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mn fully“satshed, aftec 10 DAY TRIAL period pay only the
t stated each month If you decrde you can surpass
vaiuot anywhere just retum your selection and we will
m.d.uulv refund That's our “Sauare
Deal™ olatform

your entire deposit.

$1.00 is all you need*now! — 10 MONTHS TO PAY — It's
easy 10 open an account with Royal All you MOd is @ good ¢
acter and o steady wage or income Send only $1.00 to show

faith and a few personal facts such as age, occupation,
etc No security — no red tape — no interest. No direct inquisies.
We ship promptly PREPAID. NO C.O D. 1o pay on arrival.
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Both for only $29.7
Only 2, umn.nu- — less than 100 a ¢ny
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grosgraln ribbon bracelet, 820 75 Oniy $2.88 &
month less than 102 a day.
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was uckeo-en A TIP GOT BILL A GOOD JOB!

BILL. JUST MAILING THAT
COUPON GAVE ME A QUICK
START TO SUCCESS IN RADIO,

MAIL THIS ONE TONIGHT

MY RAISE DION'T COME THROUGH
MARY=1 MIGHT AS WELL GIVE UPRa
JT ALL LOOKS SO HOPELESS,

= [T ISN'T HOPELESS EITHER
3 BILL. WHY DON'T YOU

TRY A NEW FIELD

LIKE RADlO\?

TOM GREEN WENT
INTO RADIO AND HE'S
MAKING GOOD MONEY,
TOO. VLL SEE WM
RIGHT AWAY,

YOU SURE KNOW [
TRAINING FOR RADIO IS EASY AND I'M 2 THATS 15 IVE
RADIO * MY SET MADE THIS WEEK

GETTING ALONG FAST-
N GET BIOB SEBVICING sprg | {\ENER SOUNDEDD y gpape Time
W

OR INSTALLING

TOM'S RIGHT ~ AN UNTRAINED
MAN HASN'T A CHANCE. 'M
GOING YO TRAIN FOR
RADIO TOO: IT'S

TOOAY'S FIELD
OF GOOD PAY
OPPORTUNITIES

THERE'S NO END TO TH
GOOD JOBS FOR THE
TRAINED RADIO MAN

s N.R.I. TRAINING CERTAINLY PAYS
OUR MONEY WORRIES ARE
OVER AND WEVE A BRIGHT
FUTURE AHEAD IN RADIO
OH BILL, TS WONDERFUL .
YOUVE GOME AREAD |
S0 FAST IN RADIO.

I'LL TRAIN YOU AT HOME
In Your Spare Time For A

GOOD RADIO JOB

Many Radio Experts Make $30, $50, $75 a Week

Do you want to make more !?oneyf Broadcasting stations em-
0y engineers, ope:atora, tlon managers and pay up to
000 & . Spare time Radio set servicing pays as much as

t? a year—full time servicing jobs pay as much as $30,

50, §75 & week. Many Radio Experts own their own full oF

part time Radio business Rndig manufacturers and Jjobbers

employ testers g‘ servicemen, pay-
ing up to $6,000 a_year, Ra operators on ships get good pi

and see the world. Automobile, police, ayiation, comm -

Radio, and loud speaker systems offer good, opportunities now

and for the future, Tele n promises many good jobs soon.

Men I trained have good jobs in these branches of Radio.

Man* Make “. Slo tl}.l t’ Week Extra

arning
J. B, slvm’u President
cally every n elzhbo hood needs a good siue time service. n.nomu Radio Institute
Tns dny {Jou enroll 1 start endugi you Kxtra Money JOB  The man who_bas g
Sh oW you how to do Badio repair jobs t.hat you the home stody mnm
ckly, in Auu:&

can caah xn on qui hout your traxmng 1 send plans more men for
and ideas that have mad ug apnreytm;e money for hundredg 687 other man
of fellows. I send special t which gives you practical
experience—shows you how to oouduct experimen s and build
circuits which illustrate important Radio principles,

“in e Find Out What Radio Offers You
gge "t%rs “ﬁcenaa '% gn ’%akmg from Maﬂ the conpon now for *‘Rich Rewards in Radio.” It’s free

fellow over 16 years old, It describes Radio’s spare time

me 0] rtunm also thos evision ;
agﬁre fiﬁ‘m‘;;‘“e R‘ra o Radio and Telev%on shows you
Job as a machin. 301 ;avg tramﬁ gn vkrhlAtgrtheye:{e
s : 1 one, o eem
: °‘ﬁ° my"f\cﬁ'z‘ OOUP 13 mypas e og a@ost card—NOW
il UPP, 130 W, SMITH, 'resldent. Dept. 6M09
6th St., Conshoe National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.
hocken, Pa, (Cosansussneesnesosesas [ ]

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 6M09
National Radio Institute, Washington, D, C.
Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me, send “Rich Rewards in Radio,”
which points out the splre time and full time ogportunitiea in Radio and

explains your n_at bhome in spare time to
become ﬁad.lo Experts. (Please Wnee ﬁnly

*After complet.
i R NAME e o AGE
o, E&itoro ntllgl
" Later 1 started ADDRESB .o e i e T

sossessasserensSTATE veuusnree

ver over & 7 55
g{“’n:o:&rq, '§0*A8Eh - = - ---l-----------.-..--.-----.----.-.-




THERE'S AMANID

~ LIKE TO MEET!

1 USED TO BE SKINNY
UNTIL t TOOK ¢
IRONIZED YEAST. 1T'S
PUT 20 POUNDS ON ME

GEE,JIM, | WASK
1 HAD A BUILD
LIKE YOURS

19 30 SKINNY, NO
GIRL CARES FOR ME.
WISH | WERE LIKE JIM

‘NEW <7.POWER” ALE YEAST OFTEN
ADDS 51015 185.=in a few weeks!

NOW there’s no need for thousands to be “skinny” and friend-
less, even if they never could gain an ounce before. Here's
a new easy treatment for them that puts on pounds solid,
naturally attractive fiesh —in just a few weeks?

Doctors now know that the real reason why ma.ny find it
hard to gain weight is they do mnot lcFet. enouﬂx gestion-

eng&hem.nih Vitamin B and blood-building iron thelr daily

food ow with this new discovery which combines these two
vital elements in little concentrated tablets, hosts of people
have put on pounds of firm flesh —in @ very short time.

Not only are thousands guickly ?a.inlng normal good looking
pounde, but also naturally clear skin, freedom indigestion

d constipation, glorious new health and pqp

7 times more powerful

This amazing new produ Iroutzed Yeast, is made from special cule
tured ale yeut imported om Europe, the richest known source of
Vitamin B. By a new process this yeast is coacentrated 7 times—
nitade 7 tymes more powerful. Then it is ironized with 8 kinds of iron.

If you, too, need Vitamin B and iron to build you up, g:; Ironized
Yeast tablets from your druggist at once. Day after y @8 you
take them, watch nat chest and skinny limbs ro\md out to normal
mttractiveness, skin clear to natural beauty —you're & new person.

Money-back guarantee
No matter how skinny and rundown you may be from lack of enwih
Vitamin B and iron, this new Ironized Yeast should build you up in
a few short weeks as it has thousands. If not delighted with the
results of the wery first package, your raoney instantly refunded.
Only don’t be deceived the many ehe?ly ared ‘“Yeast and
Iren’’ tablets seld in imi of Ironized Yeast.

iron, same resu
you get the genuine. Look for “IY" stampedl on each tablet.

Special FREE offer!

ngu't bufldin our health ﬁght a.wa. we make this abso«
ﬂe E o!fer. m yaae a. g{ud tablets at
OM& seal on the box an munltwusmthacltppiu
of this naragraph We will send you h w book on
bealth, “New Facts About You % member, resuns with thc
very first package—or money At all druggists. Ironized
Yeast Co.g J0C.. 7, Atlanta, Ga.




MAKING REGULAR
WEEKLY CALLS /)y,

wiB00

YOU want to make money

I'll help you start a fine-
paying Tea and Coffee Route
of your own. My sensational
new starting plan offers you
an opportunity for big profits—
up to $60.00 in a single week
for full time, and up to $6.50
in a day for spare time. T
business is pleasant, you se
your own hours, and the oppor-
tunity for making big money
is really exceptional.

Permanent Routes
Pay Big Profits

Everybody uses Coffes,
Tea. Spices, Flavoring
Extracts, Baking Pow-
¢ der, Flour, Cocoa,
Fnr:!ned Guodsd, and "’1"1‘:“
00d8 ever; . oy
MUST %} Ua{’ these
to live. You simply take care of a

route right in your locality—make
on your customers once a week and
them supplied with the things they

Eooket a blg
share of it for (oursol!. You keep all the
tg—you don’t divide up with anyone.
undreds of hougewives in many localities
are waiting, right now, to be served with
these nationally famous products.

Make Money Fast!

Look in the box on the right. See how fast
these men and women made money. They

foop

You handle all the money and

MEN WANTED

TEA-“COFFEE ROUTES

»
/‘ .

-3

a special bonus or extra reward.

property with no strings attached. Don’t delay — send for full, free

facts today.

1 Send Everything

Just as soon as I hear from you I will send
you complete details—tell you all the inside
workings of this nation-wide Tea and Coffce
Route Plan. I will explain just how to
establish your customers; how to service your
route to make money every week. You can
plan it so vou give only 5 days a week to
your route, collect your profits on Friday,
and have all day Saturday and Sunday for
vacation or rest. The plans I give you took
years to perfect. You know they must be
good because they have brought quick help
to hundreds who needed money.

FRE WITHOUT
OBLIGATION
printed below. I will mail you all the facts
Free. Then you can
decide for yourself,
You positively will not
be obligated to
ahead unless you sse
big possibilities for
money making fast.
Send me your name
on the coupon or &
xt);lmny posteard.

By
is time next week
you can be on your

Coupon

I WILL GIVE YOU A FORD CAR AS A BONUS

In addition to your cash profits, I offer you a brand New Ford Car as

—

|
: “ﬁ 17} COFFEG ‘\\

M AECK Arop

This car becomes your personal

S

POSITIVE PROOF

OF BIG EARNING POSSIBILITIES
Can you make money with a Tea and Coffes
Route? Yes. Here's a way to make it.
FAST! If only three or four people had
made money as fast as this, you might call
it an accident. But many have done itl
Here are ouly a few—if space permitted I
could print scores of exceptional earnings.
Wouldn’t money like this give you a thrill?
Plenty of money to spend—more where that
came from—ample money for thenecessitles of
life and still some left over for the luxurios.

Amount earned in One Week
F. J. Mosher..... vosess. Wi 0
Wilbur W. Whitcomb. ..

Clare C. Wellman
Geo, W. Wright
A. Pardinl......
Norman Geisler .
Albert Becker
Gunson R. Wood
Lamar C. Cooper. . e
*Helen V. Woolmington.Pa.
*“Ruby Hannen..... sese  We
Hans Coordes ... A
Lambert Wllson.
Ww. J. Way....
These exceptional earnings show the amasz-
ing possibilities of my offer. Don’t let this
opportunity pass—send me your name €o-

YO, oo .00
Ohlo .... 146.00
N. 4. 9

day_for FREE p

used this same plan that I will now send you. way to big money. : mhd Do) bl d A T
You read it: then if you see the poesibilities, Don’t waste a minute a
T’ll help you start without asking you to risk —send coupon ® [}
& penny of your OWR money. at once, R (]
: Send No Money—Plans Are s
o Mo Fres [ ]
ALBERT MILLS, Route Manager } ALSERT WiLLs, Ruus lanaaer, -
: 8658 Monmouth Avenue, Clncinnati, Ohlo,
8658 Monmouth Ave” CmCinnati' o' : Please send me—FREE—complete detalls for operating a fine :
@ Daying Tea and Coffee Route of my own. I understand that
* LADIES WANTED Too ! g this will not obligate me in anv wav. :
: NAIMO 5555 oo tres oossiobloes v aeias setasss hocgs = . - a
any ladies have had unusu- and as high a8 $6.50 in a day ®
goli'! good B with Tea and for spare time. Don’t haﬂtu: O Addresd . ...i...coiiiiiiceiiheienennene tecssens vecesesniae =
eo Routes, They say that because you are a woman. B
{4 i3 possible to make a8 mu Sond:for this Informaation. 1 8 Clz oo it vivoasion oo sions Sras e i s chon eShate o )
r men do — up to $10 in will be glad to send 18 to you p (Please print or write plainly) a
8y and more for full timo, fres hausesse NI NURERTEREnassnanaal



YOU'VE GOT TO INVITE BiLL
SMITH TO YOUR PARTY...
JIM BROUGHT HIM OVER

LAST NIGHT'AND HE PLAYS
THE PIANO MARVELOUSLY

BILL SMITH ? 1 NEVER KNEW
HE PLAYED... HE'S ALWAYS
SO QUIET I'VE HARDLY
NOTICED HIM... | WONDER
HOW HE LEARNED

LET MUSIC MAKE YOU POPULAR

it's easy to learn this “short cut” way

NLY a few short months ago Bill

was a back number socially. At

parties no one ever noticed him.

en ddenly, Bi d all his

friends. Almost overnight it seemed,

he became the most popular man in
his erowd.

The big chance in Bill's life began
at Dot Webster's party—and quite by
accident, too.

As the party got under way, Bill
took his usual place in the corner.
But this time he had a strange grin
on his face—a smile half impish, half
determined. ‘““What's Bill snickering
about 7’ someone whispered. *“There’s
nething funny about a party without
our prize piano player.”

Dot’s face flushed.

