had disappeared behind the
other cottonwood. Then the racket of
the intruders c‘tploded into the next
room.

Someone was shoutmg - Get the
light! Where's the tight? \Vhats
wrong?”

Througl the open door, Ripley
fired one barrel of the shotgun, high.
The big stugs ripped and crashed across
the ceiling. A redness remained across
his mind—the long, cumson flash of
the explosion.

“Close .in
shouting.

on him!” they were
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Then Lancaster _screeched: ‘‘Keep

back' Ide’s got the second Dbarrel ready -

—he 11 blow you to hell, yaou fools!”
The crowd. that was lost in. the

blackness paused. . They groaned as a

heavy wagon groans when its brakes

take hold, down hill. Ripley broke the.

gun and slipped in a new cartrxdge
“ Ripley,”
csnarl of Missouri Slim. “If you walk

out of there with your hands stuck up .

we ain’t gunna hurt you.. But if you
stick in there we’ Te gunna. go in and
tear you to pieces.” .

L Boys > said Rlpley lts a good
bluff, but it won’t work. I put that first
charge into the .ceiling. The next one
is. for you. I've got a riot gun; here,
and riot guns can see in the dark. I'm
going .te count to five, slow, and then
you can have it”

" He shouted in a louder voice: One
——two——three—-- ;

"The darkness must have helped h1m, '
the preathless, dark that brings the fear .

of death close to the face of any man.
He had hardly called the third count
before the wave began to roar again,
but this_time it .was a clattering
dxmmuendo s

.True to his word, ‘he fired on the
fifth beat. The, shot rattled. through
wooden partitions. A whoop of anxious
fear answered him from the last of
the fugitives. And then the sounds
began to issue from the echeing rooms
of the jail and rise, small and harmless,
in the outer air of the night.

He looked out the window. From "

the .cottonwoods men  were breaking
away down the street at full speed.
“ Thanks, Jlm," said Ripley. ““Thanks
for puttmg in. that good word at the
right time.

“1 was talkmg for myself brother
said Lancaster.

_After a moment he. added “ Dogs

.lousy lot.””.-

called the unmistakable .
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are wonderful, Ripley. I've been: a fool
all .my life. I've never .put.in: enough
time with dogs. . Snakes are..pretty
good,. too;. and rats: But men- are a

' CHAPTERXVIIL. |~

* YELLOW TALK

OR a: tnne noises . went up and
down the town of Dalton. "It
seemed that the long. night silence

would never. begin;. just..as.: perfect

peace. gathered. a single . rider ..would

-bolt his horse up the main street. But
. finally the. quiet, was .complete. .
caster began to spore softly. Through
‘the western. window, Ripley looked-so

Lan-

long and. earnestly that he .saw the stars

falling towards the. horizon. Fer_ his

own part, he kept telling himself that

_the wait would not be long. Dallas had

promised to come by the evening of
the next day.and.in what new way
could his strength he tempted:>: " They
had tried bribery—they had tried the
rush of a mob—and yet there remained
in him .a. tenseness.and tremor - of
mounting .expectation. which he- coutd
not argue away. : :

. He was not asleep, hours later, but

»1t was from a semi-coma. that .Lan-
: caster

roused him. The  voice ..was
husky, panting; it reminded. Ripley of
something which he could.not.place. ex-
actly in:his mind, though his heart was
sickened.

! Rxpley—]ack—where are, you ?"

“ Here,” said Ripley. .= .

“Get a light, will.you? For God’
sake turn on a light!” .

“I can’t show a. hght in here You

.. know that.”

“ Why cant you? They re not even

.-watchmg They’ve given. up.. They'll
never lift a hand for me, now. Turn
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on the light—any kind of a light. I
can't breathe! The damn darkness is
choking me like steam.”

Even if it had been safe to illuminate
the room, Ripley would not have
wanted to see the face of Lancaster
because he had recognized at last the
midnight terrar.-

He pulled his chair closer to the
‘bars. “ Take it easy, Jim,” he advised.
“I'll talk to you. You're all right.
You'll forget all about this when the
morning comes.”

“ The morning’s gunna be the start
of - the day that brings ‘Dallas here.
After he gets his paws on me I'm
finished.- As soon as he lands me, the
jury reports me guilty, and the judge
puts on the black cap, and the death-
house is opened up, and the hangman

begias to knot his rope. D’you hear
me?"

“I hear you, Jim." Steady it up,
will you?”

“Listen to me; talk to me, will
you?”

“I'm right here, talking.”

“You ‘never seen what I seen. You
never seen a man hang. Did you?”

“No, I never did. Forget it, Jim.”

-The sickness increased in his heart.

“How could I forget it? When I
stood down there in the little crowd,
there was a bird chewing gum and
making it crack on his back teeth ; there
was a reporter taking down notes. I
looked up and saw the platform and
felt as if my own ghost was about to
walk out there. After a while they did
march a man out. And he—"

* Quit it, Jim, will you? This won’t
do you any good.”

“ Lemme talk it out. I've got the
words in my throat and if they stick
there they’ll choke me. This hombre
was only a kid. A good looking- kid
with a tow head. He was white, but
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around the mouth he was green-white;
like the belly of a lizard. There wasn’t
anything in his eyes. Nothing you'd
ever seen in the eyes of anybody. Just
emptiness. They had a minister along
with him. The minister talked to him
in a sing-song voicé, and his glance
wandered a good bit. You could see
that he didn’t give a damn about the
business. He was making his bread and
butter, I guess. It was an old story.
The poor kid kept nodding and answer-
ing, and the minister droned along llkc
a September afternoon.”

“You'd better lay off this talk, Jim,”
said Ripley. “ You'll empty out all the
sand in your craw if you keep on like
this.”

“ Listen to me!” insisted Lancaster.
“T looked around and the hombre with
the gum was still chewing it, and the
reporter was making little sketches of
the dead man—that’s what he was—I
wanted to say—I wanted to yell out—
‘ Damn you, get down on your knees—

e

he’s a dead man!

HE voice of Lancaster screamed

out suddenly, flaring like a

strong light through the dark-
ness, and the soul of Ripley shrank to
nothing. The unexpected yell jumped
him out of his chair. He thrust a hand
through the bars and caught Lancaster
by the shoulder.

- “They'll never get you to the rope,
Jim,” he said. “ You've got too many
friends and too much money You're
going to beat this rap.’

Lancaster caught the hand of | Ripley
in both of his.

“They put a black hood over the
face of the kid,” he whispered. “ Ever
have an ether cone choking you? Two
seconds of that is bad enough, but it’s
nothing compared with the black cap—
the standing there—mind you, stand-
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ing, and waiting—and God, they took
foréver before they dropped him. How
could I stand the waiting? T'd -begin to
séreech like @ woman. Listen to me,
Ripley—" e

“I'm listening, all right. Remember

you’re away out here in- Dalton in a
jail " that’s more full of holes than a
Swiss cheese Nothing has happened to
you, yet.”
3 “Im going to give you the inside
steer,” said Lancaster. * This job I've
had _.has been worth thirty grand a
year, steady. And here’s what'll make
you laugh. I've been taking a fifty-fifty
split. Me heading up everythmg and
doing all the work, and still paying ouit
a ffty-fifty ‘split. Why? Because the
other bird started the show and asked
me into it. But I'm ready to grab the
business all for myself, now. If you
get me out of this hell-hole I declare
you in. Listen, Jack, you're a straxght—
shooter. You're the squarest kid in the
wonld I deciare yoir in, for life. Not
one year. Every year. Thirty thousand
a year, for always. No matter what I
clear, you get that. You-can't say no to
me., Not a’ white man like you—you
wouldn’t send me ‘up to -stand there
with the damned black cap over my
head—and—"

Ripley put his other hand through
the bars and gripped the lean shoulder
of Lancaster. He shook thim. * You're
talking ‘yellow. That's all you are.
You're a yellow coyote. Take this!”

" He drew his hand back ‘and flicked
the flat of it across the face of Lan-
caster. Then he stepped back from the
bars. His knees were water under him.
But ‘there was no more hysteria from

Lancaster, there was only the gasp and

wheeze of his breathing.

After a time hesaid: * You're right,
Ripley. The rope isn’t going to get me.
Nontill I've had one try at you. There’s
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a kind-6f a -God somewhere, and 1l
get one whack at you, brother!” °
The silence was better than .the
scréaming or- whispering voice -of the
hysteria, even when Lancaster -began
to walk up and down behind the bars,

‘his footfall ‘padding softly. The dawn

came. It showed’ the vacant house of
old Dalton stuck up on the central hill
like a black fsi' raised ‘against the
morning. It showed the gllmmermg of
the windows of the town, and then the
eyes of Lancaster as he”Slouched up
and.down behind the bars. Afterwards,
slowly, the day poured .across Dalton
and the western ‘wind bégan to -come
with a regular and’ warm pulsation
through the window. Lancaster lay
down and slept.

Old Josh brought two ‘breakfasts of
bacon and eggs and slabs of cornbread
and huge mugs of coffee and cream.

“My Lord, boss,” he said to Ripley,

“you sure tore Lhmgs up. " Theré was
ﬁfty of them. This nigger counted ‘Afty
of ’em, all rashin’ and dashin’.” Buit,
Mr. Ripley, :he kicked ‘em ouf faster
than what they all ran inl Ain’t Mr.
Lancaster gunna wake up for his
breakfast?”"

“Mr. Lancaster’s all tuckered ott,”
said Ripley, softly. ** You take his tray
off and bring it back hot when 1 tell
you to. Mr. Lancaster needs a ‘power-
ful ot -of sleeping, just now.”

COMMITTEE :of three an:gry
and “eminent citizens appeared
later in the morning, with Deputy
Sheriff Haley accompanying them. He
was more ‘than albino pale. Ripley
stood in the open doorway of the cell-
room and hushed the loud voxces of
the three.
“Lancaster is all in. He needs ‘his
sleep,” said Ripley.-
“I'm Tug ‘O’Brien, of the General
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Merchandise Store,” said a big block
of a man. “ Speakin' of sleep, wlere
was this here brave deputy sheriff
sleepin’ when the gang of roughs
busted into his jail, last night? The
rest of us in town put on a rotten show.
But it was hard for us to get together
—and there was a lot of those hom-
bres hollering around. But what we
want to know is where was our hired
man all that time? Why didn’t he keep
‘em away from the outside door of the
jail the same as you kept 'em away
from this door?”

Ripley looked at the deputy sheriff
and found him still and cold, submis-
sive to the stroke that was to fall,
empty of eye as that tow-headed lad
Lancaster had described. No black cap
had been dropped over the head of
Haley at the moment when his reputa-
tion was to be put to death. ;

“What did Haley care about the
outside rooms of an empty jail?”” asked
Ripley. ““ He let the rest go and came
back here with me.”

“ Hold on!” said Tug O’Brien. * Is
that straight? Nobody heard a yip out
of him if he was in there with you.”

“The hest kind of fighting dogs
don't bark,” answered Ripley.

“We've made fools of ourselves,”
declared Tug O'Brien to his com-
panions. “ Haley, if you'll shake hands
with me I'd be obliged.”

Haley shook hands, but his vacant
eves took little notice of what was hap-
pening. There was nothing in them
save dim bewilderment as he studied
the face of Ripley.

Mr. O'Brien concluded his mission
to the jail with. a brief and effective
speech. “Ripley,” he said, “they tell

me you told that gang that a riot gun’

could see in the dark. I'm lere for the
whole damn town to tell you that blind
men could see the sort of stuff that
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you're made of. When the jail of a
town gets cracked open all the thugs
that are on the loose go for it to make
headquarters in a soft spot, but you
changed all that last night. We won't
be forgetting you!”

He marshalled his two companions
and they left at once, while the deputy
sheriff still stared at Ripley. -

“ What I wanta know,” said he, “is
why vou did it—after I run out on you
like that?”

“ Well,” said Ripley, “even cham-
pions are no good after they’ve been
licked—and counted out. You haven’t
been counted out, Haley. Nobody even
saw you take it on the chin. So what
the hell? Forget it and pull yourself
together for next time.”

“That's right,” sighed Haley.
“There's another time to come. Will
you shake on it?”

*“ Sure,” agreed Ripley.

Haley leaned a good deal of weight
on the proffered hand; then he stepped
back and added: “ A fellow like you,
Ripley—a fellow like vou—"

He finished off the sentence with a
gesture as vague as his look; but he
had managed to include universes in
that wave of his hand.

CHAPTER XIX.
SECOND CHANCE.

HE, morning grew old, with a re-
laxing warmth that spread con-
tent through Ripley. Outside the

window there was a steady attendance
of boys, big and small, and wide-eyed
little girls who stared as thoughthe
steel bars discoursed enchanting music
for their ears.

There was no sense of pride in
Ripley, or only a meager one; but
chiefly he felt an enlarging relief as the
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day grew older, tending towards the

evening which would bring Tom' Dal- -

las and an end of anxiety. To stay in
the same room with the wolfish eyes of
Lancaster was hdrd enough; and still
there remained an uneasy expectation
of things to come. Those on the outside
who had’ made two such efforts to
secure the release of .the prisoner
would try .at:least one time more.
It was after ‘noon, and after lunch,
when Josh brought in a neatly wrapped

package dddressed, like the first one, to’

““ Jack Ripley,” with the “ personal ” in
capital printed letters.

“ Take it back!” exclaimed Ripley,

without opening the thing. * Take it
back and chuck it right in his face.”

“That first fellow—I Hit him with
it, all rlght & chuckled ]osh -and wnth-
drew.

He returned with an air of apology a
moment later, The bringer of the
package had disappeared, so Ripley re-
ceived it with unwilling hands. .

leave it unopened, but he trusted that
the sneering face of :Lancaster would
reinforce his virtue. And it was a

larger, a much larger "and ' heavier

packet than the first one.

He lighted a cigarette. “ We'll take
a look and see how much they want
you, Jim,”. he said.

“ Yeah, you'll take a-look, all nght,
said Lancaster. It was the first time
he had spoken since that midnight
horror. :

There were the same compressed
stacks of bills, but far -more of them.
He ‘divided the mass in quarters and
counted one. Twelve thousand dollars.
Four times that—

‘“Fifty thousand, Jimmy,” said he.
He tried to laugh. The-laughter split to

- TO BE CONTINUED

" deputy sheriff.
He sat down and wenghed the par- -
cel. Of. course the wise. thing was to.
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pieces and crackled in his throat: “He.
was agape, thlrsty. and- ‘what:he_held
between his hands &ould assuage that
thirst forever, he -felt. 5
. Sin is‘a comparative ‘thing. For 2
big sin there should be a big man. He,
Jack Ripley, was big, was he not?

But his fingers, against his will, per-
sisted in rewrapping the bundle, tying
the strings tight. Then' they tossed it
throught the bars tw Lancaster.

“Damn you!" ' snarled Lancaster.
“Why do you pass it up-to ‘me? Do’

* you think that can hang with me?”

And he: kicked it backso - that it
skidded- to .the feer of -Ripley: A: panic
broke out in‘him. Hestrode to the door
and shouted for Haley. *:The . deputy
came on the fun. * Take this damned
thing!” said Kipley, and threw' the
packet. It missed the hands"of Haléy,
struck his’ chest, and, reboundmg,
rolléd back again to the feet of Rlpley

“Sorry [ rmsml i, apolognzed thc:
\Vhathissitetiee =

There: was a fate in'.the way: that
money had. returned. to the feet of.
Ripley; and who can resist. the urge of-

“his - destmy? Rlpley plcked up “the

parcel. ;
“It’s nothing. Don’t bother about‘
’ he explained. * Just—a sort of a

joke——that s'all. Nothing that matters.”

The thick, close heat of “the mid-
afternoon. came over. ithe 7jail -before
Lancagter broke out: “ You' ve got the
stuff.-What ‘are you. gomg to do'about
it?”

“ Give it back to the hombres that
sent it. Who are they?” asked Ripley.

