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CROSS AND DOUBLE CRO!

Missouri River Steamboat
Novelette

By MARTIN STEVERS
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None of This!

ELECTRICITY Becomes
Amazingly Easy When Taught

Without Bcoks

HY work at dull, uninteresting jobs

that will never pay you more than
$35, $40 or perhaps $50 a week? Make up
your mind now to become a master of
electricity! Train in 12 easy weeks to hold
down the kind of a job that pays $50 and
up to $200 a week, and which creates

IN9O

or LESSONS pavs

No Experience or Advanced
Education Needed

You don’t need one day’s previous electrical ex-
perience or any advanced education to master elec-
tricity the Coyne way. Some of our most successful
graduates never went farther than the 8th grade.

Earn While You Learn

By our special arrangement, our employ-

a constant demand for your services
nearly any place in the world! F R

ment department will help you locate part-
time work, if you want to earn while you

EE

No Books—No Class learn. And after graduation we give you
i 1 C i If YouAct Now the benefit of our FREE EMPLOYMENT
Electricity, as taught in the Great Shops R-R.Fare Service for life. Every week we secure as

of Coyne, is surprisingly easy to grasp.

will be refunded
upon enroll-

many as 40 positions for Coyne men.

That’s because we use no books or dry les- o i
sons. You learn by doing actual, prac- | U.s.% Chicago! Get FREE Book
tical experimenting on big, electrical ma- Radio Write today for my big book on elec-

chinery—finest outlay in the country. You
learn by doing—and you learn from the
ground up.
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Not a Correspondence School

Experts work right along with you every
step of the way. You get personal atten-
tion—it’s not a bit like trying to figure out
a lot of correspondence school pamphlets
and diagrams all by yourself. The Coyne Way
gives you real, sound knowledge that fits

3 truck

able if you
to start
business of
Bee cou=~
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course given ab-
solutely without

charge. Covers

new developmen;
thisfascinating

Auto
course, covering

tor electricity.
Especially valu=

tricity with over 150 photographs. Learn
what great opportunity Coyne Training
opens up for you. Also get full details of
my_ Big-3 Special offer. No obligation.
Mail the coupon now.

FREE BOOK Coupon

— e e — .
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and trace

ever want,
electrical

your own.,
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H. C. Lewis, Pres,
Coyne Electrical School, Dept. 57-30

- ? g o I 1300-10 W. Harri t.
youtodo practical electrical workin all its branches. [ Chicago, A ot |
Please send me your free catalog on electrieity and details of

ELECTR|CAL | vour 3 special offers. No obligation on my part. |
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You men have come back for the
Topkis Dollar Union Suit until now
it must be made by the millions!

In Topkis you get quality and vari-
ety of fabrics (plain and fancy patterns)
like high-priced underwear. And
Topkis is cut full and tailored to give
fit, comfort, freedom all the time.

Topkis Flatlock Biggest money’s worth a dollar buys.
opiis Fladock Seam A sk dealer for Topkis. Look for label.

Nine threads, instead

f 4 - -
?mlinlfa;::{}é{-m;:‘;:ﬁc Write us for free illustrared booklet
Istline, !}
st ey i B Torris BroTHERS COMPANY, Wilmmgton, Del.
est partof the garment. General Sales Offices: 93 Worth Screet, at Broadway, New York

Fancy madras,
plain madras,
white or color
stripe, silk stripes,
mercerized crepe,
pajama check.

Men's Union
Suits, $1. Shirts
and Drawers, 75¢c
each. Boys’ Union
Suits, 75c. Child-
ren's Waist Union
Suits, 50 and 75¢.
In Canada, Men's
Union Suits, $1.50.

AT THE TOP OF UNDERWEAR FAME STANDS THE TOPKIS NAME
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FRONTIER STORIES ADVERTISER

A thrill in A\
every mﬂe.

SWIFT spins in the Spring-laden
air — glorious week-end trips
through the budding countryside
— never-to-be-forgotten vaca-
tions — picnics galore! They're
all yours with the powerful Har-
ley-Davidson Twin.

Plenty of room in the sidecar for
a friend and your outfit. Upkeep
is only a fraction thecostof a car
— 2¢ per mile for gas, oil, tires
and all. You can buy a Twin as
lowas$310f.0.b.factory—on easy
Pay-As-You-Ride terms. See your
dealer—send coupon for catalog.

Hariey-Davinson Motor CoMmpany
Department A. F.

Milwaukee, Wisconsin )

The Single—our fa-
mous solo mount
that travels' ‘80 miles f“%
per gallon’ and is
priced at only §235,
complete, f.o.b,
factory.

Motorcycles

Twin and Single-cylinder models in a
wide range of prices, Get our cafal 7

TOR COu
VIDSON MO :
DE;YP R. Fn Milwaukees Wise

¥ 0 Twin ] Single

ted in
?c::;e;llumud catalog.

Severe Backaches or
Pains in Legs?
Fallen Arches May Be The Cause

Physicians have found that many ailments
such as spinal disorders, poor circulation,

bad nerves and indigestion can be traced
directly to fallen arches.

There’s a simple remedy that gives prompt
relief from these discomforting and danger-
ous foot troubles. LYNCO Muscle-Build-
ing Arch Cushions build up the foot to
normal position and Nature restores the
weakened muscles to health.

Instead of hard metal, LYNCO Muscle-Building Arch
Cushions are made of cellular rubber, encased in soft

pliable leather. These cushions are unusually light
weight and will fit in the shoes you now wear.

Consult your doctor, chiropodist, shoe
dealer, or write us for further details.

KLEISTONE RUBBER CO., Inc.
201 Cutler Street, Warren, R.1., U.S.A.

A YNCco




_ FRONTIER STORIES ADVERTISER

Identify the Lifeime

Here’s proof that “a thing

of beauty is a joy forever

This remarkable fountain pen has made unnumbered
thousands of brand new fountain pen users. It was
a pioneer in fountain pen beauty. It is a premier in
fountain pen performance. Built to last a lifetime, it
is puaranteed, not only apainst imperfections, but to
give unqualified high service. And that means that it
must withstand hard usape and always be in writing
trim. The maker puarantees to keep it so—without
any cost whatsoever to the owner—for a lifetime.
Topether with its excellent twin, the Titan pencil,
it has swept America with unprecedented success.

“Lifetime®"’ pen in green or black, $8.75, Ladies’, $7.50—pencil, $4.25

At better stores everywhere

SHEAFFERS

PENS:*PENCILS *SKR

W.A.SHEAFFER PEN COMPANY - FORT MADISON. IOWA.
HEW YORK - 80 FIFTH Aﬂ}l - m

en by rhis
¥
whize doe




I'RONTIER STORIES ADVERTISER

21 JEWEL ~Extra Thin

STUDEBAKER
The Insured Watch

—

TRAVEL

FOR

L o

$158 t $225 / FRANKLIN ISTUTE
M /

ONTH Bopl. 3414, Hochester, X, V.

-
i ) Rush 16 me, by return mall, free
W R“l'-".;’ Postal U_""“j L R formation, telling haw 1 can gt
Im,.-. e h;’”‘::‘,‘r' - C~ a U. 5. Government jub, Send sam
upn O men B r B 1 i i
ulvnru. 1% up. /L ple coaching
Muil Coupon Name...

- )
Today Sure! /S Addvess

i i ever be bi than your preparation,
3:::-: .?f-‘:".'ﬁ?;"ﬁi.’.p"{h'i r:wlrdn of early sucecss, FREE 64-Page
Books Tell How. Write NOW for bock yon = N
want, or mail coupon with yoor mame, present
pogition and sddress in margin TODAY‘,
O Higher Accountancy
O Ln?s'— Degree of LL.B. This Bool(
O Modern Salesmanship
O Traffic Management, FR EE
O Business Management d
O Business Correspondence Sen'
g Banking and Finance for it
Industrial Management
O Modern Foremanship NOwW
O Effective Speaking

LaSalle Extension University, Depl. 576-R, Chicago

e — —

A Sensational Offer!
Only $1.00 and you get the fam-
ous 21-Jewel StudebakerWatch
direct from factory! Balance |
in easy monthly payments| |
Lowest prices ever named on sim=
1lar quality. You save 30% to50%.
Ladies’ Bracelet Watches, Men's
Strap Watches, Diamonds and Jew-
eiry also sold on easy payments,
This Company {8 dirscted by the Studebaker Family
of Bouth Bend, known throughout the world for
three-quarters of a century of fair dealing, 100,000 /

satisfied customers. Send coupon at once for full
particulars of our amazing offer. LL
{

WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG!

A copy of our beautiful, new, six L s
color eatalog will be sent Free to anyone sending the ————
coupon below. Shows80 magnificent, new Art Beanty
cases and dinls. Latest desigms in yellow gold, green
giuld and white gold effects. Exquisite thin models,

ustcanrx-nq of the watchmaker’s craft,

Stadebaker 21-Jewal Watches bave 8 adiostmenta— heat,
cold, isochronism and 6 positions. An insurance policy is
given (rec—insuring the watch for your lifetime!

Special Offer: Watch Chain FREE

To those who writa nt once for free Catalog we will
Inclode particulars of our special offer of an 'xqulﬁro Watch
Uhnin fres, This offer ia good for a limited time oply. Send
the coupon at once—belare it expires.

STUDEBAKER WATCH COMPANY {
Lrirocted by the Studebaker Fomily—thres-quarters
af @ caniur o‘fj atr dealing

WATCHES ! S
"Dept. K.716  South Bend, Indiana BOOKS by
Canadian Address: Windsor, Ont,

—_— - = Clarence E. MULFORD
SPECIAL OFFER COUPON BLACK BUTTES

ot /10 ot wad, Indians COTTONWOOD GULCH
FPleaso send ma_your free Catalog of Advance
Watch Stylaaand particuiars of your§1 downoffer. HOPA.LONG CASSIDY RBTURNS
HOPALONG CASSIDY’S PROTEGE
BAR 20 RIDES AGAIN -

Dl‘leau wend me Jewalry Catalog frea,
Doubleday, Page & Co.

Name
Birest or R, F, D,
City or Poat Office.

L ——




FRONTIER® STORIES ADVERTISER
éta!ogu > New® Model Boiler
Maco of EXTRA STRONG,
. : heavy pure copper, with a

b-inch Solid Brass Cap
and Spout.
Basily cleaned. No Screw
cap, no threads to gel
out of order. No burn-
ing of hands, no trouble
in taking off cover. Cap
ecan be put on or taken
off In a second by =
simpla twist of the thumb-
screw on the top. Safe,
practical, simple and
durable. No article of
such quality and utllity
ever sold at such low
price. It's & low pressure
boiler and pasteurizer.
An ideal cooker for the
home. Nothing better for
general usages. It lasts
a lifetime and gives real
service and satisfaction.
Above are strictly cash
with order Factory prices.
Send money order or
checle Prompt shipment
in plain, strong box.
HOME MANUFACTURING CO.
Chicage, Illinois

Only can worth having.
Dept. 2573 18 E, Kinzie Street

A ~THE CONTROL OF BUSINESS

Accountants command big income, A~
Thousands needed. About9,000 Cer- [~
tified Public Accountants in U. S, /J
Many earn $5,000 to $20,000. We //
train you thoraly at home in your /ff
spare time for C. P. A, examina-
tions or execuotive acegunting
posifions. Previous bookkeep-
ingknowledgeunnecessary—
we prepare you from ground
up. Our training is super-
vised by Wm. B. Castenholz, A. M.,
C. P. A., aasisted by staff of C. P.
As. Low cost—eaay terms, Write
now for valuable 64 page book free.

This Book

FREE!

LaSalie Extension University, Dept. 576-H, Chicago

PIMPLES

Cleared up—often in 24 hours. To prove
vou can be rid of .Pimples, Blackheads, Acne
Eruptions on the face or body, Barbers’ Itch, Eczema, En-
larged Pores, Oily or Shiny Skin. simply send me your name
and address today—no cost—no obligation. CLEAR-TONE
tried and tested in over 100,000 éagseg—used like toilet water—
is simply magical in prompt results, You can repay the favor
by telling your friends; if not, the lossig mine. WRITE TopAY,

E. 5. GIVENS, 413 Chemical Bldg., Kansas City, Mo.

FOR BiGFE.R

‘Wa train you quickly, easily at homa in spare
. Earn while Jun ledarn, Many special features.

National Radia Institute, ME-!

IRRITATING RASHES

For quick, lasting relief from
itehing and burning, doetors prescribe

Resinol

Pocket HFen

A sturdy
dependable watch

OUR time is valuable; you want
to be prompt; you need a watch

you can depend on,

Pocket Ben tells the truth about
starting time, meal time, bed-time.
Carry him wherever you go. He's
as sturdy as he’s good looking-

Pocket Ben is Biz Ben’s little
brother. ‘“Westclox™” on his dial
stands for good time-keeping.

Sold everywhere for $1.50.
luminous night dial $2.25.

WESTERN CLOCK COMPANY
La Salle, Illinois

With




FRONTIER STORIES ADVERTISER *

PROFITS UP TO $675
OR MORE A MONTH

SALES INCREASED
2) 100% TO 400%

ICE BILLS CUT
33':% TO 66%/:%

SAVINGS UP TO
80% IN CLERK HIRE

Takes Floor

Space Only

3 Ft. Square

“LIQUID” BOTTLE COOLER
Now Clearing $10 to
Day for—

Candy Stores, Cigar Stores,
Grocard, Roadside Stands,
Auto Camps, Theatres, Play
Grounds, Fair Grounds,
Summer Resorts, Excursion
bLoats, Dance Pavilions,
Amusament Parks, Care
nivals, Ball Parks, Railroad
Stations, Office Bldg. Laobe
bies, Hotel Lobbies, Chain
Stores, CeneralStores, Dali-
catessen Stores, Biliard
Pariors, Bowling Alleys,
Fiiting Stations, Garages,
Waiting Rooms, Clubs, Goit
Courses, Cafeterias, Cof«
tee Sheps, Lunch Rooms,
Bathing BDeaches, Ice Cream
Parlors, Drug Stares, Etc.

New, Fast T
Way of Selling Bottled Drinks
HETHER you sell bottled drinks or have been passing

\1 up these profits because of the muss and bother of old
fashioned methods, read how the “Liquid”™ Bottler Cooler
makes drink selling as quick, clean, and easy as handing
out candy bars.

. No more unsanitary ice chests—no more sloppy tubs of
ice water—no more wet floors or cold hands. Tn the “Liquid"
tle Cooler 144 bottles are always sorted by flavors—a
5 ate cooling tube for each—8 tubes in all—and every
ne always filled with cold bottles in an ice water bath—
uickest cooling method known. To serve any flavor, take
warm bottle from reserve rack, push it in proper tube and
out comes a cold bottle on the other side. You can’t get a
cold bottle out until you push a warsm one in, 8o you can’t
run short. A glance at reserve rack tells you which flavors
are getting low and when to reorder.