“P'm sorry, folks, but Dave Gordon,
our pianist, couldn’t come. Isn’t there

died away. In a moment Bill was the
center of an admiring throng. In
answer to their eager questions, he
told them how he had always wanted
to play, but never had the time or the
money to realize his ambition. And
then one day he read about the won-
derful U. S. School of Music course,
and how anyone could learn, at home,
without a teacher, in half the time,
and at one-third the cost of ordinary
old-fashloned metheds. ‘‘That day,” sald
Bill, “was a day for me. I sent for
the coyrse, and when %’an-lved 1 was
amazed! I never dreamed that learning music
could be so easy. The course was as much
fun as a game, and in a few short months
I had mastered soi
pleces. That's the wi
mystery 1t.

ally as easy as A B C, this

This story

someone here who can play?” good times. If you want te
For a moment no one you have always wanted to
answe;led. Thegst:gg- m but have the notion
egrs
am ‘l’m;;!;?? y,l,‘,: lPICK YOUR of practice, exxw;g:
d if 1 = he v
mmiﬂ‘ e e NSTRUMENT portunity, :
out laughing. “What's Plano Violin NO TALENT NEEDED
Bill doing? Trying to Organ Clarinet You don’t need
make a fool of himself ?” Ukulele Flute cial musical ability to play.
someone asked. But g"ﬂﬂ = ?“.’:_:“0“ :fm!g;lnc’m luur,n 2 tune,
Bill pretended not to Plocolo Mandolin favorite instrument, this
y eagy a8 ABC The

hear.

As he struck the first
few chords, everyone
leaned forward spell-
bound. For Bill was
pﬁing as Dave Gordon
had never played. Play-
ing with the fire and
soul of 8 master musi-
cian, while everyone sat
in awed silence until the
last dreamy chord had

Guitar
HanIlt; Steel Guitar

U
Plano Accordion
itallan and Gorman
Accordlon
Voiee and Speech Culture 2 thing is done,
Harmony and Composition

Drums and Traps
Banjo (Plectrum, §-String
or Tenor)

Dieces, by nmy:l“rnoto.

to play your favorite ine =
strunient in just a few menths.

Free Booklet and Bemonstration Lesson

In order that you may ses how really
the U. 8.

stration lesson explanatery b 5
matter what instrument you want to play, the
booklet will show you tire amasingly e
principle en which this mathed is built. Yeu
will readily see how it will enable you to
become an accomplished in & short
time—and at a cost of only a few centsa day.
If you have always envied people who
played. If you have always wished that you
might enterfain your friends with their fa-
in snd mail the coupen

't Act at once. U, 8.

) y, 20411 5
New York City, N. Y. Instrumints suppiled
when needed. cash or credit.

U. 8. SCHOOL OF MUSIC
20411 Brunswick Bufiding, New York Qlty
Ploase send mo your free book, “How You
Can Master Music in Your Own Home,’” with
message by Dr. Frank Crane,
Free Demenstration Lesson particulars
of your easy payment plan. I am interested
in the following ceurse:

Have you
Baavh s s sae s s TINPAIRENtY o5 Sy




IS the time/

Business is Searching

e o

IGHT now, in many lines, there is a search

for really good men—managers, leaders—

men who can take charge of departments, busi-
nesses, branch offices, and get things humming.
As always, there are not enough ordinary
jobs to go ’round—but rarely before, in the
istory of American business, has there been
so much room at the fop! New jobs are beingi
created by the business pick-up in almost al
lines—jobs that pay splendidly and that open

the way to lifetime success.

Ordinarily, there would be plenty of men to
fill these jobs—men in junior positions who
had been studying in spare time. But most men
have been letting their training slide during
these dark years of depression . . . “What’s the
use?””—You have heard them say. Perhaps
there has been some excuse for sticking to any
old kind of a job one could get the past few
years—but the door is wide open for the man
with ambition and ability NOW!

And don’t let anyone tell you that “Oppor-
tunity Only Knocks Once”’—that’s one of the
most untruthful sayings ever circulated. Op-

portunities flourish for every American every
day of his life.

Far more to the point is to be ready—to be
gfepqred-—to make yourself interesting to the
ig-time employer—and LaSalle offers you a
short-cut method of qualifying for opportunity
jobs in accounting, law, traffic, executive man-
agement, and kindred occupations.

LaSalle Extension University is 28 years old
—averages 40,000 enrollments a year—60
American firms each employ 500 or more
LaSalle-trained men—surveys show that
LaSalle students attain 409, average salary
increase after graduation—10% of all C. P. A.’s
in the U. S. A. are LaSalle-trained.

Why not find out what LaSalle has done and
is doing for men in your position? Send and get
the facts; see what LaSalle can do for you,
personally! :

There’s no question about it—business is
ﬁicking up—jobs are looking for men—the time

as come for you to gualz‘fy for prosperity.
Mail this coupon today!

Ask for one of these

LA SALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY, Dept. 11320-R, Chicago § Atk for one of these

I am in earnest about my success and I would like to have your special & one on your own field of
booklet—without any cost or obligation to me—about my opportunities 8 business. They are free!
and your success training in the b field I have checked.
{0 Business Management O Industrial Management
{0 Higher Accountancy [0 Modern Foremanship
0 Traffic Management O Personnel Management
0O Modern Salesmanship O Busi Corr d
O Commercial Law D Business English
O Law: Degree of LL. B. O Effective Speaking
O Expert Bookkeeping 0O Office Management
0 C. P, AfCoaching O Stenotypy

Nare. Age.

Positi Address...

LaSalle Extension Universiﬁr




Amazmqu Easy Way TY

tEE‘E'E%R'CI

Learn to Earn A
Good Salargvery
age eis 16 or 40. | Week—or into

zon prepare ot:;
:lllll’lel in meddcﬂv —NOT
pondence, but by an

Your Own Business

amazing modern method right
hen ln the geat Coyne Shop. that gives you a practical Train-
ing in 90 days! Getting into Electricity is easfer than you

imagine if you choose the right method. You don’t need pre-
vious experience or need alot of book learning. Start any time.

Finance Your Training!

Mail the eou{;m below and I'll send you all details of my
finance plan. Under this plan you can pay for your tuition in
small monthly payments extending over an 1 th period,
starting 5 monlx: after you start

LEARN BY DOING—IN 90 DAYS
IN THE GREAT COYNE SHOPS

I don’t cam if you don’t know an armature from an air brake — I

don t expect you tol In 12 brief weeks, in the great shops of
e. we n you by practical shop work . . .on one oi the greatest
outlays ever a'for urposes.

WEARNWHILEIEARNING

If you need part time work to help :Fay your expenses we may be
able to help you if you will write and tell us your problems. en
you graduate we'll give you lifetime employment service.

DIESEL, REFRIGERATION AND
AIR CONDITIONING

t now we are including additional instruction in Diesel Engines;
m‘ w:rlgentlon and Air Conditioning without extra cost
ao your uainins be more valuable to you.

GET MY BIG FREE BOOK? Coren.l%
get into, Electrldtgn This school is 37 years old—Coyne training ie
. You d out evervd!lnc absolutel; 'ﬁ:

mpg mail the eau:on and c::uendhy&l‘n ~

ties. Te\ln you earn expenses wi
n, audhuwweudu sraduamlnt.heleld
obligation to _you. So

mmmmmscum
300 8, PAULINA ST., Depe, 86-34, CHICAGO. ILL,
SEND NOW FOR FULL DETAILS!

Nﬂﬂl 000000000000000000000000000000000008000000000 l
l AQdress..coeeeevv00s0s000000s000sscsccen ssesess ssesnsse I

L .................... o8 000sesaIlalB: se v s e
- M-nhmelouwmon-wmﬂ -——--l
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EVERY STORY
A KNOCKOUT!

wwo

THRILLING
SPORTS

A Brand-New Magazine for
Fans of Every Sport!

IN THE NOVEMBER ISSUE
®
A PERSONAL MESSAGE FROM

JAMES J. BRADDOCK
FISTS ON DECK

A Navy Boxing Novelette
By EUGENE CUNNINGHAM

SIX-DAY BIKE RACE

An Action Novelette
By RAY CUMMINGS
L ]

—Many Other Stories and Features

10c

AT ALL STANDS
PER COPY




Keep Abreast with Science

There are more thrills in science than
in many fiction stories—there is more
pleasure in doing things yourself than
in reading what the other fellow did.

Mechenics

FRANDICRART

presents mew scientific discoveries and new
mechanical inventions in ¢ manner easily un-
derstood, In addition, each issue containg
gcores of articles telling you what to do and
how to do it.

A Partial List of the Contents of the
Qctober Issue:

Strange Windmill to Drive Auto?

Bringing Shows to Your Door.

Radium Has New Rival.

Talking Books for the Blind.

Blizzards Made to Order.

Mysterious Mirages.

I8 Radium Responsible for Embalming Bodies?
Passenger Rocket.

How a Plant Traps Animals.

Spies Hxposed.

And These Articles Tell You How to
Make Things:
What to Invent.
A $1,500 Home.
Spatterwork for Everybody.
A Universal Sun Dial.
Butterfly Trays.
Building a Compact 6-Vo.. P.A. Amplifier.
Physical and Chemical Tricks.
‘Why Not Make Your Own Pipes?
Home-Made Oscillograph.
A Housge-Car for $90.00.
0dd and Useful Bell Circuits.
Making an_Binthoven Strmﬁ Galvanometer.
Miniature Natural History Museum.

d hints for the Home Owner, Car
1(!)'l:vner, Workshop Enthusiast, Sport
Fan, Experimenter, Photographer.

Regardless of your interests you
should read

Machanics
“RHANDICRART

ON SALE AT ALL NEWSSTANDS

Only 15¢

fIf you like to draw, test your sense
of design, color, proportion, etc.,

with our simple Art Ability Test.
An opportunity to get a frank opin.
ion, free, as to whether your talent
is worth developing.

Magazines, newspapers, publishers
and advertisers spend millionsyearly
for illustrations. Design and color
influence the sale of most things we
buy. Artists have become important
to industry. Machines can not dis-
place them. If you have talent,
train it. Drawing may be your surest
road to success.

The Federal Schools, affiliated with
a large art, engraving and printing
institution, has trained many young
men and women now serving in-
dustry as designers or illustrators,
capable of earning from $1,000 to
$5,000 yearly. Its Home Study
courses in Commercial Art, Illus.
trating and Cartooning, contain
exclusive illustrated lessons by many
famous artists. Practical instruction
by experienced men is the reason for
its many years” outstanding success.
Courses sold on easy payments.

Send today for Art Test and Free
Book explaining present opportun.
ities in art. Just fill out and mail

coupon below,
FEDERAL SCHOOLS, Inc.
11636 Federal Schools Bidg.
Minneapolis, Minn,

szadr ::,I;Llodk:.out obligation, your Art Test
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Address .
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FEDERAL FLASHES

EDGAR HOOVER, Director of the

Bureau of Investigation of the

® United States Department of Jus-

tice, recently made this bold and challeng-
ing statement:

“Millions of dollars are squandered
every year because of ill-considered, ig-
norant, or politically-controlled parole and
clemency actions which release dangerous
men and women to prey upon society, after
they have been caught and convicted.”

In pointing out the menace of unwise
parole, Mr. Hoover made it clear that he
was not opposed to the legitimate parole
of worthy prisoners, under proper super-
vision.

A NOVEL ABOUT PAROLE

In next month’s sensational Book-Length
Novel featuring Dan Fowler — THE
PAROLE RACKET !—every angle of the
problem of parole is presented! In addi-
tion, it’s a smashing novel, crowded with
thrills, an epic of crime and mystery that
will hold you breathless from the first page
to the last. Real G-MEN action—and a
whirlwind finish! Its vital subject, plus its
dramatic force, make THE PAROLE
RACKET! one of the most important and
interesting novels of the year.

TERROR FLAMES, the inside story of
the arson racket, is another unusual
feature in next month’s issue. Also, another
Chinese G-Man story—THE SPINNING
DEATH, by Lee Fredericks. In addition,
THE BLACK CHAMBER and a varied
fare of other articles and stories.

JOIN THE G-MEN CLUB

Readers, attention! If you haven’t yet
done so, join the G-MEN CLUB. No dues.
No fees. We simply require that you ex-
press your loyalty to the law, There’s a
coupon on this page.

To obtain your club emblem, it is neces-
sary to clip, fill in and mail in the coupon,
enclosing the small required amount to
cover mailing, etc. Also enclose the name-
strip from the cover of this magazine.

Here are excerpts from some readers’
letters recently received:

G-MHEN is the best magazine I ever read.—W.
H. Stout, Lexington, Ky.

This magazine affords valuable information
and gives hints in anti-crime activities. Your
club deserves cooperation.—Jenaro M. Benn, Rio
Piedras, P. R

I am a fingerprint expert devoted to the war on
crime, and am glad of the opportunity to join
G-MEN CLUB.—Pedro Escobedo, Maxwell, Cal,

It was with iinmeagurable pride that I reeeived
my membership card and emblem. I am endea-
vouring to fit myself for the task of helping to

make this country safer, saner and more law-
abiding.—Buddy Colman, Miami, Fla.

I'm a constant reader and hope you won’'t be
averse to accepting a Canadian in your club.—
George Clark, Ont., Can. (You are welcome.
Members from all over the world are in the G-
MEN CLUB.—Editor.)

Among thousands of other letters recent-
ly received, those from the following were
especially interesting:

J. E. Mulconery, Houston, Tex.; Eli G, Zeman,

Detroit; John_ Vasquez, Daggett, Cal.; Eileen

Quinn,
Utica, N. Y.; Allen Teel, Wind Gap, Pa.; M.

Johnson, Bradenton, Fla.; Preston Smith, An-
sonia, Ct.; H. Rexford, Lombard, Ill.; Haywood
Parker, Chicago; J. W. Brider, Niagara Falls,
N. Y.; Paul J. Walton, Los Angeles; Cecil Hig-
don, Louisville, Ky.; Homer Ducherme, Jr., So.
Deerfield, Mass.; S. B. Moran, Fremont, Neb.;
C. Woodruff, Surrey, Eng.; Paul Ratcliffe, Mid-
dlesex, Eng.; Norman Layfield, Suffolk, Eng.;
Gordon Gray, Socorro, N, M.; Bernard Hurwitz,
Philadelphia, and Willlam Oakes, Louisville, Ky.