* So you can pass the word to Dallas
and rope them in?” said Lancaster, and
the fire burned up in the dark ho]lows_
of his eyes. * Listen, Rlpley—ever}
minute is getting closer to the time,
when Dallas: ought: to show..up|”..
NEXT WEEK,
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] STRANGER,
than FICTIONE

By JOHN S. STUART

PERSONALITY IN LICENSES
[N Spain the owner of a motor car can

exercise his own ingenuity and taste in -

a license. The authorities permit the li-
censes to be manufactured privately, but
the car has to be officially registered, with
the customary payment of fees.

ANCIENT COUNTERFEIT

ACCORDING to an ancient piece of pa-

per money on exhibit in the Princeton
University Library, copper money was ex-
tensively counterfeited in the Fourteenth
Century in China. The’ note is thirteen
inches long and nine inches wide, and is
printed in black and red on paper made
from mulberry bark. It bears a warning to
counterfeiters: “ The Board of Revenue,
having petitioned and received the Imperial
Sanction, prints the Great Ming Treasure
Note, to be current and to be used as cop-

per cash. The counterfeiter shall be de-.

capitated. The Informant and captor shall
be rewarded with 250 taels in silver, and
in addition shall be given the property of

the criminal.”

FINNISH EQUALITY

F[NLAND was the first country to give
women the vote — In 1907 — and since
that date women have been eligible for elec-
tion to the Chamber. Equal rights in Fin-
land apply to other things also; women
have an equal right to work, and it is not
uncommon to see both a man and woman
sweeping the streets at the same time.

THE FIRST SKYSCRAPER

CHICAGO had the first American sky-

scraper. The first buildirg so known
was erected at La Salle and Adams Streets,
Chicago, in 1884-5. 1t consisted of ten
stories built on a steel frame, and was de-
signed by Major William Le Baron Jenney
for the Home Life Insurance Company of
New York.

SWEET DREAMS!

TWO boy scouts in California went oz a

camping trip. Just about dawn the
elder was awakened by a strange noise. He
looked at his companion who was still
asleep. Coiled on his chest was a rattle-
snake. The elder lad quietly reached -for
his shotgun, aimed, killed the snake, blow-
ing it off the boy’'s chest. His companion
awakened with a start, unhurt. The snake
was five feet long and had fourteen rattles.

NEW YORK TO HONGKONG BY RAIL

PLAN S are secretly under way to con-

struct railroads that will unite New
York and Hongkong. The soute will
probably run from Seattle to Dawsor
City; thence to Fairbanks, Alaska; and
to the point on the coast nearest Asia.
A tunnel will bridge Bering Strait, and
the trans-Siberian railroad will be ex-
tended to the Asiatic end of the tunael.
This rail venture, if carried out, will
bring to the world’s markets untold bil-
lions of dollars’ worth of minerals, tim-
ber, oil, fish, wheat and furs.

This feature appears in ARGOSY every week
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The outlook was hopeless, but only one complained

The Weakest

By CAPT. WILLIAM OUTERSON

The biggest man in the boat was the first to go overboard
—to a startling fate

HERE had been eight men in the
boat of the foundered Cynthia,
but the mate had died from in-

juries received in the wreck, leaving in
command the bo’s’'n, who knew all
about seamanship but nothing of navi-
gation, and could not determine their
position. He sat in the sternsheets with
one hand on the useless tiller, the other
resting on his thigh, his fevered eyes

staring' westward at the skyline; where

he hoped to see the loom of land be-
fore long. Behind him and astern, the

sun was rising on a clear windless day, -

and if land or a ship was not sighted
before another dawn these old ship-
mates. would die one by one in the
agonies of thirst, as he would die.

Larry sat on the after thwart in

front. of bo’s’n, his elbows on. his knees,

staring ahead, and Frenchy crouched:

beside him, lis hands hanging limply
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between his legs. Nibs moved his head
continuously from side to side, search-
ing the round horizon for a ship that
might heave in sight any minute and
save them from madness and death.
They had subsisted for some time on a
single mouthful of water once a day,
but now the precious stuff was finished,
the breaker had been smashed and its
damp staves gnawed and sucked for
the slight moisture they contained, and
now they were left they knew not how
far from land' without a drop of water.

They labored at the oars all night in
the cool air, but in the daytime such
toil could not be endured by their
wasted bodies, and sleep would: not
come to ease their sufferings. The sun
beat down, grilling out of their gaunt
frames the little fluid they still held:
The outlook was hopeless, but only one
of them made complaint, and he did

4A—3



THE WEAKEST

not belong to their group of tried and
proved friends. '

Scotty sat forward, his bloodshot
eyes ‘scanning the vast inactive sea,
-silent, without a ripple within the sky-
line. Graham drooped beside him, his
left arm resting on the gunwale, his
right hand lying open, palm upward on
the thwart. The lips of all were cracked
and discolored, their tongues swollen,
their skins dark and glazed like parch-
ment.

‘Rawson, the biggest man in the boat,
but far from the strongest, groaned
and shook his clenched hands at the
sky, cursing the merciless sun.

“I ain’t goin’ to stand this any
longer,” he croaked in a hoarse whis-
per that came clearly to the ears of
his mates. ““ Ruther than die like this
T'll go over the side. I’'m burnin’ up.
My blood’s cakin’. I'm goin’ crazy.”
His voice rose to a scream and died in
a whimper. :

The others turned on him brief
glances, dull and indifferent, and re-
sumed their listless attitudes. They
were stronger men, accustomed to face
death with no outcry. The sun rose
horridly, beating on the unprotected
boat as if with malignant purpose.
Graham stared down at the water, his
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sight so affected by the fever of thirst
that the color of the sea looked differ-
ent.

AWSON ceased his moanings and
stood up in the boat, swaying
from side to side with weakness.

He screamed frightfully, lunged out-
hoard, threw himself into the sea head
first. They turned their terrible eyes on
the place where he sank and saw him
rise again, put down his lips and drink
avidly, sucking in the water with great
gulps. He ceased for a moment,
looked up at the men in the boat and
yelled in wild excitement:

“This is sweet water!”

They thought him insane, but some-
thing stirred in Graham’s mind regard-
ing the color of the sea, and he cupped
a handful and brought it to his lips.

“ 1t 4s fresh water,” he cried hoarse-
ly and swung over the gunwale to slake
his intolerable thirst. The others fol-
lowed him headlong.

Bo's'n spoke when all had drunk
their fill: : :

“ We're at the mouth of the Amazon,
where the sea water’s fresh for fifty
miles offshore. Now you can put your
weight on the oars, my bullies, and we’ll
make our landfall before mornin’.”

THE END
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o TURKEY
. Jhe present benevolent
dictator of Turkey, Mustafa Kemal,
first had o strugple to weld g regged
imob into on effjcient fighting force;
then, sfter driving op:o.smg epions to
the sea, he effected the modernization
of 3 disorpanized realm . After setting
8side g ruling dynasty Re attained auto-
cratic sway and established a one-house
j: BHovernment.

EWISH-SPANISH AN

: e A CESTRY, A\
ALTHOUGH A MOSLEM BY BIRTH, MUSTAFA WAS GHAZI
WAS BORN (N SALONIKA IN 1885 . WHILE ATTENDING SECON~- MU QTAFA

DARY SCHOOL IN SALONIKA o THE LAD,AGAINST HIS FAMILY'S
WISHES, ENROLLED SECRETLY IN THE MILITARY ACADEMY AT
CONSTANTINOPLE « HE WAS AN EXCEPTIONAL STUDENT AND HIS
TEACHER NICKNAMED HIM “KEMAL', WHICH (S ARABIC FOR PER-

FECTION. INTERESTING HIMSELF [N POLITICS, MUSTAFA GAVE EX-
ESPOTIC SULTAN, ABDUL HAMID, WHICK WOULD HAVE
D

PRESSION TO SENTIMENTS AGAINST THE D
- MEANT EXPULSION FOR A LESS POPULA

oA =
: o .

GALETTED A 4l
LIEUTENANT, MUSTAFA L

B\ WAS BANISHED IN-9| 7
1905 TO DAMASCU.

. LIEUTENANT TO ENVER BEY,WHEN
A THE LATTER , HEADING THE YOUNG TURKS, \
EFFECTED ABDUL HAMIDS RETIREMENT FROM THE THRONERR]

" A True Story in Pictures Every Week
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INCOGNITO , KEMAL

DIS‘"NGUISHED HIMSELF IN THE—

TRIPOLI CAMPAIGN AND FOUSHT .
WITH MARKED GALLANTRY THROUGH: -
OUT THE BALKAN WARS. THOUGH :

FRANKLY PRO-ALLY AT THE START OF THE WORLD :
WAR., MUSTAFA, BY THEN A GENERAL,CONTRIBUTED § / -,
MATERIALLY TO THE REPULSE OF THE BRITISH AT {
GALLIPOLI . ONCE A SHELL SPLINTER HIT HIM v

OVER THE HEART, BUT HIS WATCH CASE SAVED HIM, “§
HIiS MILITARY GENIUS WON HIM THE TITLE “PASHA.

“PEace Founp
TURKEY PROSTRATE AT THE
iLJ/ FEETOF EUROPE,.GREECE ,
Y. J# HER ANCIENT FOE,SOUGHT
&i, YO EXPAND INTO ASIA MINOR.
' IT WAS THEN THAT MUSTAFA, IN
DEFIANCE OF THE GREEKS AND
A\ _— THEIR ALLIED BACKERS,SUR-
; PRISED THE WORLD BY DRIVING
-~ THE GREEK ARMIES OUT OF
WESTERN ANATOLIA , AND B
STANDING OFF THE ALLIED
ronces WHICH HELD THE .smms.

TDURING THE BATTLE -
OF SAKARIA, MUSTAFAS A,
HORSE WAS WOUNDED AND THE 4

PASHA BROKE A RIB IN FALLING.
HOWEVER., HE REMAINED ON THE FIELD
10 DIRECT THE FIGHTING. ;

EMERGING WITH THE TITLE OF“GHAZI”
( THE VICTORIOUS } HE BROUGHT ABOUT THE
ABDICATION OF THE SULTAN AND SET 2
UP AN ENDURING MODERN REPUBLIC .
ELECTED PRESIDENT OF TURKEY IN'1924,
MUSTAFA HAS BEEN TWICE REELECTED.
HE IS VIRTUALLY A DICTATOR.,

Next Week: Donald B. MacMillan, Intrepid Arciic Explorer
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East

River

By BORDEN CHASE
and EDWARD DOHERTY

"1 swore I'd breaic you,”
said Jumbo

Crawling through slime and sand beneath the river, these human
sand hogs laugh at death

LEADING UP TO THIS CONCLUDING INSTALLMENT

HE strong and courageous men who
. face many dangers working under
high-pressure air in the construc-
tion of a river-tunnel are known as ¢ sand
hogs.” Bossing the gang of the Easi River
(New York} tunneling are Jumbo, a tall,
stalwart giant of man, and his pal, hand-
some Shocket Jack Duggan. The latter
befriends Lee Murray, a young, attractive
girl, who has come to New York in search
of a job. Shocker takes her to the Hog
Hole, an eating and drinking place owned
and operated by Amy, a good-hearted mid-
dle-aged woman, who is in love with Shock-
er, and who, in turn, is loved by Jumbo.
Amy gives Lee the opportunity of singing
in her place. . She makes good ard is ad-
mired by everyone.

Both Amy and Lee come to have a com-
mon interest in the tunnel activities, for
Lee finds herself falling in love with Shock-
er. One day a fire starts in the tunuel and

This story began in the

the river is allowed te come in by lowering
the pressure of the air. It appears for a
time as if the entire gang will be drowned
or scalded. The heading-face nearly col-
lapses and the men become panic-stricken.
Shocker attempts to direct the men, hut
Jumbo reminds him that he is the heading
boss. Shocker strikes Jumbe in “ mutiny *
with a pick-handle. Shortly after—when
the tunnel difficulty has been straightened
out, and the majority of the men saved—
Jumbo and Shocker fight it cut down be-
low in the tunnel because of the “ mutiny."”
Both are really battling over Lee.

Later on, there is another serious blow
in the lock. Amy is wild with grief. Shock-
er and Jumbo are in danger; and Lee has
disappeared. Shocker is caught in the tun-
nel after the majority of the heading gang
have extricated themselves. Jumbo goes
down below after Shocker, swearing to
* get him,” believing that Shocker had run
Argosy for October 6
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EAST RIVER

off with Lee. Shocker is rescued, but Jum-
bo comes up with one of his legs. paralyzed.

CHAPTER XIX (Concluded).

“LL LEAVE IT TO THE CARDS.”

HEY drove in silence for a
T while, each waiting for the
other to begin. Lee looked up at
the stars, and breathed in the fresh air

and the scent of flowers, and listened
to the clop, clop, clop of the horses’

hoofs, and the purr of motor cars that

whizzed on by. She began to sing
softly— : ; 3
Why do I weep?

‘Why do I sigh?

Why do 1 sorrow

And wish I could die?

“T'm going away, Lee,” Shocker
said, looking at nothing at all.

Some day I'll sing.

Some day I'll dance.
Some day I'll live through
Another romance.

A ‘meteor stredked its brief moment
through the sky. Love was like that,
she thought. Darkness and the stars—
then a rushing glorious burning super-
natural moment, then darkness and the
stars again, just as’before. Just as be-
fore? Ah, no. It could never again be
just as it was.

“7 love you,” Shocker said. “ But
I'm going away.” = 2

She made no answer. The cab rolled
on. ‘

“Did Amy ever tell you about Ed
Powers?”? he asked. -

= L NO." 5 = .

““He was a sand hog, a hydraulic
boss on the day. shift. He married a
gi'r'l. named Nora—a nice girl.- About
your:size. And your-build. "A pretty
girl. She had brown eyes, too.. “He

17

worked with me:on the Holland tunnel
job. He:was paying-on a house and a
lot of furniture, Nora was going to
have a baby. Then the Leviathan came
up the river and grazed the top of the
tunnel. She cracked a couple of plates
and ‘the river -dropped in on us.”

Lee’'s heart was  beating like. the
hoofs of the horse, clop, clop, clop,
clop. Her hands were locking and :un-
locking themselves. She waited for
him to go on, staring at his. profile. He
seemed to have turned into stone.

‘“Was any one hurt?” she asked:

“ Nora’s hair was -black—black as

" 'Jumbo’s hat. T saw her, standing out-
" side the doctor’s office, while Ed was in

the medical lock. He was in the lock
all night. When he got out he looked
at Nora, and didn’t know her. Her
hair was white—all white. Amy’s hair
is white, too. She puts henna on it, but
if you look-at the roots—"

‘He felt Lee's hand on his-left arm,
and turned to .face her.

“Now, do you see why I won't
marry you?" he asked.

“No, I don’t. ['m not afraid of
white hair—if that’s what you mean.”

“No, it isn’t what I mean. ‘White
hair is ‘nothing. I[t's what ‘turns it
white.” No sand-hog ought to marry.
Every sand hog’s wife knows that.
Sometimes she has to support a crip-
pled husband as well as a bunch of
kids. Lee, for God's sake, belicve me.

T love you too much to marry you.”

“You love the tunnel, you mean,”
Lee said hotly. “If you didn’t, you'd

‘give it up. You say you love me, but

you don’t want me to be a sand hog’s
wife. Prove it. Give up the tunnel. I
don’t care what you do. I love you,
too. I love you more than my life. I
don’t care if we starve together. I
don’t care if you have to ‘make your
living ~selling *shoé-strings.”
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Shocker’s good arm held her tight.
He kissed her, long and passionately.
"hen he released her.

“ That was good-by,"” he said.

Lee wept, not in pity for herself, but
in anger..

“Amy was right. No woman® can
compete with a tunnel. She warned me
not to fall in love with you. But I
couidn't help myself. All right; it's
good-by, then. I'll tell Mulroy.”

“ Mulroy? Has he asked you to
marry him?” Pt

“Yes, he has. A dozen times.”

“ Well—I wish you luck. He's a
good fellow. And he’s not going to be
a sand hog long. I knew it would be
Mulroy all right! Marry him! I'll be
in Belgium. I won't see you. I'll grin
and bear it. TI'll cable you my best
wishes—Mrs. Mulroy!”

“You needn’t be sarcastic.”

“I'm not being sarcastic.”