Ice Savings Pay For It

**Sold 58 cases 1 day—profit $26.10," writes O, S. Station, Texas.
R 3, Philadelphia, says, **Ice savings paid for Cooler many times
ov Vhite, Dalla: va, " [ce congumption dropped from 1251bs,
a day to 50 Ibs. a day — 60% savings.” Martin, Minneapoclis, says,
“Saves me §15 a week inclerk hire.

Send for“Liquid Profits” Free

Read other amazing proofs in new Book **Liquid Profits.” Shows
photos of actual installations, Reproduction of Saturday Evening
Post color ads about "Liquid”™ Bottle Coolers—adas that are telling
milliona why to buy bottled drinks from dealern who serve them
this new way,

“Liquid’” Bottle Conlerlookslike $200
to §500 value yet costs only $100 on
easy ferms. One man paid entire pur-
chase price from first 5 days” profits!
Big drink season is at hand—get all the
facts now.
¢ -

Send This to
The Liquid Carbonie Carporalion,
Dept. P-4, 3100 S. Kedzie Ave., Chicago, Il

for Free Book “Liquid Profits” and Easy Terms on
The “Liquid” Bottle Cooler.

NOTIR S o5 ua s0vrs e asibin vk v 00s oo b
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L
dustria) orgunizations.
tifle traffie training cifect big eavings
1nrthdrnm-m§nmmd big salurics,
Pay Their Traffic Managers
Over $20,000 a Year
Prr:épm at home in your spare time, )
u ngum
Low cost; easy terms, 'l would not
tuke §50,000 for my k'“nwlii“di.e nB{lgEmc
tes H. E. Stiffier
Marion,Ohie. Send now for $l-page book— FREE!
LaSalie Extension University, Dept. 576-T, Chicago
When you finish course we assist you Lo gel & position, 1-
ENCE OF CRIME DETECTION" by Johu D. Connors detec-
tive and finger print expart, frains you ot home in ten weeks.
| Training Dept. 48C
CONNORS DETECTIVE AGENCY, New Haven, Conn.
Firms in peed of deteciives, wrile as,
-
Free Trial Treatment
sent on request.  Ask for my * “pay-when reduced” offer,
out starvation diet or burdensome exercise, often at a
ra,u.-J rate. Lot me send you proof Bt my enxpenze.
DR. R. NEWMAN, Licensed Physician.

Three Detroit Firms
er supervision of trafhe -
¢, wri
Traffic Mansger, Marion Steam Bhovel Co,,

We train you 1o be a real detective and socrot servics operator,
| Course used in traiviog our own men. Wrile for particulars,
I have successfully reduced thousands of persons, with-
| State of N. Y. 286 Fifth Ave., N. Y. Desk M

Edgar Wallace

King of mystery writers—do
you know his thrilling books?

A KING BY NIGHT

| THE TERRIBLE PEOPLE

THE DOOR WITH 7 LOCKS
THE RINGER

Doubleday, Page & Co.
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SER

HairAnaIwir
FREE

If You Are Troubled with falling hair,
itehing scalp, or dandruff, send a sample
of your hair (ordinary combings will do)
to Professar Maurice Scholder, the re-
Pras. Ro nowned seslp speclalist, for FREE test.
One of Prof.  Professor Scholder will then send you a
Seholder’s many personal report, with recommendations
Jamous palionts for vour individual case. There is no
charge far this analysis, It pluces you under no obliga-
tion whatever, Thousands of men and women have been
cuted of gealp ailments and baldness by following the ad-
vice of this famous specialist.
FREE ANALYSIS COUPON:
Mail today, enclosing samples of your hair.
FPROFESSOR SCHOLDER INSTITUTE AF-6
101 W. 42nd St., New York, N. Y.

Roosevelt

Name

AQArosS secanevrrarssnsssssmnsspisrenepiassnsnuossnns

Ta n]l Gem-Loveru enswering this ad we will send this
month ABSOLUTELY FREE, all chargea prepaid, a one
carat perfect cut and polished CALIFORNIA ROSE DIA-
MOND of exquisite beaanty, We do this to advertise our
marvelons NEW GEM the CALIFORNIA STEEL BLUE
DIAMOND, not a genuine diamond but positively matching
SIDE BY SIDE the finest §500.00 first water diamond in
cut-brillianey, and dazzling rainbow fire. Amazingly low
in priee, briiliancy guaranteed for life. Mall posta %lod-

for FREE GEM and actual photos of Steel Blue Diamond.

California Diamond Co, Dept. 11 Monwrey,clls

STUDY AT HOME

cess in huaman -nd publie hfe
im.lupendunt
than ever beafore.
honl are headed by men with ]ega.i trum-

Groalur gpur:uniuu

$S.00° to $10,000 Annually

2 We guida you step blg step.
during spare time. Degree of LL.B.
LaSalle stodsnts found among g
stats. We furnish all text mlturlal incloding fourteen-vol
Law Library. Low cost, sasy ma. Get our valuable 108
L Guide’* and - Evidence’ BooRAFIRE, Send for themN

LaSaile Extension University, Dep‘.S!’S-I., Chicago

The World's Largest Businaess Training Inst

Xun can train at bome
conferred.
racticing attorneys of every

lume

O

PISO’S
fercoughs

Quick Relief! A pleasant effective syrup
5¢c and 60c sizes.
And externally, use PISO'S
Throat and Chest Salve 35¢

Joseph Conrad:
THE FIRST AND LAST
of Conrad’s work—
TALES OF HEARSAY

four stories that span thirty
years

AT ALL BOOK STORES

o

The clearness and sparkle of

Ansco prints explain  their

popularity better than all the
words in the world

—the counter-sign

of good film

IGHT at your elbow in scores
of the stores that you visit
every day is the handy Ansco Dis-
penser—the best possible assur-
ance of fine, fresh film.

You'll never know how good
your camera really is until you've
tried it out with Speedex! Buy
from the Ansco Dispenser. You'll
never have trouble getting “°6 out
of 6.

And when it comes to cameras, Temem-
ber that Ansco carried off the Sesqui-
centennial Gold Medal for excellence

in manufacture and de

Sign.

ANSCO

The Jm‘m.rran of
9"’6]”{!’”5 ?3 J’l m,
of putting the firss
band and srudio cam-
erax on the American

marker and of Feimg
the firse r1a esvablish
@ full ling of prefes-
siomal smppliss, all
belomgs 1o Anrca.

- (57 832 =

Ansco Photoproducts, Inc.
Binghamton, N. Y.

‘\PHOTOGRAPHS LIVE FOREVER;/’
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W.L. DOUGLAS

¥5.10%8

Yhoes for Men

Tt :i'l|||w~ Il

Smart Russia Brogue, Lurrtuly $7
styled for right now

The Proof of a Shoe
7s in the weczm'ng of 7t

That explains why, for half a cen-
tury, W. L. Douglas shoes have
won an ever increasing patronage.

W. L. Douglas shoes have always
given the best—in style, comfort,
service and value. The oxford
shown here is a typical example of
what $7.00 will buy in a Douglas
shoe,

Men's Shoes §5 to $8
Women's Shoes $5 and $6
Bays’ Shoes $4 and §$5

AMERICA'S BEST KNOWN SHOES

W. L. Douglas stores in prin-
cipal cities and shoe dealers
everywhere are now showing

new Douglas styles

W. L. DOUGLAS SHOE COMPANY

Brockton, Massachusetts

cAction a-plenty!

Here are books filled with the
spirit of the old West—the
kind that will keep you sitting
up till all hours.

By CLARENCE E. MULFORD

Black Buttes

Rustler’'s Valley

Hopalong Cassidy Returns
Hopalong Cassidy’s Protege
Bar 20 Rides Again

By WILLIAM MacLEOD RAINE

Roads of Doubt
Troubled Waters
The Desert's Price
Bonanza

By CHARLES ALDEN SELTZER

The Gentleman from Virginia

Doubleday, Page & Co.
Garden City, N. Y.




(Camel is the understanding smoke

© 1927

CAMEL is always the friendly ciga-
rette. In days of tense achievement,
in moments of joy and gaiety, a
lighted Camel will spur you to the
stars with its cool, crisp fire. Camels
understand your every mood.

A purchase of Camels brings you
the choicest Turkish and Domestic
tobaccos. Blended by skilful experts
into the world’s most popular smoke,
and the best. Unfathomed quality

is the distinguishing mark of Camel.

No matter what the price you pay,
you can buy no better cigarettes than
Camels. Smoke them as frequently
as you please. You will never be
left with a cigaretty after - taste;
Camels aren’t made that way. That
is why experienced smokers every-
where demand them. That is why
millions thrill to three short words:
“Have a Camel!”

R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY, WINSTON-SALEM, N. C.




Was B fzmgﬂ ransom ever so modest 7

‘W‘E know two cousins, whose names might be
Joan and Elsie. Their incomes are equal
Both have long been accustomed to the best that hife
affords. Bur Joan's hats, which cost all the way from
nothing to five dollars apiece, are always as smart as
Elsie’s at twenty-five dollars. Joan's complexion,
smooth and pink as peach blossoms, happens to cost
her only a few cents a week, whereas Elsic positively
refuses to tell how many dollars she spends on beauty-
treatments, lotions, creams and imported soaps.

Joan's soap, for instance, is just as fine, just as pure,
just as gentle as Ekie's costly treasures. White, too,
moreover—Joan prefers a white soap because she con-

$Hor the face and bands
s fine as soap can be

=

siders it daintier, and because it leaves no colored stains
on her washstand

Yet this smartly-turned-out soap of hers in its crisp
blue wrapping is just as distinctive as her quite sophis-
ticated five-dollar hats. And it costs the enormous sum
of five cents!

Its name? Guest Ivory. White, pure, gentle, honest
as Ivory has been for nearly half a century And—with
its delicate modeling, its smoothly-rounded edges, its
rich cleansing lather—fr for a princess

Joan always buys three cakes of Guest Ivory at a
time, 50 as to have a fresh cake on hand whenever a
princess arrives uncxpectedly

PROCTER & GAMBLE

Sﬂ 99"‘/100% Pure
It Floats

&m0 T ac e
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BARBARY BLOOD—Complete Novel - - - - = « - George E. Holt
Blank and tnnocent eppeared the city walls of Argila, yet within their wind-
mg passages and dden grotios Brandow Grey, of the Moroccan Secret
Service, faced a terrible fate.
WANTED T P P VR = =_ = Eugene Cunningham
A tough mougk job it was to round wup H’:: supposed. killer of Eph Cmsan
but then young Ware, Texas Ranger, found his task had only begun.

THE SON OF A SEACOOK - -~ = - - = = = = S B.H Hurst
Yes, Epwcictus Jones was even willing to be a son of a sea cook for a boltle
of hoaich—and after that he was willing to .be the son of anyihing.

NO QUARTER = = = = = = e = = = = = William Crump Rush
Nat sa d&ﬁment from the femghts of old were the cowpunchers—except
that it's a lot more comfortable to avoid spear-thrusts in an irom suit

than to face flying lead behind a scrub of cactus.

THREE WISE MEN OF THE NORTH - - = = = August Eberhardt
Stippery Wilson discovers that -all chechahkoes arenw’t as green as they
look, and thot-dreams sometimes cowmie true.

KING OF THE THUNDERING BAR—Novelette = =- = Robert V. Carr
Claim-jumpers wsually got either gold or lead for itheir trouble, but Jake
Ender had a na'z'cltfv m store faf' them.

THE DESERT—Poem - - - = = = Ben A. Miller
That's the desert, pard, “Jest lw!l an’ bmnt_v H:e land of silent death and
golden promise,

DAYONG GETS MISLAID - - - = = Warren Hastings Miller
Confidently Dayong wagered his I:fe on the dependability of Brice Romney,
his Secret Service chief—and for a time Romney seemed to fail.
LONG-LEAF LANDS—Novelette = = = = - - - - - J. E. Grinstead
A fortune in East Texas timber Sam Smedley zvas out fo grab—if not by
trickery and gold, then by fire and lead.
A CUPID IN SEA BOOTS =~ = = = = = = = James K. Waterman
A momonental battle it was when Cap'n Bab Heldare tackled the Unknown,
a battle that was to have resulls neither foresaw—and a seguel on the
far-distant whaling grounds.

RANDOM SHADOWS OF THE OLD FRONTIER - Robert V. Carr
The old frontier lives again in these vivid reminiscences of an old-timer
clinging to the memories of his glorious youth as his feet follow the
sunsel trail.
THE CROSS AND DOUBLE CROSS—Novelette - - - Martin Stevers
Captain Awly Corbin knew he was in for trouble on that trip up the mis-
souri—but once the “Eagle’s” paddle wheels started churning he found
that irouble truly comes in bunches.
THE TRADING POST =« = = =« = = = = = = =« = = = = = = =
Where everyone is welcome to have his say.
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The dividing line between law and outlaw—between honest ranchers and
rustlers—that was the Red River, where the Texas trail herds were inspected

killers, a hotbed of crime.

In it J. E, GRINSTEAD

has laid his latest story

on their way north. A tough strip that river section; a hangout for crooks and 1
!
|
|

THE GREAT RED BORDER

A Complete Book-length Novel which will |
be the opening feature of the next issue of :
1

Frontier Stories

THE FOREIGN

LEGION WAY

by J. D. Newsom

The Foreign Legion again!
North Africa—a headstrong
native kaid —a scheming
white woman—and Barbour
and Dagliev, just Legionaires.

WHITEW ASH

by L. Pairick Greene

A lonely post in Rhodesia.
Lonely and gleaming with
whitewash — yet festering
with corruption. Then Dy-
namite Drury takes a hand
and the place receives 2 much
needed cleaning,

And in the same number you will find these feature stories
of the world’s turbulent frontiers:

THE TAIL OF
THE DRAGON |

by James W. Bennett

Always an adventurous
place, when the dragon stirs,
China focuses the attention of
the world. A story of Shang-
hai in the native uprising.
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Vol. VI
No. 2

By GEORGE E. HOLT

From a dinner table Fale piiched Brandon Grey, chief of the Sultan’s Secret
Service, into an adventure on which hung the throne of Morocco—and in which
cold steel or a swift bullet was the penalty for failure.

CaaprtER 1
I PROVE GAME

 HE key of chance un-

4 locks the door of ad-
venture. 1 had left
New York City for a
conference in Singa-
pore with Benjamin
Lowndes, of the
Lowndes Concessions,
Ltd. At Gibraltar I learned that as the re-
sult of blood poisoning induced by the bite
of a tiny red spider, the plans which had
been formulating between the Englishman
and me would never come to a head; Ben-
jamin Lowndes was dead.

Upon the heels of this news a cablegram
flashed across the Straits from Morocco, a
message from my old friend and sometime
fellow-adventurer, Brandon Grey, suggest-

“You might find it interesting,” the wire
ended.

Interesting !

Wherefore, on a certain June evening,
instead of being on shipboard bound for
Singapore, I was plunged abruptly into
the whirlpool of wviolence and intrigue
which swirled beneath the lazy Oriental
life of the land of the Moors.

“Are you game?” Brandon Grey had
asked. And to that challenge there was,
of course, but one answer.