New Haven, Ct.; Howland Mattesog.

Remember—I’d like to get a letter a
month from every reader. I want your
ideas, suggestions and opinions. A postcard
will do as well as a sealed letter—but
write! Thanks to all.

—THE EDITOR.

G-MEN CLUB,
22 West 48th St.,
New York City,

I wish to join the G-MEN CLUB.
I promise to uphold the laws of the
Nation—to do all in my power to aid
in their enforcement, and to back the
efforts of Federal agents in their fight
on crime.

Name: st eenssnsihisersacnescs o
Address ot o e
CitY et cnase o-States o B2 o he

Agecici. o 0. i -HObbyZ oo

Enclose a self-addressed stamped en-
velope if membership card is desired.

TO OBTAIN THE G-MEN EM-
BLEM, our official insignia, enclose the
name-strip G-MEN from the cover of
this magazine, plus ten cents in stamps
or coin.

NOTE: It you do not enclose the name-
strip, send 16c. in stamps or coin. Thig

nominal charge is nade merely to cover our
expense in mailing this valuable bronze badge.

11-36 ] If already a member, check here
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“Let them have it,” Dan shouted. (Page 77)

\V /\ /
% q

Precious Bars of Yellow Metal, Stained with the Blood of

Men, Are the Loot of Human Wolves Who Band
Together in a Gigantic Conspiracy of
World-Shaking Crime!

By C. K. M. SCANLON

Author of “Tropic Terror,” “Hollywood Czar,” etc.

CHAPTER 1
Murder

DESERT, grey and lifeless as
A the sweepings from a ghoul-

clawed grave. With jagged
mountains fanging up from its edges
like snaggly teeth in a bleached jaw-
bone. Mountains whose splintered
crests rake the shrinking curve of a
brassy-blue sky. T heir sinister
shadow reaches down to swallow the
white ribbon of road that writhes
fcross the desert.

Along the road a man rides with
loose rein and busy spur. He is tall
and rangy, with keen eyes and a tight
mouth. John Crandall, special inves-
tigator and friend of Wade Carter,
the vigorous young junior United
States Senator from Arizona, rides as
if death is his pacemaker. He reaches
the edge of that sinister mountain
shadow and sighs with relief at the
welcome coolness. Relaxing in his
saddle, he reaches for a cigarette.

Cr-r-r-r-rack!

John Crandall did not hear that
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crackling screech that split the dry
air. The crash of the heavy bullet
ripping through his chest plunged
the sound out of his ears in a welter
of roaring blood and numbing pain.
He regled to the ground as if swept
from his saddle by a giant club, to
lie, a huddled heap, in the dust of
the trail.

High up on the frowning mountain,
the hidden rifleman gazed intently
at the sprawled form. With cold
ruthlessness, he lined his rifle sights
again. The man in the dust twitched
slightly as a second bullet plowed its
way through his flesh. Then lay mo-
tionless. The rifleman gazed for a
long moment, and faded away along
the brush-grown mountain side.

In the blue well of hard sky floated
a dark speck, drifting lower and
lower. O}t)hers joined it, and still
others, with planing wings and out-
stretched, naked heads.

But John Crandall was not dead.
Life was flowing swiftly out of the
hole in his chest; there was a jagged
furrow just above his left temple;
but before the sinking wvultures
reached him, he had raised himself
to hands and knees and was dragging
his broken body to where his patient
horse stood waiting.

WO wandering cowboys found

him, reeling drunkenly in his
saddle, mouthing unintelligible gib-
berish., The mining town of Gold
City was but a "few miles distant.
They took him there and to the hos-
pital. Over and over he whispered
a name.

“Wade Carter,” repeated one of the
cowboys. “Bill, that’s the Senator,
ain’t it? Yeah, I thought so. He
lives right here in Gold City. Guess
we’d better tell him ’bout this feller.”

Senator Carter reached Crandall’s
side before he died. He listened to
the imvestigator’s gasped story and
his big face set like rock.

“They knew I'd caught onto some-
thing,” Crandall finished. “I thought
I'd given him the slip by riding south
and circling back; but they figured
what I'd do and were waiting in the
mountains, They got me, Wade, but

you—know—you know what’s—going
_on!’! %

Back in his office, Senator Carter
savagely paced the floor with mutter-
ing lips,

“Big!” he grunted back of his
clenched teeth. “The biggest racket
anybody ever dreamed of! No use to
go to the sheriff or the police. There’s
only one man can handle this!”

Impatiently he looked at his watch.
His secretary, absent on an errand,
would not be back for an hour yet.
Growling, irritably, he pecked out a
letter on the office typewriter, signed
it and affixed an air mail stamp. He
was just returning from posting the
letter when his secretary arrived.

Henry Blunt, the secretary, was
nearly as tall as the tall senator, but
of slighter build. He had deep-set
eyes, a bloodless mouth, and greying
hair. His voice was soft and pleasant.
He listened to Carter’s rumbled sen-
tences with a shocked expression on
his thin, regular features. He clucked
sympathetically at the account of
John Crandall’s death.

“I’'m flying to Washington tomor-
row evening,” the senator concluded.
“This matter is too big for me to
handle by myself. Keep your ears
and eyes open while I'm gone, Blunt;
perhaps you can learn something ad-
ditional. I'm going home now and
get some rest. I'll not see you again
before I-leave.”

As the senator’s footsteps died:
away down the corridor, Henry Blunt
reached for the telephone. He called
long distance, got a New York num-
ber and held an earnest conversation.
A smile of satisfaction wreathed his
thin lips as he hung up. His eyes
remained cold.

“A train in twenty minutes, then
an eastbound plane at ten o’clock,”
he muttered.

It was dusk when the senator’s
plane roared down to the landing field
in Washington two days later. A fast
car whisked him to his hotel. Be-
hind it, unnoticed by either passenger
or driver, scudded a big blue limou-
sine. The limousine was parked
across the street a moment after the
senator arrived at his hotel. Three
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men got out, bought cigarettes at a
nearby cigar stand and separated cas-
ually. They were in the hotel dining
room, seated at different tables, when
the senator came down for his dinner.
Senator Carter enjoyed a good meal,
smoked a cigar and sauntered into
the lobby. He paused to chat a mo-
ment with an acquaintance.
“Believe I'll take a little stroll
through the park before I turn in,”
he told the other man. “Join me?”
The other declined, pleading an en-
gagement, and the senator left the
hotel. He did not see the sinister
figures that dogged his footsteps.

T was lonely in the park at that

hour, which suited the senator’s
mood precisely. He wanted to think,
to prepare his mind for the interview
which awaited him on the morrow,
and he could always think better out
of doors. He followed a winding
walk that shouldered its way between
luxuriant shrubbery. As he rounded
a turn, three figures loomed before
him. With silent ferocity they
leaped.

But the big Westerner was no set-
up. He was strong and he was fast.
One of the hoods went down from
the smash of a fist like a blacksmith’s
sledge. Another reeled back, spitting
blood and teeth; the senator reached
for his gun.

It was half way out of the shoulder
holster when the third gangster
closed with him, striking savagely
with a knife. The man on the ground
rolled over, clutching and clawing.
He got a grip on the cuff of the sen-
ator’s right trouser-leg and jerked
with all his strength.

Senator Carter went down, the
knife-wielder on top of him. He
managed to get his gun out in that
last flickering gasp of life and pulled
the trigger twice. The bullets whined
. barmlessly through the treetops and
the long knife plunged home.

Blood dimmed the shining steel,
the senator’s gasping breath rattled
noeisily in his throat, his voice croaked
,out a single bubbling cry. Again the
knife thudded; its point screaked
shrilly en a bone. r Carter

shivered convulsively, stiffened and
lay still

Attracted by the shots, police cars
were shrilling their sirens and roar-
ing through the park. The three
hoods, bloody, battered and dis-
heveled, scrambled to their feet and
dashed along a side wall. They
reached their parked car and dived
into it as the first police car rounded
a turn on two wheels. Away roared
the limousine, the police car screech-
ing behind it. Flame flickered over
the windshield and a bullet thudded
solidly into the body of the blue car.

From the back of the limousine
thrust the stubby muzzle of a sub-
machine gun. It lined with the pur-
suing police car, steadied, spouted
orange flame.

Shot through the heart by that first
thundering burst, the driver’s hands
dropped from the wheel. The speed-
ing car bucked, leaped and slewed
sideways. Another roar from the
machine-gun and the second police-
man died. The car turned over with
a clang of breaking metal and splint-
ering glass. The blue limousine
flashed out of the park and careened
into a side street. Behind wailed the
baffled sirens of the pursuers.

The blue car whisked from street
to street until it reached an exclusive
residential district. There it pulled
to the curb and the three hoods got
out. Handkerchiefs wiped every
speck of metal and upholstery where
fingerprints might possibly be left.
One man carried the machine-gun in
a harmless looking guitar case. The
street was deserted.

The hoods walked swiftly along it,
keeping in the shadow of the shrub-
bery as much as possible. They
turned a corner, walked half a block
farther and turned into a gloomy
driveway.

HE house they approached was
dark. One thrust a key in the
lock of the front door, opened it to
reveal a wide hall bare of furnishings.
They eased along it and knocked
three evenly spaced raps at a door.
“Come in,” said a veice. They
shoved open the door and entered a
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lighted room furnished with a flat-
topped desk and a few chairs,

Behind the desk sat a man with an
automatic pistol in each hand. He
laid the big guns on the desk as the
door closed and locked behind the
last of the three hoods. His pale,
deep-set eyes ran over their bloody,
battered, disheveled figures, and his
hard mouth tightened very slightly.
His voice, however, was casual as he
asked a question:

“Have trouble?”

“Yeah,” snarled the leading gorilla,
“that was one tough baby, I hope to
tell you! Blinky lost a coupla tusks
and I don’t think my jaw’s ever goin’
to be right again.” :

The man behind the desk asked an-
other question:

“Did you do the job?”

“Hell, yes,” replied the hood.
“Whatcha think we went out for?”

The other ignored the retort. “Did
you leave anything behind that might
identify you?” he asked.

All three of the hoods shook their
heads. “I brought my shiv along with
me,” said the one who had spoken, ex-
hibiting the bloody knife, “and no-
body lost no gats. We took care of
the car before we ditched it. Say,
did that mug do things to my rags,
or didn’t he? He rolled me all over
the gravel fore I handed it to him
right! Here’s what happened—"

As he detailed the murder and the
subsequent pursuit, the man behind
the desk listened intently, his gaze
still taking in the evidences of the
furious struggle that had taken place.
As the other finished, he stood up.

“A good job,” he said. “Here’s the
money you were promised. Count
it.” He tossed three packets of bills
across the desk.

The hoods seized the money, riffled
it expertly and stowed it away  with
grins of satisfaction. The crooked-
lipped knife-wielder spoke.

“All to the good, boss. Now what?”

The other seemed to ponder.
“Everything looks all right,” he said
slowly. “There shouldn’t be any
rumble; but just the same I think it
would be wise for you boys to drift
out of this section for a while. Head

west, and keep in touch with me at
the address I gave you. You have it,
Slim.”

The knife man nodded, puffing hard
on a cigarette. The man behind the
desk sat down again., He opened a
drawer and took out a bottle and
glasses.

“A drink won’t do any of us any
harm,” he said. The others nodded
eager agreement. With a steady
hand he filled all four glasses to the
brim. He alone could see the dusting
of white crystals on the bottoms of
three of them. He shoved three of
the glasses across the desk and picked
up the fourth.

“Here’s to more good clean jobs,”
he toasted, raising his glass.

FOUR glasses tipped together; the
liquor disappeared at a gulp. The
man behind the desk smiled thinly
and set down his glass,

The broken-toothed Blinky gave a
sudden gasp. His bloody mouth
opened, his eyes rolled, wild and star-
ing. With a queer, gurgling croak he
slumped out of his chair onto the
floor. The man beside him started to
rise and pitched forward on his face.
Slim, the knife man, surged to his
feet.

“Damn you!” he screeched. He
lunged forward; the glittering knife
buried an inch of its blade in the desk
top and stood shimmering in the
light. Slim crashed against the desk
and shivered over on his back.

The man behind the desk stood up,
smiling thinly.

“Cyanide works swiftly,” he mur-
mured, staring down at the silent
forms. “Perhaps it wasn’t really
necessary; perhaps they did not leave
prints or any other evidence by which
they could be traced, but it doesn’t
pay to take chances. I know the chief
will approve.”

There was a telephone on the desk.
He picked it up, dialed a number and
spoke a few words. Then he care-
fully wiped telephone, bottle, glasses,
desk top and all else he had touched,
holstered his two guns and, with a
last glance at the stiffening bodies
of the hoods, slipped through the



BLOODY GOLD 19

door and closed it behind him. The
dying rays of the oil lamp cast a
sickly light over the scene of stark
horror.

And in a mahogany office high
above the roar of New York’s streets,
a man picked up his telephone and
listened to a message relayed him
from the nation’s capital.

“Well, that fool’s out of the way,”
he growled with a sigh of relief as
he dropped the receiver back on the
hook. “If he had gotten to those damn
bloodhounds with what he knew!
Well, there won’t be any more slips!”

CHAPTER II
The F. B. I. Steps In

MAN, young for his
forty-odd years,
with curly black
hair slightly touched
with grey, clean-cut
features and alert
eyes, sat at his desk
in the great Depart-
ment of Justice
Building. Spread on
the desk was a de-
tailed account of the death of Senator
Carter. In his hand he held a letter.
Laying the letter on the report, he
lifted one of his telephones and asked
a question:

“Has Special Agent Fowler arrived
yet? Good! Send him in at once.”

A moment later Dan Fowler en-
tered the presence of his chief, the
Director of the Federal Bureau of In-
vestigation of the Department of Jus-
tice. His clear grey eyes lighted as
they rested on the man he liked and
admired above all others, the man
who had built up the Department to
its present astounding efficiency.