“You are. Anyway, it wasn’t mar-
riage I was going to talk to him about.
To-night, just before we left the Hog
Hole, he showed me a letter from
Woods. He wants me to be the leading
lady in his play.”

* ‘““He wants what?”

“ And I'm going to tell him yes. I'm
going to be an actress. Some day I'm
going to be a star.”

Shocker grabbed her to him again,
and glared.

“ You're sweet,” he said.. “ You're
lovely. You're my idea of a girl. But
you're lying. You're trying to make
ne jealous.”

“Tm not, I'm not. I told him I'd
think it over. I wanted to see you first.
Oh, T knew you had intended to go
away and leave me. I wasn’t asleep
when you came into the doctor’s bed-
room this morning and kissed me.”

Scowling, he kissed her again. She
pulled herself away from him.
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“I heard you say good-by. I thought
you were going because you hated me.
I don't see how you could think of
going—if you loved me. I wanted to
be sure you did—or didn'’ t——beiore I
told Mulroy anything.”

“ Well?”

“ Well, what?”

“What will you tell him?”’

“T'll tell him thanks, I'll take the
job.”

“You'll tell him to go to hell. That’s
what vou’ll tell him.” :

She rested her forehead against his
shoulder and wept.

“T would have given it up—the
dream, the ambition of my life—to
marry you. I'd let my hair tum white
overnight. I wouldn’t care. I'd go crazy
every time you left me and crazier
-every time you came back to me. But
—1TI'd stand it. I went crazy last night,
watching you in the lock. I thought you
were dying!”

HOCKER held her tighter, tighter.

“ But you,” she went on, * youl

Would you give up your tunnel

for me? You would not! You'd rather

run away—to another tunnel. What

do you care what becomes of me?

You don’t care. And yet }ou try to
keep me off the stage.”

Shocker became aware of auto-
mobiles going swiftly by, couples in the
back seats; of men and women stroll-
ing across the grass, two by two, of
sweethearts sitting on a bench, of a
baby crying in 2 woman's arms.

“Raise your head and look at me,
South Wind,” he bade her gently.

She obeyed meekly.

“Everybody in this park is either
married, engaged, or in love,” he said.
“ Everybody except our cabby. Did
vou really mean that? You’d throw up
your career to marry me?"’
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-“*Sure.” ; :

The cab left the ‘east-west cut-over
that runs into Seventy-second Street,
and started down an incline toward
Central Park South. Masses of build-
ings rose out of the shrubbery, sky-
scrapers with thousands. of windows,
each window a shining star.

“You see all those stars over there,
‘Lee? That's the most glorious sight in
in. New York—in the whole world,
-maybe. Yet all those lights put togethet
wouldr't be half as bright as your eyes.
And all the beauty you see spread out
before yow isn’t one-hundredth part the
“beauty of your face, nor a thousandth
part the beauty of your mind.”

She snuggled close to him and looked
“up. through squinting eyes, and saw his
‘brush: of hair centered in the yellow
‘moon.

- “ The moon’s put a halo around your
head,” she whispered. “ You're a saint,
Shocker. And yeur hair shines in. my
eyes.”

- “’A saint? Sure. Saint Shocker of
sand hogs. A hell of a saint, I am.”

"~ The cab went on through the night,
keeping to the right, skirting the wet
sweet grass. Clop, clop, clop, clop.

“ You were just another girl to me,
at first,” he said. “ But you wouldn’t
play my game. And I couldn’t play
yours. I fell in love with you. More
than I can make you believe. 1 didn't
want to, I tried not to. But I did: You
crushed me. Yow dynamited me. You
blew me to hell. You made me sick
with hunger for you. Between you and
the tunnel I was a homicidal maniac.
I wanted you both. You understand ”

“” Yes ”.

““Then listen. You are extremes.
You and the tunnel. The tunnel is what
T.dm. My life. Whisky and cards and
‘dice and danger. Driving hard men. A
free and easy sort of life with no re-
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grets. ~ Live to-day. You may die to-
niorrow. High air. 'Men who fight and
curse and lie and cheat you and give
you their last drink, their last dollar,
their Tast breath. Jumbo would give me
his life. I love that big no-good Scoe-
wegian more than I love my own fa-
ther.

“1 love the tunnel, but it’s done
something to me 1 can’t forgive It's
toughened me, codrsened me, cheap-
ened me. 'm ashamed. It’s taken away
the ideals I used to have. And given me
in return—a little money, thrills, the
horror of drowning, the staggers and
"the bends, whisky arid women,, self-dis-
gust; nothing good but Jumbo.”

The spell of talk was on him. She
listened avidly, fearfully, not quite sure
she understood. His words beat on her
brain. with the rhythm of the horse’s
hoofs. Clop: clop, clop clop; clop: clop.

“ Fast and west. You and the tun-
nel. You are the life that used to be
mine. The life I want back. Things
that meant something to me, once.
Things like pride—ambition—study.
You're all the girls I used to know, and
wonder about, and shyly worship. The
little pigtailed girls at school. The high
school beauties with ink on their fin-
gers. and mischief in their ‘eyes, The
co-eds, eating fudge and talking about
life. All the girls I knew before I knew
the tunnel. Innocence rediscovered—
and unrecognized. :

“T've loved other girls, since I hit
high air and booze. Or thought I loved
them. But the tunnel was more to me
than they were, Hard as it is, dirty as
it is, it held more romance for me, gave
me greater thrills. Those girls. mixed
with the tunnel You don’t. You never
will”” .

“I do,” she cried. “T will.”

" She pulled his head down. She klssed
him, sobbing, panting.
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“ You're mine,” she said. “ I'll never
let you go. Why can't you have me and
the tunnel? Why can’t we mix? I love
you. I love you more than God. You
can't throw me over. You can't get rid

of me, Shocker. Please don't talk like

that. You scare me.”

He quieted her with kisses. He
laughed at her. “That's the West
Wind blowing now,” he said. ““The
sweet West Wind! Oh,"darling, all I
was trying to say was—marry me and
let' the tunnel go to hell! I love you
more than a hundred thousand dirty
tunnels!”’ z

She understood him then. And if
she was happy she was frightened too.
He must not quit the tunnel. She did
not want him to. Some day he might
hate her for it.

“Take me home,” she said.
“ There’s too much moonlight here. It
makes everything unreal. Kiss me and
take me home.”

CHAPTER XX.
JUMBO AND MORAN.

ALF a hundred sand hogs from

the west side crossed the river

~as soon as they had ended their

second shift, to see how badly the east

end was damaged, to talk over the

blow with those who had gone through

it, and to brag about themselves and
the progress they were making.

They drifted into the Hog Hole in
groups, to find it packed with enemies
and friends. They bouglt drinks. They
talked. They laughed. They g'lmbled
They asked mnumerable questions of
Jumbo.

The big man;-enthroned at the long
table, sat-rigidly- in" his chair, suffering
tortures, his hat pulled low over his
eyes—except ‘when he pushed it back
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ands wiped his headed: brow=—his head
bent over the cards. He-seldom looked
up, and he made it plain he was tlred
answering questions, {

“ Get this,” - he roared. ‘-"I m not
making any alibis. I lost that heading.
But let me tell you this. I seen lots of
bad blows in my time; but this was the
toughest run that ever hit a tunnel.”

The orchestra played at frequent in-
tervals. [FEast siders and- west siders
settled down -for a-sociable evening.
The laughter died-down, and the boast-
ing and the talk of rivalry.

*“ They got a good miner on that job
to-day,” you might hear—a little pock-
et of talk ina sudden silence.

“ And a good helper, too.”

There was a legend among the sand
liogs, half jest, half solemn, that a tun-
nel was being driven in the Great Be-
vond.

% They got two good helpers, Juni-
bo said. ““ Creadon and Casey. I'd of
gone to hell for either one of them.”

“ Not Creadon, Jumbo,” some one
called. “ Didn’t ‘you hear? The river
spit him up like a bad oyster. AIl he
got was a wetting.”

Jumbo lifted his head -and stared

““On the level?” he asked.

“ Sure,” a dozen voices assured him.

“ Where is he?” Jumbo roared.
“ The beggar owes me twenty bucks.”

Amy set a:glass of whisky at his el-
bow, winking at him. That was a prop
she had forgotten. She sat down near
him out of the way of the players, hut
close enough to give him any aid -he
might require. .

“He's not broodmg now,’ Shf:
thought. “ That won't stop the horri-
ble pain in his leg—but it will keep him
from thinking of himself as a perma-
nent cripple.-Action, talk,-concentration
on the game—if he could have that all
the time! But he’ll -be days, -maybe
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weeks, lying in bed. He can’t fool these
men to-morrow. He may not even fool
-them to-night.- But he's trying. That
helps. And he's saving his pride. His
damnable pride! To-morrow—"

She tried not to think of tomorrow.
She watched him deal the cards. Bills
were stacked high in front of him, and
half dollars and quarters. He had been
winning steadily all evening, first with
a mucker as his partner and then with
“OId Spindle Shanks,” the miner.
Mulroy had come in late, but in time
to be his third partner. Keyed to a ter-
rific pitch by pain, Jumbo had run the
bank up recklessly. Now he dealt an
ace and a queen to a mucker at the far
end of the table, and lost the bank. He

- split his winnings with Mulroy. They
were now, temporarily, on their own,
betting against the new bank.

“Will you buck it with me?” the
shield driver asked. :

“ Naw,” Jumbe said.

Mulroy bet and lost. The bank was
doubled. Mulroy bet again and lost. He
‘tried it the third time—and again he
lost. Jumbo- took the heel of the next
bank and won. -

“A while agoe, Jumbo,” Mulroy
said, “ I thought I was the luckiest guy
in the world. I was wrong. You're the
lucky stiff. And Shocker—he’s even
luckier than you.”

Jumbo snarled at that. - Jumbo was
rather good-looking, Mulroy decided
-now, in some astonishment. He wori-
. dered why he'd never noticed that be-
fore. His face was taut, concentrated,
presenting sharp clear-cut lines, strong
manly lines.

“It's because he acts so hard-hoiled

.1 never thought of him as the hand-
some hero type,” he reflected. “T'll
have to do a little. rewriting on him

-:before rehearsals—make him less of a
-iskunk and more of a tiger.”
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He was walking toward the door
when it opened to let in some more of
the west side hogs. Among them, Mul-

. roy saw, was Nipper Moran. He de-

cided to stay. There mlght be some
fun.

with four of his men,
went to the bar, and loudly
called for whisky. Amy set a

bottle on the bar, and four glasses.

“ Pour it,” Moran shouted. ** What's
the matter with you? What kind. of
service is this? Are you a cripple?”

Limey poured the drinks. They
vanished in a second. He poured four
more. They, too, were swallowed has-
tll)

“ Where’s that dancmg broad ?" Mo-
ran yelled.

Amy reached for her bottle and
started toward him. Moran threaded
his way through the tables to Jumbo's
side. '

“So you lost your heading,” he
cried. ““ And a couple of tnen with it.
What's the matter with you? Don’t you
know how to drive a tunnel? Mayhe
I better send one of my muckers over
here te show you how it’s done. Any
man. I've got would make a better
heading boss than you, you lousy false
alarm.”

Some of the hogs rose from their
seats, to get a better view of the bat-
tle. The scraping of their chairs
against the floor rasped on tautened
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‘nerves.

Every one expected action. Jumbo
would say nothing. He'd just start a
swinging overhand punch as he rose to
his feet. But Jumbo didn't.rise. Men
moved all about; forining a circle about
the table. :

Jumbo’s cards fell out of his hands.
He shoved his hat back from his fore-
head—and every one saw he was



122

swealing profusely: They. watched him
grip the table- with- his. great hands:
They heard him:say.:

- Ves, Nipper, we did have a- little
trouble to-day.”

His voice was mild—too mild. for
liis friends, too mild for Nipper Mo-
ran. He laughed, loudly, and picked
up: Jumbo’s untouched glass.of whisky.
“Sit. there and sweat, you- yellow
bum;”" he shouted. “ You need some-
thing to cool 'you off ?* Take this!”

He dashed the:contents: of the whis-
ky glass: into Jumbo’s face; andi fol-
lowed it up with an open-handed smash
to- the: jaw. Jumbe. recled in- His..chair:

But Moran- did not enjoy his -tri-
umph long. An avalanche of fury
hurled. herself. at him, swinging a
botile. The bottle crashed agai-nst his
skull. He:dropped.

Brandishing the shattered* neck of
the bottle at Moran's.men;. grouped and
silent about his outstretched body, Amy
‘cursed: with. salty. oaths learned-in her
years of keeping the- Hog Hole. “'Get
out of here,” she cried’ at length. ““ Get
out before I cut your-throats!”

One of the four hastily- removed: his
hat; but none of. them moved:

“Get out;” Amy. screamed, ‘‘and
take that disgusting thing: on. the floor
with you before I smash another hot-
tle on: its: ugly head: Drag:it out and
wash. it down the gutter.”

The four men: looked around them;
saw- nothing but hostility in the faces
-of other men. They seized Moran by
his.arms and legs and carried him out.
Nobody saidia word until they. were
gone. Others from the west side fol:
Jowed them. The east. siders stood and
stared'at Amy. and at Jumbo—still si-
lent. His head had fa]len HIS shoul-
ders sagged: e

- “I'm closing up,” Amy sald 4 The
game’s over. The bar’s closed:”

0"
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The sand: hogs: filedi out;: Mulroy, in
their -lead,. going slowly,. looking at
each other in comic bewilderment, say-
ing little.- Limey,.taking- a. hint from
Amy’s eyes, put on his hat and: coat.
Amy closed the door and bolted it; and
hurried. back: to- Jumbo, Jumbo had
lurched forward: and' rested. his head
on. his. folded: -arms; Hns body shook
with heavy: sobs:

- CHAPTER XXI.
SHOCKER LEARNS ABOUT JUMBO.

UTSIDE. Lee's door, Shocker
J: kissed her. goodnight.
“I'm going to-tell Jumbo. to-
night,” he said. * Now.”

“No,” Lee hegged, her hands reach-
ing to the lapels of his coat; as though
they would deter him. ‘Don't ‘tell
anybody tonight. It—it’s bad; luck.”

“Bad luck?” :

He- stroked her hair:

“ Please; Shocker. I'm:sincere about
it. You won't, will you?”’ -

“I1 wouldnn’t tell the big stiff the
right time,” he assured her.

The peculiar expression vanished
from her face, and she stepped back
from him. * Just stand there, and: let
me fillmy eyes.with you, darling,” she
said. “ Let.me look at: you as though
I were seemg you for the last time, and
knew. it.”

“Look at me as"you did the first
time,” Shocker said: :

She stood gazing: at him, light shin-

‘ing out, of her. eyes, her' bady. motion:

less. ““ T love you so!” she whispered.
‘“ Kiss me again. — ‘as thoughr youd
never. kiss me: agam

- Shocker.. laughed . at: her. * Dont
be afraid,” hé said. " “ Yo'l see.-me
again.and again-and: again. Every day
and: every night—until-I-die.” . -



EAST RIVER

He smiled at everybody he met on
the street. He nodded to people. He
whistled merrily.

There was a crowd of men in front
cf the Hog Hole. Wouldn't those
muckers be surprised when they
learned? And what would his iron-
men say at his desertion?

“Hello, you drunken hogs,” he
greeted them cheerily, half a block
away. “Holding a revival meeting?
Where’s Preacher Jones?”

They waited in ominous silence until
he came close. Then Mulroy told him.

“You lie,” Shocker cried, taking
a quick step forward and grabbing
Mulroy's shirt. “ You lie—and TI'l
prove it with one hand.”

“ No, I'm not lying, Shocker.”

“ Pull your wrench,” Shocker shout-
ed, pushing the shield driver from him.
“Pull your wrench. I'll make you eat
el

“'E ain't lyin’, Shocker,” Limey
protested; “hindeed ‘e ayn’t. Hupon
my word, ‘e ayn’t. Jumbo, ‘e sat and
ook it—sc welp me!”

Shocker let go Mulroy’s shirt, and
the breathi whistled through his teeth.
“ Oh, I knew he'd get drunk,” he said.
* But niot that drunk. He's neveaf "ecn
that drunk before.” :

“He wasn’t drunk,” Mulroy said.