1 had been no more than six hours in
Tangier before 1 had begun to feel a cer-
tain tension from the atmosphere which
hung about Brandon Grey. It had begun
when we had clasped hands on the wooden
pier and had looked into each other’s eyes.
I realized at that moment that Grey was
no longer the careless adventurer I had
known in years gone by, who had faced
with me the assegais of Menelik's war-
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ers of India and Thibet. I suspected that
ﬁehadbecomeamanmtha :

There was beneath the gay smile and m_
tering tone of the pal of former days a
solidity of which words and smile and
laughter were only garments of conceal-
ment.

More and more I felt this as the hours
passed, during which we sat at ease in the
patio of his house and chatted about past
acdventures. But what his new purpose in
life might be he did not then divulge, and
I did not press for information. He was
one in whom I had entire confidence—
through strenuous experience.

But when in the evening I sat down at
his dining table as one of four guests, 1
was convinced that his mission was deeply
concerned with Moroccan affairs, which
are always dangerous.

Morocco offered adventures, offered
danger, offered high achievement, even to
a foreigner, an American. I knew the
country somewhat, having lived there once
for a year or more; but Grey knew it in-
timately, so intimately that he spoke cas-
ually of matters strange to me.

The other three guests at his dining ta-
ble were native gentlemen arrayed in the
white swathing robes of formality; dark
eyed, dark bearded, and, except ifor one,
fair skinned. This one was brown skin-
ned and yet with no trace in his features
of the negroid mixture. Of the two white
Moors I need say nothing further; they
were high officials from the office of the
Sultan’s representative in Tangier, friends,
it seemed, of Brandon Grey. They talked
of everything except politics.  But the
third man, Sidi Achmed Lahya, spoke lit-

tle; and when he did speak referred al-
most invariably to the disturbed condition
of the country, to the efforts being made
by France and Germany to seize control
and to oust the reigning Sultan, or to the
attempts of unpatriotic Moors to create
rebellion and to place another Sultan upon
thewﬂmlgad I judged, through
e gotten, I judged, almost throug
~ the somewhat da.borate mml when a ser-
~ vant entered and w
- Brandon Grey. Excusing himself, our
~ host rose and Ieft the room. In a moment

som»ethmg to -

mfmd to the daarway and beckoned at the picture, or rather, at tbe two pic-

] riors in Abyss:ma and the mﬂbﬂ: &ﬂ— ‘rather

between.
He nodded and smiled, !eftﬁﬁemdhg y
ﬂmvrhdehespoketohnm explain-
ing, as 1 understood, that he had been ur-
gently summoned to the home of a friend
who had been taken ill. He begged them
to make themselves comfortable and com-
mand the servants as though they were in
their own homes,

LOSING the door upon
them, Brandon Grey
lmrned me to his sleep-
ing quarters. Irom a
bureau drawer he took

heavy automatic pistols

b 5 P=E ..m with holsters and belts.
L B '\ He handed one to me

and strapped the other around his waist;

handed me clips of cartridges.

“But look here, Brandon,” I said.
“Aren’t we going to change clothes? These
things—" The idea of going into a fight
in evening dress struck me as grotesque.

“Not 2 moment to change, old man,” he
flashed back at me. “Let's go.”

“Where?” T managed to ask as I fol-
lowed him.

“Tell you on the way
get going.”

We reached the cobbled patio into which,
at that moment, a native groom led two
saddled horses. I was relieved to note that
they bore Texas saddles; were powerful
beasts, Brandon Grey beat me to sad-
dle, but not much. He swung his horse
toward the gate, and I followed.

In the open road which ran past the
house, and from which the courtyard
opened, a lantern gleamed in the hands of
another groom, and by its feeble lights T
perceived brown robed, bare legged native
horsemen. And although I could not see
their faces because the hoods of their
djellabas were dropped, I could see those
points on the left shoulders which tell
clearly as words that rifles are slung across
the backs of the riders under their gar-
ments.

ﬂ:‘Rade,” commanded Grey, and gaﬂopad :
o

AsIfollowedImuldnbthelpsunhng
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a similar apparition who in turn had at hi

heels galloping brown shrouded native
mountaineers, with. their rifles across their
backs and the Lord only knew what inten-
tions in their hearts.

Now, knowing something of the Tangier
district, it was not long before I became
surprised at the route we were following.

‘e bhad skirted the main part of town
and had reached the beach, which here
curves around Tangier Bay for a dozen
miles; but in the middle of the crescent is
the River Halk; a tidal river. While we
had been skirting the town I had been sure
that we must be headed for one of the two
only roads out of town; that is, the Fez
road, which runs south; or the Tetuan
road, which runs east. We passed the Fez
road, however, and I decided it was to be
Tetuan. But in turn we passed the Tetuan
road and reached the beach and started for
the Halk River. As we were crossing the
sand dunes which lie above the beach I
became conscious of a peculiar warm wind
coming from the east. With almost every
leap of my horse it seemed to increase in
strength. By the time we had reached the
beach it had grown stiff, was throwing up
whitecaps in the bay, the mutter of which
reached my ears.

Once upon the beach there was no need
longer to ride in single file. I spurred my

se and overtook Brandon Grey.. By
the time I had done so we had covered an
arc of the beach crescent, bringing the
wind more into our faces. I felt the
sharp sting of beach sand it had picked up.

“Shurgy!'* 1 shouted as I raced along-
side of Brandon Grey. He did not an-
swer. We raced on, curving along the
beach, more and more the wind in our
faces. Now it was a gale. Upon it came
not only blinding sand but little pebbles
which cut. There was a booming across
the bay; the waves broke angrily. Our
horses shook their heads in the fusillade of
pebbles, I drew my hat down over my
eyes to protect them.

~ “Where,” 1 shouted, “are we going?”
Not, I admit, that it made very much dif-

_ ference, but I knew this : there was no road
bes where we were and

there anything be-

we were heading for the Halk River—and
1 noted that the tide was in.

“To Anghera!” Brandon Grey shouted
back at me. His voice came unevenly, the
winid seemed to twist it, to tear"the words
to pieces. I caught two more words.
“Wait—river: i

We raced on. The pressure of the wind
grew greater and greater. I felt myself
pushed backward in the saddle by its force.
It became a miniature sandstorm. My
eyes, my nose, my mouth, were full of
sand. My {face, and hands and wrists
burned with the sting of pebbles. Even
through my clothing I could feel their im-
pact. And my horse felt them, too. Now
and then he would swerve abruptly and
snort angrily. Thus like dewvils unchained
we galloped through that constantly in-
creasing hail of sand, that constantly hard-
ening wall of wind until abruptly T almost
crashed into Brandon Grey, who drew his
horse to his haunches on the bank of the
River Halk. He turned as I reached him.

“Now where?” I shouted. I'll swear
he grinned.

“Is this Anghera?” he shouted.

I knew it wasn't, of course. I knew that
Anghera lay on the other side of the
river.

Brandon Grey drew his horse nearer to
me.

“We are going,” he shouted—I knew he
was shouting, although his voice was little
louder than a whisper in the bellow of the
wind and the hiss of the sand—"we are go-
ing to the village of El-Menar, where I
hope to capture a man I want. You said
you were game.”

T looked at the disturbed water of the
river which it was his apparent intention
to cross.

“] am,” 1 declared. And I almost
added, “But this is a hell of a night for a
party. How come,” I added as an after-
thought, “you want a man?”

“All proper,” he said. “I hereby depu-
tize you. Secret Service of the Sultan.
LE_'Z'S gO.”

He spurred his horse into the water, was
immediately up to his knees in the stream.
I followed, after watching him a moment,
and when 1 felt the presence of the three
native riders behind me waiting for me to
move. The water reached my knees; I

dle. I laughed at the picture we must
made then. Two gentlemen 3

t  dress in Texas

saw that it was up to Brandon Grey's sad- .
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water. 1 felt it receding down my legs.
The horses snorted and splashed; I cast a

look behind me and saw the nearest native
riding with a rifle held over his head in one
hand and his djellaba pulled up around his
shoulders by the other. He waved his gun
at me and shouted words which the wind
swept away from me,

Shortly I heard the hoofs of Brandon
Grey’s horse thudding on solid ground and
my own beast lurched up the river bank.
We raced away again over the heach until
we were within perhaps a mile of the little
round tower, Torre Blanquillo, which
squats sentinel-like upon a point overlook-
ing the bay. There we turned sharply to-
ward the hills, and in a few moments had
left the roar of the shurgy and the hom-
bardment of the sand and pebbles behind us.

CuApTER 11
BELABBAS MAKES A DASH

DON'T know just
where we were joined
by other riders; sud-
denly I perceived that
= our group of five had

been augmented to
f 6 twice that number. I

. . did not see them, but I
could feel their presence, could hear the
increased thudding of horses’ hoofs, the
increased clanking of metal accoutrements,
the increased creaking of leather, and I
knew that the rifles had now been unslumT
from brown backs and were carried across
the saddle bows.

We mounted the western slope of the
hills and tumbled down into the valley be-
yond. At this moment the first rays of
the moon began to throw their silver light
into the valley. We topped the elevation in
the east, beyond which, I knew, lay the
village of El- -Menar, our destination.

As we crossed the valley 1 could see that
my perception of the increase in the num-
ber of our followers had been correct,
The rocky path of the hills gave way in
the valley to silent earth; we crossed with

little noise and drew to a halt within the

ow of the somewhat precipitous east-
;‘:d hills, There Brandon Grey halted,
ung from his saddle and gave the order
sfm‘lmt One of the natives seized

is horse and my own

we waited, af
til ﬂm% should all hﬁ oper]
cured, he explained a little further,

“This man Belabbas,” he told me, "whu
1 understand is lying in hiding tonight in

El-Menar, is a bad egg. A son-of-a-gun,
1t’s my job to catch him because, as 1 told
you, 1 am of the Sultan’s Secret Service.
More than that, amigo, I'm the head of it.
But don’t pass that word on. And this
Belabbas has a cute little game by which
he hopes to put upon the throne ia place of
the present Sultan a fellow who is known
as Mulai Mohammed. Mulai Mohammed
claims to be the elder brother of the Sul-
tan and the rightful heir to the throne.
He isn’t, and my job is to protect the
present monarch, Mulai Abd-el-Aziz, This
man Belabbas is engineering the thing for
Mulai Mohammed. He is here in the
north now, trying to stir up Anghera and
the rest of the district. I have been watch-
ing some of his agents in Tangier. 1 have
had my own spies out, and one of them
brought the news that Belabbas was in El-
Menar. He may be.”

“He won't be taken,” I suggested, “with-
out a fight, naturally.”

“I don’t think that he has any of his
own followers with him,” answered Grey.
“If he is in El-Menar it means that he has
converted the village to his way of think-
ing and is relying upon the El-Menaris
for protection. There won't be more than
forty or fifty men to contend with. The
surprise attack is the equal of treble
forces,”

“All is ready, Sidi,”
in a husky vmce

“M’zien,” answered Grey, “let us go.
Lead the way, Idrees.”

The native, barefooted now, I observed,
started off up the hill at a smart pace.
Brandon Grey followed and I followed
him. We went very quietly, following the
well marked path, and as I was walking
almost in the footsteps of my fellow-coun-
tryman, the road needed little of my at-
tention. 1 had time to think.

It was rather amazing to find myself
here, bent upon such a mission. At noon
of this day I had been in very much civil-
ized and very much governed Gibraltar,

a native announced

where people did only the things that they

were permitted to do day by day in ac-

cordance with the official government bulle-

tin. Nowatmoonnseaithmsan&’dirl
was ing Afri ~.




‘protection a man who
of a new Sultan.

Bircs wiulll Biedins e of these fis
things would happen; some of eet
which now toiled up the hill might not go
down the hill again; the rifles upon these
brown backs behind me would speak and
would be answered by other rifles and per-
haps on one of the shrieking bullets my
own name would be written. In an hour
perhaps history would be written; for I
could easily perceive, through my knowl-
edge of the temperament of the Moroccan
people, that Belabbas in death or captivity
might eliminate a real menace to the throne,
that Belabbas at liberty might reorganize
the empire; for the hold of the present
Sultan upon his people was not strong.

But strangest of all, it seemed to me,
was that my old friend Brandon Grey
should be the man to hold the fate of em-
pire in his hands. Again I had to smile
at the mental picture of this ambassador
of fate, with the water of the Wad-el-Halk
dripping from his shapeless trousers and
mingling with the yellow dust of the An-
ghera hills, making his way insouciantly in
a boiled shirt to attack a native village
and wrest from half a hundred fighting
men the person of, as Grey had put it, that
son-of-a-gun, Belabbas.

I have found that adventure always
comes in smiling guise, never as a terri-
fying phantom. One goes singing, a little
trick of fate and the dark wings are heard
above; they pass and one goes again upon
one’s way singing. And I have noted, too,
that those who seek for adventure are those
who find the least of it, whereas those who
want none of it, upon them is it thrust by
perverse destiny. Truly, as I have writ-
ten at the start of my narrative, it is the
key of chance that opens the door to ad-
venture—the key of chance, and never the
jimmy of intention.

We came'then to the top of the hill and
halted. I perceived that a sort of plateau
or mesa spread before us and that at a
distance which I judged to be less than a
quarter of a mile, a single yellow light
shone. About it was a sort of silver sheen
which I knew to be caused by the moon-
light shining upon the great flat cactus
leaves of the wall which surrounds almost

ery native village,

e moonlight was unfortunate for us,
evil was overcome by the fact that
our right was a chain of minor hills

,A\--

The native addressed by Brandon Grey
as Idrees called attention to this gully, and
to the fact that it ran from where we had
halted to a point far beyond the village of
El-Menar. All we had to do to escape the
revealing moonlight was to reach this gully.
And then to follow it to our destination.
We did this, Idrees in the lead. I was
amazed at the silence with which we trav-
eled, until I realized that the natives had
removed their slippers and were carrying
them on their backs in the hoods of their
djellabas. The only sound seemed to come
from the contact upon the stones of the
gully of the evening slippers worn by
Brandon Grey and myselfi. And before
we reached the village, 1 reflected, grimly,
we would both be as barefooted as those .,
brown men who followed us. :
The wind was from the east, so that our
little noise was held back from the village,
and more important still, our scent was nat
carried to the noses of the village dogs.

AHE yellow light drew
closer and closer; we
drew near enough to
see that it was.a lantern
hanging on a post at the
entrance to the village,
passed it, and halted
» 2gain. Now Brandon
Grey took the lead from Idrees. Gave a
brief command to follow, and climbing out
of the gully led swiftly toward the gate
where hung the light. I followed, gained
his side, noted that he had drawn his pis-
tol, and drew mine.

“There is only one gate, of course,” he
flung at me as we strode along. We
reached the gate.

“Two men on guard here,” snapped
Grey, “The others come with me.”

Now a dog barked, and another dog, and
a dozen. Voices called. There was the
sound of movement within the dozen
thatched roof huts ranged around a central
opening, sort of a public square, necessar-
ily small, because the entire village was
contained within walls of cactus which did
not enclose more than three or four acres
of land.