The director, in turn, ran an ap-
proving gaze over the tall, rawboned
young man he had come to look upon
as his most trusted and capable agent.

Dan Fowler was not a handsome
man, according to classic” standards,
with his wide, good-humored mouth,
his prominent nose, and high cheek-
bones set wide apart; but there was
a rugged power stamped on his face
that caused women, and men, to turn

[

Fowler

for a second glance at him. He had
grey eyes that at times were almost
blue, at others the chill greenish-grey
of windswept ice. There was a sift-
ing of dreams in the depths of those
clear eyes, and kindness, and under-
standing. The eyes of a man with a
bit of the poet in him and much of
the crusader.

“Read the morning papers?” asked
the director. :

Dan nodded, wonderingly.

“Then you no doubt read about the
murder of Senator Carter last night.
We're interested in that killing,
Dan.”

Fowler nodded, saying nothing; he
knew that there was more to come.
The murder was an affair to be
handled by the Washington police.

The director seemed to read his
thought. “Yes, I know,” he said, “it
is a local police case, but we’re in-
terested. Read this letter.”

The letter was addressed to the di-
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rector and signed by the late Senator
Carter. Dan read with interest:

I am in the possession of information
of the gravest import, that I must
place in your hands at the earliest pos-
sible moment. I urgently request an
izx;t&x:view with you Wednesday, the

“Wednesday. That’s today,” com-
mented Dan,

“Yes,” said his chief. “Senator
Carter sent this letter by air mail the
day before he left Arizona, knowing
it would be on my desk this morning
at the very latest. He flew to Wash-
ington in his private plane and ar-
rived last night. Before he had a
chance to talk to anyone he was mur-
dered. Why? It was just possible
that robbery might have peen the mo-
tive and the murderers were fright-
ened away by the approaching police,
but it doesn’t look probable.

“There appears to be no other mo-
tive. The question that interests me
is, was Senator Carter killed to shut
his mouth? What did he want to talk
to me about? What was the informa-
tion he possessed?”

AN FOWLER nodded emphati-

cally. “I’ll say we’re interested!”
he exclaimed. “Chief, that letter
makes this an F, B. I. case.”

“It does,” said the director. “It is
the duty of the Washington police
to find out who killed Senator Carter.
It is up to us to find out why they
killed him. The assignment is yours,
Fowler.”

Dan Fowler had had plenty of
tough assignments during his long
term with the F. B. I. The smashing
of the Purple Shirts, the sinister or-
ganization that had menaced the very
life of the Republic; the capture of
the Hollywood Czar, who had terror-
ized the movie colony; the destruc-
tion of the horrible School for Mur-
der were but a few of his exploits.
But Dan considered the matter in
hand to be, in some ways, the most
perplexing problem he had yet
tackled. He was trying to run down
a supposition. Even were the mur-
derers of Senator Carter speedily cap-

tured and their motive proved to be
robbery, the mysterious hint in the
dead senator’s letter must still be in-
vestigated. The senator had undoubt-
edly known something, but what?

“We couldn’t find a clue,” the po-
lice chief told Dan. “They got away
in a car all right, but nobody saw it
except those two poor devils that
chased them. We couldn’t even find
where it was parked, so the chance
to identify the car through its tire
patterns is out. No, there wasn’t a
fingerprint that wasn’t hopelessly
smudged. We hoped to find one on
his collar, but we didn’t.,”

“You tried the Hudson method?”
Dan asked. ;

“Yes,” said the officer, “on his col-
lar, overcoat and shoes, the only gar-
ments that might have been touched.
We got nothing.”

“How about his trousers?” Dan
asked.

“Hell, there wouldn’t be anything
on them!” the chief snorted. “It was
cold last night and he wore a long
overcoat that reached below his
knees.”

The F. B. I. teaches its men to be
thorough. >

“Twelve inches of trouser-leg be-
low the skirt of a long overcoat,” Dan
observed,

The police officer growled under
his breath. “Why are you fellows so
interested?” he demanded. “This
isn’t a federal case. Oh, all right,
though. I'll string along with you
and not ask questions. You’re usually
right, even when you're wrong.”

A grin split his obstinate but good-
humored face. “We’ll just give those
pants the Hudson process. Maybe
they were glaying leap-frog when the
row started!”

The newly-tried Hudson process of
treating cloth with silver nitrate and
other reagents to bring out the body
salts which fingerprints deposit was
again brought into play. An excited
officer came storming out of the
laboratory.

“We got it, Chief!” he shouted.
“On the inside of the right leg cuff!
Plain as anything!”

“Now how in hell did they come to
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get hold of him there?” wondered the
chief. “Fowler, you fellows think of
everything.”

CANT minutes later the man-

hunting machine at the Bureau
of Investigation Headquarters was
searching rapidly through the more
than four million prints on file. In
less than five minutes the machine
had matched the print.

“Index finger of Blinky Morton,
who served a term in Sing Sing
prison for robbery with violence,”
said the report, further amplifying
Blinky’s record.

“I know him,” exclaimed the police
chief. “We ran him and a couple of
his pals out of town last month.
Ought not to be hard to locate him
in a hurry.”

A subordinate brought in a report.
The chief read it with interest.

“Looks like they’ve located the es-
cape car,” he told Dan. “Blue limou-
sine, bullet hole in back of body.
Over in the exclusive North section.
They're going over it for prints, but
it appears to have been wiped care-
fully.”

Dan got the street location and
drove over to have a look at the car
himself. A policeman guarded it.

“They sure picked a snooty district
to ditch it in,” he observed after Dan
had identified himself. “I figure they
had another one waiting for them;
they wouldn’t have a hangout around
here anywhere. Only rich people live
in this neighborhood.”

Dan did not argue with the police-
man, but long experience had taught
him that crooks in some ways are like
gold—they’re apt to be where you find
them, and the “where” is as likely to
be one place as another. Leaving his
car, he strolled about the district, ap-
parently aimlessly, but missing noth-
ing.

§Looks like that cop had the right
idea,” he mused. “Certainly nothing
here to indicate a hideout.”

He turned a corner and midway
along the block paused before a big
house set well back from the street.
Unlike the other homes in the neigh-
borhood, it had a desolate look., Dan

saw a “For Sale” sign pegged on the
lawn,

“An old crook trick—locating a va-
cant house and using it for a hangout
for a short time,” he muttered. “No
reason in the world to believe this
house was used for such a purpose,
except that whoever abandoned that
car went somewhere, and they would
want to get off the street as quickly
as possible,”

He turned into the graveled drive-
way and walked slowly toward the
wide veranda. A thrill ran through
him as he saw the faint outlines left
by damp footprints on the dusty floor
of the porch. They might have been
made by prospective tenants looking
the property over, but they might
have been made by—

Dan’s keen eyes narrowed, his
mouth set in a hard line. The big
front door stood slightly ajar! Hand
close to the heavy Colt snugging in
its shoulder holster, he stepped soft-
ly to the door and shoved it open.

The wide wall was shadowy and
silent and had the musty odor of long
vacancy. Dan entered it, alert and
watchful. He shoved a door open
softly and stared at emptiness. An-
other door opposite revealed nothing
more startling. With noiseless steps
he passed down the hall.

UDDENLY he halted and sniffed

sharply. To his nostrils had
come a rank odor of burned kerosene
—the kind of odor left behind by a
lamp that had smoked itself out and
stood with charred and smoldering
wick.

Dan’s gaze noted another door to
the left and almost at the end of the
hall. As he approached it, the dis-
quieting odor grew stronger. He
reached a hand to the knob, turned
it softly.

The door gave readily and swung
back, but the closely shuttered room
was swathed in gloom. Dan switched
on his pocket flashlight and gave a
low whistle.

Men who have died of cyanide
poisoning are not a pretty sight, es-
pecially if they have been pretty well
beaten up beforehand. The three
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corpses on the floor gave Dan the
shivers. The evil glitter of the blood-
stained knife stuck in the table top
did not make the scene more pleasing.
The stench of the burned-out lamp
was like the seepings from a too shal-
low grave.

The desk top gleamed brightly
under the flash, as did the smooth
black enamel of the telephone. Dan
played the beam over the glasses and
got the same smooth shimmer.

“Everything wiped clean after it
was touched,” he decided. “Well,
we’ll do what we can with them.”

He did not touch the telephone, al-
though he felt sure that it was con-
nected and workable.

Dan had noted a call box on the
corner. There he got in touch with
the chief of police. “Send a finger-
print outfit along with the boys,” he
directed. “Maybe they’ll be able to
get something.”

With painstaking care, the police
experts went over the room, and
found nothing. After they had fin-
ished, Dan Fowler sat down in the
chair behind the desk. For some time
he sat perfectly still, studying the
nearly full bottle of whiskey and the
four glasses.

“Men don’t keep whiskey sitting on
a top desk, motion pictures to the
contrary,” he mused. “Before the
drinks were poured, that bottle was
in a drawer, I'd be willing to bet.”
Dan reopened the top one and care-
fully went over the inside with a mag-
nifying glass.

“Come here,” he told the fingerprint
man. “Powder the bottom of this
drawer, right where I'm pointing.”

Muttering excitedly under his
breath, the expert got busy with his
fine camel’s hair brush, using pow-
dered graphite on the almost white
surface.

“They’ll photograph fine,” he ex-
claimed. “I believe we’ll get four fin-
gers. How in hell did you figure that
one out, Fowler?”

* “Easy,” Dan told him. “The bottle
was lying in the drawer. Whoever
reached in to grasp it, would almost
inevitably touch the bottom of the
drawer with at least three, maybe

four, of his fingers. Try 't yourself
and see. If we can find one of those
prints in the files, we’ll have the fel-
low that bumped off these three
hoods, and maybe we’ll find out who
was back of the murder of Senator
Carter.” :

“You figure these are the mugs
that handed it to Carter?” asked a
detective.

Dan nodded. “You’ll find that
skinny one over beside the chair is
Blinky Morton,” he stated with com-
plete confidence.

Dan was right. Morton’s prints
checked perfectly, but the three clear-
ly defined prints photographed on the
bottom of the desk drawer had no
counterpart in the F. B. I. files. That
meant “no record.” But if the triple
murderer should make a slip in the
future, the photograph of his prints
would prove invaluable.

CHAPTER 111
The Escape

;g AN FOWLER left
§ the police depart-
ment laboratory af-
ter hearing the toxi-
cologist confirm his
opinion that the
death of the three
hoods had been due
to cyanide poisoning,
He headed directly
for the Hotel Perry,
where Senator Carter had stopped.
Dusk was falling when he reached it.
After identifying himself, he had no
difficulty in obtaining a pass key to
the senator’s room. The police, lean-
ing to the theory that Carter had
been slugged following an attempt to
rob him, had not examined the dead
statesman’s effects.

The room was on the third floor.
Dan located it without difficulty and
slipped the pass key into the lock.
The bolt moved back noiselessly, but
when he turned the knob and shoved,
the door refused to open.

“What the blazes?” he grunted, and
shoved harder. The door creaked
slightly, but still stood fast,

Inside the room there was a sudden,
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abrupt sound, as of a light object be-
ing dropped to the floor; then came
a slight rustling.

Dan leaped back to the far side of
the hallway and lunged forward with
a big shoulder. He hit the door with
a bang. There was a rattling crackle
of splintering wood, the door burst
open and Dan sprawled over the frag-
ments of the chair which had been
wedged under the knob.

Crash! Flame lanced across the
shadowy room and a bullet whizzed
past the prostrate G-man. He rolled
over, dragging at his gun as a dim
form vanished through a far door-
way. As he scrambled to his feet,
he heard a clattering jangle of break-
ing glass,

Dan bounded across the room,
caught a glint of metal, and slewed
sideways. Eyes blinded by the flash
of the gun, his ears ringing with the
roar of the report, he stumbled
against the wall, blood pouring down
his face from the furrow the bullet
had ploughed in his scalp. For a mo-
ment he clung to the wall, sick and
giddy; then his head cleared and he
glided, crouching, into the other
room.

A blast of cold air from the
smashed window swept the numbness
from his brain. He ran to the window
and leaned out.

A figure was just swinging to the
ground from the lowest rung of the
fire escape. Dan sent three shots
screeching after the man as he zig-
zagged along the wall. Apparently
unharmed, the quarry vanished
through a door that opened on the in-
ner court upon which the suite of
rooms faced.

The hall was a bedlam of screams
and shouts. Heads were popping
from open doors. Scared faces stared
at the bloody G-man as he bounded
to the elevator.

“Down!” he barked at the pop-eyed
operator.

Dan had the outer plan of the hotel
photographed on his brain as he
dashed through the lobby. He round-
ed the corner and reached the service
door just as a cab was pulling into
an empty parking space.

“Did a car pull out of here just
now?” he demanded of the driver.

“Uh-huh,” the cabman replied.
“Just left her vacant—that’s why I'm
pullin’ in. Nope, I didn’t notice
which way he went. Was a black
car, or maybe it was brown.”

AN went back to the hotel, mop-

ping the blood from his face.
No use in running around trying to
get a line on the car in which the
quarry had escaped.

Nobody appeared to have seen the
fugitive.

The fat hotel manager was wring-
ing his hands and wailing. Dan shut
him up with a snapped word and hur-
ried to the room he had just quitted.

Senator Carter had brought with
him on his trip only a large traveling
bag and a briefcase. The contents of
the bag appeared to be intact, but
papers from the briefcase were scat-
tered over the floor. They consisted
of commonplace letters and memo-
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randa, as far as Dan could make out.

“Looks like whoever it was got what
he was after,” Dan muttered, and en-
tered the inner room. He snapped on
the lights and his quick eyes noticed
something lying on the floor beside
the window. He picked it up, exam-
ined it swiftly, and his lean jaw tight-
ened. For a long moment he stood
staring through the splintered win-
dow, and in the depths of his grey
eyes was a flickering light of dawn-
ing understanding. Dan Fowler was
pretty sure now that he knew why
Senator Carter was murdered.