Shocker gazed about him dully.

* That's waht 'urts,” Limey point-
ed out. “’E was cold sober, ‘e was. 'E
looked like a man waht ‘ad lost 'is
"eart!”

Shocker went slowly up the stairs
to the Hog Hole. “ A man what had
lost his heart!”

“ Sure,” he thought, “ that's it. The
fieart went out of him when he learned
he was wrong about me—when he
learned Lee loved me, Did he love her
so much? No. He thought T was sore—
that I'd quit him. He figured I'd marry
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Lee and feave the tunnel. What did he
care about Moran? Or anything Mo-
ran did? The big lard-head! He'll lie
laughed out of the union. He'll never
work in the tunnel again. I've made a
bum out of him. I did! He always was
a bum. He shouldn't be allowed in the
tunnel again. He cught to be kicked
cut of the union. The oak tree with the
heart of pulp. Thc elephant with the
guts of a mouse.’

He sat on the top step and gromed
 Jumbo or Lee. What chioice is there?
What fool would even hesitate? I've
quit the tunnel. I've quit him. To hell
with him. A guy that'd let a louse like
Moran slap him in the face! That'd
smile at the mongrel’s heel taps! I
should give up Lee for him? I'll see
him damned first!” He got up and
hammered on the door.

“ Jumbo,” he called. *“ Hey, Jumbo!
Let me in, dumb-bell. It's Shocker, vou
dismal failure. I've come back.” It
angered himi that nobody answered.
“Let me iu, you unpedigreed poodle.
Open the door or I'll break it down.
Hey, Tumbo! You fish-eyed scarecrow.
If they named an elephant after you,
it wasn’'t on account of brains.”

HE hogs were still in the street,
talking it over, when he walked
down the steps. He went around

through Amy's garden, and let himself
in through the unlocked kitchen door.
Amy was in the kitchen, pouring hot
water into a dishpan.

“Where's that big excuse?”
asked.

“Lay off the wise cracks or I'l
scald you,” Amy said. “ He’s in my
bedroom. And you be careful what you
say to him.”

Jumbo, in ridiculous red and white
striped pajamas, lay crosswise on the
little bed. He grinned at Shocker, but

he
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said nothing. Shocker laughed—bitter-
ly, but it was plain he found no comedy
in what he saw.

““ Come out of that circus tent,” he-

said. ‘““You're not drunk, and you're
not sick, and you're not handcuffed.
Why do you let every two-cent comic
in the tunnel call you yellow? Why
didn’t you paste Moran?”’

‘Jumbo stirred, painfully, and rose on
one elbow, sweat streaming from his
face. :

“ That's right” Jumbo roared.
“ Stay in your kennel and yap at me.
Come on over here and I'll paste you.”

Shocker’s eyes narrowed, then
opened wide. He was about to make a
retort when he felt something jab him
in the small of the back. He heard wa-

ter slopping behind him, felt heat on.

the back of his neck. He jumped out
of Amy’s way.

“One side, ass,” Amy said tartly,
setting the pan of water ‘on the floor
and sliding several towels into it. *“ It
should have been your tongue and not
his leg that was paralyzed.”

“ Paralyzed?”

Amy picked up -a towel, dropped it
hastily with a smothered oath, picked
it up again, let it drip for a moment,
then wrung it out.

“Roll up his left pants leg,” she
bade Shocker.

Shocker accomphshed the task me-
chanically.

“ Paralyzed! Why «didn’t you tell
me? Why didn’t you tell me? Ain't I
his friend?”

He laughed, in a desperate attempt,
it seemed to Amy, to keep from cry-
ing. He shoved his fist with brutal ten-
derness -against the big fellow’s jaw.
** Paralyzed,” he said again; hut now
there was scorn in the word. . “ He'll
l'e dancing on that leg in a few days—
dancing on Nipper Moran’s stinking
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carcass. And what a swell dance ﬂoor
that.is.”. . :

Jumbo grmned % Sure," he sald
‘ Sure, Shocker. Amy and Doc Schrei-
ber ‘both think I'm through. But you
and me know better, don’t we?”

*“ Through?”

- Shocker turned quickly and looked
out the window. * Through?’ he re-
peated. . “‘Schreiber must be . getting
old. He’s in his dotage. Why didn’t he
give you some ‘pills? And why the hell
didn’t you go to one of the medical
locks?”

5 They were full,” Amy sand A You
were in one-of them, weren’t you?” .

‘Shocker whirled around. “T got to
go, he said. “T’ll be back—but I got
to go

.MY. rose up from her knees- and

~blocked this path. “Go? Go

where? Out to spread the news?

Why do you think he. went out in the
barroom to play cards? For fun?”

“I'm going across. ‘the river,”
Shocker said hotly. “ I'm going to-get
an -iron-wrenc‘h, and spread Nipper Mo-
ran’s head around the west end. of the
tunnel. If 1 wasn’t crippled 1 wouldn’t
need a wrench.”

“ Come back, Shocker,” ]’umbo saxd
He sounded as though he ‘were weary.
“ Leave Moran -alone. I’ll be all right
in a few days—and even if I'm not,
I'll break that guy some-day. I'll break
him! With my hands, I'll break him.
He’ll never drive another headmg I
promise you that.”

“And I promise ‘you thls 5 cned
Shocker, in a white heat, “ that-even if
you're paralyzed forever — ‘even if
you're never :a heading boss again,
you’ll meet him. You’ll meet him where
his legs won’t help him any—and your
legs won’t hinder. you. You’ll: meet him
where a man doesn’t need any legs.”. ..
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“ And now,” said Amy, “if you're
through making a whistling jackass of
yourself, go see what idiot’s pounding
on the front door.”

Shocker clumsily shot the bolt,
turned the key in the lock, and swung
the door open. Mulroy was there, pant-
ing in excitement. He thrust a letter
into Shocker’s left hand.

Shocker looked at the small well-
formed letters. It must be from Lee.
It was a love letter, he thought. He
looked away from Mulroy.

“ She’s gone,” Mulroy said. “ She
came by in a taxi a few minutes ago.
There was a suitcase near the driver.
She stopped the cab, called me over,
gave me the letter, said goodbye—and
beat it. I went to her flat. She’s packed
and gone.”

Shocker handed him the envelope.

“Open it, will you? It takes two
hands.”

Mulroy tore off an end, extracted
the letter, unfolded it and handed it
over. The paper shook as the iron-
boss read it,

I love vou as you are. I don’t want
you changed, ever. I can’t take you away
from the tunnel. I can't take you from
Jumbo. You'd never be the same. You'd
hate it. Some day you'd hate me. I'm
going away, darling. VYesterday. it was
vou. To-night it's I. Goodbye, Shocker.
Goodbye, darling. I can’t write any more.

He thrust the letter into his coat
pocket.

“ Come on in,” he said, leading the
way into the bedroom.

Mulroy paused. “ Can you make it
all right?” he asked.

“ Make it?” Shocker asked, sur-
prised. “ Sure [ can make it, you fool.
Is a bum wing going to stop me from
walking ?"

“You better take a drink, though,”
Mulroy said, still somewhat concerned.
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“You look like a man with the stag-
gers.” ;

They walked into the bedroom, and
Mulroy told the news. Shocker, sit-
ting in a chair by the bed, listened as
though he’d heard it for the first time.

“ She’s smarter than I thought,”
Amy said calmly. She wrung out an-
other towe! and placed it on Jumbo's
leg. “1 don’tblame her for going.
Jumbo leering at her one moment and
beaming the next, not knowing wheth-
er to kiss her or pat her head. Shocker
all wrapped up in himself like a ball
of gold twine, waitin’ to be unraveled
for a Christmas package. Makin' him-
self hard to get. And Mulroy making
goo-goo eyes and readin’ her passion
ate lines out of Mother Goose.

“A fine lot of lovers. You don'i
deserve a girl like that. None of you.
I hope you never set eyes on her
again. Sand hogs! Nobody but a foo!
would marry a sand hog. Pour me a
drink. Pour me a big drink. And take
one yourself, Shocker. You lock like
a ghost.”

CHAPTER XXII.
AMY’S SACRIFICE.

HE tunnel was cleared in a

week, and went swiftly on its

way through the bed of the
river. In that week the Manhattau
end forged ahead; and Shocker, pro-
moted to heading boss and command-
ing Tumbo’s old shift, whipped his men
with insane frenzy to the task of
catching up.

“You let a west side bum come over
here and laugh in your faces,” he
shouted to his gang as they went back
into the tunnel. “You stood and
watched him smack a helpless man—
one of your own, the best that ever ate
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high air. You sneered at him—because
he was paralyzed. You're afraid of
Nipper Moran, aren’t you? What a lot
of tough guys! What a lot of men!

“Well, you'd better be man-sized if
you're going to work for me. And
you'd better work too. If we don’t beat
that polecat to the middle of the river
—if we haven’t passed the west side by
July—T’ll tie a can to the tail of every
skulking one of you. I'll get a lot of
high school «girls down here to make
tunnel. At least they wouldn’t be afraid
of Nipper-Moran! Nipper Moran—the
only cur left of his litter! All his
brothers and sisters were drowned be-
fore they had their eyes open. Nipper
Moran! The first one of you I catch
stoppmg, even to wipe the sweat off his”
ugly mug, I'll smash like a cardboard
box.”

This was the kmd of talk they llked
They worked. They were proud to
work for a man like that.

The vein of quicksand was of brief
extent. The shield once more encoun-
tered the blessed blue clay, and then
common river sand. The east side be-
gan to overtake their rivals. They
never let up. 1f they dropped from ex-
haustion, as they did at times, it was
after they left the tunnel. And on the
night they learned the west side was
slowed up by boulders that had to be
blasted, every man of them got drunk.

The pain in Jumbo's leg subsided
slowly, but the limb was left twisted
and stiffened, and an inch shorter than
it had been. In spite of this, he was
stubbomly positive that he’d . walk
again—“ walk like a man "—and that
he’d take back his old-job as he'1d1ng
boss: - The men-humored him in this
—and showed him pity only when-his
back was turned.

“ What am I going to do w:th hlm P” i

Amy asked Shocker.
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They were in‘her garden, a tiny rec-
tangle of Jawn, with a stririg of rose
bushes growing near the: neat green
picket fence. Amy, a pair of Jumbo’s
old gloves on her hands, was spraying
the flowers.

“We'll build bridges,” Shocker said.
“Bridges or railroads. He can do that.
He can boss a gang. He knows rock.
He knows dynamite. He knows quite a
little engineering. I'll take care of
him.”

Shocker lit a clgarette, sat in Jum-
bo’s chair, and watched her for a mo-
ment.”“ You think I'ni kidding, don’t
you? I'm not. I almost graduated from
Michigan as an engineer. You didn't
know that, did you? And my old man’s
an engineer, too. You didn’t know that
either, did you?”

Amy crawled on'her knees to the
next bush.

“No, I didn’ t,” she admitted,
“ though I did hear you say once that
you ran away from home.”

“Yeah. I ran away to work with
Jumbo. And what have I got for it?
Nothing but grief. - I . pretty nearly
broke the old man’s heart. He was so
set on my having a career. Every let-
ter I get from him asks me to leave
the tunnel, and become an enginer.
Dear Son Jack. He’s in Australia, and
he’s got a job for me. Well, if there’s
a ]Ob for me, theres one for Jumbo
too.” :

“Jumbe. - He won’t build bridges.
Anyway, I want to take him to Samoa.
There isn’t a tunnel on the whole
island, Shocker. Isn’t that heaven?”

“It may be to you." Amy, bridges-
will be his salvation. Take him to
Samoa. Stdy there awhile. It will do
him a lot of good. T'll go along with
you. We'll tell ‘him théy’re. bulldmg a
tunnel there. -The fathead won’t know -
we're lying.” When we get him there—
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I'll spring Australia on him. Australia
and a bridge. He'll come.”

Amy thought it over a long time.
“ Thanks, Shocker,” she said. * Sa-
moa it is. But just me and Jumbo. For
once in your life, give a woman a
break. I've never been entirely alone
with him since I met him. Let me have
a—well, a honeymoon. Will you?”

Shocker didn’t laugh, as she sus-
pected he would. “ Sure,” he said.
“ Better that way. You sail from New
York. I'll stick around a few weeks—
then flv to San Francisco and take a
boat from there. I'll still beat you to
Samoa, Amy.”

Amy sighed. It was easy to read
Shocker. * You'll find her,” she said.
“ When vou do, tell her not to hate
me. Not that that will do much good.
She can’t help hating me.”

“You're crazy, Amy. Why should
she hate you? You were like a mother
to her.”

“1 was. I was, Shocker. [ still
iove that kid. And so does Jumbo.
Like a daughter, Shocker. A daughter
we've lost. I'd give anything to find
her for you. We had words, the day
she left. Bitter words. I struck her.”

Shocker looked at her with wise
eves, and looked away because he saw
100 much.

“Was it like that, Amy?” he asked.

“ It was,” she said. She drenched a
bumble bee with the sprayer.
that's gone, Shocker. I'm going to
marry Jumbo—some day soon.”

Shocker flipped his cigarette
through the picket fence. *I'm glad,
Amy.”

She picked" a dead leaf off a bush,
rolled it in her fingers, held it to her
1nose.

“I was going to marry Lee, and
quit the tunnel. But I couldn’t quit.
On account of Jumbo. You know why

‘“ But,
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she went away? On account of
Jumbo.” :

“You'll find her. Keep on looking.
It's wearing you thin. You look lousy,
Shocker. But you'll find her. You've
been looking in the wrong joints. She’s
not in any cabaret or dance hall. You'll
find her haunting the job like a little
ghost, watching the river boils at night,
watching the gantry steps bv day—
with a shawl around her, like those
other women, hiding in a doerway
when vou come.” i

She put down the spray and took up
a trowel.

“I'm glad you told me,” Shocker
said, getting up. *“ It explains a lot to
me, Amy.”

She did not look up until he left her.
She watched him as he walked away,
the sag of his shoulders bringing a
lump into her throat. He was still dear
to her, dearer than ever since she had
given him up. Bui the jealousy he had
caused her had softened, or died. On
account of Jumbo.

“It’s Jumbo,” she thought, ‘that
ties us all together and keeps us all
apart. We've all made sacrifices for
him, Shocker and Lee and I. Which of
us has suffered most? Not me.”

HE river lay in the inoon-wash,
rippled and calm. The boils, so
near together they looked like

one, jetted liquid silver. . The harsh
lines of the buildings across the stream
were softened, mellowed. The bridges
made black and silver geometrical pat-
terns against the summer sky. A single
star hung poised above the span.
Amy felt strange, sitting on her
parapet by the river’s edge. Strange
because it was only Shocker who was
below that nearest boil. Shocker, and
not Jumbo. Strange because she was
watching the boil for the last time.
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Twice: a: day,. six days a week, for
seven years and more, she had sat near
the edge of seme wide river and
watched. a. dancing blob. of white. And
now no more. To-morrow, around
noon, the hogs would hole through.
To-morrow night she would be on her

way to Samoa, Jumbo’s bride, done

forever. with waiting and watching and
worrying. Done with love. She had
never loved Jumbo. Not as she loved
Shocker. She never would love him—
like that,

Yet she was not unhappy. Jumbo
had need of her. Jumbo would always
need her. It was good to be needed by
a.man, Something: moved in the shad-
ows near her, something with feet.
Amy cried: out, *“ Lee,” and ran, seek-
ing her. But she found no one.

“Iee,” she cried again. “If you
have any pity, come back: Come back;,
Lee. Come back!”

She waited long—but there was no °

answer.

She went to the Hog Hole, looking
for' Shocker.

“'Tm hand Jumbo,” Limey said,
“they went to Mulroy’s, Miss Imey:
Baht- arf an hour ago, I should s’y

Their last night together, Amy re-
membered. Let them enjoy it if they
could. She went through the dining
reom into- the kitchen, stole down the
back steps, into the street, turned again
toward the river. Lee might have come
back.