Grey led swiftly to the center of this
opening. A match flared in his hand and
1 saw him applying it to a thing that re-
minded me of a Roman candle such as we
use on the Fourth of July. The thing
sputtered, and bending over, Grey thrust it
into the ground, Suddenly it burst iqr’th

e A



‘hurst iorth thetmn Idrmshm:tedm'-

square facing toward the four sides of the
village. Thus every house, and whoever
came from them, was under the sights of
their rifles.
3’ It requires no effort of the imagination
" to conceive that the simple natives of El-
' Menar must have been startled half out of
their wits by the sudden glare which
flooded the village and which must have
penetrated many a crack and cranny of
their houses with its ghastly light. Nor
I that when, tumbling out of bed to seek the
- cause of this magical illumination they
should see against the infernal glare the
d black silhouettes of the riflemen facing
i - them wherever they might be.  Doors
‘ were thrown open and half clad village men
o stood in the doorways, blinking and open
N, mouthed ; here and there a wide eyed wo-
e man peered over her man’s shoulder and
ke then ducked back with a shriek; children
began to cry and the multitude of village
dogs, apparently startled into a momentary
silence, voiced their objections.
“To the headman's house!” Brandon
Grey called over his shoulder to Idrees.
This house, easily distinguishable bhe-
cause it was a litile larger than the others
and had a little more space about it, stood
on the east side of the square. We went
swiftly toward it, but before Brandon
Grey’s upraised pistol muzzle had time to
fall upon the door, it was opened and a big
brown man stood scowling at us. A man
becomes headman because he is less easily
disturbed, or because he has quicker per-
ceptions than the others.  Dijellali, this
headman, must have observed us from
within the house; now he addressed us
hoarsely.
“Who are you and what do you want?”
he demanded.
Brandon Grey lowered the pistol until
it covered the headman.
“Who I am does not matter,” snapped
Grey. “What I want does matter. 1
_ want your guest, Belabbas.”
~ Tt must have seemed strange to Djellali
to have a foreigner in evemng dress,
backed by fireworks, demanding the per-
ograh baﬁ 1 deepened.
bic. His scow] i
m‘adbgof a Christian,” he said.

in very forcible and cor-

der and the dozen natives formed a hollow

“In the name, Djellali,” answered Grey,
o]f His Majesty, the Sultan—and the pis-
tol you perceive in my hand. Bring forth
Belabbas.” S

“Who is this Belabbas that you talk
about? Belabbas—Belabbas—I know no
Belabbas !

“Ignore the name then,” demanded
Gre{ “but bring forth your guest.”

have no guest,” denied Djellali,

“Come forward then, that I may en-
ter,” said Grey.

The big { elluw looked from Grey's eyes
to the pistol, to me, to Idrees standing with
rifle ready beside me.

“As you wish,” he said then, and took
one step forward.
“Guard h:m
“and be
Just what happened in the next thirty
seconds it is hard te tell in that length of
time. I think that Djellali swept his huge
arms together, throwing Grey and me
against each other, and then against Idrees.

I know there was a breath in which I felt
myself thrown into contact with others, in
which I inadvertently pulled the trigger of
my automatic; I know that from the dark-
ness of the doorway behind Djellali there
leaped a man clad only in shirt and draw-
ers, who as he leaped thrust Djellali up
against us again. Djellali recoiled and
threw himself backward into his house as
Grey fired toward the fugitive.

“Belabbas,” shouted Grey. He moved
his pistol a little—cursed and lowered the
gun. For Belabbas had done an unlooked
for thing : he had dashed straight toward
the muzzles of the rifles of the men held
upon him from the hollow square in which
the light still flared. Quick witted he was,
apparently, for in keeping in a line be-
tween us and the riflemen he rendered it
impossible for either side to fire at him.
We could not shoot because, had we
missed, we should assuredly have struck
the men forming the square. And they in
turn did not dare to fire upon him because
we were directly in their line of fire.

. Almost before I had fully comprehended
the strategy of his action, I saw two rifles
raised in the air like clubs, and then saw
the two holders of the rifles go spinning as «
Belabbas dashed betwm : the

Idrees,” ordered Grey,




'.‘tw rfeet! e

; ‘whith sﬁrgcoundeg “him.
thmst the lighted end of the
agamst the ground, and darkness

came like a thunderclap upon the village.

CuarteEr III
THE BLACK MAGICIAN

N THE sudden dark-
ness, doubly dense be-
cause of the vast bril-
liance of the flare, the
man we sought made
his escape. The ex-

8 planation of the guards

SRS (ve had left at the gate
was that they had been staring at the light
and that when it ceased to be they were
suddenly smitten blind, so blind that they
could not even perceive the light of the lan-
tern near them, let alone the figure of the
being which they heard rush past them.

Brandon Grey was more philosophical

about Belabbas® escape from his hands than

I had expected he would be.

“Elsewhere if not here,” he said, shrug-
ging his shoulders. “Either at Nashipur
or Babylon,” he paraphrased.

This was after lanterns had been brought
and our riflemen stationed around the
headman's house, of which Grey had taken
possession.

With that he dismissed the matter and
turned his attenfion to the headman, Djel-
lali, who was lying groaning upon his pal-
let with one hand clutching a brown leg,
through which a bullet—my ewn, I judged
—had passed.

My friend stared coldly for a little while
at the groaning man, who. avoided return-
ing the look. Then he called Idrees and
commanded that three riflemen be brought
in. They crowded through the door al-
most before the order was given.

“Now,” commanded Grey, “stand that
man up against the wall.”

Obediently Idrees bent over Djellali,
seized the big man by the arm and com-
manded him to stand. For a moment it
looked as though the headman was going to
put ;1{83. fight, but after he had looked
into the cold eyes of Brandon Grey, and at
the three rifles which were now leveled at
him, he rose with a grunt and Idrees

d him back against the wall. The
understanding, raised their rifles;
elicked they were puiled
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tlan because Paradise awaits him. But,
wxrhout fearing death, he may greatly crave
Iife. In other words, if death must be
met, let it be met without fear; but if it
does not have to be met, so much the het-
ter. I observed that Brandon Grey un-
derstood this difference, this trick of the
native mind. Because he did not threaten
Dijellali with death; but spoke to him of
the pleasure of ]wmg, of ea.tmg and drink-
ing and breathing, and watching his chil-
dren grow up, and tilling his farm- and
hunting, and the undoubted opportunity of
gaiuing more and more favor in the eyes
of Allah by acts of grace. In short, by
emphasizing life he put a terrible emphasxs
upon death. And so, at last, it was Djel-
lali who asked Brandon G arey what he
wanted, instead of Brandon Grey demand-
ing a thing from Djellali.

“A trifle of information,” answered
Grey. “One word which you know from
Belabbas. One word on]y in exchange for
all the pleasure of living.”

“And that word?” Djellali looked now
at ‘Grey, puzzlement crinkling his brow
and forehead.

“The name of the place where the one
called Mulai Mohammed lies in hiding.”

Dijellali stared defiantly, valiantly in si-
lence, but he lowered his eyes at last.

“I am, of course, aware that Belabbas
had told you,” Grey said in reply to that
movement.

But Djellali shook his head, trying to
raise his eyes again to meet Grey's stare;
and failing, stared at the ground.

“Well, it is too bad,” Brandon Grey
murmured, “because in that case—" Ab-
ruptly a childish voice cried out in the
doorway and a little boy of perhaps five
years, owlish eyed under the hood of a little
white djellaba, pushed past the nﬂemen,
ran to Djellali, and seized the big man’s
hand.

“What are you doing, father?” he asked.

The eyes of Djellali looked down into
the eyes of the boy, his face hardened with
resolution, then softened with something
else: he flung back his head, returned
Brandon Grey’s look.

“Arzila,” he muttered.

Brandon Grey nodded and with a motion
of his hand sent the riflemen away.

“You are wise, Djellali,” he told the
headman.

tant than the aspirations of Mula;
_med,” His voice grew stern

“Wise because you at last came
toseethatthechﬂdthere:smore:mpor R
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“That 1s understood, Sidi,” said Djellali;
hammed should be Sultan.”

“The opinion hurts no one,” Grey ti
him, “Thmkas you wxll—but do not
ter traitors.” He turned, looked at me,
and we went outside. Idrees stood by the
doorway awaiting orders,

“Your house. Idrees, is it not near the
Fez gate in Tangier?” Grey asked the na-
tive.

“Yes, Sidi,” responded Idrees.

“Summon your men then, and let us
ride for there at once, and swiftly.”

HE shurgy had died
down somewhat and it
was now at our backs

8l so that the ride back to
" Tangier was made more

swiftly and with less
discomfort. Also, the
river was lower now, so
that we did not get so wet. And so within
an hour we drew rein at a little isolated
house in the Suani, south of Tangier,
where Idrees lived. Our riflemen sought
rest in a big courtyard, Idrees threw open
the door of the house and bade us enter,
and then excused himself to go and see
what food was available. I took advan-
tage of this opportunity to question Grey.

“What now?” I asked.

Not that I didn’t think I knew; I judged
that we would have some refreshment and
a little rest at Idrees’, then return to Grey’s
house on the Marshan. Probably on the
morrow, I reflected, my friend would start
out for Arzila, forty miles down the coast;
and that I should probably ride with him.
But he had a different idea.

“Why,” he said, “as soon as we have
something to eat and attend to another
little matter or two, we shall start for Ar-
zila.”

A forty-mile ride at night—after our
ride to El-Menar and back!

“You are joking,” I said, although I
knew he was not.

“Not on your life. The chances are that
Belabbas is already on his way-—or rather,

~ that he will be on his way as soon as he can
- walk in from Anghera and get a horse.

And I propose to reach there first, not only
ulai Mo-

hammed, but to try again to catch him.”
£ But,” I dg “wonld he believe that
woul dwulge Mulai Mohammed's

Thusemndtamem

“Nevertheless, T do believe that Malai m-‘ ]

_ i e 4t "
would have told you if the child hnzl not
entered when he did.”

“Nor 1,” agreed G‘rezey“Sheer luck.”

Again, I thought, the of chance had
opened another door.

“And so we ride to Arzila—now—and
in these clothes?”

Brandon Grey laughed as he surveyed
my bedraggled figure and no doubt woe-
begone face.

“Not so0,” he answered. “In half an
hour two beggars with raﬁged djellabas
will be on their way to Arzila. Those
beggars will be Phitip Dale and Brandon
Gre

L{atterb eventuated as he had said. We
ate of Idrees’ kesk'soo and baked chicken
and luscious grapes, drank many cupfuls
of sweet tea, and then, discarding the gar-
ments of super-civilization, donned beg-
gar’s rags. Dirt from the roadway on our
hands and arms and faces, ashes from the
fire-pots rubbed into our tousled hair,
filthy bandages wrapped around his neck
and both my forearms, dilapidated slippers
upon our feet, we looked like two rem-
nants of misery.

“Why,” I asked, “don these things here?
Why not wait until we get to Arzila?”

“One can ride as well in these as in
any other garments,” Grey explained.
“Morcover, we must pass on foot through
the city; horses will be waiting for us on
the other side.”

And so it came about that we were
passed through the eastern gate by a night
watchman who grumbled at being aroused
by a couple of beggars, but who let us
through, nevertheless, and we took up our
journey through the sleeping city.

Just after we passed the mosque of
Hulai Hassan, Brandon Grey pointed to a
barred and shuttered window in the sec-
ond story of a house upon our right hand.

“That,” he said, “is where lives the
famous El Hahb, the Black Magician,
Master of Innumerable Djinns. Quite a
character.” He chuckled.

As if in answer to his whispered words,
a};al;vefyeached a door set deeply into the

o

door opened and the moonlight fell upon
a vast figure slnndmg ~ threshold.
A vast black asmm

! I

swathed in
£ and ¢

the house he had pointed out, the



 he said

thxs was nol: so good,
g lnd that Grg would probably ignore the

summons herefore I shuffled steadily
along the cobbles until my companion stop-
ped me with a hand upon my arm and
pulled me toward the doorway.

“You are dumb. Say nothing,” he

whispered under his breath. And then in
Arabic he whined, in the voice of the heg-
gar the world over, “Alms, Sidi. Alms in
the name of Allah the Compassionate,”
and went up to the big negro, I tagging
at his heels. He thrust out a dirty paw
and repeated his solicitation.

I was watching the magician. 1 saw the
moonlight shatter on his face as it wrinkled
into a grin showing his white teeth. The
change startled me, but even more start-
ling was the deep guffaw of laughter which
followed the

“Sol' Sel™ he ‘said, having rid himself
of the guffaw. “So we have two beggars
who are going on a journey; a long jour-
ney; as far, I think, as—let us say—Ar-
zila." My knees nearly let me drop. But
Grey was of sterner stuff.

“Alms, Sidi,” he whined. “Alms.” 1
had to admire his nerve, and while doing
so realized that 1 was standing with open
mouth staring at the Black Magician as at
a ghost.

*Yes,” he continued, “to Arzila, I think.
Good. And instead of alms I will give
you something worth more than alms. Yes,
assuredly worth more than many alms. I
mean advice. And that advice is to take
note of the fifth house on the right hand
side of the street beyond the Tangier gate
of Arzila.” He guffawed again, then
quieted as suddenly as he had laughed.
“And,” he went on, “being a magician,
naturally I make charms of value. 1 have
one for you. It is batter than alms.”

Into Brandon Grey’s still outstretched
hand he laid what appeared to be a little
square of folded paper, bent the fingers
over to hold it.

“This charm,” he said, “may bring good
fortune to two beggars in Arzila. Guard
it, and go your way with Allah.” He

back, drew the door half closed.
“But wait. I have _forgotten to say—"
there was a chuckle in his voice—"I have
iorgwaam to tell you that that charm, al-
is guod against all evil, should
48 5 heatd

e swift
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The door closed, a bolt grated. Bran-
don Grey looked at me, and I looked at
Brandon Grey.

“Hmph!” uttered Brandon Grey.

It seemed to me that that did not cover
the situation.

CaarrER IV
BY THE TANGIER GATE

| HE uncanny knowledge
and mysterious words
of the Black Magician
were a jolt to Grey, 1
think, even more than
to me. My astonish-
ment was due chiefly to

' the man’s apparent
knowledge ot‘ our mission, to his weird
recognition of us in our beggar s rags, to
the fact that he appeared to have been
waiting in the doorway for us to pass; in
short, 1 was aghast that anyone should
have possessed such knowledge as he
seemed to possess. That he had secured
it through magic and djinns I was almost
ready to believe.

The effect, however, upon Grey—I had
to judge this from his occasional mutter-
ings addressed not to-me, but to himself—
seemed to be different. Apparently he saw
behind the Black Magician’s operations
something bigger than I was able to per-
ceive. And when, in a sheltering nook,
he paused to light a match and inspect the
charm which El Habib had given him, I
was disappointed at what he did not say.
He held the match and folded paper so I
might see—and all I saw was a tangle of
arabesque lines shaped roughly like an out-
spread hand—and then grunted something
unintelligible and started off.