Fingerprint men and photogra-
phers went to work on the rooms of
the dead Senator Carter, and they got
results, :

The man Dan had interrupted
searching the room had worn gloves,
but when he had gone through the
window, he had been forced to grip
the rail of the fire escape with great
force. Enough force, in fact, to split
a finger of the thin glove. Minute
specks of glove fibre had wrenched
off and, left clinging to the rough
iron, showed the experts the trail
they must follow. Farther along the
rail they found a perfect index finger-
print which quickly established the
fact that the murderer of the three
hoods and the prowler in Senator
Carter’s room was the same indi-
vidual,

“That makes twice,” mused the G-
man. “Maybe the third time’ll be the
charm and we’ll have something be-
sides prints to look over. He’s thor-
ough, all right, but he’ll slip. They
all do, sooner or later. If this busi-
ness turns out to be what I think it
is, he’ll be just an underling. Yes,
he’ll slip. He did—a little bit—when
he overlooked the prints on the bot-
tom of the drawer. Tearing his glove
was an accident, but accidents have a
habit of happening more than once.

“He was smooth enough to wait
until the excitement died down be-
fore raiding the senator’s room. He
figured the police would interpret the
killing as the result of attempted rob-
bery, and hence would not meddle
with the senator’s baggage. Pretty
cool and calculating on his part, and

it very nearly worked. Well, guess
I'd better get this scratch attended to
next.”

The wound was only a slight one,
and a pad and a strip or two of plaster
took care of it.

As he left the doctor’s office, Dan’s
eye was caught by a screaming black
headline. He bought a paper and
read the article with interest,

ATE as it was, the director was
still in his office. Dan announced
himself and was told to come in.

“Let’s have it,” his chief said
tersely.

Dan recounted what had happened
during the afternoon. As he finished,
he laid the open newspaper on the
director’s desk and pointed to the
black headline.

“I’ve read it,” said the director, “an-
other gold robbery. That makes some-
thing like a dozen of them in the past
six months, all very much alike—bul-
lion from the mines, taken en route
from mines to banks or shipping
points. Local matters concerning the
local authorities; not coming under
our jurisdiction. But in relation to
that, here is a matter which—"

“Pardon me just a moment, sir,”
Dan interrupted, “but I showed you
that article to introduce something
else, something that vitally concerns
the Carter case, I believe. Look at
this, sir.”

He handed the director the thing he
had picked up beside the window
through which the unknown looter of
Senator Carter’s apartment had fled.
It was a little packet of newspaper
clippings held together by a rubber
band, with a penciled memorandum
attached.

The director gave Dan a keen
glance, took the packet and riffled
through the clippings.

“Hmm!” he grunted, “accounts of
the various gold robberies that have
taken place during recent months.
Where did you get these, Fowler,
and what about them?”

Dan told him. “And that, sir, I be-
lieve is what Senator Carter came to
Washington to see you about,” he
concluded. “I believe the senator had
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some knowledge concerning those
robberies, and %urthermore I believe
that was why he was murdered.”

The director’s dark eyes snapped.
His words shot out like bullets.

“On just what do you base that de-
duction?”

Dan’s answer was prompt and with-
out hesitation. “On this, sir—Sena-
tor Carter undoubtedly carried that
packet of clippings with him to
Washington. Why should he do so
if he were not vitally interested in
their subject matter? And why
should the man who burglarized his
room take that packet, of all things,
from the senator’s briefcase if it were
not connected with whatever he was
searching for? Of course the burglar
might have been carrying the packet
himself, dropped it in his flight; but
the other theory is much more reason-
able/ Yes, sir, I'm convinced that
thrte is a tie-up between those rob-
beries and the murder.”

The director nodded thoughtfully.
“It looks reasonable,” he conceded.
“Now as to this memorandum—"

He stared at the penciled words.

The Empress—$17,000,000. Prepare
to handle.

The director let out a low whistle.
“The Empress sails on the second of
next month on her maiden voyage
across the Atlantic.”

“Yes,” said Dan. “She’s the new
queen of the seas, the biggest of them
all. Everybody knows that.”

ee HAT is not generally

known,” went on the direc-
tor, “is that she carries the largest
shipment of gold bullion ever con-
signed to the United States treasury.
Dan, the British authorities have re-
ceived two undercover tips, which
they insist are authentic, that an at-
tempt will be made to steal the bul-
lion.

“It sounds preposterous, of course.
The Empress carries a crew of more
than a thousand and nearly three
thousand passengers. The gold will
be in the strong room and guarded.
The strong room cannot be unlocked
until the ship docks in New York.

Every precaution will be taken to
safeguard it when it is loaded on the

_ other side and when it is loaded here.

“Just the same the British are wor-
ried, and they have consulted with
us. Now you dig up this additional
bit of information that ties up per-
fectly with what the British suspect.”

Dan Fowler did not look incredu-
lous. Instead, he looked very grave.

“You will recall, sir,” he said, “that
there have been more than a dozen
gold robberies in this country during
the past six months. They were, one
and all, so cleverly planned and ex-
ecuted that not only was every one
successful, but not one of the rob-
bers has been caught. None of the
gold has been recovered, and no trace
of its whereabouts has come to light.
Which, to my mind, implies a na-
tional organization headed by some
master mind of unusual ability. If
that is so, an attempt on the Empress
may not be so absurd as it sounds.”

“Exactly,” said the director. “Wait
until I get the Secretary of the Treas-
ury on the phone.”

For several moments he talked
earnestly with the secretary. “Yes,
sir,” he concluded, “I think myself it
is the wise thing to do. I will attend
to it immediately. Thank you, sir.”

He whirled back to face Dan, his
keen eyes glowing.

“Fowler,” he barked, “you’re going
places.”

“Going places?”

“Yes, we are taking no chances. If
there is an attempt, I believe it will
take place either in Portsmouth or
Cherbourg harbor and not in New
York; and that is where you come in.
I'm sending you to England to sail
on the Empress. You leave for Eng-
land tomorrow.”

“Alone, sir?”

The director’s eyes twinkled. “I
suppose you would like to take Ken-
da] with you.”

“Yes, sir,” Dan replied eagerly.
“There’s nobody I'd rather have
along on such a trip than Larry Ken-
dal.”

“Nobody?” The director smiled.

Under his twinkling gaze, Dan
Fowler colored and an embarrassed
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grin spread across his strong features.

“Well, sir—" he began,

The director chuckled at the eager
expression on the face of his ace.

‘It has been thought wise,” he in-
terrupted, “to include a woman on the
mission. You know, an attractive
young lady with brains sometimes
gets to see and hear things that would
never be revealed to a man, Is there
anyone in the department you might
recommend?”’

Dan knew that his chief was poking
fun at him with that question. He
did not hesitate an instant in reply-

ing.

“Yes, sir. Miss Vane,” he said.

“Miss Vane is flying to New York
tonight at nine,” the director said.
“Larry Kendal leaves on the two
o’clock plane. You will leave tomor-
row morning at six. You will all
three sail on the Brittany tomorrow
at midnight. You will become ‘ac-

quainted’ on the Empress, Your pas-
sage on the Empress has been ar-
ranged, so you will have no difficulty
getting on the list, even if it is
crowded. That’s all, the rest is up
to you.”

CHAPTER 1V
Blazing Guns

IS blood was thrilling
in his veins whenDan
left the director’s
room. Here was
something worth-
while! Here was a
brand new field for
the exercise of his
talents.

In some ways,
Larry Kendal was as
unlike Dan Fowler

as day is from night. Dapper, debo-

nair, Larry Kendal was handsome and
perfectly groomed. He had the suave,
easy-going manner of a man-about-
town. Two things he and Dan had in
common—they thought fast and shot
straight. On a fifty-fifty basis, they
had gone through more than one
propped-up section of hell together.

They made a perfect team.

Sally Vane was supposedly only a

G-MEN

clerk in the department, She was
actually a field operative and the chief
reason the precedent against appoint-
ing female special agents was going
the way of most precedents. She was
blonde, blue-eyed, and slim, with
curves where rurves were in order.
Perhaps she didn’t actually say her
prayers to Dan Fowler, but the ques-
tion is open to debate,

She was, incidentally, the reason
why Dan Fowler couldn’t even see
any other woman. She had been or-
phaned when her father, a midwestern
sheriff, had been slain by the Nor-
shire gang, which Dan Fowler finally
smashed. Since then she had worked
with Dan and Larry on a number of
difficult and dangerous cases and had
conclusively proved her worth.

Dan Fowler made no secrecy of his
trip to New York. A big black Lin-
kard sedan—low-slung, silent, one of
the new F. B. I cars, geared to do
ninety—met him at the Newark air-
port and whisked him under the river
to the mighty city that roared and
thundered along the placid Hudson.

THE big plane howling down the
{J8. sky lanes from Washington was

- fast; but faster still were the words

that whispered over the wires to the
mahogany office in Manhattan where
the grey-haired man with the cold
blue eyes sat, telephone in hand.

“He left here on the six o’clock
plane,” said the voice from Washing-
ton., “His name is Fowler and he’s
the top-notcher of those damn college
boy detectives. I don’t know yet how
he came to get mixed up in the Carter
business, but he very nearly trapped
me in Carter’s room and I'm afraid
he might have picked up that bunch
of clippings I mentioned last night.

“If he did, it might give him an
idea, and an idea is all those hellions
need to make trouble. He may be in
New York on other business, but then
again he may not. I thought you
should know, sir.”

In the New York office, six words
were spoken, and heard in distant
Washington:

“He will be taken care of!”

Which was the reason why an emi-
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nently respectable-looking limousine
cruised casually in the wake of the
big Linkard as it rolled up Lexington
Avenue to the New York field offices
of the F. B. I. The occupants of the
limousine also appeared respectable,
at first glance, for they were carefully
dressed and barbered. There was a
shiftiness to the eyes shielded by the
brims of soft hats, however, and a
cruel twist to the lips that would have
interested an alert police officer.

The Linkard pulled up at an office
building. The limousine glided on,
turned the corner and shortly after-
ward reappeared on the avenue,
traveling in the opposite direction.
It parked in front of a restaurant al-
most opposite the building which
housed the F. B. I. offices. Three of
its occupants got out, strolled into
the restaurant and took seats at a

table near the window. The uni-
formed chauffeur sat stiffly at his
post, apparently staring straight
ahead of him, but with eyes glinting
sideward toward the entrance of the
F. B. L. building. The men in the
restaurant had the entrance under ob-
servance at all times.

Hal Whitten, the special agent in
charge of the field offices, had Dan’s
ticket ready for him.

“Kendal and Miss Vane are already
aboard the Brittany,” said Whitten.
“I feel confident nobody has an ink-
ling that they are F. B. I. agents.
Larry, with his usual combination of
luck and brains, struck up an ac-
quaintance with three young business
men going across for a vacation and
the four of them have been on ship-
board all afternoon, celebrating. Miss
Vane has credentials as a buyer for a
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large midwestern department store.
What's your cover, Dan?”

“Lawyer on vacation,” replied the
G-man, and added with a twinkle of
his deep-set eyes: “I am one, all right
—that’s what I took up in college—
and this trip is sure a vacation for
me.”

“Huh!” grunted the elderly Whit-
ten, “anything that promises trouble
and excitement is a vacation for you!
You aren’t ever happy unless you're
on a tough assignment!”

HITTEN sent out for food and
‘he and Dan had dinner to-
gether in the office.

“Eleven o’clock,”’ said Dan, finish-
ing his coffee, “time for me to be mov-
ing.” ‘

Dan did not take the F. B. I. car
from the office. His chief desire now
was not to attract attention. He
hailed a passing taxi.

“Pennsylvania Station,” he told the
driver. His plan was to enter the
great railroad terminal, buy a ticket to
Newark, and then slip out again
through one of the numerous exits.

The cab swung down Lexington
Avenue. Behind it rolled the big
limousine. The men in the restau-
rant, watching the F. B, I. office build-
ing like hawks, had not been fooled
by Dan’s maneuver.

“I haven’t any time to waste,” Dan
told the taxi driver.

The driver put on speed and began
to zigzag across town to Seventh Ave-
nue. He got caught in the after-
theatre jam at Fifty-third and Fifth
Avenue. Finally he wriggled his way
free, shot across to Sixth Avenue and
turned south.

“We’ll make some time, now,” he
called back to his passenger. “Nobody
much uses this pike at this time of the
night.”

The cab scudded swiftly down
Sixth between the massive steel pil-
lars of the elevated. Dan glanced at
his watch and leaned back comfort-
ably against the cushions. He had
plenty of time to make the Brittany
at Fourteenth Street before sailing
time. Glancing up, he saw that they
were passing through the deserted fur

trading district below Thirty-fourth
Street.

With a roar of churning cylinders,
a big black limousine shot up along-
side the speeding cab.

“Pull over!” a harsh voice yelled at
the driver.

The startled driver glanced in the
direction of the voice, saw a bristle of
gun barrels and lost his head com-
pletely. He spun his wheel franti-
cally—and wrapped his cab around
one of the steel El pillars! His dying
yell knifed through the screech of
ripped metal and the sound of smash-
ing glass.

Dan was hurled to the floor and
against the door. His two hundred
pounds of hard muscle ripped the door
from its hinges and he went end over
end into the street. For a moment he
lay writhing, the breath knocked out
of him, blood from the reopened
wound in his head streaming down his
face. :

The driver of the limousine
swerved away from the wreck,
skidded down the avenue for half a
block and spun his big car about on a
dime. In an instant he came roaring
back toward the prostrate G-man,
smoke and flame spurting from the
side windows.

Bullets were spatting all around
Dan, showering him with fragments
of stone and splinters of lead. The
headlights of the car blazed in his
eyes like the glare of some unearthly
monster.

Still gasping for breath, he hurled
himself out of the car’s path and be-
hind an El pillar. As the car roared
past him, his guns slid from their
shoulder holsters. The big .45's
crashed deafeningly.