. A ULROY cursed when the door
bell rang. He tore up a sheet
of paper on which- he had been

writing, threw down his: fountain. pen,

and went to the door: “ Who's there?” -

he asked:

Shocker gave the sand hog’s rap,
and' Jumbo. bellowed.

“ Open. up or we'll break. the door.”
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Mulroy turned the key and swung
the door open:

““Sit: down,”” he said, none too: cor-
dially. He led them into his bedroom—
a tiny place that also served as his
study. He opened:a bureau drawer and

‘solemnly took from it two pint bottles

of whisky. He gave one to each. Sand
hog etiquette thus observed; he turned
on his friends: bitterly:

“T got to rewrite the last scene,” he
said. ‘““You guys don’t mind:?”

They didn’t answer, being busy ex-
tracting corks. Mulroy didn’t expect
an answer. He sat down again at the
card table, took up the pen, and' start-
ed to write. He clutched the pen tight-
ly, as though. it might get away from
him somehow. He threw it down to
light a cigarette. He picked it up,
wrote a few more words, flung it down
again.

“You guys want eoffee ?"”

Not waiting for an answer, he
stepped into the adjoining kitchen: and
turned up the gas under the pot, light-
ing it with a parlor match.

“I got to drink black coffee,” he

-said. “ And smoke cigarettes. I bet I

smoke three packs a night. And every
once in a while | got to get up and
walk. Stick to the tunnel, you guys. It's
easier than writing a play.”

Shocker lowked around thé room.
He'd seen it many. times, just as it was
now. But it was always a shock to him.
Cigarette ashes were everywhere, and

" cigarette stubs. The floor was littered

with crumpled andi torn: sheets of yel-
low paper. Cups and' saucers, sloppy
with coffee and cigarette stubs, littered
the bed that had been. pushed inte one
corner of the room:to make a space for
the writing table. Empty whisky bot-
tles marched: across the: charred and
stained top of the bureau. The room
was so. full of smoke one had' difficulty
5A—3
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reading the titles of the books that
lined one wall.

“Woods hasn’t heard anything?”
Shocker "asked.

Mulroy shook his ‘head. “Not a
word. She’s never been near his office.
Never called him up.”

He .came into the bedroom, .a thick-

cup of scalding coffee in Jis hand.

“ Woods wants ‘me to dirty :her up,”
he announced.

Shocker smiled; but Jumbo didn’t
understand.

“ She’s too -clean to be box .office,”
Mulroy explained for Jumbo’s bene-
fit. ““ He wants me to give her a past.
Not too broad a past. Just.a past.”

Shocker took a long drink out of the
Aask. -

“« well ?I'

L Well nothmg He ain’t going to
get it.”
 He finished his coffee, topped it off
with a swig from his own bottle —
half .covered by:a pile:of 'yellow :paper
—-took up the .pen and wrote a few
more ‘words,

“ Listen,” 'he 'said, :after scratching
out what he'd written. “ Maybe you
guys can help me out on this. Here’s
the ‘situation. The :heavy that’s * Mas-
ters '—is asking her ‘to quit the Hog
Hole. He -offers her the moon with a
gold fence ‘around it. Then ‘e géts
fresh .and she -bawls him ‘out. Listen,
and see what you .think .of ithis, will
you:?”

He threw down the 'pen, pawed over
a sheaf of papers, stopped to light-a
cigarette, threw -a'stub.on the floor and
stepped on'it, and shed page after page
to the floor, walking on -them, looking
for the right page to read.

“Oh. Here it is. Listen. They're in
the Hog Hole. Therorchestra’s playing
off .stage; and -a black-jack .game is
going-on. ‘And you-can hear dice play-
- 6 A—3
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ers trying to make their point. Listen,

‘“ Masters—‘ ] didn’t mean no of-
fense, Baby.’

“ Lee—Don’t call me Baby.’

“ Masters—‘Aw, Baby—’

“ Now I want to get something right
in there that’ll squelch him. See? How
can a lady -call a man a — well, ‘some-
thing mot too dirty — ‘and still be .a
lady?”

“ Crown him with a bottle," Jumbo
said, rising and taking a second pint
from the bureau drawer. It was his
only contribution to the conversation.
While the drawer ‘was ‘open, he took a
pint for Shocker too.

Mulroy dropped ‘his cigarette 1into
the «dregs of this coffee. He tock off
his coat:and vest, his tie, his shirt. He
picked -up the :pen again. He:scribbled
furiously for a moment, then rose -and
paced the room. He went into the
kitchen, -and -came back munching -a
cracker.

“ Who is this heavy ?”” Jumbo asked.
“Ts the heavy the villain?”’

“The river's the villain,” Mulroy
said. “From the 'rise of the curtain
until it falls on: the last scene, ‘the riv-
er’s your menace.”

Shocker stood up qulckly, puttmg
his unfinished -pint on the ‘table.

“I've got to go,” he said. “ Come
on, Rock-head. Let’s clear out:of here
and let the man write.”

Mulroy stared at the two until ithe
door hid them from him. “1 shouldn't
have mentioned the river,” he thought.

CHAPTER XXIIL
' HOLING THBOUGH.

UMBO, ina new blue serge, sat in
the little garden, enjoying the:sun,
.and looking every few minutes at

the thick ‘watch on his wrist. Every
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sudden sound disturbed himi, made him
look around. Now and then he tugged
at the brim of his new black hat, or
pulled at his tight stiff collar. Shocker
might come any minute.

*“ This is a crazy mess,” he thought.
“ Everything’s happening all at once.
Sometime today they're holing through.
Sometime today I'm getting married.”
He looked at his wrist watch again.
He wiped his forehead. * Suppose he
comes too late!”

“Hey, Jumbo. Want to.see some-
thing swell?”

The big man turned his head quickly
and saw a little boy peeking through
the fence pickets. He relaxed, grinned.

“ Hello,. Franky,” he rumbled.
““Haven'’t seen you since the day you
broug‘lh mie a clean shirt. Come on
over.’

: He thrust a hand into hxs pants
pocket, fingering some change. “ No,
you come over,” the boy said. “ I got a
tunnel. You got to see it, Jumbo. It's
a real tunnel.”

Jumbo laughed, picked up his cane,
and hobbled toward the gate, taking
care not to step too mear Amy’s rose
bushes. Amy was a crank about her
roses.

“ A tunnel, huh? Sure. I got to see
a tunnel.”

He looked around. No sign of
Shocker. No sign of the minister. No
sign of anybody but the little boy. He
looked at his watch. Plenty of time.
He went through the gate, and the boy
led him toward an up-ended packing
box in the vacant lot, at the base of
which was a hole, the dirt from which
had been thrown in a pile close to the
fence. An old shovel, discarded from
the tunnel job, lay on the heap of
earth.

“This here’s the gantry,” the boy
8aid proudly, exhibiting the box. “ And
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this is the tunnel—and that pile over
there's the muck pile.”

Jumbo patted the boy’s hair.  Say,
that's swell,” he boomed. * That’s as
good a tunnel as even Shocker Dug-
‘gan could drive. Let's go down to the
heading and have a look around.”

He picked up the shovel. It felt
good to his hands. He planted the cane
in the ground and got to his right knee,
forgetful of his good clothes. He pre-
tended to be examining the tunnel.

“We got to do a little more muck-
ing out, though,” he said, “so’s we
can get the rest of the gang in here.”

He thrust the shovel into the earth
—and was lost. The dirt flew over his

shoulder. Jumbo laughed. This was
sport. This was something worth
while. He worked furiously, the boy

looking on with admiration. After a
few minutes Jumbo felt compelled to
take off the-tight coat. He flung it to
one side.

Then he removed hlS wrist watch
and threw it onto the coat. His muddy
fingers jerked his collar a little looser,
and undid the knot in his brand new
blue tie.

HE shovel went to work again,
the dirt kept flying over his
shoulder. The tunnel lengthened.

The boy sat down and gave advice.

“ Well, you overgrown mole, will
you never grow up?”’

Jumbo came to himself with a start,
and turned a guilty face to Shocker.
Seeing Shocker he grabbed for his cane
ana reared himself up.

“ Where the devil you been?” he de-
manded. “ I thought y vou’d never come,
What time is it?”

“ Time to get in your work clothes,”
Shocker said. * Everything’s ready.
My shift gets the homor of holing
through. And T got you.okayed by Doc
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Knott for the air.
tender.”

Jumbo glanced apprehensively to-
ward Amy’s windows.

‘“Come on,” he roared. “Don’t
stand there like an old woman before
a looking glass.” .

“ But your clothes, Dumbbell. You
can’t go-down in the tunnel in your
best  .clothes.” Jumbo_ hobbling toward
the street, the shovel in his right hand,
the sane in his left made violent an-
SWer.

Shocker followed
boy watched silently.

#“Jumbo!” .he - called, .beginning . to
cry. “ Jumbo, brmg back: . banjo!”

You'll be my lock-

MEY rapped at the living room

door: = Amy, finishing her wed-

- -ding dress, didn’t look.up. :

:*“The 'ogs is gone, Miss -1my,” the

bartender-said. “ Hall gone down for
the ’oling through.”

‘“:Shocker go.with ’em?”

“Yes, Miss Imy.” -

Amy smiled. Now she .could be mar-
ried in peace—though it seemed shame-
ful to be married without Shocker’s
knowledge But Jumbo had insisted on
it
“ Aw, Amy," he had said, “I Just
can't have- that guy know my name.
He’'d never get over it. Imagine him
listenin’ to me sayin’, ‘I, Cyril, take
thee, Amy.’ He’d bust out laughin’ in
the preacher’s face, and I'd have to

smack him down. A hell of a weddin’.

that'd be.”. -

She bit off a thread put .the dress
reverently -on the back of a -chair,
touched it gently, :md hurried into the
barroom.

“ Now sweep up good, Limey,” she
said, “-and-open the windows. And put
on a clean-apron. You got to be:spot-
less. And you say, ‘Yes, your rever-

laugh'mg. The.
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ence,’ or ‘no, your reverence, when

,the minister comes. And give the dames.

a cocktail on the house. There'll be
two of them. The witnesses. If they
come in the next few minutes, keep ’em
amused. /

““Give ’em a pack of cards. They
might want to play solitary. How do
I know? I got to get things straight-
ened out. The settin’ room’s a sight,
and I ain’t dressed.”

She hurried back into the living
room, and surveyed it with despair.
It looked something like a sewing room
in a corner of the baggage room at
Grand Central, she thought, what with
all the trunks, and suitcases, and the
littered floor. i

She bore the dress, and a yard or so
of tulle, into her bedroom. .She kicked
two card board boxes under the couch,
threw another one behind Jumbo's: old-
fashioned trunk, and got a broom from
the kitchen. She herded pins, and bits.
of thread, and crumpled tissue paper,-

. and torn yellow patterns, and fem-.

nants of silk -and .tulle, drove them
through the short corridor between the.
living room and kitchen; left them in
a corner, covered by a dust pan. She.
settled the cloud of dust she had caused,
sprinkling water on carpet .and floor
and chair seats and legs, gathered up.
the travel pamphlets and chucked them
into the open drawer of a wardrobe
trunk, closed -the sewing. machine, and
wheeled it against the wall, straight-
ened the rug, hastily wiped. the table
top of dust, shoved the chairs: closer
under the table, and hurried down the
stairs to Jumbo.

But Jumbo was gone, and her T0S€S
were ruined. Some of them were com-
pletely buried, some stuck their top
branches through the dirt. There was
an old tomato can blooming on one.
The bones .of a cat decorated another.
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Branches hung down, torn and broken.
Lcaves and petals drooped, and dirt
trickled from them. A little boy stood
outside the fence, crying. A coat lay
out in the lot.

Amy hurried through the gate,
picked up Jumbo’s wrist watch, rubhed
the mud from its face, and snatched
up the coat. She shook it vigorously.
Then she turned to the boy. -

“ Don't cry, sonny,” she said gently.
“T'm not crying. See?”

“ Jumbo,” the boy wailed. “He’s
gone. He was playing tunnel with me,
and he went away; and he took my
shovel with him.”

Amy let the coat drop, and threw
herself down. She gathered the child
into her arms, ,

“ He'll come back,” she said. “ We
don’t mind the shovel, do we? Nor the
roses.

“Nor anything at all—so long as
he liked it—playing tunnei with you.
He did like it, didn’t he, sonny?”

“ Sure he liked it,” the boy said, still
sobbing, “ but he liked the real tunnel
better.” 5 ;

“ Of course he did,” Amy said. “ Of
course he did. But he never can play in
real tunnels again, Not after to-day.
Never after to-day. We'll not scold
him when he comes hack, will we? I'll
buy you a new shovel—with a nice red
handle on it.”

She rose and put the coat under her
arm. The boy smiled at her through
his tears and put out his arms to her.

““No,” he said. “ We won't scold
Jumbo, will we?”

Amy swooped and raised him in her
arms, and kissed him, and wiped sud-
den tears from her eyes.

“ How’d you like a big piece of wed-
ding cake?"” she asked, pressing the lit-
tle face close to her own, and carrying
him through the gate. *“ And how'd you
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like to be best man at our wedding—a
little sand hog?”

HE men crowded into thé cages
and dropped swiftly to the bot-
tom of the shaft, wondering

why Jumbo had come with them, and
what he was going to do with that old
shovel, and where he got the red sus-
penders, and why he looked so dirty
and so happy and so grim.

The man-lock stood open, waiting
them. They jostled and shoved each
other inside, cursing, shouting, and
laughing, three of them bringing along
their musical instruments—two ban-
jos and a saxophone. Shocker, enter-
ing last, took the shovel from Jumbo's
hand and threw it away. He closed the
door. Jumbo limped to his place by the
valves and laughed savagely as the air
roared in. :

"Shocker stood beside him, touched,
glum. This, he knew, was Jumbo's last
trip into the tunnel—into any tunnel.
The men knew it too. Everybody knew
it byt Jumbo. Shocker knew that smiles
were needed.

“ Don't go so fast,” he shouted—for
the henefit of the new man, the one
with the saxophone. “You might
shove us off the track.”

“Tha's all right, boss,” the new man
said. “ Speed's mah name. Clarence
Speed. The mo’ faste’ you goes, the
mo’ Dette’ I likes it.”

The door groaned finally, and Jum-
bo opened it. HE watched the hogs pile
out, and turned to Shoclker, his eyes
burning with strange fire.

“ Remember,” Shocker said. “ Five
minutes after you bring in the super
and his party. T’ll be waiting.”

“I'll be there,” Jumbo bellowed.
“I'll be there.”

He stood watching as the men went
down the incline; two of the iron-gang
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plunking on: their banjos, everybody
singing—everybody but the man with
the saxophone.

This man blowed lustily, but made
no sound: His cheeks puffed. His eyes
strained. The cords.in his neck stood
out plainly against his ebony skin.

* ‘'Looking at him, the men roared'with
laughter. “Two of- them rolled on the
floor of the tunmel, kicking ‘their legs
and holding their sides:
rang -with their screams.
+ * Blow: that thing, brothe’,” Frenchy

shouted. * Blow it till you.busts. But

it-won’ do no good. Don’ you-know
you can’t get ne sound. out o’ a wind
inst/ment down heah? A man- can't
even whistle in this air. Go on; Gabriel,
blow: that ho’n. It won’- wake nobody
in- the tunnel.”? - .- <

Jumbo didn’t l'mgh he dndnt hear.

Halfway down the tunnel stood
three flat cars, on: which rested an iron
pipe thirty:inches in'diameter and fif-
teen. feet in:length.. The motorman
was standing ‘near the tmy locomotwe,
ahead, -

“ All:set,” said Shocker s Hook on,
and brmg that yule log to- the -head-
ing.”

The locomotxve baeked, caught the
first car;.and! tugged. The train started
down' the tracks, -the mentf,dllowing,
laughing and singing.: = -

:The -working platform in the head-

ing was: brightly illuminated, and over
itthung a large:wooden sign edged with-

dazzling red, ‘white and blue- electric
lights. :

* Welcome: West 1” it.said.

Shocker added a-line in chalk

““ Welcome to the Sidewalks of New:

York.” -

* After east met: west,.it would be but\
a. few-days until the sand. hogs. would:

not be needed..in the. tunnel:- They’d
drift, wherever they might,. wherever

. The: tunnel
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another tunnel’ was making; ‘wherevern
a wide river needed men to build a path
beneath it.