Nevertheless, El Habib did not change
our plans. We found Idrees waiting with
horses as he had been instructed, and
morning found us squatting upon the cob-
bles at the side of the street just within the
Tangier gate of Arzila. We had dis-
mounted before daybreak outside the walls,
and Idrees had led our horses to the south-
ern gate where, upon its opening, he was
to enter and put the beasts into some con-
venient fonda or caravanserai. And when
the gate had been opened by the city guard
we had made our way through in a group
of countrymen gathered to attend market-

day, andhadtakenupourseaxbythesxde ]

of the road to raise our voices now and
then in a duet Gi “Afdrbth—daﬁbll Aimﬂ‘




before, and had thought then wﬁai‘ m
ni&cer:'t sarmtuarz it would be for a bam
, or as the headquarters for a reyaolu-
" tion, It is a walled town, several square
g miles of massed buildings surrounded by
. red sandstone walls fifty feet high in some
laces, and almost as thick. e walls,
f knew, were honeycombed with secret
passages and forgotten rooms which the
superstitious natives had sealed up and
forgotten because of their fear and belief
that evil spirits dwelt therein.

Time was when a hundred thousand peo-
ple had their homes in Arzila ; now I knew
the population to he not over two thousand.
Which meant, of course, that thousands
and thousands of the residences—each one
of which joined on to others, so that the
whole town, it might be said, was almost
under one flat roof-—were deserted and
falling into decay.

3. I had thought to myself when in Arzila
g before that an army could be hidden in the
ruins, and another army in the secret cham-

K bers of the great wall, did fear of spirits
% not deter them from opening the passage-
. ways. It occurred to me now, as I squat-
By ted there beside Brandon Grey, almost un-
b der the feet of passing pedestrians and
beasts of burden, that men like Belabbas
and Mulai Mohammed were far less super-
i stitious than the common citizen, and I
N suspected that what I had thought of the
- advantages of Arzila for revolutionary
L5 purposes had also occurred to others.
. Wise men, I have noticed, control the ig-
. - norant because they lack superstition,
‘ which is to say, conventions.
r I had not forgotten the admonition of
e El Habib not to ignore the fifth house
i on the right hand side of the street. inside
e the gate. We were seated in front of the
] third house on the left hand side, where-
e fore the house in question was plainly vis-
ible. Perhaps I should say that the fifth
door was plainly visible, for that was the
f only indication of an individual residence
existing independently behind the solid
~ wall of the street. There happened to be no
zrregulanty of roof heights here to indicate
different buildings, only the blank yellow
wall with iron studded doors set deeply into
‘-zmd an occasional foot-square airhole
1e roof line. ~'What was be-
| which surrounded the fifth

'gmﬁtd ot guess. N

“He must hfwe beaten us,” muttered
Grey, leaning toward me. This was the
first word he had uttered for an hour and
the second time only that he had s
since we had sat there. Appareu he
thought that I needed no instruction and it
did seem obvious that when Belabbas rode
through the gate the thing to do was to
follow him. But as I say, no Belabbas
came; and 1 was mentally agreeing with
Grey's words when, casting another look
at the fifth door, 1 saw the figure of an as-
kari, a native soldier, leaning against it

Now, askaris infest all the towns of
Moroceo. They are no more uncommon
than policemen in an American town, and
Iike policemen, they have a right to lean
up against things as they are inclined.
Nevertheless, 1 watched this fellow, who
was quite typical of his caste. He was
brown, wore the red fez, red coat and
baggy yellow pantaloons of the askaris;
was bare legged, with his feet in worn yel-
low slippers, and he carried a rifle. I
started to call Grey’s attention to him,
stopped because it seemed wuseless; then
did so suddenly because the door had
opened a little ways and the askari had
slipped inside.

“l saw him,” answered Grey, “just as
he disappeared. Did you see his face?
Was it Belabbas?” _

But I had to confess that on the preced-
ing night Belabbas” face had passed me too
rapidly, in a scene of too much confusion
for me to take note of it, except for the
fact that it bore, if my impression was
correct, a short but thick black beard.

“The askar: had a shert beard,” I told
Grey. “Belabbas did also, didn’t he?”

“Yes,” answered Grey. “There is no
question but what Belabbas would have ar-
rived by this time and no question but that
he would come. Therefore the askari, I
think, is Belabbas. Let us go.” ¢

CuaprEr V
rm.r. FIFTH HOUSE




L

F

vay which

over it,

a repeated series of taps

receiving

be greeted by an old white whiskered man-
servant who manifestly recognized my
friend, in spite of his disguise. This was
one of the houses which, Grey explained,
later, he kept in almost all the important
towns, ready to receive him at any hour
and in any guise in which he might ap-
pear. Now he was engaged in changing
his clothes, during which operation he
talked to me more than he had talked
since the beginning of eur adventure.

“Yes,” he repeated, “guns for the lion,
a snare for the birds. In El-Menar Be-
labbas was a lion, to be captured if possible
by force. Here he is a bird, as is also
Mulai Mohammed, his master; to be
snared. Allah only knows the extent of
Mulai Mohammed's organization here, the
number of his followers. I have a sus-
picion, true—enough of a suspicion to em-
phasize the need of guile instead of force
—although it is also true, I might raise
some little force of my own in case of
need.”

While he spoke we were exchanging the
rags we had worn for the uniforms of as-
karis, government soldiers.  There was
this difference. Grey’s uniform was that
of captain of askaris, whereas mine was
that of the common soldier.

“This Mulai Mohammed,” he continued,

“who desires to become Sultan, is without

question not Mulai Mohammed at all. Who
he is I do not know—at least not definitely.
Baut T do know that Mulai Mohammed in-
dubitably was executed five or six years
ago, by the then regent, for fomenting an
uprising.”

“How then,” I asked, “does this pre-
tender manage to get by? Certainly there
must be many people who know Mulai
Mohammed.”

“He is clever,” answered Grey. “He
uses two stunts to protect himself on this
point. One is that his face is never seen
w I imagine, by those who are his
‘ 0-] s; always when he appears
before his lesser followers, or those whom
he would convert to his cause, his face is
1 like 2 woman’s. In this way he

being recognized as not being

' as 1t 1

y's knuckles, and had entered to

defaced the breast of Mulai Mohammed.
Faked, of course. But it serves its pur-
pose well. Tt is a birthmark about the size
of a child’s hand and so shaped.”

“Like the shape of the charm the Black
Magician—" I began.

Grey swung around to stare for a mo-
ment, (

“By George! That hadn’t struck me!”
he exclaimed. “Now I wonder—" He
continued his dressing.

“But how is it,”” I asked, “that if Mulai
Mohammed was executed, this charlatan
can find people who believe him to be what
he claims?”

“TFasily enough, in this country. Eas-
ily enough. I don’t know of a single pre-
tender who has been executed, who has
not been followed by another pretender
claiming to be him. Take Bu-Hamed, for
example. He died at the point of a rifle
in the hands of the Sultan himself. Never-
theless, within six months a large num-
ber of people had been convinced either
that he had unever been captured, or that
the Sultan’s bullet had not been fatal and
that he had managed to make his escape.

“After all, the Moroccans are not very
much different from us Americans, Phil.
With us the newspapers and demagogues
tell us an untrue thing until we believe it;
in this country pretenders and holy men
and plotters take advantage of the same
gullibility of the public mind. And another
thing to be thought of is that it doesn't
really make any difference whether or not
a pretender actually is who he claims to
be, so long as he is what he is; namely, a
leader of revolution against the Sultan.
The fact that a man must be a shareef, a
member of the Sultan’s family, in order to
be eligible to the throne, is the reason that
the pretenders appear as brothers or uncles
or other relatives of the reigning monarch
instead of under their own names.”

We had finished donning our uniforms
now. Grey adjusted various details of
mine, and then with a grin suggested that
I might like to know what the next step
was.
~ “If it is the Heaven-Born’s wish,” I an-
swered, adjusting the shoulder holster be-
neath my arm a little better.

“It is then,” Grey told me, “this. I am

a captain of askaris, supported by you. We
shall now call at the fifth door on the right
“hand side .

o_‘f the s._trge_t_qi the Ta

there, in the name of the




_ within, opened some six inches. An evil

wbelmh has sought refﬂge

' “Belabbas * 1 said, noddmg
ing he i v:; still :m aska?."

“It will at least gain us entrance—per-
. haps,” answered Grey. “And if Belabbas
is there—" he broke off. “But Belabbas
may not be by any means the biggest bird
for our snare.

At this moment the old servant returned,
a rifle in one hand, a saber in the other.
At Grey’s motion he handed the rifle to
me and fastened the:sword around his mas-
ter’s waist.

We marched forth, I two paces behind
my captain, and very quickly came to the
house of the fifth door,

Upon this door was an iron knocker,
which Grey operated, raising echoes within.

We waited: no answer. Again he used
the iron ring and agaln we waited.

“I hear bhppers, whispered Grey, and
raised his voice. “Open for the captain of
askaris.”

No answer. Now a little crowd had
begun to assemble.

PEN,” again called
Grey, “or I summon
the populace to break
the door.”

“Ay, we vnll help you,
Sidi Kaid,” spoke up a
brown farmer who, by
the assagai in the back

of his camel-hair djellaba, was a Berber

mountaineer ready for a fight at any time.

on any side. “What has he done whom
yon seek?”

Grey took advantage of this inquiry. I
judge that he suspected as I did, that there
were listeners on the other side of the
door.

“I seek the arrest of an askari who has
committed a crime and who has taken shel-
ter here. Will you help me break down
the door?”

;Ay, that we will, Sidi Kaid. That we
wi

“Here are cobbles to beat upon it with.”

“I have a stout club here,” cried an-

Andthenthedoor stopped by a chain

ked out.

.'brumn,pachnarhedfam
s 4 Wha idi?” it asked.

t do gon desire, ¢

snnpped Brandon  Grey,

gl I'he i
strebcheﬂ%m doerwdourmb. Ittnre
out of the rotten wood. The man behind
thedgprtnedmvmntocloaetsl;g&mﬁl.
but could not because the gun- pre-
vented, We threw ourselves against the
door and forced it open. The crowd be-
hind us set up a cheer. Grey closed the
door and bolted it. We found ourselves in
a long, dimly lighted hall at the end of
which a large light room was distinguish-
able. Grey handed the rifle back to me
with a motion to guard the man we drove
ahead of us, and drew his saber, We
heard a door slam as we strode toward the
room ahead. There was nobody in the
room, but two doorways opened from it
In one the door was open, showing another
door at the end of a hall in the rear of the
house. Grey threw open the other door.
It was unoccupied. 1 looked about the
main room, saw in front of one of the big
floor cushions a little table gaudily painted,
on which lay paper, bamhoo pen and a bot-
tle of ink. Grey picked up a sheet of the
paper, studied it.

“Mulai Mohammed,” he said, “was here,
I think. Here is a letter he might have
written. His signature is not on it, but
the ink is not yet dry;
Let us try the other door.”

Even as we turned toward it a velvet
hanging on the side of the hall leading to
the door in question was thrown aside; a
figure sprang into view, threw open the
door and disappeared. It was the man in
the askari costume. f

We ran to the door, tried to pull it open,
could not do so. A bolt on the other side
held it. We were stopped. - Brandon
Grey growled and studied the door Then
again took the rifle from my hands and
stepping back began to pump the heavy
bullets into the oak. The gun was a .45-
70, throwing a bullet which would stop a
lion. Before its attack a hole appeared in
the splintered oaken barrier, Brandon
Grey returned the gun to me, reached a
hand through the hole he had made, and
pulled the bolt which held the door. He

struck us. We passed th
way and found ourselves
and stbne-m&fed and sf

it was not finished.-

swung it open ; a draught of cold, :dam‘f
: ‘the 0@""




' ymbers. 'I'hewallha.dswallowed
uP Belabbz md his master, the false Mu-
lai Mohammed.

Suddetnly.we were in darkness, darkness
following a loud crash. I turned to see
the hght behind through the hole which my
rifle had splintered in the woodwork of
the door. The door was closed. I heard
a bolt thrown. As I sprang toward it I
heard additional crashes against the door,
realized that the man we had left in the
room was piling against it any object which
might prevent our opening it, even though
we again used the rifle as a key. But the
use of the rifle was unnecessary. I re-
membered that the bolt on that side of the
door was located just below the hole we
had created. I reached through it, pulled
the bolt and threw myself against the door.
But there was no give to it. Grey came to
my aid, but our shoulders were of no avail,
and even as we pushed, only managing to
move the door a little at the top, that mo-
tion was stopped by a timber which was
thrown against the portal.

Not only were Belabbas and Mulai Mo-
hammed, and the Lord knew who else,
within the city wall, but we two were also
prisoners there, without food, without wa-
ter, and without light.

CHApTER VI
THE CRY IN THE DARK

HAT there was a way
out, a way out which
the men we sought had
taken, was clear; but it
was equally clear that
we did not know that
way, and that, should
we happen to stumble
upon it, we mxght find ourselves blocked
by barred and immovable doors. It
seemed to me highly probable, however,
that if we wandered about in the darkness
we would become completely lost. I could
not help thinking that if this happened our
world would never know of our fate.

It was true that many people had seen
us enter the house, but it was probable
that very few of them would await
our coming out, and eventually those who
waited the longest would go on their way,
either because their affairs pressed, or be-
. cause they feared that some event had oc-

curred within the house which might get

them into the hands of the law as witnesses.
bering the
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imagined it still turning that same cold
frown upon all passersby, hiding what
went on behind it as a mask hides the
features of a Chinese actor.

My thoughts had taken scarcely the time
of two breaths; were interrupted by the
voice of Grandon Grey asking if I had
matches. There was no need to look. I
remembered that I had none. I told him
s0.

“I have one only,” he told me. “I re-
membered to slip my match box into my
pocket, but there is only one match in it.
We're out of luck. That one we will have
to keep for an emergency. Now the prob-
lem is, not to get lost. Is your memory
good ¥’

I told him it was, and asked why.

“Because,” he explained, “we have got
to remember every turn and the number of
paces we take between each. If we had a
light we could make note of them and it
would be simple, but as it is, we have to
remember them. And if we want to re-
trace our steps we will have to remember
them backwards.”

“That will serve for a little while,” I
agreed, “but mot for long.” An idea oc-
curred to me. “What say we find a word
or phrase which will have the same num-
ber of letters as there are paces between
the turns? Words are more easily re-
membered than figures.”

“Excellent,” approved Grey. “We can
make up a sentence which will have some
meaning and thus easily remember it.
Let's start. You trail your hand along
the left hand wall, and I will follow the
right. No telling on which side the turn
will be.” So we started, counting paces to-
gether——one—two—three-———

We were, I realized, walking in a line
across the wall, not followmg it longitud-
inally, and therefore we could not take
many paces without finding a turn. As
we had counted nine my hand slipped from
the wall into space.

“Nine paces,” I repeated, “and here’s
a turn. Is there one on that side?”

Grey proceeded a few steps and felt
aronnd and said there was not.