Dan heard his bullets thud solidly
into the body of the car as it slowed
down with screaming brakes. He
saw blurred splotches appear on the
glass of its windows, but that was all.
No splinters of steel nor fragments
of glass flew under the pounding of
the copper-jackets. Dan threw down
on the rear tires, knew he didn’t miss,
but got no results,

“Armored body, bullet-proof glass,
and tires filled with non-puncture
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fluid!” he panted, staggering to his
feet.

HE limousine had stopped, but so

close to a pillar it was forced to
back up before it could turn. Dan
saw his chance and took it. As the
gangster car backed and sidled, he
scudded down the avenue at a dead
run. He could hear the hoods in the
limousine yelling curses. Their guns
cracked behind him. Bullets whined
past.

Dan was beyond Thirtieth Street be-
fore the limousine got around and
roared in pursuit. Somewhere in the
direction of Seventh Avenue he could
hear the wail of police prowl car
sirens; but he knew the big black car
would catch up with him before the
police arrived on the scene. Besides,
police help and publicity was the last
thing he desired.

He dared not turn into a side street,
and he knew the pursuing car would
run him down before he had gone an-
other block. Ahead, at Twenty-
eighth Street, loomed an El station
and he could hear the thunder of an
approaching southbound train, but
the station might as well be a million
miles away for all the good it would
do him.

The F. B. 1. teaches its men to think
fast and to recognize opportunity
when they see it. Opportunity
loomed beside Dan Fowler in the
shape of a squat El pillar. He grasped
both opportunity and the pillar.

In an instant he was swarming up
the latticed side of the pillar. Just as
his hand reached for the projecting
end of a cross-tie above his head, the
pursuing car boomed past. Too late
the bewildered hoods had seen and
understood his maneuver. They
leaned out the windows and sprayed
lead in his direction, but the inter-
vening pillar, the tricky light and the
sprawling shadows of the spidery El
were all in his favor.

Steely fingers gripped the cross-tie,
arms like bands of iron drew his lithe
body up and flung it onto the ties,
inches from the deadly third rail. On
the opposite track, the southbound
train crashed past, slowing for the

nearby Twenty-eighth Street station.

Dan dashed across the ties as the
last car flashed by. He lunged for the
rear platform rail, caught it and was
jerked off his feet. But he clung like
grim death to the rail and as the train
ground into the station, he hauled his
battered body over the railing and
onto the platform. Bloody, disheveled,
he slipped into the car and sank gasp-
ing into a seat.

The few passengers stared at him
in horror and amazement. Feet were
pounding on the station stairs as the
train pulled out, and police sirens
were wailing toward Sixth Avenue.

Crouching low in his seat, Dan
slipped fresh clips of cartridges into
his guns and took a chance on riding
past the Twenty-third and Eighteenth
Street stops. At Fourteenth Street
he slipped from the car and hurried
through the station.

A glance at the clock showed the
hands crawling past midnight. He
went down the steps four at a time.
A hand gripped his shoulder as he
reached the street.

EFORE him loomed a big figure
in blue. “Just a minute, buddy,”
said a voice.

Dan didn’t have time to argue. He
tripped the policeman before that
astounded and indignant individual
knew what it was all about, and took
to his heels.

There was plenty of traffic on
Fourteenth Street. %an leaped onto
the running board of a passing cab,
swung the door open and floundered
inside. A dignified old gentleman
who was the single occupant gave a
squawk of dismay.

“Shut up,” Dan told him, and added
to the driver, “Drive straight west,
like hell!”

The driver took one glance at the
steely eyes glaring out of the blood-
streaked face and did not argue. He
shot by a red light at Seventh Ave-
nue, grazed a southbound bus and
skinned the paint from a milk truck.
Behind him shrilled an outraged po-
lice whistle.

“If that cop got my number I'll be
put away for a week!” wailed the
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driver in tones of dismal despair.

Dan fumbled a crisp bill from his
pocket and dropped it on the front
seat.

“That’ll pay your fine and leave
something over,” he told the driver.
“This gentleman here will tell the
judge it wasn’t your fault. Faster,
now!”

The eld gentleman snorted in his
beard. “By gad, sir!” he exclaimed,
“that’s sporting! I suppose you
should be hanged, but I hope you
won’t be!”

“Never can tell,” Dan grinned at
him as the cab flashed past another red
at Eighth Avenue.

The light at Ninth was green and
the taxi streaked it toward Tenth
Avenue and the Brittany’s pier. The
air was trembling with a deep-
throated bellow. The Brittany was
whistling : “Gangplank!”

Tenth Avenue and a line of parked
cabs, past which north and south-
bound trucks whizzed! Dan’s taxi
went between them like a zigzag
streak of yellow lightning, to the ac-
companiment of grinding brakes and
cursing drivers.

“Dead end!” bawled the taxi man.
“I can’t go no farther!”

“Far enough!” Dan flung at him and
dashed under the overhead roadway
to the pier door, running like a blue
streak.

“Just a delayed passenger en-
deavoring to catch his ship!” ex-
claimed the old gentleman disgusted-
ly. “I'd thought he was an escaping
brigand or something romantic!”

“Don’t you be so sure,” grunted the
driver, pocketing the big bill, “hear
them radio cars squallin’ over on the
avenoo?”

Past shouting guards at the pier
door, Dan dashed. The gangplank
was already being raised. Tugs were
snorting and puffing. Dan made the
Brittany’s deck with a final mighty
leap, lost his footing and sprawled
amid the cheers of fellow passengers.
A protesting steward hurried up but
was quickly mollified by something
over which his fat fingers closed
tightly. Smiling and clucking, he
conducted Dan to his cabin,

CHAPTER V
Sinister Travelers

FTER the hectic tur-
moil of the past few
days, Dan found the
uneventful trip
across the Atlantic
a welcome respite.
The morning after
sailing, he read in the
ship’s paper news of
“the desperate battle
between rival gang-
ster outfits” that had taken place on
Sixth Avenue the night before, dur-
ing which a taxicab had been wrecked
and the driver killed. Police had
pursued one of the cars down Sixth
Avenue, the account stated, but lost
it in the twisty streets of Greenwich
Village.

“Guess those folks on the El didn’t
tie me up with the row in the streets,”
Dan mused. ‘“Chances are they fig-
ured I was a drunk who had gone to
sleep on the rear platform and
bumped his head. That cop at Four-
teenth Street didn’t get more than a
glimpse of me, and the cab driver who
drove me to the pier wouldn’t be do-
ing any unnecessary talking. Looks
like I got a break.”

He saw Larry and Sally on ship-
board, and knew that they saw him,
but it was not part of his plan to re-
cognize them, no matter how strongly
he might desire to personally.

Dan spent a pleasant week loafing
about England, filling to perfection
his réle of a young lawyer vacation-
ing on his first trip abroad. Larry
and his three boon companions hilari-
ously discovered London.

Sally Vane, in her character of de-
partment store buyer, actually visited
manufacturing establishments and the
offices of exporters. Only certain
high government officials and Sir
Basil Loring, commodore of the line
and acting captain of the Empress on
her maiden voyage, knew the truth.
They purchased tickets for the re-
turn trip to America on the Empress,
apparently through the regular chan-
nels. Dan casually encountered a
Scotland Yard inspector in a pub, and
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over a pitcher of ale learned that the
rumor of an attempt on the gold ship-
ment persisted.

“We've taken every possible pre-
caution,” said the inspector, “and the
whole bally business looks absurd, but
we’ll take no chances, The bullion
will be loaded at Southampton to-
morrow.”

The gold was loaded. Dan watched
it brought to the pier in armored
trucks, guarded so carefully that an
army could not have captured it. In
the steel-walled strong room, deep in
the ship’s hold, the time locks were
set so that the ponderous doors could
not be swung open until the Empress
docked in New York harbor, :

" “If they don’t try here in the har-
bor or at Cherbourg, it’s all off,” he
decided. “Of course they might
smuggle some of their men on board
without much trouble, but to capture
that ship would be like taking over a
cruiser or a dreadnaught, and New
York is out of the question. Well,
it’s been a nice trip!’

He went aboard soon after the gold
was loaded. Larry and Sally showed
up a little later. The three were
seated at the captain’s table and that
night at dinner, Sir Basil gravely
made them known to each other.

FLAGS flying, siren bellowing, the
mighty liner nosed out of South-
ampton harbor and headed down the
Solent toward the English Channel.
Whistles shrieked, cannon boomed.
Half a million cheering Britons
waved the new queen of the seas bon
voyage. The sky was a tender blue,
the water peaceful and golden with
sunshine,

Dan and Larry and Sally watched
the Isle of Wight slide past, and the
restless blue waters of the Channel
appear. The great ship turned ma-
jestically and, far, far ahead was a
dim and distant white cloud upon the
blue water. .It was the fringe of
France.

“We won't get to see it, though,”
murmured Sally Vane.

Dan gave the blue-eyed girl a
glance that sent the color to her soft
cheeks.

“Not this time,” he said, “but some
day_”

Lithe, handsome Larry Kendal
chuckled to himself and tactfully
moved along the rail a little ways.

Cherbourg, with more bands, more
salutes, more flags and more passen-
gers. And then the Empress glided
past the breakwater and pointed her
bow to the broad Atlantic. The thun-
der of her mighty engines took on a
deeper note. Their tempo quickened.
The blue rollers were sheared aside as
by a giant knife, while behind her
stern a mile-long wake tossed and
churned.

“She’s going to try for a record!”
ran the excited comment of the pas-
sengers.

Dan and Sally and Larry separated,
each in search of possible sources of
information. They met again the
following evening and conversed
cheerily. Under the stream of idle
talk, however, slipped terse sentences
spoken with scarcely moving lips and
inaudible to other passengers but a
few feet distant,

“Some funny characters on board,”
said Larry. “I ran across several in
the bars that aren’t my idea of the -
kind of folks that travel on this kind
of a ship. Of course they may be
gamblers—you always find them dur-
ing such a crossing—but they don’t
look exactly the part.”

“I had lunch with a very charming

Y/

young man I met while playing
shuffieboard,” reported Sally. “He
was refined and courteous, but when
a waiter spilled a drop of water on
his coat sleeve, he snarled something
out of the corner of his mouth in a
way that was rather out of character,
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I pretended not to notice, however.”

“I toured the ship with an official
party,” Dan said, “and in the engine
room I saw a face that certainly
looked familiar. Larry, didn’t Chuck
Quinlan, who was paroled from Lea-
venworth last month, have a small
‘star-shaped scar just below his left
eye?”

ARRY Kendal shut his eyes. Pic-
tures fled across his photo-
graphic brain.

“He did,” he stated positively.

Dan’s grey eyes flashed, his wide
mouth tightened.

“Then it was Chuck,” he declared.
“Now what does that mean? How did
an American mobster get a job oiling
on this fancy British ship? Why is
he here? I'm beginning to think we
may not have such a pleasant trip
after all.”

“What are you going to do, Dan?”
asked Larry. -

“I don’t know just yet,” Dan ad-
mitted. Later he had another talk
with Larry.

“I’'ve spotted three more of those
fellows,” he told Kendal. “They are
continually sweeping the sea with
glasses. Yes, I know lots of passen-
gers do that, but these three are pecu-
liarly persistent. I'm going to have a
talk with Sir Basil.”

Dan’s interview with the acting
captain was anything but satisfactory.
The old martinet regarded him with
scant favor.

“Your theory is preposterous, Mr.
Fowler,” he said. “Such things just
don't happen any more. Piracy on
the high seas in this day and age!
Sir, the British navy freed the seas
of pirates years ago.”

“Just the same, sir,” persisted Dan,
“I am convinced that if an attempt
is made on the gold shipment, it will
be from the sea, and not by criminals
aboard us.”

“The whole business is poppy-
cock!” snorted Sir Basil. “I have been
instructed by my foreign office to co-
operate with you people, but in what
manner is left solely to my judgment.
We have men from Scotland Yard
aboard, sir, and officers from our own

company. They are competent men
and in need of no outside assistance.”

That ended it. After all, the
Empress was a British ship and Sir
Basil was in command.

CHAPTER VI
Piracy

JHREE days out, and
the Empress crashing
across the North At-
lantic to break the all-
time record for the
western crossing,
Nothing out of the or-
¢4 dinary had happened
@l and had it not been for
$uf| the fact that there
were undoubtedly a
number of queer characters on the
ship, Dan would have felt sure that he
was following a cold trail. Not that
there was any untoward act to shar-
pen his suspicions, Dan was convinced
that the stocky oiler he had spotted
was Chuck Quinlan, ex-convict, but
Quinlan did nothing to attract atten-
tion to himself.

He was not in a position, Dan knew,
to do serious injury to the ship’s
mighty engines, if that was his pur-
pose in the engine room; and, for that
matter, what would be gained by dis-
abling or delaying the vessel? Noth-
ing that the G-man could see.

Neither Larry nor Sally had any-
thing of outstanding interest to re-
port that night. Dan slept soundly.

The morning of the fourth day out
dawned with such beauty as only the
Atlantic in one of its peaceful moods
can show. The sea was deepest blue
flecked with dancing gold. The sky
was a sapphire bowl with saffron
edges and a glowing yellow orange
at the bottom. Gulls like balls of
white light skimmed the glancing
wave crests. The Empress was a ship
of molten brass and scarlet flame. She
was alone on the broad ocean.

Not quite alone. Against the palely
golden line of the horizon showed a
dark dot. It grew in size momen-
tarily. Above it floated a feathery
plume of trailing shadow,

Dan Fowler, standing on the upper
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deck with Larry Kendal, noticed the
ship that came rushing out of the
blankness behind them. He gave a
low whistle of amazement as he
watched it grow in size.

“Good Lord! watch that fellow
come!” he exclaimed. “We're doing
thirty knots and he’s overhauling us
as if we were standing stilll”

Larry shielded his eyes against the
sun glare and peered with puckered
lids.

“Must be a destroyer,” he said
“Look at the smoke roll out of those
funnels.”