Ringer’s gang greeted Shocker’s
with shouts and jovial curses.

“You're: the luckiest beggar in
town,” Ringer said, “ gettin’ the-honer
of holing through: How do you rate
that stuff, when. you.ain’t been.a head--
ing boss long enough to get a head-
ache?’

“ Good work,” Shocker said mod-—
estly. “ That’s the answer, Ringer. My
gang run rings around yours and. every"
other gang ‘this side the river. We
made more tunnel than any: gang: on
either side, in our time. Naturally, we
hole through.” . .

Ringer’s men stayed to help in.
placing: the pipe. They hoisted'it from:
the flat cars by means of a chain block:
hanging from a bolt hole above, placed.
it'on the platform, and’guided the cuts-
ting end into the center- pocket of.the:
shield. Next they rolled. a.:hydraulic,
jack behind it, then placed heavy. tim--
bers across the heading, wcdgmg the
jack into place

- Let 'er go,” Shocker ordered.

“The. piston.-of. the jack moved. forr
ward; jamming the pipe: into-the last,
barriers: between the- rival gahgs

INGER ralhed hxs men w:th the

X cry;. “ Dry boots,” sheok. hands:

with Shocker, wished. him-luck;.
and toek his. departure. Shocker
stepped to the phone; was..connected:
with- the-tunnel. in. the . west;. and. got
Nipper-Moran on the wire:

-“ Nipper. Moran?”. he: asked g4 Thls.
is Jumbo. If youw'll' come through. the:
pipe, and. meet: me, you. heel; I'll. tears
you:apar;t.”. .

- He hung up, and called the generall
superintendent: . - .:

-“ Mr, Breck? Shocker. Dugg'\n We:
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are ready for you now. But you'd bet-
ter come right away or-it'll- be too late
to see the fun.”

The pipe was going farther and far-
ther into the sand.

Shocker handed
Frenchy.

“Get the west side on there,” he
said, ““ and hold him. Let me know the
minute Moran starts into that pipe.”

The hydraulic men weére resetting
the jack. Mulroy stood waiting to open

the phone to

the spindle that would drive the pipe .

the last few inches.

“Save it,” Shocker yelled. “ Breck's
coming down with a gang. I don’t want
him to miss this.”

The men took advantage of the de-
lay, passing pint bottles around, sing-
ing, plunking on the banjos. Two of
the iron-men danced together. Frenchy
moved his body in tune to the music,
writhing like an oriental dancer and
rolling his eyes. Holing through is al-
ways a rough-house carnival for the
sand hogs.

Shocker went up tunnel to meet the
supermtcndcnt s party, which included
the contractors, some of the lesser su-
perintendents, a celebrated artist, a
banker, an explorer, a few of the city's
officials, and a number of newspaper
people. There were two women in the
group.’ Shocker looked at them, then
looked away. He'd been.looking at
girls that way for weeks.

Mr. Breck greeted Shocker cordially
and introduced his friends.

“ First time most of them ever went
into high air,” he said. “ And they did
pretty well. Even the girls made it
without trouble. Well, it's a new world,
Shocker. Women can do ’most any-
thing a man can these days, especially
newspaper women. You've got to hand
it to them. They fly planes. They go
in for deep sea diving. And they go
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down into high air as though it were
—say—moonshine.”

Shocker saw a tiny smear of blood
under the explorer’s nose.

“Of course,” the superintendent
added, ““ some of our party had to give
up.”

“There are two kinds of people,”
Shocker observed, “ those who can eat
high air, and those who can’t. Some-
times even the veteran sand hogs can't
take it.”

Peering over Mr. Breck’s shoulder,
Shocker saw Jumbo hobbling out of
the lock. He signaled him to come on.

Shocker escorted the party to the
heading, explaining to them what they
were to see. He was surprised to find
himself speaking readily, confidently,
as though he were used to making
speeches.

“And all these months, these two
tunnels have been crawling through the
primeval slime and sand and rock be-
neath the river, making each a path in
the darkness. Now you're going to see
those paths join each other and become
one tunnel. And you'll note that the
lines of the east tunnel will meet. those
of the west within three-sixteenths of
an inch.”

“ That's accuracy, Professor,” the
explorer said. Shocker laughed. No-
body had ever called him that before.

“It’s a rather delicate operation,
this holing-through,” he - went on.
“ First we force a pipe through six feet
of sand, all that remains between us
and the other side. A-man goes through
that pipe. Two start, but only one goes
through. They fight when they get to
the center—they fight bitterly. Usual-
ly someone is hurt. Usually? There’s
never been a holing-through yet that
didn’t send one or more to a hospital.

“ There isn’t any rivalry on the
earth, or above it, so keen as that which
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exists . down here, not only between our
own gangs, but between East Side and
West. That rivalry must find its cli-
max inside the pipe in the holing-
through... The .man first through that
pipe wins victory for his side: And as
he goes through that pipe, you'll see
why he’s.called a sand hog.”

“The holing-through -ends
work Professor?”- -...

“ Pretty mearly. ‘All that remains is
to shove the two shields together.
sheeting of poling boards will. be: in-
serted -around-the outer sides of ‘the

two- hoods, forming a temporary. pro-

tection against the river. We're.di-
rectly underneath. the river-here, about
one - hundred ‘feet from . its -surface.
The hoods will be-burned: out with
torches. The: main sections of the

shield will be shoved once more, and .

the diaphragms will be-burned away,
leaving-only: the skins. These two hol-
low steel cylinders, their forward ends

flush and- touching; -will -then -be re- .
When.:

inforced --with rings of -iron.
the ‘erector swings the last plates into

place, the tunnel will be complete ex--

cept for the final concrete lining.”

“ But, Professor,” one of the report- .

ers objected, “ three-sixteenths of an
inch! Is that possible?” He suddenly
recognized Shocker.  Good- night!”. he
cried.-
know you:: And me calling you ‘ Pro-
‘fessor’| Say that’s rich. You're Shock-
er- Duggan, the fellow that knocked

out Kid Hanley with a single punch .

In the Everglades.”

' EVERAL others- then recognized

-him. They  had . written much
- about ‘him, after the Everglades
incident. . They :had filled the papers
with: pictures -of him.. He had been
front page stuff.for.awhile—and for
awhile had been totally forgotten. ..

your .

A-

-away his new hat and his cane.
‘“‘That's one for the book. .I.
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Immediately the photographers
moved into -action, but Shocker begged -
off. “ Not now,” he said. “ We haven't.
any time. Wait until we go through—
and you can take all the pictures you
want.”

He ushered the party forward, one
of the women walking by his side—
the pretty one without the.glasses. He
helped them to the p]atforrn, and
turned- to Mnlroy

“Let ’er..go,” he said.

The piston pressed forward against
the rear end of the pipe, advancing it
thirty inches. The jack was telescoped
back into its cylinder, and the:bracing
timbers were moved forward. The jack.
was reset, and .the: pressure once more
applied. - ;

& She st rough Frenchy screameej
suddenly. “ De pipe t'rough, Boss. An’..
Nippe’ Moran’s goin’.in.”

Shocker started across -the platform, -
where the huge head of Jumbo had.just
made its appearance. -He bent down
and grasped Jumbo’s hands. The long:
body came up, like a.log-hauled out
of the water;.:;and the photographers.
shot . from- every angle. G :

Jumbo limped across the short space, .
tearing off -his vest, breaking his tie .
in two, .ripping off his collar, throwing:
His
eyes were fixed with painful intensity .
on the pipe, packed tight with the sand.
it had swallowed. - Mr. Breck turned..
away his head, diplomatically. -

Jumbo pitched forward and began

- burrowing -into the pipe, scooping the

sand up with his hands, hurling-it out .
on either side-of -him. His_head .and

shoulders: disappeared, then his serge

hind quarters, then the soles of his:.
shoes. The sand came out.in spurts. -
The sand hogs whooped and yelled ias .
they cleared it away :from the. packet,

and urged their champion on.. . -
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Inch by inch Jumbo rooted his way
ahead. His face was in the sand, and
the sand was in his eyes, his nose, his
ears, his mouth, his clothes. His fin-
gere were skinned and cut. The cuts
were filled with sand. His nails were
ripped off, worn off. Sand-was under
them. - He dug ahead.

Shocker went in when he could,-half-
smothered and half-blinded by the hail
of sand that Jumbo threw. He, too,
dug with his hands.

support. It struck Shocker’s face,
-ground his lip-against his teeth. Shock-
er didn’t know it. The shoe was cov-
ered with wet sand. Shocket’s mouth
was filled with sand. He didn’t know
that either.

“.Go on, Jumbo,” hc cned i I 11 bc
vour legs.”

Jumbo, tearing at the wall .of sand,
felt his fingers close on a shock of hair.

Heé used it'as a lever to drag himself

nearer. ‘Shocker, feeling -him go;
shoved himself ahead. Back of him
now, Proud Foot offered his shoulders
as a rest for Shocker’s feet. e

" Light filtered into the cramped cyl-
inder; and the two‘enemies recognized
cach 'other, and roared with anger and
“joy, and swung-short hooked punches
at each other. Both snarled and spat,

and kept on punching. Both loved this:

sort of thing, wished for it, livéd for it.
‘Moran tried to gouge out Jumbo's

eyes. Jumbo caught Moran's throat in'-
his’ left ‘hand, and crashed a right to -

the jaw. Moran freed his throat and
bit Jumbo's left hand until he tasted
‘hlood.

his arms about the thick chest, in a
grip strong enough to crush a rib. Mo-
ran <truggled but could not get out of
that vise-like hug. :

“I swore I'd break you. \Ioran,

Jumbo’s one good"
foot threshed about wildly, seeking °

Jumbo roared with pain and.:

rage, hunched forward, and wrapped

ARGOSY

Jumbo said.
word.” :
Moran’s arms were pinioned to his
sides, He was going backward, back-
ward, ever backward. He was losing
strength. He-was suddenly afraid. He
screanied. Jumbo relaxed his.grip. He
couldn’t break-a man who screamed.
He-smashed twice at Moran’s. face, and
pushed with his open hand. The-limp
body- went backward—despite all the
men-behind:it could do. ;

- It fell suddenly out of the west end
of the pipe, and lay where it fell, while
Jumbo -crawled through the tube, and
wiped his gritty blood-smeared- face.

“We win,” he roated. “ We holed
the job through \{e, Jumbo. T holed

“Now—TI'll keep my

it through

HOCKER crawled through in

time to-keep -him from - falling.

" “Proud  Foot - followed, and: Mul-
roy, and all the Queensborough gang.
Every one congratulated Jumbo, even
the losing* west-enders. .- They shook
hands: with-Jumbo, and -pounded him
on the back-.before they-attended to
their fallen champlon, oi’fercd him
their flasks. - .

Moran avasplaced on a- ﬂat car and
sped toward the-locks-and the.shaft
and the waiting ambulance in Manlnt—
tan. -

There’s always an: ambulamc wait-
ing at each-end of-the tunnel when
the sand hogs are’ holing-through.

+» Mulroy, when: he could; drew Jumbo
and Shocker to him.- :

“I got an idea,” he said. “‘But we
ain't got much’ time.- Those newspaper
guys can’t hang around all day.- Not
in this air. Come on, let's go back be-
fore they get away. Shocker and I will

‘stage a duel. I'll knock you on the head
© with- my

wrencly;- Shocker, Jumbo'll
carry -you to the ambulanice.-And—"
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“No,"” ‘Jumbo said, “I’ll hit him.
You can't hit hard enough.”

“ A Stillson wrench hits plenty
hard,” Mulroy insisted.

Shocker shook his head. * So this
is what writing plays does to a guy,”
iie said. “What's the idea? Publicity
for your play? You're crazy.”

.But suddenly his eyes brightened,
and he caught Mulroy to him..

“ Lee,” he said. * What a pal! She’ ll
read the story and come looking for
me in the fractured-skull ward. Is that
the plot* . .

“In two acts. I klss )ou with the
wrench, Curtain.”

“ Curtains, you
tain.” s

- “ Lee shows up. Another curtain.”

“I got a better idea,” Shocker said.
“ One that won't put you in jail, either
—nor get Jumbo.stopped from his boat

mear. Not cur-

side. I know-liow .much you'd like to.
see wme in the hospital, lard-head. But.

vou don’t watit to -stick around and be

a witness.-Do you? All right.: We'll.

tell the newspapers that Jumbo-—the
paralyzed here of the holing-through
—is sailing-to-night. With his bride.
And that I'm sailing with' them. = If
Lee reads that, she'll be.at the dock
when the boat sails! If she reads it.”
- “ Swelll” Mulroy said. “The cap-
tain can marry them too. To make
vour story good

Juribo looked suddenly startled He
grabbed his forelock. .He -looked
around for his cane, and remembered
he threw it away.

“Let me out of here,” 11c bellowed.
# Let me out of here quick. Amy’ll give
me hell.- She sure will give me hell.”

HE Hog Hole was crowded when
- Shocker, dressed in a neat blue
suit, stepped.into it for the last

time. Drinks were on the house. Every
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man was his own bartender. Limey
was drunk and bubbling over with hap-
piness. >

“I give you the bride, Shocker,” he

called, lifting a whisky bottle. “A
grycious bride. Miss Imey.”

“ She’s married, Limey?”

“ Sure she’s married, Shocker. Or

she will be it arf a mo. Jumbo 'e was
lyte 'e was. :

“ Stormed in 'ere llke a cryzy man.
"Ollering - it was 'im ‘oled through.
Miss Imy’ll ’ole 'im through for that,
she will”” ~

“ Give
Limey.”

He took the bottle.and went out He
could not see Jumbo.married. A friend
married was a friend lost. He left the
barroom and walked down the street
outside, the street that pitched. to the
river. . . -

It was warm on the pu:r And it was
quiet. He sat on. the parapet and drank
and smoked, and harr.ied his mind with
thoughts. -

It was over.-It would never be agam
The tunnel was. finished. . Youth was
finished. All the care-free days. All the
care-free companions. -

- He threw a cigarette into the stream
and watched it idly. until it vanished.
He had drifted with the stream like
that dead butt, he mused..

But that was over, Now he was old
and empty, and tired. And only one

.thing mattered.. He must find Lee.
There was faint hope that she would

me a .bottle of Scotch,

. be at the pier to-night. She. didn't

usually buy newspapers. She might not
read the-story. And even if she did—
she might not come to see the ship de-
part.

He finished the bottle and threw it
into the river. It bobbed up and down
on the oily surface, glinting in the sun,

half submerged,
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He was done with whisky, too. ¥ou
didn’t ‘need whisky, :building bridges.
You needed whisky only when you.ate
high air.

- He started back toward the Hog
Hole when darkness came, and the first
stars.- But he did not go in. The crowd
was still-‘there, boisterous with drink.
“They were probably wrecking the
place.

-Amy .and ]umbo would be pack—
ing their .last suitcase, sending off
trunks, auctioning ‘off the furniture
and the dishes. Or.were they sh1ppmg
all their household junk?

Amy and Jumbo would be busy. ‘He .
would be .in the way. No, that-was a .
lie. He was never in their way. He just-

didn’t wart to say -good-by ‘to them.
Held -see them on the. ship. - They'd
be: standing against the rail, .and held
wave -to them from -the -pier. He

climbed into-a-taxi and went to.a-res--

taurant.
He .dined alone, eating little, drmk-

ing: nothing but water. -After. dinner.

he.walked the streets, looking at -wom-
en;.and looking.away.

The boat: was scheduled ‘to sml at
midnight, flood -tide. He was -on -the
dock at ten.

He walked the length of the dock

shed. Below, where overalled and shirt-
sleeved men sweated and shouted as
they -trucked barrels and cases and
bales, where little-cars ran on narrow
gage tracks—as they ran:on the gantry
top—bringing stores into the reach of
the vessel’s derricks. Past and around
bales of ‘cotton arid tobaceo and crates
of machinery and motors, stepping-out
of the:path of pleasure-cars and trucks,
sniffing a thousand smells, looking into
shadows, -seeing everythmg, seeing
nothing.