“A nine letter word, or phrase, then, to
begin thh,” he said. 1 suggested the
word “traveling.”

“Correct,” endorsed Grey, “and we
make a left turn. Therefore we have to
remember the words ‘traveling left.’ Now
let’s proce

Following the same method we passed
down the longitudinal corridor until sum;l-

:.tameonsly the two of :s aptds "Smgf' Ve
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~ powerful than myself.

' Imd gpne furty paces md at the mm

‘had reached a cross passage.
~ “A phrase of forty words or

then,” began Grey—and fell silent, 1

vith a
ressure on my arm which I understood.
ghght as the sound was I had heard it

also. The sound of men breathing, of
men trying to breathe noiselessly.

We stood, it was clear, at an intersec-
tion of a passageway which ran parallel to
the length of the wall, and one which cut
across it, so that on each side of us in the
lateral passageway was a short)corridor,
and in one of these corridors were human
beings. Belabbas, the one calling himself
Mulai Mohammed—probably others. But
the strange part of it was that because of
some peculiar acoustic property of the
passageway, I could not determine on
which side of us they were; the slight hiss
of breathing seemed to come from both
sides the same.

No doubt the men pursued knew that
we were only two; there was no doubt in
my mind that they intended to attack, but
from which direction?  Standing there
with drawn pistol I seemed to hear their
breathing behind me and before me as well
as on either side. It was confusing. At
this moment Grey's lips approached my
ear. “I am going to use our only match,”
he whispered. “Be ready and watch the
corridor on your left.”

I heard the spund of a match striking,
saw nothing in the corridor down which I
was looking, and turned my head just as
Grey’s pistol roared. The two of us went
down in a heap beneath our assailants,
whose number I could not determine, which
in fact I had no time to think about. My
pistol had been knocked from my hand as
I fell and 1 felt strong fingers seeking for
my neck,

I fought back, rolled over, crawled a
ways with the man on my back, twisted
Then I felt a hard lump beneath
my shoulder, reached for it and clutched

" my pistol. The hands were now at my

throat. It was difficult to breathe, and I
realized that the man was much more
Therefore with-
out any other movement, I lald tha barrel

T walked around in a circle, s Iee‘hm@w,
but there were no more bodies, living or

dead. 1 was alone in the passageway, aﬂd‘ _

besides that, I realized with a sickening

sensation that I was utterly lost as to di-

rection; I could determine the cross pass-

agewzy, all right, but 1 would not be able :

to tell which way we had come along the

main corridor, What had become of Grey,
of our assailants?

The answer seemed ob-
vious. The latter had taken Grey, dead
or alive, into some other part of the great
wall,

I am not ashamed to admit that my knees
grew wealk, that I sat down upon the cold
damp stones and regretted that the key of
chance had ever opened for me this par-
ticular door of adventure. Death by hun-
ger or by thirst is bad enough when it oc-
curs in company with a fellow-being ; when
it occurs in such a place as permits one to
see the sun or the stars. But to he buried
alive in a city wall, to starve and thirst in
darkness and alone until death should re-
lieve one’s sufferings, was a thought which
sapped-such little courage as 1 had. Better
the quick death which might be facing
Brandon Grey at the hands of his enemies,
than this!

But after a little T rose and in sheer des-
peration started off, leaving the question
of route in the hands of fate. When I
had gone some thirty steps I knew that I
was in the longitudinal passageway, but
did not know, nor care, whether it was
leading me back toward ‘the house by the
Tangier gate, or away from it.

I continued on in utter blackness until
a sharp cry brought me to a sudden halt.

The ery seemed to come from a little di_s-
tance ahead of me. But it was not a man’s
ery; it was the cry of a woman, or a girl.

I went forward, listening intently. Again
came the cry, a cry of pain or fear, this
time seemingly from the wall heside me.
I passed my hands over the wall, thinking
that possibly there was 2 door which 1
could not see. They came in contact with
a heavy wooden framework in which were

jag projections of rusty

metal. At

IthoughtIhadiaundthedoothad !

mmned there, but, fee;lmgoﬁeri_ai:ttl
more,lmhzedﬂxat:tma
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“No es verdad, Francisco! No es ver-
dad !—It is not true, Francisco! Tt is not
true! I swear that it is not true! Do
not kill me, Francisco! Do not—" The
words rose to another scream of terror.
I pushed against the window shutters and
they gave beneath the pressure. But no
light came through them and T realized that
a curtain or wall hanging concealed the old
window. The woman’s scream had died
to a gurgle, and I pictured unpleasant
things. Gun in hand I swung through the
window, flung aside the curtain and stood
up within the room.

GIRL with loosened
long black hair was
bent backward over a
man’s knee; his fingers
were on her throat, her
mouth was open and
her eyes were staring.
The man was a Span-
iard; dark, wvillainous looking, with a
blood-red sash around his waist.

He had not heard me, did not know I
was there until the barrel of my pistol de-
scended upon his head. Probably he did
not know I was there even then, because he
fell unconscious to the floor, the girl roll-
ing from his suddenly limp knee to lie be-
side him.

It was the work of a moment to unwrap

the long red sash from the Spaniard’s waist
and to truss him up with it. But by the
time I had done this the girl was on her
feet and I turned to meet her stare of
amazement—and something else—to see
her amazement turn to fear as she looked
upon the man who had tried to kill her.
The look of fear turned to curiosity as she
asked in Spanish, holding her swollen
throat, whence I had come.

In answer I pointed to the window,
which was visible because the shutters had
remained open.

“T entered, sefiorita,” T told her in her
own language, “through a fortunate win-
dfow, a window fortunate I think for both
of us.”

This reminded me that Belabbas and his
men might still be in the passageway and
I went to the window, closed the shutters
and sought for a lock. There was none,
so 1 let the curtain drop into place again
- and turned back to the girl.
~_“I thank you a thousand times, sefior,”

y:  “But—but—"

— N
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down, realized that I still appeared to be a
native askari, and that for one of these
stupid fellows to rescue a woman from
danger was rightly a matter of surprise.
Not that they are cowardly, but they have
a very deep-seated belief in tending to
their own affairs only and that Allah, with-
out their assistance, will rescue from dan-
ger those whom he desires to be rescued.

While I was thinking thus I had time
to notice that the girl was strikingly hand-
some in a Spanish way. She was, I
judged, about eighteen years old, an age
when a Spanish woman is in full blossom.
Her long black hair fell disarrayed about
her shoulders, and I noticed a perceptible
curl in it. Her eyes were as black as her
hair, which was utterly so. Her features
were well formed, although unduly flushed
now by her recent experience. And more
than this, there was a look of intelligence
in her eyes which many a handsome Span-
ish woman lacks.

I was in doubt as to my course of ac-
tion. I realized that through the window
I had entered a house built up against the
city wall, that I was out of that dread, dark
dungeon. But I had to go back in search
of Brandon Grey. That had been my
thought before I had found the window,
before I had heard the cry. To get out of
the wall, secure a lantern or candles and
go back in search of my friend. But fate
had ordained that I should gain my free-
dom by passing through the quarrel of an-
other man and a woman. Of the man I
had made a mortal enemy, or I did not
know Spamards. Of the woman—yes,
that was true, too—of the woman I had
made a mortal friend, or I did not know
Spanish women. Even though I was only
a Moorish askari, filthy from the dirt of
the city wall, clothes torn by the fight
therein, even thus the woman looked upon
me with eyes of gratitude. I sought her
eyes again to verify this and saw her star-
ing wide eyed, not at my face, but at my
shoulder. .

“You—you are white, sefior,” she said.
“And—"" her eyes searched my face now—
“your face is not the face of an askari.
The color stops at your neck.”

I drew my blouse together, understand-
ing then that in my struggle some of the
buttons had been torn off and thus the un-
stained flesh had been exposed. I re-
solved then not to attempt to carry the de-
ceit further.

ail
.

Resolved to trust this wo-
man, to have her aid me, as every moment




bowed. ARTh
“Tt is true I am no askari,” I told her,
thanking the gods that I knew Spanish.
“What I am does not matter. What
matter is that a friend of mine, who with
me sought certain criminals in the pass-
ageways of the city wall, has been taken
captive by them and carried off, I know

not where. 1 myself was lost, having no
. light, until I heard your scream and found
B the window. Now if the sefiorita will be

so kind as to supply me with light of some
sort, a lantern or candles, I will go out of
the window again and continue my search
for my iriend.” I was suddenly reminded
' of the Spaniard by a groan which came
from him.
“As for this man,” I continued, “no
’ doubt the Sefiorita Valdez has friends who
'1“ will take care of him—and of her.”
But at this the sefiorita shook her head.
V) “No, sefior, no. I have no one. This
3 pig here—" she looked with disgust upon
! the Spaniard—*“he is my second cousin.
s He manages to rob me of the little property
I my dead father left me. He comes to Ar-
- zila from Spain on some business of which
he tells me nothing. He brings me with
him to keep house for him. He installs
me here in this house. He goes about his
private affairs leaving me alone day and.
night. Suddenly he flies into a rage and
accuses me of—of—I know not what ! But
among many things of encouraging the at-
tentions of some native swine. I think
the fool is jealous. Anyhow, he tries, as
you have seen, to kill me. And now I,
like you, must make my escape from the
city wall, or assuredly, I shall die—after
what has happened. ' :
“Unless—" she paused and turned a
look upon me which made me gasp—"“un-
less you have a bullet in your pistol, or a
5 knife in your belt, which will put a com-
s plete finish to my cousin’s jealousy.”
Amazing that the warmest blooded wo-
men in the world can also be the coldest
*  blooded.
b “Or,” the girl continued, when I had
~ shaken head positively in refusal to
- carry out her plan, “or perhaps I had bet-
- ter do it myself, except that you will have
~ to lend me a weapon, as my own knife
Whokenapbfmmum !
But this also T refused to do, flatly. I
as m'havilb killed the man myself as
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I did not reciprocate with my name. 1

you

1 had to point out to her that much as T
would like to do so, that cheerfully as I
would do so if it were not for other mat-
ters—that 1 would do so later—there were
matters which now demanded my instant
attention, namely, the search for Brandon
Grey. .

“You will be safe,” I told her, “as long
as he is tied up. You can watch him, can
tie him more tightly if you wish. And
no doubt you can make arrangements to
be carried to Tangier and then to Spain.
If it is a question of money——"

“I have money enough,” the girl an-
swered. “But.I am afraid to stay with
him. Look you.” She raised her voice.
“You go in search of your friend, You
need lights, Very well. T will supply
the lights. I will go with you and carry
them, leaving you iree to fight. That 1s
what I shall do. And then, when your
friend is found, you will see that I get
safely out of Arzila.”

I repelled this suggestion. She insisted.

“But it is impossible,” T said at last ex-
asperated. “I cannot take you into such
danger.”

“No lights then,” she said passionately.
“Am 1 afraid of danger, after having
lived with—that? Try me and see. More-
over, if you do not let me go with you I
will follow you.”

I was forced to cease protesting. The

valuable minutes were flying, and what, af-
ter all, was this girl to me in comparison
with Brandon Grey? If she insisted upon
running into danger against my desires, let
her-do it.
* “All right,” I told her then. “Get ready,
speedily, and let us begone. While you
are getting lights I will more securely tie
up your cousin,”

This I did, while she went into another
room, and incidentally I took from his
pocket a small Spanish automatic which I
handed to the girl when she returned with
two mnative lanterns and a supply of
matches and candles for them.

1 opened the window and helped her
through into the corridor. I followed,
closing the shutters behind me, and then 1
struck a match to ignite the lanterns which
she held. .

While doing so I asked a question, out
of mere curiosity, or perhaps only because
I was thinking of Brandon Grey.
- “Who,” I a

-



er came like a thunderclap in
ek mg pisined Belabbas,” she said.

Cuaprer VII

;' THE HOLE IN THE WALL

HE square candle lan-
terns we carried illum-
inated the passageway,
which I now really saw
for the first time. It
was a corridor some six
feet wide, I judged, and

=—=——w=es a third again as high,
~damp and mouldy in spots, dry and dusty
in others. The floor of it was of stone

“slabs and the walls seemed to have been at
one time covered with plaster, judging
from the heaps of white dust which lay
“along their bases.

Our lanterns gave but little light, threw
their yellow beams a distance of only a few
yards; hence I moved forward slowly,

watching the distant darkness for what
might materialize out of it. I judged that
1 had gone thirty-five or forty paces when
something did materialize ; namely, a wall,
in front of which a corridor turned off on

- each hand. Warning the sefiorita, I ap-

- proached cautiously; similar lateral corri-

- dors had not long since held an ambush.

" Gun in hand I peeked cautiously around

 the corner. But the corridors were quite

- empty. Thereupon, faced by the blank

- wall, T investigated.

' There was this peculiarity, however—

 that the passageway we were in came to an

i end in the lateral corridors, and the height

- of these, and of the opposing wall, seemed

" to be treble that of the passageway behind

‘me. In other words the cross-wall which

confronted me was like the side of a house

¢ built into the city wall—or the side of
some big room which stretched completely
icross the barrier. We came out of our
nnel into an open space and ahead was

wall some twenty-five feet high, and, it

“appeared to me, almost the width of the

city wall itself. 1In it I could perceive no

door or opening of any sort. In my first
pination, that was. As I walked along

e second time, in one corner I saw a

ing disc lying half imbedded in the

a

i

fished it out and stared at it startled.
n silver dollar. That it

[ )d C I

» how thick the wall before me was.
tune favored me.
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my head I distinguished a hole in the wall
a couple of feet square.

Two and two combined with a click.
Brandon Grey had passed here and the sil-
ver dollar had either fallen from his pocket
or had been dropped from him with the
thought that it might serve as a guide for
me if I should search for him. And as 1
had found it in a corner of oae of the lat-
eral corridors, directly beneath the open-
ing above my head, it seemed reasonable to
suppose that my friend had passed through
that opening to the other side of the wall.

But how?

I could conceive of several ways in
which he and his captors—for I had no
doubt that he was a captive—could have
gained the opening. But these ways were
closed to me at the moment. A rope
might have been let down to them from
the room beyond, or a rope ladder lowered.
But I had neither rope nor ladder, and if
I had possessed either one of these instru-
ments 1 failed to see how I could have at-
tached it to the opening above. Perplexed,
yet vowing to pass that wall, T leaned back
against the side of the corridor and raised
my lantern in order to see as far into the
hole as possible, to determine, if I could,
For-
From this angle I saw
a yellow curve maybe a handsbreadth in
length, which was undoubtedly a segment
of rope. So, I thought, the rope or the
ladder by which they ascend or descend is
kept in that hole. Remained, then, for me
to devise a scheme by which I could get
hold of the piece of rope which I saw.
Not a difficult task, providing I could find
a pole and a bit of wire to fashion a hook
out of. And naturally the only place these
things were to be secured was in the house
we had just left.

“Come,” I said to the sefiorita, “we must
go back to your house.” I explained what
I meeded.