“Must be,” Dan agreed. “Nothing
else can make that speed. Funny
thing, though, she isn’t painted grey;
almost black in color.”

“Some other navy than ours,”
guessed Larry. “They don’t all paint
’em grey, do they?”

Dan didn’t know for sure. To-
gether they watched the slim dark
ship come roaring toward them at a
long diagonal.

Others on the Empress had noticed
the approach of the strange vessel.
Officers on the bridge were training
glasses on her.

“Perhaps she’s got a message for us,
or a passenger,” said Larry. “Cer-
tainly looks like she’s trying to catch
up with us.”

“She isn’t trying to—she is,” mut-
tered Dan, his grey eyes narrowing.
For no reason at all, there was a chill-
ing sensation gathering inside his
breast as he watched the mysterious
stranger rip through the long rollers
at locomotive speed. The trained
F. B. L. agent comes to know things
before they happen. Dan was vaguely
disquieted.

HE ship was almost on them. She
. 3 was belching black smoke in roll-
ing clouds. A white wave curled back
from her prow and seemed to lap her
low deck. And from that deck burst
a puff of white smoke. To the amazed
hearers on board the liner came the
sharp smack of the report as a shell
went skipping across the Empress’
bows. Which meant in any language:
“Heave to!”
An instant later the astounded offi-

cers of the liner saw a string of sig-
nal flags go fluttering aloft; and those
flags spelled out the same ominous
message.

Utterly scandalized, outraged, mad-
dened, S’gr Basil Loring did nothing
of the sort. Snorting with anger, his
white mustache bristling, he rang for
full speed ahead! The roar of the
Empress’ engines deepened, their
mighty pulse quickened.

Dan Fowler blazed out a helpless
curse. ‘“The damned old fool!” Like
bullets his words shot at Larry Ken-
dal. “Find Sally, and stand by! Hell’s
going to break here in a minute! This
is it, Larry! It’s a raid! The nerve
of those hellions! Who would have
thought it possible!”

“Where you going?” shouted Larry
as Dan bounded from his side.

“Radio room!” the G-man shot back.
“Find Sally!”

As Dan hurtled along the deck, he
heard the crack of a shot. Glancing
over his shoulder, he saw Sir Basil
Loring pitch forward, to lie a huddled
corpse on his own bridge. A thin-
faced man with a smoking gun was
running toward him. Other gunmen
were converging upon the bewildered
officers on the bridge.

On such a ship as the Empress, dis-
tances are. great. Dan had to run al-
most a city block before he reached
the radio room. Bullets were spatting
around him as he barged through the
door.

Inside the radio room was a strange
sight. The operator on duty and the
chief operator stood against the wall
with their hands raised. A hard-
faced young man Dan had noticed
playing cards steadily during the voy-
age covered them with a tommy-gun.
He whirled as the G-man entered,
swinging the machine-gun around.

He didn’t swing it quickly enough.
Dan’s guns were out as he plunged
through the door. They spat flame as
the hood’s finger curled on the trig-
ger. The tommy-gun roared a burst
that ripped splinters from the door;
then it clattered to the floor with the
dead gangster on top of it.

Dan blazed an order to the white-
faced operator. “Send out a call—
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quick! Ask for help! Tell every-
body that can hear you the ship’s at-
tacked by pirates! I said pirates!/
Hurry, while I hold them off! Say
we're sinking, We’re liable to be in a
minute! Hurry!”

Galvanized into action by the
G-man’s dynamic force, the operator
leaped to his table. An instant later
the astounding message was pouring
into receiving sets all over the world.
The operator repeated it, over and
over. The snap and crackle of the
wireless filled the room as the chief
operator began hurling out dots and
dashes in code. Outside sounded
yells and running feet,

Crouched in the doorway, Dan let
go with both guns. He blasted a man
off his feet and sent another to the
deck howling with a smashed shoul-
der. Grim, nerveless, eyes blazing in
his bronzed face, he stopped the rush
to the wireless room,

UT he couldn’t stop the charge of

that lean, black ship tearing to-
ward the doomed liner. A roaring
volcano, flame blasting the black
smoke from her funnels, white water
curling over her forward rail, she
ripped the heaving Atlantic apart as
she overtook the straining leviathan.
Less than a quarter of a mile distant
she changed her course like a skater
flickering across smooth ice and thun-
dered along parallel to the Empress.
Again that ominous ball of white
smoke puffed from her deck.

This time the chilled-steel bolt did
not go skipping in front of the knife-
like prow. There was a ripping
smash, then a roar as the shell burst
in the bowels of the liner. Another
puff of smoke and another roar. Again
and again.

Dan felt the mighty ship reel be-
neath him like a stricken thing. The
throb of her engines ceased, she
quickly lost way. Another crash, fol-
lowed by a mightier explosion than
any that had gone before.

“Damn!” muttered th e G-man.
“There went a boiler! Set still work-
ing?” he asked the operator.

“Independent of engine room
power,” the other flung back.

Dan was hardly conscious of the
bullets that whined about him. A yell
of agony inside the room brought his
head about. The operator lay in a
bloody huddle, moaning and retching.
One of the slugs had ripped through
his stomach. The chief was swearing
hysterically, and still sending.

The great liner was a pandemonium
of horrible sound. Men yelled and
cursed. Women screamed. On the
bridge was a confused bellowing of
orders. Fire had broken out some-
where and the ominous crackle of the
flames grew louder and louder. Far
ahead, the lean attacker whipped
about and came roaring back toward
her helpless quarry.

This time, however, she ran in close
with slackening speed. Boats hit the
water as precisely as from the decks
of a man-of-war. Oars flashed in the
sunlight. A man with a megaphone
stood in the lead boat.

“Drop a ladder!” he boomed, “and
no funny business! Make a move and
we’ll blow you out of the water!”

The firing above and below decks
had ceased. Evidently all resistance
had ended. Dan slipped back from
the door and hauled the tommy-gun
from beneath the dead gangster.
Wedging the door shut on a crack, he
waited. No further attack came, how-
ever,

Men were pouring over the rail
from the boats, men in natty uniforms
and heavily armed. Something
wrapped and bulky was hoisted up
and handled gingerly. The men who
carried it vanished below decks.

Tingling w it h suspense, Dan
waited. He wondered where Larry
was, and Sally, but he did not dare go
look for them. The chief operator
was still sending and Dan knew it was
up to him to hold the radio room as
long as there was a breath in his body.

“Keep giving them our position,”
he told the chief. “I’m afraid we'’re
going to need help badly before this
is finished.”

There was an ominous list to the
great ship and she tossed sluggishly.
She was no armored cruiser, built to
resist cannon fire, and those shells had
doubtless ripped the sides out of her,
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Dan knew that she was built with
water-tight compartments and, theo-
retically, unsinkable, but her de-
signers had never figured for any such
test as she had just undergone.

ELOW decks sounded another
explosion, muffled, heavy. Min-
utes passed and laden men began to
appear on deck. They passed their
burdens overside to the waiting boats
and trooped back to the hold. They
were stokers, stewards, seamen and
others of the Empress’ crew. They
were guarded and driven to their task
by the hard-faced men in uniform who
had come in the boats from the attack-
in%ship.
an knew what those unwilling
bearers carried.

“They’ve blown the strong-room
and are looting the gold,” he told the
chief operator, “That’s what they
were after!”

“It couldn’t happen!” yammered the
pallid Britisher. “This is the twen-
tieth century! This isn’t sixteen hun-
dred and the Spanish Main. It can’t
bet”

“Maybe not,” Dan told him grimly,
“but it did and is!”

Gold worth millions runs to a great
weight, but it didn’t take the pirates
long to transfer it to their waiting
ship. Before Dan would have be-
lieved it possible, the uniformed men
were streaming overside once more.
With them went fully two-score of
the planted passengers who had
helped capture the ship.

“Guess that settles it,” said the
G-man, straightening up. “They’re
leaving.”

A woman’s scream, shrill, piercing,
whirled him about. The radio room
had a window and through that win-
dow glared a murderous face. Dan
Fowler saw eyes glinting across the
sights of a heavy automatic lined with
his breast.

Crash!

The automatic exploded, but the
bullet slammed harmlessly into the
floor. Over the face at the window
spread an expression of vast astonish-
ment. An instant and it vanished. In
that instant Dan recognized Chuck

Quinlan, the ex-convict oiler. He
leaped to the window, then turned
quickly as steps sounded outside the
door.

“It’s me, Dan!” yelled a voice he
recognized. A second later Larry
Kendal dashed in, a still smoking gun
in his hand. Behind him was Sally
Vane.

“Sally saw him just in time and
yelled to me,” panted . “I was
afraid he’d got you before I drilled
him. Are you all right, Dan?”

“Yes, thanks to you two,” Dan told
them gratefully. “That was Quinlan.
It was I who got him his term in
Leavenworth, you remember, and he
hated me enough to chance slipping
back here and bumping me off after
the others were leaving the ship. He
must have recognized me when I was
down in the engine room.”

There was a sudden roar as the
pirate ship got under way. She spun
about like a dancer and went racing
toward the southern horizon,

“There goes seventeen million,”
muttered Dan. “How many did they
kill, Larry?”

“Only Sir Basil and that poor devil
of an operator there,” Larry said.
“Everybody was so taken by surprise
that there was hardly any resistance.
The British government men on
board never had a chance, and after
that first shell the officers gave orders
to surrender. There was nothing else
to do. You're the one that put a
crimp in their style, Dan. They
thought they had the radio room cap-
tured and intended to smash it first
thing. Then they could have taken
their time and had nothing to worry
about. As it is, everything on the
ocean will be looking for them.”

QQI’M broadcasting the best descrip-
tion I can,” put in the radio
man.

“Keep it up,” Dan told him, “and
keep telling them we need help; I
don’t like the feel of this ship. Did
you get a good look at any of that
crowd, Larry, or you, Sally?”

“Yes,” said the girl. “I’m sure I'd
recognize the man who led the board-
ing party, if I ever saw him again. He



BLOODY GOLD 37

was the one who stopped the attack
on the radio room. He told them the
damage had already been done and
not to waste any more time.”

“Keep his description in mind,” Dan
directed, “and when we get to Wash-
ington you go over all the photos on
file and see if you can place him.
Quinlan is another line—we’ll trace
his connections and perhaps that will
tell us something. Wait until I give
him the once-over.”

Quinlan’s pockets gave up little of
interest. Crumpled in the bottom of
one, however, Dan found a torn en-
velope addressed to:

Charles Quinlan,

972 W. 19th St., New York City.
The sender’s return address had been
torn away, leaving only a fragment:

.. .bra Mine ... City :

Dan stowed it away carefully.
“Come on,” he told the others, “let’s
get outside and see what’s going on.”

The ship was still in wildest con-
fusion. Captain Beatty, who had re-
linquished his command on the
maiden voyage in deference to Sir
Basil Loring, had now taken over the
ship and was striving to bring order
out of chaos. The chief engineer re-
ported the engines hopelessly
wrecked. The intricate machinery of
communication over the vast vessel
was no longer functioning. Fire was
raging in the after part, The lower
hold was already full of water. As
Dan and his two aids reached the
outer deck, they heard a command:

“Stand by for lifeboats!”

CHAPTER VII
In the Tradition

OWLER glanced anx-
iously at the sky.
He suddenly realized
t hat the golden
morning had given
place to a grey fore-
noon. The sea was
no longer bright and
sparkling but had as-
sumed a dull, leaden
hue. A chill wind
moaned through the

superstructure, adding fury to the

flames which raged in the after part of
the ship. Scanning the horizon with
keen eyes, Dan saw a faint white line
far to the north.

“Real wind coming over there,” he
muttered, “Larry, things look bad.
But I believe help’s coming, too.”

There was a smudge against the
eastern horizon; another a little
farther south. Those darker clouds
against the wall of grey meant that
ships were racing toward the stricken
liner,

“Storm’ll beat ’em to it, though,”
said Dan, “Come on, Larry, there's

_liable to be work for us to do. Stick

with us, Sally.”

There was work for all hands. Many
of the almost three thousand pas-
sengers were in a state close to panic.
They had to be got into line and kept
that way. To overload the boats
would be fatal. There was vital need
for haste, but haste with order.

Without hesitation, Dan and Larry
joined the grim-faced officers who
guarded the approaches to the life-
boats. Again and again rang out that
cry so in keeping with the finest tra-
ditions of the sea:

“Women and children first! Women
and children first!”

With the appalling suddenness of
the North Atlantic, the storm struck.
Level lances of rain, sweeping before
an icy wind, struck the sluggishly
tossing wreck. The liner, already
listing dangerously, heeled over still
farther. A dreary grey twilight
crawled down off the wings of the
wind and spread itself over the sur-
face of the waters. An ugly sea was
swiftly kicking up, and the wind grew
in force.

Flares and rockets began to soar
up from the bridge. Captain Beatty
was endeavoring to guide the ap-
proaching rescue ships to his stricken
vessel. The radio operators sent their
clicketing voices winging through the
storm.

“Coming fast as we can!’ whis-
pered back the voices from the unseen
distances. “Hold on, we're coming!”

A terrifying mutter began spread-
ing among the passengers and crew.

“There aren’t enough boats!” The
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officers shouted an anxious denial.

“Room for all!” they insisted.
“Room for all! Keep in line and
don’t swamp them.”

But the mutter rose to a cry, the
cry to a scream, the scream to a
screech of terror. Maddened men
rushed the boats, and were beaten
back. They rushed again, sweeping
the thin line of officers and seamen
off their feet. A boat was crushed
against the steel side. Another went
down stern first, spilling its shrieking
load into the churning water. The
officers began to shoot over the heads
of the crowd.

AN FOWLER found himself in

the midst of a maddened mob
that had lost all reason. Face bleak,
mouth set in a grim line, he fought
those panic-stricken passengers as he
had fought snarling public enemies
all over broad America. His iron-
hard fists sent men reeling and sense-
less. His big arms swept them back
by twos and threes.