And above. Past and .around and

through "hordes of hurrying, excited,

- looking at women, looking-away.

‘ARGOSY . .

gabbling people, 'men and ‘women who -
spoke in a hundred :different tongues, -
porters wheeling ‘hand- trucks piled
with label-covered luggage, white-
coated stewards standing -mnear the
gangplanks, government :officials, -occa-
sional policemen, ship’s officers, pas-
sengers standing in line and moving
slowly ‘in frent of a ‘booth at which

* they exhibited their tlckets and theu‘-

passports. . |
He.did not gee" her

‘E saw Amy and ]umbo arnve,_.
‘with a ¢rowd of sand hogs.car-.
rying their suitcases-and cursing

the porters who tried to take them. He,
stepped back into shadow, and watched

as they went up ‘the gangplank, - They

might be-going up the gantry:steps, so

noisy and rough. and blasphemous. they..
were, so eager, so hilariously. gay. Mul-
roy was with-them, throwing rice at .
the laughing.bride, and.old shoes. at the. .
limping bridegroom. He -carried. the.
shoes in a:baskét. .And.he threw- them
with unerring aim. .-,

Shocker did not call to them Hc,.v
could .not run -to them. - He .walkked
about, - for . hours,: it. seemed to. him,
He
strolled out :to .the street, and came
back again into the shed, looking
through dirt-glazed windows and the
open gangways -at the people on the
ship, happy, excited, well-dressed -peo-
ple lining the rails, -calling, waving
their lnnds, spitting -into the river far
below them. °

‘He knew where jumbo s cebm was. .
He heard Jumbo roaring. He heard
other familiar voices—high and shrill
they seemed, as they sounded in-'the
tunnel. There must be a grand party
in progress there. A hundred-sand hogs
or more, coming.and going. And every
man' jack -of them -telling Jumbo he’d
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be in Samoa in a few weeks to help
build the tunnel to Tahiti. The tunnel
to Tahiti! A lie created out of loving
kindness to save a sand hog's pride and
to give him a new lease on life.

He could not distinguish what was
said. But he knew. It was as though
he were present.

“Here's to you, Jumbo. Here's to
ye, b'y. Jumbo, your bleedin’ health.
We'll be wi’ you, Jumbo mon. Bum
voy-age! Here’s how. Here's how!”

Amy would not be there. She’d be
on deck somewhere, walking alone,
looking at the stars or the lights. She
had no women friends to see her off, to
say good-by to her.

It was her honeymoon, but Jumbo’s
farewell party.

He grew frantic as the hour of de-
parture neared; when the puffing little
tugs made fast to the ocean greyhound,
when her siren startled the night, when
he heard the stewards crying, “All
ashore.”

He had not found her,

The last loads were put aboard. The
gangplanks were hauled in, running
over little rollers into the shed, Ropes
were cast off. And the steamer began
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to go, stern first into the rippling Hud-
son River.

Shocker wiped his sweating face. He
was perspiring freely. Yet he felt cold.
He walked through crowds of peole
again, shouting, hand-waving people,
people he didn’t know, people he knew
too well—sand hogs shouting, “ So
long, Jumbo!” sand hogs cursing and
fighting each other, sand hogs as drunk
and full of fun as though it were a
wake. :

He walked to the far end, through a
door, onto a tiny platform where the
wind blew strong. He saw Jumbo,
standing against the railing at the
prow, and he saw Amy at his side. He
waved to them, but did not shout.

The tugs were taking the liner fast
to midstream where she would turn.
It was all over. It was done. He
watched the ship for a little time, a
beautiful thing, a picture done in
lights.

He turned to go. And she was com-
ing through the doorway toward him,
tear-stained, white, a slim girl in a gray
dress and a gray fedora hat—coming
to wave a last good-by to love.

He took her in his arms.

THE END.
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JAMES STEVENS

Author of the Paul Bunyan stories, of “ Rainhow Momning,” ete.

SKETCHING my life-is a job akin to un-

scrambling eggs, for the sum of my years

is a marvelously mixed jumble of experiences.

I was born in a sleepy Towa village in 1892,
and lived there until my tenth year. Then
chance shifted me to a rough and rowdy ex-
istence in the foothills

on Stroud dump wagons, packed with them in
the sugar pine mountains of northem Cali-
fornia, And [ survived it all w}Lhout a solitary
mule scar! Even to-day, the .imaginative and
sardonic .mule remains my favorite animal:
In 1914 I became a confirmed logger; and
three years later I jour-

of- the Seven Devils
Range in Idaho. My
father was a ‘dry-land
rancher, and an uncle
owned a’ small white
pme sawmlll For five
yéars 1 enjoyed the
company of profane
cow hands, loony sheep-
herders, and fighting
horse-loggers. I suffered
Iittle formal schooling.
At fifteen I shouldered
a balloon (blanket roll)
and started traveling in
a . side - door Pullman.
The West was_ booming
then, despite the panic
of 1907, and from the
government railroad in
Alaska to the canal in
Panama huge construc-
tion jobs were under
way. During the next

neyed overseas'with the
~162nd * Infantry, ohce
1t the 3rd Oregon. My
year and a  half in
France was placld even
dull. I was an automatic
rifle instructor..The fact
that I was the worst
- shot in the company did
not bother me—or my

superiors. My job “was
tortalle s
When the war was

over I stopped talking
and returned to work in
the woods. Six years
later I began writing
stories about Paul Bun-
yan, the legendary hero
of the loggers; and I'm
still making my living
by the typewriter. 'My
wife and I travel con-
siderably, ranging

five years I worked and
roved in all the States west of the Rockies.
I skun the desert mule and learned a solid
appreciation for this unsung hero of the great
open spaces. I have jerk-lined mules on freight
wagons and Stockton plows, walloped ’‘em
four abreast on Fresno scrapers, in three-ups

around from the -old
Michigan pinenes to the Oregon coast. In
1928 I went to the Argentine and 'the Amazon
on a freighter, but the trip did not thrill me
much. I don’t like foreign parts; I like the
Oregon Cascades, ham and eggs, brown-
paper cigarettes—and mules.
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The Readers’ Viewpoint

Arcosy pays $1 for each letter printed. Send your letter to ** Argonotes” Editor, Arcosy, 280
Broadway, N. Y, C.

OULD rather have Arcosy than

a harp:
Colonia Dublan,
Chihuahus, Mexice.

I am sending you a one dollar bill for a three-
month subscription to Arcosv. That dollar was
hard to capture and hold on to long enough te
get It into a letter, but I must have the Arcosy.
1 have been reading the magazine off and on—
when I had the price—ever since it was & boys'
magazine in a green cover, with a picture of the
good old galleon on it. That must have been
‘way back in 1880-1-2.

Then I read it in the Philippine Islands, when
I was a soldier during the Philippine insurrection,
and after. [ think it subsequently changed title
to Argosy-Allstory. Still later, I read it in China,
and by that time it was Allstory Weekly. But it
always contained the best of stories, and kept up
to standard.

Now I'm sixty-two years old, and am reading
it down In old Mexico.—I'm afraid it's too much
to hope that when I'm dead I'll still be able to
get Arcosy. I'd rather have it than a harp, at that !

Unlike some of your readers, I can't see any-
thing at all the matter with the magazine, and
you'll admit I've read {t over a good many years.
It suits me perfectly. May your shadow never
grow less. i

Joun H. Fowrer.

“RIPPING ” to a Bahaman:

Nassau N. P., Bahamas.

I believe that the Arcosy is used by every per-
son who reads good books or magazines. Even
the residents of tiny Nagsau in the Bahamas get
their share—and I mine. b

While “spring clcaning ™ about four years ago,
i picked up a dirty, coverless magazine to throw
away. Out of curiosity I opened it, and ever
since then I have been reading the Arcosv.

The first copy was good and every other one
that T have scen was equally good. Paul Stahr
is an excellent cover designer; whenever he does
the cover work the magazine is good—hut espe-
cially so the story that the picture illustrates.
W. C. Tuttle, Bill Adams and W. McL. Raine

are positively ripping as writers. The others are
good, but often they let the heroes do too many
wonderful things without getting harmed. This
is sickening, because no human being can do those
things and get off as lightly as their heroes do.
The story called “ Picture Rock " is the sort of
story I like, because the hero nearly lost. You
have no idea how I enjoyed that story, solely
because it was as it was.
FREEMAN SMITH.

W ANTS sad endings:

Silver City, N. M.

For the past four years I have heen a most
ardent reader of your magazine, the Arcosv.
During this time I have missed but three editions
of it. 2

Two stories in your September 22 issue cause
me to write to you. The first, “ Shula Set,” by
Jay Lucas; the second, " Kingdom of the Lost,”
by Loring Brent. For years I have been reading
stories and seeing movies in which the outcome
is always the same; i. e., at the end the heroine
and the hero kiss and live happily ever after. But
in “Shula Set” the outcome of the fight is not
known until Skula’s return. This ending came
‘very near to what I have been waiting for,
though not quite. Again the hero recovers and
the heroine marries the boy!

In “Kingdom of the Lost"” the outcome is
magnificent. In many ways it is true to life;
one or the other of the leads perishes, leaving the
other to live a life of sorrow and remorse. Very
few are the stories or movies that dare to use
this ending. Very few are the authors who are
willing to give to the public this realistic but in-
finitely sadder ending.

Let me congratulate your magazine for having
printed this story, and may Loring Brent and
Jay Lucas write more stories with this type of
ending.

T HE Legend of Ys:

Poughkeepsie, N. Y.
By an interesting coincidence, I laid down the
current Arcosy to-night and picked up a book
on the chdteaux of France. What should I find

RAY STEYSRAL.

141



142 ARGOSY

but the legend of the drowned city of Ys- (here
called Is) with. the golden key to the city gates,
the wicked Dahut and all. The local version
differs somewhat from Mr. Merritt’s - excellent
story, ‘“Creep, Shadow!” in that the hero was
not a native Breton, but a Norseman who opened
the. gates to avenge the murder of his brother,
one. of the Dahut’s lovers.” He was wunable to
escape, and perished, along with the wicked
Dahut and her Druid magician. The legend
further states that the lost city, after being puri-
fied by the waves, was raised by the local saint
and was turned into a monastery which remains
to-day as the City of Mont St. Michel.

Of course there may be -other versions of this
legend. Mr. Merritt may have used one, or per-
haps even made one up himself. But it was inter-
esting to rum across a confirmation .of its source.
e F. P. CracIn.

. AMANHATTAN adventurer'
5 THE ADVENTURER.

T've roam.ed ‘o’er” every to_ntment,
T've sailed the seven seas.

T've slept in a gaudy Arab tent,

* And in hellholes of disease.

My years:now total three'score nlne,

From Timbuctoo to Singapore,
From ‘Greenland to Peru,

My feet know ev ry foreign shore—
My eyes know ev'ry view. :

T've seen the tiger in his lair,
And caught the mighty whale,
I've trod where angels never dare—
And lived to tell the tale!

Y've scaled the |ce-capped Everest,
And combed the ‘ocean bed.” . .
I've even sat upon the crest.
Of the Silent Desert Head!

I've skied the.slopes of Switzerland,
Flshed “in. ‘the* Canbbean. e
Traded furs -at-Samarkand,’
And pmyed in Palestine.

T've settled -down to Téverie—-. . :
To read and!live’ and match’ with: mine
The thrills I ﬁnd in Arcosy.

\
Hzmw GERSHWIN,

NV Eityr

LOOKING

Blood qm the Moon

To Fat Deckler, whose reputation had always sought the shadows,
- in the Caribbean seemed the ideal spot from which to kidnap an heiress.—
" Later, he wondered how he could have been so dumb.—A sw-lit novelette by

Eu-taee l.. Adams o

yacht 7

- Riders
of the
' Night

What happens when a dangerous crook lets
down for a few ‘moments’ fun on a merry-go-
round . -

Short Story
‘b
- Theodore
Boscoe "

e

' West Coast Spoils
Fleeing from the West African Con-
‘stabulary, a white man finds_he ‘has’
taken refuge aboard a hell ship bound

for jungle disaster. A novel by
F. V. W. Mason -

Everybody wanted him, nobody would
claim .him, yet they all fought over him  [|..
—that damned nuisance of a: razorbackn;
hawg in Southern: mountams

Razorbaek

A novel- :
ette by 4y

Rnymond S: Spears 5

' COMING TO YOU IN NEXT WEEK'S ARGOSY—NOVEMBER 10




ADVERTISING

SECTION

(lassified Advertising
!l'hc Purpou of this Department is to put tho reader
edlately with the newest needfuls for (he
HOMJL OFF[CE FARM. or PERSON: to offer, or
beek, an unusual BUSINESS ormn‘riJNu‘\ or w
sugeest & service thst may
through ocorrespondence. It will puy & hou

business man equally well to read these ldver:ll_vcmenu
carefully,

Classified Forms Close Two Months in Advance.

COWBOY POEMS

LIMITED OFFER—25 COWBOY POEMS 250—Neat booklet
form. Home ou the Runge. Zebra Dun, Get Along Little Doxlen.
and other popular old numbers. Bemit coln or stsmys. Batisfao

tion guaranteed. Tom Davidson, Hox 121, Galveston, Texss.
DETECTIVES
ﬂUALIFV FGR DETECTIVE WDIK. Make Secret Investiga-
Esrn Big Money. Easy and Experlence

Fascinating w
euelun Open to all nltlmllltls Writs, FBEE particulars.
Unlud Detective E)swn 1623-M, W. Grand Ave., Chicago, IIL

DETECTIVE INSTRUCTION

BEMIE A SUCCESSFUL DETECTIVE. BXPERIENCE
WRITE TODAY FOR FREE DETECTIVR

PAPER AND INSTRUL‘TIDNS NATIONAL BYSTEM, 40-F
ELECTRIC BLDG., OMAHA, NEB|

MISCELLANEOUS

YOU WANT AGENTS AND SALESMEN TO SELL
Yﬂlll MERCHANDISE? Men and women who are educated
personal salesmanship and &now the house-to-house,
lnd store canvassing proposition. These advertisers are getting
them year in .n\! year ou: nnd there are thousands wmore for
you among the readers of the Munsey Magarines. Our Classified
Secvice Bnmu will gladly show you how to use this section
most profitably sad st the least cost, Write to-day to the
CLASSIFIED MANAGER, MUNB!Y COMB[VAT[O\
280 Broadway, New Y

office

OLD GOLD AND DIAMONDS
WANTED—OLD GOLD, DIAMONDS

MAIL us your old gold testh—old or broken fewelry—
"‘q‘e.—'ltche.—dlllloﬂdl—lllvn. Cuh by returm
. Goods returned In 16 days if you'rs not eatisfied.

OEIO BMELTING CO. (Eat. 1900)
315

A Hippodrome Bldg.. Cleveland, Ohto.
PERSONAL
WE BUY LINGOLN HEAD PENNIES. WILL PAY U'P TO
180 BACH ARE OLD. INDIAN
Pl WOBTH U'P lM EACH. SEND ch FOB
TALOG. CONTINENTAL COIN CO., FH-1I: W,

BUYING CA'
JCHEBON, CHICAGO.

WARNINGS of

Prostate Trouble

Nervous Debilily. Frequent Night Bising, Leg Pains, Lame Back,
Lumbagn. Sexuai Weakness, Kidney sad Bladder Troubls, Chronic
Cortlipntion, Despondency, Restlessness st Night sre only some of
the atlments, dlfferlug in (ndivlduals, that can often he sscribed (o
lesier of the Prostate Gland.

THOUSANDS AFFLICTED

Thousands of men {n every community Auffer from these aliments.
wenknesses and otner physical shorlcomings without knowing thal
very freguently (hey are caused by prostalic failure.

MANY DOCTORS ENDORSE MASSAGE
Massaging for the slleviation of Prostate Trouble 15 az old as time,
and some of the most outstandlng authorlties in the medical pro
fession recommend massage as a Rafe effective -
treatment.  (Sce Reference Book of the Medica)

Sciences, Vol. VII, 3rd Edition.t

USE “PROSAGER"”

—2 new Inventior whick enables any man to
massage hls Prostale Gland ln the privacy of
his home.