This was the first time I had spoken
since we had reached the spot. My voice
seemed strangely suppressed, thrown back
upon my ears by the surrounding walls.
The girl turned toward the passageway
and I started to follow, when I heard my
name called, as from a far distance. I
recognized the voice, and in fact, there
could be no one else who would so call my
name. -

“Grey!” T shouted. “Where are you?’

“The other side the wall,” came the an-
SWer
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“Are you all right?” T asked him.

The answer floated back through the
hole above my hmd.

“Not all right,” he sald “but still alive.
Get to me if you can.

“I am going to,” I told him. “I am go-
ing now after the means wherewith to
reach this hole in the wall. . Are you tied
up?”

p“Worse than that,” he answered. “I
am not only tied up, but I am chained into
a stone tub into which they have turned
the water. It’s some ancient torture cham-
ber, I think.”

I shuddered. The picture was vivid.

“But there is only a little water coming
in,” Grey continued. “It’s intended to
drip slowly.”

“How long will it take—" I began, but
could not finish. But Grey understood
me.

“I have been trying to figure it,” he
called back. “I don't think it will reach
my neck for twenty hours, perhaps more,
perhaps less. I can only guess at it. Pro-
viding, of course, the water doesn’t come
any taster than it does now. Better bring a
file or a saw when you come. And be
careful, too, when you return. They may
be here and I may be unable to warn you.”

AM going,” I told him,
and with the word I set
off, quivering with hor-
ror at the thought of
my friend’s danger. To
make it worse, 1f that
were possible, I had
read of this form of
pumshment and forture and death. It was
psychological torture. A torture of the
mind more even than of the body. In a
stone basin, the sides rising higher than
the victim’s head, a man was shackled by
chains fastened to the bottom of the tub.
Two short chains held his hands down, two
others passed over his knees. Thus the
victim could not rise, could not move ex-
cept perhaps to sway his body three or
four inches.

- Then the water was permitted to drip
into the tub. After a little the pain of
cramped muscles, of water-soaked flesh,
- of perception of the water rising with such
terrible slowness, gave way to the hogg;
last after the mind had been torn by the
able count, it had to face that awful

I saw her

=
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bscktnthemﬁomuﬁul'bm *,!'he
at my heels, followed me
dowandthmgaveacry gather
pointing to the corner of the
room where I had left the Spaniard.

There was no Spaniard there. Even
though T had tied I:um w:th no gentleness
whatsoever, he was

“Oh,” eried the girl. “He has escaped!
He will return and—and— Let us go,
quick}y I am afraid.”

“The quicker the better,” I told her,
thinking of Brandon Grey, and not of the
Spaniard. He was unimportant. The’
thing to do with all speed was to gain ac-
cess to the torture chamber where water
dripped on Brandon Grey.

“A pole of some sort, girl,” 1 told her,
“And quickly. A bit of wire.” I locked
about the room and could see nothing that
would serve. Realizing that I still held
the lantern I set it down upon the floor;
then noticed the wire handle by which I
had carried it. Good. That would dg
for the wire perfectly. I tore it loose fro
the tin case.

“Look you, sefior,” the girl cried from
another room into which she had gone.
“Will this serve the purpose?” '

I entered, and found her holding a good
sized bundle of what at first I took to be
brass curtain’ rods.

“Yes,” I answered. “Yes, we can makel
them serve,” and took them from her hand
Then I discovered that they were not cur=
tain rods, but cleaning rods for rifles.

“Hmph! This is queer,” I said. “These
belong to your cousin?”

The girl nodded.

*“Where there are cleaning rods for riflesh
there must be rifles,” I told her. “Does '
your cousin, by any chance, sell rifles?”

The girl seemed embarrassed, hesitated L
“Yes, sefior. I—I think he does,” she
said at last. “T think that he has a cons|
nection with a factory in Barcelona.”  §

I began to understand the presence ofl
these two Spaniards in Arzila, where the:
were not, so far as I knew, half a dozen
Europeans all told. That was what sur=
prised me when I had come upon the gn‘ :
Now it seemed fairly certain that her cou
sin was selling contraband arms. And i
suddenly flashed into my mind that con=}
traband arms went very well with the res}
volution being planned by Mulai Moham~
med and Behbbas parhcularh lyheas th

mwh;chmh lobule of water v
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after all; that the next time he fell into my
" hands T would see to it that he didn’t es-

%eﬂ, I had the wire necessary to make
the hook and cleaning rods could be lashed
together to form a pole. This would give
me access to the torture chamber. But
one thing more I needed, a file or a saw
which would cut metal. Little chance to
find such a thing here. The girl, when I
told her of my need, shook her head.

“T am certain, sefior,” she said, “that
there is no such thing in the house. I will
look—we will search—but— Sefior, there
is nearby.a shop of a worker in brass—a
man who makes cups and trays and such
things. He would have such an instru-
ment, would he not?”

“Nearby, you say?”

“Oh, very near, sefior,” she answered.
“I think it is but the third or fourth house
beyond here.”

“Good,” T said. “I will go and get that
which I need. Close the door and bolt it
and be ready to let me in quickly when I
return.” I went to the door and laid my
hand upon the latch. As I did so, it was
flung open and the Spamiard plunged into
the room with two scowling natives at his
heels.

I jumped back and reached for the pis-
tol which I had returned to the holster in-
side my jacket, but before I could grasp it
the Spaniard was upon me like a tiger. He
had a knife in his hand and I had imme-
diately to abandon the attempt to reach my
pistol in order to grasp the hand that held
the knife. Fortunately I got the Spaniard
by the wrist with my left hand and de-
fected his blow. Then I sent an uppercut
to his chin which had all the strength I
could transmit to it. But it failed of its
objective. The Spaniard saw it coming,
moved his head quickly, but not quickly
enough to keep my fist from landing upon
his jaw. He staggered. Even as I had
struck with my right, I twisted his wrist
sharply with my left and heard the knife

tinkle on the floor. But before I could
~even think of picking it up the Spaniard
' leaped upon me, taking another blow as he
- did so, and overcoming my balance, bore
me to the floor.
As we fell T remember seeing the two
. natives standing inactive just inside the
door, and the sefiorita with the backs of
‘her hands placed to her lips staring horri~
fied. Then the blows which the Spaniard
upon my face prevented f;;r&

—

where near us. I saw him glancing about,
even as he rained blows upon my head;
knew what he was looking for. Summon-
ing all my strength I managed to throw
him off of me, away from the knife. Roll-
ing over, then, before he could recover I
seized the weapon, turned to meet him on
my knees, heard a cry from the sefiorita—
%ndd then a great blaze exploded in my
ead.

MHEN I regained con-
i sciousness, realization
of what had happened
came slowly. My eyes
pained me so that I
could scarcely raise the
lids, but when I did so
and saw the place where
I was, I remembered. Unconsciously I
tried to move. Consciously I perceived
that I was bound so tightly that I could
move nothing but my head. It seemed
dark in the room; my eyes sought the
windows, saw that it was darkening out-
side. And then remembrance of Brandon
Grey crashed down upon me like a thun-
derclap. My fight with the Spaniard had
taken place shortly after midday, I judged.
It would soon be dark, and darkness did
not fall early. I guessed it to be fully
eight o’clock. Six precious hours at least
had passed—for six hours Brandon Grey
had been expecting aid that had not come
—for more than six hours the interminable
drip, drip of water in his tub had been go-
ing on.

A wave of rage succeeded the wave of
despair which shook me. I strained at
my bonds, twisted and turned—and failed
to accomplish any loosening of them what-
soever. My head spun, lights flashed be-
fore my eyes at the effort. I lay quiet
then for a moment thinking that it did no
good to lose control of myself. No, the
thing to do was to try to ascertain how my
hands were tied and with what, and ii
possible, to set them free. Unless I could
do so Brandon Grey would die. The
Spanish girl had probably been carried
away, perhaps killed; the ropes which
bound my wrists spelled either life or death
for my friend.

And so I concentrated upon those ropes.
But I grew sick again when I discovered,
by raising my head sufficiently to see, that
each wrist was twice encircled by a stout
rope, doubly knotted, and that the two
wrists were connected by a rope which
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. self-reproach -
- attention again to my bonds.
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hands closely enough together so that one
might fuss J’taitmt,lfne knots which held the
ather. There were ropes around my knees
and around my ankles. These I saw, but
did not feel, because my legs were numb.
And finally I discovered that the rope
which connected my wrists and encircled
my body was so0 fastened to the floor as to
prevent my turnmg,

I recalled the manner in which:I had
roped the Spaniard, and of how he had
apparently escaped with ease. And I re-
membered, too, that the bony structure of
some men’s hands is such that they cannot
he manacled ; that they may withdraw their
hands through a manacle no larger than
their wrist. 1 knew the trick of expand-
ing one’s muscles when one is being bound
so that when the muscles are relaxed the
bonds will be loose. But of this knowl-
edge I had had no opportunity to make use.

I also remembered  bitterly that my
hands were none too small, even for a man.
And after all these considerations I would
not have given a Chinese cash for my
chance of escape—or for Brandon Grey’s
chance for life. I am something of a fat-
alist, but never until that moment did I
realize the shallowness of fatalism, The
impossibility of it when every particle of
body, mind and spirit cries out that a thing
shall not be!

I wondered that the Spaniard had not
killed me outright. That assuredly had
been his intention when he had attacked me
with the knife. What had happened af-
ter that attack, could not so far as I could
see, make him desire to be more lenient.
Perhaps he had some use he intended to
make of me; perhaps he had discovered the
white skin beneath the shirt and jacket and
had held his hand in order to try to unravel
that mystery. Or perhaps, if the white
skin had not been discovered, the natives
had prevented the killing of one of their
own people.

However that might be, I knew that un-
less I could secure my freedom before the
tub in the torture chamber should be filled
by that cursed dripping, I would desire
with all my heart that the Spaniard had
plunged the knife into my unconscious
body. I should have been on guard ev
moment, at least so long as my friend’s I‘?Ht
in my hands, I thought bitterly. But

epr gamed nothing : T turned my

—r_
made no further progmss ress in the

now, a

P

I could not. At last, setting my teeth
against the pain, I tried to pull one hand
through the circle b‘\; main force, at any ex-
pense, even though the flesh should be
stripped from that hand; but the effort
proved useless. It hurt excruciatingly
but the bones of the hand were too big to
permit its passage. I had to give up at
last, to admit that the thing I had to do
was impossible. If only I could have
reached the rope, anywhere, with two fin-
gers only, I could have plucked it apart in
time, fiher by fiber. But 1 could not.
And so, giving up the effort I lay there in
the darkness, trying to think of some
miracle I might perform. But no inspira-
tion came, and no miracle, and the hours
passed,

I judged that it was near midnight when
I heard the sound of slippers proceeding
along the street. They stopped. There
came a gentle knocking upon the door,
startling me, for in all of my thoughts it
had not occurred to me that anyone, ex-
cept perhaps the Spaniard, would come to
this house. It was not the Spaniard now,
for he would not have knocked. The sum-
mons was repeated Well, 1 thought,
whatever comes can not be as bad as what
is; wherefore I called in Arabic for the
visitor to enter.

I heard the door swung open, heard foot-
steps in the room, but the darkness was so
complete that I could not even perceive]
the outline of the figure, 1

“Senior Francisco?” questioned my un-
seen visitor. He spoke in Spanish, but I
knew from the guttural tones of his voice .
that he was a native, and his question sug-
gested to me a plan of escape.

“Sidi Francisco is not here,” I replied
in Arabic. “If you have matches will you
not make a light? My friend, Sidi Fran-
cisco and I were attacked. He was car-
ried away and I was left here bound. I
will be grateful if you will release me.” {

I heard a grunt of surprise, a fumbling,
and then a match sputtered, illuminating
the face and figure of a black bearded na-
%rle, who was lml:l;feg cunml.::;y at m :
S gafg% the candle lanterns we had
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“Hmph!" he %ﬂmted again. “They did

“Too well, Sidi,” I replied. ‘“These
ropes are growing very painful. Will you
not cut ?” He rubbed his chin
thoughtfully and T began to wonder if my
ruse would succeed.

“It is strange,” he said.
who would attack the Spaniard.”
was ready for this question.

“I think, Sidi, that it was some friends
of the Sultan. He cried out something to
that effect when they seized him. And
one said to me that what had happened to
us would happen—" I hesitated a moment,
then fairly well assured that any night
visitor to the Spanish gun-runner would
probably be a friend of the revolutionist
who called himself Mulai Mohammed, I
continued—"“would happen to all friends

“T wonder
But I

of Mulai Mohammed.” -

HE native scowled. I
realized that my fabri-
cation had been fortun-
ate. And my relief may
have been imagined
when he reached within
his cloak, pulled a long
curved knife from its

sheath, and bending over, cut the ropes

which held me. I sat up, chafing my
wrists and arms, and made the surprising
discovery that my automatic was still in its
holster beneath my arm. Slowly I got to
my feet, unsteadily, and I was thinking
fast. The lies I had told this man had
set me atwyliberty. I had in mind to tell
other lies which might set at liberty Bran-
don Grey. The tap-tap-tap which I had

heard 1 had finally identified as that of a

hammer upon metal, and not far away. 1

suspected that the brass worker was work-

ing during the night as well as during the
day to get some job finished on time, and

I now had it in mind to get from him the

file T needed and to inveigle this native into

helping me get Brandon Grey out of the
torture chamber.

Earlier in the day I would have needed
no help, but now I knew that he would be
so weakened from emersion in the water,
to say nothing of the effect upon his nerves
ofsze continual dripping, that T would
need help to get him up to the hole in the
mﬂmmeu%deanddowniromitonthe

And with this in mind I spoke
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called to Grey. £
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can recover him. Will you do so?”

“Why not?" he said. “I desire to see
him. Therefore let us go.”

“But,” I said, “I have one matter to at-
tend to first. 'Wait here for me for 2 mo-
ment.” I left the house and hurried to-
ward the place whence came the tapping
noises. There, sure enough, although the
door of his shop was closed, I found the
brass-smith working. He opened the door
at my request and was very glad to ex-
change an old file for a Spanish peseta
piece. In a moment I was back in Fran-
cisco’s house and found the native stand-
ing as I had left him.

“Come, Sidi,” I said then, picking up
the bundle of rods and the hook I had
made, “now we will go to see if we can
find our friend, Francisco.” At my re-
quest he lighted another lantern. Imper-
turbably he watched me go through the
shuttered window into the passageway of
the city wall, and silently he followed me.
In due course we came to the transverse
wall, beyond which I had left Brandon
Grey. Swiftly, while the Moor watched
with expressionless face, I jointed and tied
together the cleaning rods until I had a pole
sufficiently long. On the end I fastened
the hook I had fashioned from the lantern
handle. When this was completed I
raised the pole carefully, got the hook up
to the hole in the wall and over the piece
of rope I knew to be there, and pulled.
The rope ladder I had visioned came un-
rolling down.

“Hmph!” grunted the native. “Is it in
there you expect to find Sidi Francisco?”’

“Yes,” I lied, “I think he is here.” I
gave no time for further embarrassing
questions, but called to him to follow me,
and hooking a lantern over my arm I as-
cended the ladder, reached the hole in the
wall and crawled in. My lantern showed
me that the ladder was hooked over a short
iron pin set into the stonework and I was
surprised and pleased indeed that it had
not slipped off of this short pin when I had
pulled it down.

“Are you coming?” I shouted down to
the Moor, then peering over I saw him
put his hands upon the ladder. Without
waiting for him I slid through the hole and
sat down, my legs hanging over the edge.
As soon as the Moor came up we would
pull up the ladder and use it to descend on
the inside of the wall. In the meantime I
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 "Righto,” came back from him, but in a
strained, weak tone.

The Moor should have been up by now,
I turned to see what was the matter with
him.

The ladder was no longer hanging over
the hook. I leaned forward quickly and
peered over, thinking that perhaps it had
come unfastened, while the Moor was as-
cending.

Now by the light of the lantern sitting
at his feet I saw the Moor holding the lad-
der in his hands, saw him throw it into a
corner and then look up at me with a grin
which seemed horrible.

“Why don’t you come up?” I asked.
“Did the ladder fall down?”

“No,” he answered me. “T took it down
—in order that you may have a pleasant
visit with your friend Sefior Francisco.”

“But—but—" I could say no more,

The Moor then enlightened me.

“You will understand better perhaps,”
he said, “if 1 introduce myself to you,
whose name 1 do not know.
will have a pleasant night.
Belabbas.”

I trust you
My name is

Cuapter VIII

STACKED ARMS

ELL, I set Brandon
Grey, more dead than
alive, at liberty at last.
At liberty, that is so
far as the deadly tub
was concerned. At
liberty I might say, to

"~ enjoy captivity with me.
And T felt cheered thereby—mightily
cheered. Together we could face what
was to come. Two heads had not been
better than one when I had unknowingly

- asked Belabbas to aid me; but I felt sure

that now they would be.

I must admit that I felt cheap indeed
at the way Belabbas had tricked me. Even
the fact that I had tricked him first into re-

- leasing me from my bonds, when he had
- believed what I had said and had not
2 Imown me, did not entirely offset, in my

mind, the chagrin arising from the way
d fooled mewlluien gdla.sthedid learn

‘was up to. e had not known me;
Gopor bk he Tad e s
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“hole: even an expert with a lariat, and the
‘best sort of a rope, would find difficu

o'
L

Besides this, we had a light now, the
lantern contained a fairly large candle
which by careful usage would last a con-
siderable time, or which, if we extinguished
it now and then to conserve it, could be re-
lighted with the matches which I had se-
cured from the Sefiorita Valdez.

Brandon Grey was in sorry plight, and
I worked feverishly to cut the chains which
held him, not because of the height of the
water, which was but little above his mid-
dle, but because of his physical condition
as the result of being unzble to move and
of the icy cold water which had numbed
and paralyzed him. But he was a strong
man with a reserve of strength which came
to his rescue as soon as I had dragged him
from the tub, partially stripped him and
given him a brisk rubbing. In a quarter
of an hour, perhaps, he was able to walk
about the chamber and something of the
look of a live man had returned to him.
Then he picked up the lantern and began
to make a careful examination of the dun-
geon wherein we were. -

The examination served to cheer us lit-
tle. Two walls of the room were solid
stone, as was the floor and apparently the
ceiling. A third side was solid save for
the hole through which we had entered.
The fourth side bore the outline of a large
doorway which had been filled in with cut
stones cemented together. Seemingly it
was as solid as the rest of the wall. Bran-
don Grey summed up the situation in a
few words.

“Cut a hole through this old doorway
with the file,” he said, “or tear up our
clothing and so make a rope which we may
be able to cast over the iron peg in the
hole. To cut through the wall means days
of work; to toss a rope into that hole so
that it will catch on the peg means incon-
ceivable luck. Which shall we attempt?”

“Belabbas,” I pointed out, “will prob-
ably be returning with his friends before
long. He knows we have clothing, prob-
ably guesses that we would try to make a
rope from it. Of course it is practically
impossible to get the rope fastened in the

R
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looked at the sealed up doorway, shook his
head again doubtfully. _

“We don't know how thick that wall is,”
he pointed out, “and we have only the one
tool, the file. And, as you say, Belabbas
will probably be returning.”

Here I suddenly bethought myself of
the automatic pistol in the holster under
my arm. I drew it forth,

“This,” T offered, “will hold Belabbas
and his friends for a while, I think. They
will have to come through the hole one
at a time.”

“I don’t think they will try to enter,”
said Grey. “More probably they will just
put a man on guard outside so that if we
should manage to get a rope fastened it
wotlld not do us any good. His idea, I
imagine, would be just to leave us here—
forever.” _

“In that case,” I said, “and I agree with
you, it’s up to us to begin cutting through
the wall.”

We selected a stone big enough, were it
removed, to permit the passage of our
bodies, but low enough down to make our
labors at it most efficient, a stone waist
high. A few jabs of the pointed end of
the file, which fortunately for us was large
and heavy, revealed that the mortar in
which the stone had been set was nearly
an inch thick. This fact was in our favor,
as age and dampness had softened it and
its thickness gave us room in which to
work the file. Had the stone been set in
with the usual quarter-inch of cement our
task would have been almost, or entirely,
impossible. But the walling up of the gate
had apparently been done in haste, and
much mortar used, to save time of squar-
ing off the stones.

Once we had made a little impression
upon the mortar, Grey extinguished the
candle in the lantern and we worked in
darkness. This was unpleasant.  Dark-
ness has a way of illuminating the images
in one’s mind, and the image which per-
sisted in mine was of the picture in this
stone chamber some days later in case the
wall we were attacking was as thick as

that through which we had passed. Be- -

cause of the apparent haste in its con-
struction we had a right, I felt, to hope that
it was but one layer of stone. In that
case we could br through it; but when

we removed the stone on which we were

what would we find on the other side?
Perhaps—probably, in fact—a dungeon
similar to this one. But I kept this cheer-
less thought to myself, and in fact we
talked not at all as we worked. When
Brandon Grey's hands grew numb from
prodding with the file I relieved him, and
thus we continued through the hours.

What is there to say concerning these
hours? What does a man think as he
chips bits of mortar hour after hour with
sure death at his back and only possible
liberty ahead? It is true I thought now
and then of Belabbas, of Mulai Moham-
med, of the Spaniard and of the Sefiorita
Valdez. But to tell the truth, they occu-
pied a surprisingly small amount of my at-
tention. No, in such a situation, when
the efforts are being exerted and continued
at a monotonous rate of physical action,
the mind rides its own horse. And mine
insisted upon ignoring the present situa-
tion and in carrying me back through the
years to re-picture a thousand and one
scenes of no importance whatsoever. I
almost laughed aloud when I found myself
thinking of the stupendous bustle that my
grandmother used to wear.

We could not judge the passage of time
—time for us had become only the length-
ening crack between the stones. No light
had shown in the hole in the wall, no sound
had come to indicate that Belabbas or any
of his men had returned. Only the sharp
grating of the file point against the mortar
and our loud breathing could be heard;
these and the infernal drip, drip of water
from the pipe above the tub. It might
have been six hours we had worked, or it
might have been sixteen, but at last we had
removed all the mortar the file would reach
on two sides and the top of the big stone.
Then we thrust our fingers into the crevice
we had created and stroyve to break the rock
from the mortar beneath it.

It did not move. Despite our efforts it

was solid as it had been before all our la-

bor. Nothing remained save to continue
our work upon the mortar which lay be-
neath it.

More hours passed and at length Grey
laid down the file. I relighted the lantern
and we again seized the stone, pressing
downward upon it with all our wei
This time it toppled forward a little. And
now we fell to working it from side to
side, pulling it forward. It came, a hair's-
breadth at a time it seemed, but it came.
And at last it projected so far from the
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for some moments we stood there, both of
us, staring in the hole. I was waiting for
Grey to lift the lantern and reveal our
fate. I suspect that he was waiting for
me likewise, Suddenly he raised the light
and thrust it into the hole we had made.

At the far end of the hole was a smooth
wall of rock.

Or was it rock? Moving the lantern
closer 1 thrust the file against the seeming
rock and cried out in relief. The file pene-
trated it; it was only a coating of stucco
which had loosened from the end of the
stone we had removed. A half dozen
pokes from the file and it fell away.

Through this hole I crawled, took the
lantern from Grey and watched him wrig-
gle through. Then I raised the lantern to
reveal the room. We looked about. Both
of us, I think, shouted in amazement.

HE candlelight showed
that we had gained ac-
cess to an armaory.
Against the walls crude
wooden racks had been
built which bore stands
of arms. Long narrow
; s boxes were stacked in

the center of the room and a glance suf-

ficed to show that they contained guns. A
lantern squatted upon one pile of boxes,
and several others hung from wires which
had been fixed to the ceiling. This room,
for some reason, was perfectly dry, dusty.
Brandon Grey expressed my thoughts
when he said, “The Spaniard’s storehouse,

of Mulai Mohammed’s armory ?”

But together with this question there
had come into my mind another. Regard-
less of whose guns these were, it was mani-
festly necessary that there should be a
method of ingress and egress to this arse-
nal. The house wherein I had found the
Sefiorita Valdez connected with the city
wall; it seemed almost certain that the
chamber in the city wall wherein we now
stood served as a back room for some
house which abutted the city barrier,
Whether this arsenal belonged to the Span-
iard, Francisco, or to Belabbas, or to Mu-
lai Mohammed—and so far as we were
concerned they were all the same—it was
certain that from it was an exit which
would lead us into someone’s domicile.
Whose would it be?

“Let us,” said Grey, “first find the way
of this place. I cannot see any door.”
gave a quick scrutiny to the walls. It

" at our backs.

Ty e k4
both upon a careful inspection of the walls,
erticiariy ST et vl e
this room from the house to which it must
be attached. But beyond any question
whatsoever, that wall was solid stone. This
being definitely established, we turned to
the other walls. But as I have said, they
were almost covered with racks holding
rifles. Of course a rifle rack may be so
built against a door that it will swing with
it. But our most careful efforts failed to
locate any such portal. A space in the
center of the wall through which we had
burrowed contained no racks, but to this
wall, of course, there was no need of giv-
g attention,

Brandon Grey and I looked at each other
with some astonishment and a little amaze-
ment. I began to make a remark when a
sound came to my ears, and I stopped.
Grey heard it, too, stepped quickly over
to the hole we had cut and poked his, head
into it. 1 joined him. Voices came to us,
somewhat faintly, but still clearly enough
so the words might be distinguished: talk
in Arabic concerning what very shortly
was going to happen to the two masquerad-
ing askaris in the torture chamber.

“Belabbas and his friends,” Brandon
Grey backed up a little and whispered.

That was obvious. They were return-
ing to make sure that Brandon Grey and I
were eliminated from opposition to their
plot. Sounds were perceptible, scrapings
upon the floor of the passageway and
against the wall, which indicated that they
had brought a wooden ladder. Very
shortly they would have the rope ladder
in place inside the chamber and would be
descending. It was scarcely probable, I
thought, that the light would be strong
enough to reveal the absence of Grey from
the tub or the absence of both of us from
the chamber until they had reached the °
floor. But then it would require but an
instant for them to perceive that the tub
was empty, to find the hole in the wall.
That they would be fully armed was a
certainty. This thought reminded me of
our own defense.

I had my automatic, but Brandon Grey’s,
I knew, had been taken from him. How- _
ever, I chuckled inwardly at the thought
that we had several hundred stands of guns

“We had better get some rifles ready,” |

I said to Grey, “because it looks to me as
though there was going to be a fight. And
ow manage it?” »

L
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~ted Belabbas.and his friends as they de-
- SCE the ladder or after they were in
the room, with but litth; chance °£blthem£
injuring us in return. was ¢ e o
the thought, but incapable of tl:faexecu'-
tion of it. It would be rotten sportsman-
ship, and I knew Brandon Grey would feel
the same way. The suggestion which he
made was more acceptable.

"Once they are down into the room we
can hold them there with a rifle, one of us,
while the other tries to find a way out of
this confounded armory. There must be
a way.” He reached over and took a rifle
irom one of the racks. “Did you see any
ammunition 2" he whispered to me sharply.

I had not, but I set about looking for
it. At first T had expected easily to lay
hand upon cartridges. Then I began to
search in earnest, and finally faced the fact
that so far as I could see there was no am-
munition in the place.

“Anyhow, they won't know it,” Grey
grinned. “And here they come.” He
poked a rifle through the hole, let it rest
upon the stone. “Now,” he said, “go
ahead and see if you can find an exit.”

I started upon the renewed search.

“Stay where you are!” Brandon Grey’s
voice snapped out abruptly in Arabic.

I saw him smiling sweetly over the sights
of his rifle. Putting my head alongside
his I saw through the hole the figure of
Belabbas and two other natives huddled
in the corner at the foot of the rope lad-
der, staring with wide eyes and surprised
mouths at the orifice from which the voice
had sounded, and through which a gun
covered them.

Suddenly it occurred to me that if I
could but find the exit an excellent piece
of strategy might be executed. I could
gain the street, return to the house of the
Sefiorita Valdez, then re-enter the city
wall, and returning to the hole through
which the Moors had climbed, pull up the
rope ladder and take it away with me,
leaving them to the same condition of cap-
tivity in which they thought they had left
us. No doubt we could find some method
of barricading the hole we had cut through
the wall into the arsenal. But I could not
find the confounded exit. ¢

uite unexpectedly, however, I learned
_wh%re it was. The !:-ough, low pine table
in the middle of the floor was sud;de;;l!
tipped over, a square opening was rev ;
and fthrough this opening appeared the
and shoulders of Francisco Valdez.
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have been that Valdez was as startled as
I. We stared at each other while one
might have counted five, perhaps. Then I
reached for my gun, and called a warning
to Brandon Grey. Quick as I was the
Spaniard was quicker, His pistol spat
flame and I felt a numbing pain in my
right arm; saw that my hand dropped the
pistol. I reached for it quickly with my

left hand, only to have it leap from beneath
my fingers as a bullet from the Spaniard’s
pistol struck it.

OW confusion reigned.
} The Spaniard leaped
into the room; Bran-
don Grey met him, us-
ing his rifle as a club.
The Moors behind the
Spaniard joined the
; fray. Brandon Grey's
rifle had knocked the Spaniard’s pistol
from his hand and it had fallen through the
trap door in the floor. Quickly Valdez
replaced it with a knife. I managed to
recover my own pistol only to find that it
had been rendered useless by Valdez’s bul-
let. So in imitation of Grey I seized a rifle
and managed to lay out one of the attack-
ing Moors. I now duelled with the other
one, rifle butt against knife, and out of the
corner of my eye saw Brandon Grey en-
gaged in a similar struggle with the cursing
Valdez. It was a rather even match: so
long as we could wield the rifles it was
difficult for our opponents to use their
knives; but there was one disadvantage I
did not, and neither, I judged, did Bran-
don Grey, dare to raise my rifle for a blow
which would kno