It often bringa relfef with the first treat-
ment and must help or it costs you nothing.
No Drugs or Electrirlty.

UNSOLICITED LETTERS

OF GRATITUDE
Eacii month we recelze scores of unsollcited let- 3
ters of gratitude snd appreciation from users of INVENTOB
the P'roager—having thousands of users we no doubt can reler
Prostule ercré to comeone” in thelr own homa town who are
enthusinstic Ir tbeir praise of the remarkable benefits received.

FREE BOOKLET EXPLAINS TRIAL OFFER

4 one cent post card with yotir name and address plainly written 4
ali that ¢a arcrssary, addrese card (o

MIDWEST PRODUCTS CO.

B-1400, KALAMAZOO, MICH.

20 Otherw'" ot s Bty Y s A
e

8 (0 o—Busine
c.?.‘.'.ﬂie.i‘:;.“:‘:‘ ot ‘ﬂm...;‘

PLAYS, ETC.

PLAYS, OPERETTAS, ol min-
ptrel first-parts with gong programs, hl.ckhne 'kiu. vludev!.ue

., monologs, dinlogs, recitations, )uvenlle plays_and song:
m’l:k:-l readings, entertainments, I Cnnog (M
o 8. Denison & Co., 623 Bo. Vubnh. Dept. 42, Chicagc.

PATENTS AND INVENTIONS

d Trade Marks escured. Low special terma.
Pre) ']::t':;t:rpunﬂnc.e free. Personal, mlmuu service. 37 yoars'

Write todsy for éﬂunua 12-page  Hool (ree,
L F. .

TIONS CGHHERCIALIIED Plhnml or_unpatented,
s-"""" ALl ption or model, ite for inf

ket wrl orma.-
In business 30 nua Comnlete mumu Adam Fisher
oo-uny 249 Earight, 8t. Louis,

WANTED TO BUY

UP YO $50.00 Fllﬂ FDF INDIAN HEAD CENTS, Halt
Cents $250.00; Largo Cents $2.009. 8end Dime for Ut
Romanocoinshop, Dopt. 283, Bvﬂnsﬂulﬂ ass.

PEN PALS

ALL OVER THE WORLD

Make New Friends ! Thoumndn of
Ral| S Both

benh.ip in Internationai Engine
fes. Noduss! Your Nams and

RAILROAD
STORIES MAGAZINE

Detalls io Every Issue. Ask four News Dealer
or Send 16¢ to 280 Brnadway, New York City
(200 tn Canade).

Picture Club. No initiation
Address Prinied FREE in

In onswering sny sdvoriteoment on (Mo page (t (s desirable that gou montion this magamne.
143



ADVERTISING SECTION

Thrill-
Maddened

Dangerous,
Rouged...

Rum-

Ridden

Riding to
Death

Don’t miss this series of “startling true.stories about the female bandits

of ‘this modern age. Read:

“SUICIDE SAL”

The cigar-smoking rhymer who' rode a trail of death'beside'the Bloody Barrows. The
murderess who terrified Texas—Bonnie Parkerl

Watch for—!
““THE GETAWAY MOLLS OF i “THE IRON WIDOW”

‘DILLINGER” i| The -crimson career of Irene :Schroeder,
"The Saga of ‘Sweet ‘Pea Mary and the! ‘who took her .baby boy on her cnmmai
notorious ‘Gifl in Red. One ‘hid ‘him and, trail of death.
the other .sold ‘him.
s “LONE SHE-WOLVES”
¢
“WIDOWS.OF THE GUN '| :She hated men—and gave men deadly rea-
The.painted ladies .who live in luxury with | sons ‘to fear “her “hatred—Sally Scott, ‘the
their underworld kmgs, while the wives Godless Girl.

e “DOLLS OF DEATH”
THE LADY FROM PARADISE The molls who ilure gangland’s victims to

The ‘woman -whose sinister ‘plots made her | .the spot and seal ‘their fate with ‘kisses of
‘man feared by four- States—Kitty Kelly! . death.

By HOWARD McLELLAN

beginning in the November '10 issue

Detective Fiction Weekly

10c At all news-stands October 31 10c

In anewiring tMa adverilaoment™ it ds “$hGE - you “meontion “tMa - ” 6 A—-‘;
o & 14
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...Nowin
his OWN
Business.

L. A, Eagles took in $200 his first
week. Harry Hill says: ‘‘Paid for
homewith H-B Rug-Washer, Earned
$86 first day.”” IL. I. Ltiley overages
about $35 a day. C. 1t. Dergseth
writes, ““My profits run about $400
every month.,”” A. L. Mliller says,
~Have had II-B IRug-\Vasher &
years—have earned as high as $92
a day.’”” Many others make §125 to
$200 per week, Thousands earning
quick, cazy profits. Llectricity does
the work. Finishes rugs like new,
on customer's floor. Hundreds of
L customers in your vicinity and near-
by towns, Write today for booklet.
FREE Book Scnd today (no obligation) for booklet illus-
trating Rug-Washer and telling how you can
earn Jarge profits at prices below other methods ; how you can
build a permanent year around busipess; and how you can pay on
easy terms. Enjoy a larger income, Write today—NOW,

H.B. Company, 646-N, H.B. Bldg., Racine, Wis. |

EASY TERMS

Inexpensivé equipment,
No shop necessary.
Backed Dby  $58,000,000
Company. Used by the
Unlted States Govern-
ment and_Statler Fotel
System.  Every machine
guaranteed.

LEARN AT HOME

Are you adult, alert, ambitious,willing tostudy?
Investigate LAW! We guide you step by step—
furnish all texts, including 14-volume Law Libra-
ry. Training prepared by leading law professors
and given by members of bar. Degree of LL.B.
conferred. Low cost, easy terms. Send NOW
forFree,64-page*“Law Training for Leadership.”

LaSalle Exiension Universily, Dept. 1136-L, Chicago

~ MAGIC CASE HANDS YOU

Take a beautlfully ennmeled Case
from your vest pocket, Preas a magic but-
utamahc% there ls o spark, a

A LIGHTED Cigare!

AGENTS!

Big P ofits—Easy

favorite brand—is dellvered to your

I)Pe. You PUFFand SMOKE. Arev-
olutloparylnvention, perfected, guar-
anteed, amazingly low priced. G Mnﬂ"c -
Case for 16 Days’ Trial at our risk.

MAGIC CASE MFRS., Dept.S-4739
St, Louls. Mo.

Plan starts you.
Get trinl offer,

4234 Cozens Avenue

QUIT TOBACCO

The Health Products Company of Kansas City {s now
offering a2 NEW scientlfically prepared (reatment to aid
men and women banish quickly all desire for smoking,
chewlng or snult.
F E E Thousands have already proved success of
R this New Easy Way. Write today for
Y¥ree Booklet. Accept no subslitute. Write
HEALTH PRODUCTS CO.
733 Manulacturara Exch. Blidg. Kansas Clty, Mo,

Kidneys Cause Much
| Trouble Says Doctor

Successful Prescription Helps Remove Acids—
Works in 15 Minutes.

Dr. T. J. Rastelli, famous English sclentist, Doctor of
Medicine and Surgeon, saya: ‘“You can't feel well if your
Kidneys do ot “unction right, because your Kidneys
affect your entire body.”

. Your blood circulaies 4 times a minute through 9 mil-
lion tiny, delicate tubes in your Kidneys which are en-
dangered by drasiic, irritating_drugs, modern foods and
drinks, worry. and exposure. Beware of Kidney dysfunc-
tion if vou sufler from Night Rising. Leg Pains, Nervous-
ness, Dizziness, Circles Under Eyes, Acidily, or Loss of Pep.

Dr. Walter R. George, for many years Health Director
of Indianapolis, says: *‘Insufficient Kid-
ney excretions are the cause of much
needless suffering with Aching Back,
Frequent Night Rising, Itching. Smart-
g, Burning, Painful Joints, Rheumatic
Pains, Headaches, and a generally run-
down body. I am of the opinion that
the prescription Cysiex corrects such
functional conditions. It aids in flush-
ing poisons from the urinary tract, and
in freeing the blood of retainced toxins,
Cystex deserves the indorsement of all
doctors.” If you suffer from Kidney
and Bladder dysfunction, delay eéndan-
2. ; gers your vitality, and you should not
br. W Jose a single minute in starling to iake
r. W. R Georg® (ho doctor's special prescription called
Cystex (pronounced Siss-tex) which helps Kidney funec-
tions in a few hours. It starts work in 15 minutes.
Genily tones, soothes, and cleans raw. sore membranes.
Brings new energy and vitality in 48 hours. It is helping
millions of sufferers and is guaranteed to fix you up and
make you fecl like new in 8 days. or money back on
return of empty package. Get guaranteed Cystex from
your druggist today.

Play A Tune

In 10 Minutes ~48

On your Spanish Gullar, Uke, Tenor Banjo,
Mandolln or Banjo Mandolin, No knowl-
edge of muslc necessary.
tice. Play first by number, then
by naote.
Player to your favorite in-
strument-——press numbered
keys and play,

FREE

instruction book
with numbered tunes
: and chords comes with

every E-Z Player., Start
playing popular tunes by
number right ofi the reel. Be
the life of the party—tihe center
nf attraction—a radio star. Don't
wait. Write loday for 3-Day Free
Trial Offer and Special Guilar Val-
ues. A posicard will do.

FERRY SPECIALTIES, INC.
Dept. 2511 Evanston, Il

3

ON YOUR GUNS!

Don’t let your guns stand idle in
the corner, accumulating cobwebs,
waiting for that “drcam” hunting
trip. Use those gumns regularly
right at home to improve your shooting
and win valuable prizes.

Send six cents in stamps for full informa-
tion about the National Rifle Association
plan for improving your shootling, at
home=——ond a sample copy of THE
AMERICAN RIFLEMAN magazine.

NATIONAL RIFLE ASSOCIATION
874 Barr Bullding Washington, D. C.

ARE THER




[ﬂm no dirl larmer
bul [ was l)mughl up on a
tobacco farm and 1 know
mild ripe lobacco..

/mn(' « (' /zf’s/fr/ eld

Down where tobacco
is grown folks say . . .
“Il’s no wonder that so many people
smoke Chesterfield cigarettes.
“To begin with they buy mild ripe

" tobacco...and then they age it.

“It costs a lot of money. .. but
it’s the one way 1o make a milder, bet-
ter-tasting cigarette.”




	0001_page001.tiff
	0002_page002.tiff
	0003_page003.tiff.png.bg
	0004_page004.tiff.png.bg
	0005_page005.tiff.png.bg
	0006_page006.tiff.png.bg
	0007_page007.tiff.png.bg
	0008_page008.tiff.png.bg
	0009_page009.tiff.png.bg
	0010_page010.tiff.png.bg
	0011_page011.tiff.png.bg
	0012_page012.tiff.png.bg
	0013_page013.tiff.png.bg
	0014_page014.tiff.png.bg
	0015_page015.tiff.png.bg
	0016_page016.tiff.png.bg
	0017_page017.tiff.png.bg
	0018_page018.tiff.png.bg
	0019_page019.tiff.png.bg
	0020_page020.tiff.png.bg
	0021_page021.tiff.png.bg
	0022_page022.tiff.png.bg
	0023_page023.tiff.png.bg
	0024_page024.tiff.png.bg
	0025_page025.tiff.png.bg
	0026_page026.tiff.png.bg
	0027_page027.tiff.png.bg
	0028_page028.tiff.png.bg
	0029_page029.tiff.png.bg
	0030_page030.tiff.png.bg
	0031_page031.tiff.png.bg
	0032_page032.tiff.png.bg
	0033_page033.tiff.png.bg
	0034_page034.tiff.png.bg
	0035_page035.tiff.png.bg
	0036_page036.tiff.png.bg
	0037_page037.tiff.png.bg
	0038_page038.tiff.png.bg
	0039_page039.tiff.png.bg
	0040_page040.tiff.png.bg
	0041_page041.tiff.png.bg
	0042_page042.tiff.png.bg
	0043_page043.tiff.png.bg
	0044_page044.tiff.png.bg
	0045_page045.tiff.png.bg
	0046_page046.tiff.png.bg
	0047_page047.tiff.png.bg
	0048_page048.tiff.png.bg
	0049_page049.tiff.png.bg
	0050_page050.tiff.png.bg
	0051_page051.tiff.png.bg
	0052_page052.tiff.png.bg
	0053_page053.tiff.png.bg
	0054_page054.tiff.png.bg
	0055_page055.tiff.png.bg
	0056_page056.tiff.png.bg
	0057_page057.tiff.png.bg
	0058_page058.tiff.png.bg
	0059_page059.tiff.png.bg
	0060_page060.tiff.png.bg
	0061_page061.tiff.png.bg
	0062_page062.tiff.png.bg
	0063_page063.tiff.png.bg
	0064_page064.tiff.png.bg
	0065_page065.tiff.png.bg
	0066_page066.tiff.png.bg
	0067_page067.tiff.png.bg
	0068_page068.tiff.png.bg
	0069_page069.tiff.png.bg
	0070_page070.tiff.png.bg
	0071_page071.tiff.png.bg
	0072_page072.tiff.png.bg
	0073_page073.tiff.png.bg
	0074_page074.tiff.png.bg
	0075_page075.tiff.png.bg
	0076_page076.tiff.png.bg
	0077_page077.tiff.png.bg
	0078_page078.tiff.png.bg
	0079_page079.tiff.png.bg
	0080_page080.tiff.png.bg
	0081_page081.tiff.png.bg
	0082_page082.tiff.png.bg
	0083_page083.tiff.png.bg
	0084_page084.tiff.png.bg
	0085_page085.tiff.png.bg
	0086_page086.tiff.png.bg
	0087_page087.tiff.png.bg
	0088_page088.tiff.png.bg
	0089_page089.tiff.png.bg
	0090_page090.tiff.png.bg
	0091_page091.tiff.png.bg
	0092_page092.tiff.png.bg
	0093_page093.tiff.png.bg
	0094_page094.tiff.png.bg
	0095_page095.tiff.png.bg
	0096_page096.tiff.png.bg
	0097_page097.tiff.png.bg
	0098_page098.tiff.png.bg
	0099_page099.tiff.png.bg
	0100_page100.tiff.png.bg
	0101_page101.tiff.png.bg
	0102_page102.tiff.png.bg
	0103_page103.tiff.png.bg
	0104_page104.tiff.png.bg
	0105_page105.tiff.png.bg
	0106_page106.tiff.png.bg
	0107_page107.tiff.png.bg
	0108_page108.tiff.png.bg
	0109_page109.tiff.png.bg
	0110_page110.tiff.png.bg
	0111_page111.tiff.png.bg
	0112_page112.tiff.png.bg
	0113_page113.tiff.png.bg
	0114_page114.tiff.png.bg
	0115_page115.tiff.png.bg
	0116_page116.tiff.png.bg
	0117_page117.tiff.png.bg
	0118_page118.tiff.png.bg
	0119_page119.tiff.png.bg
	0120_page120.tiff.png.bg
	0121_page121.tiff.png.bg
	0122_page122.tiff.png.bg
	0123_page123.tiff.png.bg
	0124_page124.tiff.png.bg
	0125_page125.tiff.png.bg
	0126_page126.tiff.png.bg
	0127_page127.tiff.png.bg
	0128_page128.tiff.png.bg
	0129_page129.tiff.png.bg
	0130_page130.tiff.png.bg
	0131_page131.tiff.png.bg
	0132_page132.tiff.png.bg
	0133_page133.tiff.png.bg
	0134_page134.tiff.png.bg
	0135_page135.tiff.png.bg
	0136_page136.tiff.png.bg
	0137_page137.tiff.png.bg
	0138_page138.tiff.png.bg
	0139_page139.tiff.png.bg
	0140_page140.tiff.png.bg
	0141_page141.tiff.png.bg
	0142_page142.tiff.png.bg
	0143_page143.tiff.png.bg
	0144_page144.tiff.png.bg
	0145_page145.tiff.png.bg
	0146_page146.tiff.png.bg
	0147_page147.tiff
	0148_page148.tiff