Beside him fought Larry Kendal,
no longer a dapper fashion-plate, but
with his garments ripped to shreds,
and blood streaking his face, though
a whimsical grin still quirked his lips.

Sally Vane might have been a slim
boy swinging ablack pistol barrel, had
it not been for the startling whiteness
of the flesh that gleamed through the
tatters of what had been a modish and
becoming gown. F or breathless,
bloody minutes the battle raged; then
it was over as quickly as it had begun.
Men huddled back, muttering and
shamefaced, the panic pounded out of
them and their senses jarred back
into their skulls,

“Line up beside us, boys, and help
keep order!” Dan shouted to the fore-
most.

The response was instant. Above
the roar of the storm and the still
more ominous roar of exploding boil-
ers in the depths of the doomed ves-
sel, again sounded that cry:

“Women and children first. Women
and children first!”

Wiping the blood from his face,
Dan Fowler turned to Sally.

“Into the next boat for you,” he or-

dered. “There aren’t many more left.”

Sally turned startled blue eyes to-
ward him. “And you?”

Dan shrugged his wide shoulders.
“Larry and I are taking our chances,
of course,” he replied.

“I'm taking my chances, too,” said
Sally, very calmly,

Dan’s big jaw set hard. “I’'m in
charge of this outfit,” he told her,
“and I'm ordering you into that boat.”

The slim blonde girl faced him and
her blue eyes looked squarely into
his. “And for the first time, I'm not
obeying orders,” she said. “I’'m not
going!”

For a long moment their eyes
locked; then Dan Fowler nodded his
understanding.

“Women and children first!” That’s
in the tradition. But just as a Cap-
tain stays with his ship, a woman
stays with her man. That, too, is in
the tradition!

Sirens were wailing through the
storm now. Two great liners flying
starry flags were smashing their way
through the slaty, white-crested
waves, The foremost roared a final
blast of triumph and hove to. Boats
hit the water with thrilling disregard
for the reaching fingers of death, and
fought their way toward the strick-
en vessel. Loaded lifeboats were
picked up and their shivering occu-
pants whisked below to warmth and
restoratives,

The last lifeboat swung down from
the Empress’ slanting deck. Seamen
passed out life preservers to the little
group left huddled in the driving
rain. Dan fitted one close about
Sally, the only woman left aboard.

Men began leaping into the sea.
The deck was so steeply slanted that
it was a perpetual scramble to keep

footing. Dan glanced about, and
down at the tossing water.
“All right,” he told Larry. “You

first—jump away from the side, so
she won’t smash you when she rolls
back, Now!”

Larry leaped as their side of the
ship rolled low. He was in the clear
before the slow upward heave of the
water-logged wreck began. A few
moments after he hit the water, a boat
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rescued him from the cold grey sea.
“Ready,” Dan told the girl. “I'm
following right after you.”

ALLY leaped and went rushing

down like a slim and graceful
spirit of the storm. Dan followed her
almost instantly and saw the water
close over her bright head while he
was still in mid-air,

He broke water, gasping with the
icy cold, and saw Sally nearby. A few
powerful strokes took her to his side.
An awful moaning rose above the roar
of the storm. Dan knew what it was
—the death cry of the stricken liner.
In scant minutes she would vanish be-
neath the waves. Supporting the girl
with one arm, he fought frantically to
get beyond the pull of the mighty vor-
tex that would swirl anything within
its grasp to the icy depths when the
ship made the final plunge.

With despair gripping his heart, he
knew that he could never make it. His
arms were leaden, the chill of the
water bit into his bones. Wave crests
smashed him in the face. The mighty
swells rolled him over, strangled him.
His brain was growing numb, his
senses leaving.

Suddenly something gripped him,
hauled him above the surface.

“Come in outa that, buddy!” roared
a deep voice. He could hear the
clank of oarlocks and the hiss of the
long blades straining to back water.
Up he went, and over the side of the
boat.

“Careful, Pete!” shouted another
voice. “He’s got a gal in that arm!
Here, help me to pry it loose—he’s
got a grip like a turn in a hawser!”

Shaking the crowding blackness
from his mind, Dan slackened his hold
on Sally. He managed to sit up.

“I knew we’d find them sotnewhere
around!” shouted Larry Kendal’s
voice. “That mug’s too tough to
drown!”

Dan Fowler shook the water from
his eyes and gazed about. Between
the ravening waters and the reeling
sky loomed the upreared bow of the
Empress; she was going down by the
stern. More than half of her mighty
shape had already vanished. Down
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she rushed, swiftly and more swiftly.
And high on her slanted bridge stood
a single white-haired figure, lance-
straight, heroic, indomitable. Captain
Allan Edward Beatty was standing
the last watch alone with his ship—in
the tradition!

CHAPTER VIII
Death in the Sky

PPEARING older
than the scant weeks
of absence warranted,
Dan stood before his

~ chief a few days later.

There were lines in

2% his face that had not

%8 been there when he
4 left so jauntily for

@ his trip across the

: sea.

“Yes, sir, I saw things I can’t for-
get,” he repeated at the completion of
his: report. “There was something
about what happened out there that
gets you as no ordinary crime could.
It was a harking back to the old days
of black flags and skulls-and-cross-
bones, when human life was cheap and
man’s finest creations just something
to destroy. Such things just natur-
ally don’t belong in an age of de-
cency, sir, and the brain that could
conceive such a thing doesn’t belong,
either.”

The director drummed on his desk
with nervous fingers. “It sent a thrill
of horror over the entire world,” he
agreed, “The British Government is
wild, and no wonder. Qur own doesn’t
feel very happy over it.”

“No news of that ship?”

“A small sailing vessel reported
sighting such a ship in the Gulf of
Mexico,” said the director, “but de-
stroyers sent to investigate found
nothing.”

“She’s very nearly a destroyer her-
self,” Dan said gravely. “She cer-
tainly has the speed. Doesn’t seem
possible that such a vessel could be
on the seas and not noticed; but paint
and false work make wonderful
changes in a ship’s appearance.”

He leaned forward and placed both
muscitlar hands flat on the desk.

“But the ship doesn’t count, sir,”
he said earnestly. “It did what was
required of it—what it was doubtless
built and equipped for. I wouldn’t be
surprised if it was sunk once. it had
unloaded its cargo. What we want is
the man who is at the head of this
business.

“He is, of course, one of those
mad egoists who think themselves
shrewder and more powerful than any
power on earth; but he is, in my opin-
ion, one of the most dangerous men
we have ever encountered. He has
brains and utter daring. He won't
stop at this. He will strike, and strike
again.”

The director nodded. “F think
you're right. You want to get him,
don’t you, Dan?” he added.

For more than a minute Dan Fow-
ler stood looking at something etched
on the screen of memory. He was
seeing a white-haired, lance-straight
figure standing on a reeling bridge
with face upturned to a storm-
wrecked sky. Drawing a deep breath,
he answered the director’s question:

“Yes, sir!”

That was all, but the director un-
derstood. He picked up a sheaf of
papers and motioned Dan to a chair.

“You will notice from these ac-
counts that they did not desist from
minor operations while pulling the
big job,” he remarked, handing the
papers to Dan,

HE G-man read item after item
-84 dealing with gold robberies in
various parts of the country. In the
sheaf also were foreign dispatches de-
tailing depredations startlingly simi-
lar to those taking place in the United
States. He whistled as his eye lit on
one item.

“That one pulled on the Alhambra
mine in Arizona was a real haul,” he
remarked.

“Something over half a million,”
the director said. ‘“The Alhambra
people let out an awful howl. That’s
just about the biggest and best pro-
ducing mine in Arizona. It is turn-
ing out plenty of gold regularly. Most
of the other mines in the district
make little more than expenses. They
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all keep hanging on, however, hoping
to strike it rich like the Alhambra.”

“Sometimes they do and sometimes
they don’t,” Dan observed. “The
Tombstone silver mines came in in
flocks; but at Virginia City and Gold-
hill, Colorado, there was hardly any-
thing worthwhile except right on the
Comstock lode. Those fellows in the
Alhambra district may be throwing
good money after bad, but then again
they may be headed for fortunes.”

“The Alhambra stock is zhiefly
owned by a New York bank, the Hun-
ter National,” said the director,

“That bank! No wonder a howl
went up. It's one of the city’s big-
gest.”

Something in the card-index of his
memory suddenly clicked. “Alhambra
Mine, Gold City,” he muttered. “I
wonder—"

He fished out a smeary, water-faded
bit of torn envelope and laid it on the
director’s desk. It was the fragment
he had taken from Chuck Quinlan’s
pocket.

“Look at that, sir!” he exclaimed
eagerly. “See how it reads—‘. .. bra
Mine . . . City’! Couldn’t that be
made to read ‘Alhambra Mine, Gold
City’? It looks to me as if someone
connected with the Alhambra Mine
job was pretty close to Quinlan—and
Quinlan was one of the leaders on the
Empress job.”

The director nodded. “Everything
considered,” he said, “I believe it
would be a good idea for you to make
a little trip to Arizona and look over
the Alhambra ground. Half a million
in gold isn’t easy to transport. There
ought to be some clew as to where
that shipment went.”

Dan walked over to a big map hung
on the wall and studied it.

“Gold City is mighty near the
Mexican border,” he commented.

“I have thought of that,” admitted
the director.

“It’s a wild and desolate stretch of
country just south of the border
there,” Dan said. “If they have a way
to run the gold across the line into
Mexico, there would be plenty of
places where it could be hidden until
an opportunity turns up to put it into
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circulation. You mentioned that the
pirate ship was sighted in the Gulf
of Mexico. The thing sort of ties up,
you see.

“Gold can’t be sold in this country
at present except to the government,
and of course that market is out of the
question for the thieves. The foreign
market is limited and any undue
quantity appeating from other than
known legitimate sources would occa-
sion comment. I am of the opinion
they are carefully caching their loot
until an opportunity presents for dis-
posing of it.”

“H DON’'T doubt that you have the
B right idea,” agreed the director,
“and that makes it doubly difficult
to catch up with them.

“I don’t need to remind you of the
importance of this case, Dan,” he
went on. “The sinking of the Em-
press has kicked up a terrific row and
may be fraught with the gravest con-
sequences.”

“Yes, it’s up to us,” Dan muttered.
“Up to us to show the world that,
after all, they’re just another gang of
yellow rats creeping from their holes
to murder and destroy when the odds
are all in their favor, and to scurry
away squealing when those odds turn
against them. Yes, it’s up to us!”

After discussing the matter further
with the director, Dan decided to fly
to New York and interview officials
of the Hunter National Bank before
making the western trip, He was con-
vinced that the Alhambra robbery was
his best lead at present. The pirate
ship angle was already being covered
by ace men of two governments. Dan
knew that a thorough check would be

made wherever ships were built, in an

endeavor to run down the owner of
the sinister vessel. He knew that F.
B. I. men were looking up all known
connections of Chuck Quinlan, the
gangster Dan had recognized on
board the Empress. Larry Kendal
and Sally were assisting in this work
at present,

“What we want is the weak link,”
he told himself. “There’s always one
in this kind of a chain. Once that’s
found, the whole chain breaks. If we
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can just crack down on one gang
that's pulled a gold robbery, we’ll
have a lead and something to work
on.ﬂ

Dan visited the Hunter National in
its sky-high shaft of steel and stone.
“Mr. Butler, the president, will see
you,” he was told, and an elevator
whisked him up to a pretentious suite
of offices overlooking Manhattan’s
bustling canyons.

Carrington Butler was a big man,
astonishingly handsome, with iron-
grey hair, deep-set blue eyes, and a
patrician cast of countenance. His
manners were polished and assured.
He greeted Dan courteously and
plunged into the business at hand.

“It is not the loss, considerable
though it is, Mr. Fowler, over which
we are most indignant,” he said. “It
is the insolent arrogance of those
scoundrels and their callousness to-
ward human life. The driver of that
truck and the men assigned to guard
the gold shipment received no more
consideration than so many rats.”

“Did any of them give a description
of the robbers?” Dan asked.

“I see that you are not yet familiar
with the details,” said Butler. “Mr.
Fowler, not one of the men to whose
care that shipment was entrusted is
alive, They were shot down like dogs,
their bodies riddled by machine-gun
bullets and left in the dust of the
road! It was atracious!”

“Just where did the robbery oc-
cur?” Dan asked.

Carrington Butler glanced over a
sheaf of typewritten sheets. “About
thirty miles southwest of Gold City,
where the Alhambra mine is located,”
he replied. “The shipment had been
sent out sscretly by truck instead of
being loaded directly at the railroad
station. The manager of the mine had
received a tip that a train robbery was
planned and used that method to cir-
cumvent the robbers, It didn’t work.”

“Looks like there was an inside tip-
off,” commented Dan. Butler nodded
agreement.

AN received letters of introduc-
tion to the manager and busi-
ness manager of the Alhambra mine.

He shook hands with the bank presi-
dent and left the office. He found
that he could make a plane connection
for the southwest within the hour. An
F.B.I. car whirled him under the river
and he was safe on board minutes be-
fore the big ship clawed her way up
the long ladder of the sky and pointed
her nose toward the setting sun,

The red sun vanished in a riot of
scarlet and gold. Stars like silver
needlepoints pricked through the
blue-black velvet of the sky, wheeled
across it in time with the endless
march of the hours, and vanished
again when the east flamed from
dawn-grey to the crimson and rose
of a new day. And still the great
air liner roared on.

Above her was an arch of tender
blue. Beneath was the lifeless grey
of a desert with fangs of dark moun-
tains flinging up from its edges. Dan
Fowler, weary with hours of intense
thinking, glanced down at the dreary
expanse spread out like a dusty map.
His eyes focused on a black dot ris-
ing from behind a shadowy hill. It
grew larger, took the form of a giant
soaring bird.

“Looks like a plane,” murmured the
G-man. “What in the devil is a plane
taking off in this forsaken tail-end of
creation for?”

It was a plane, a swift, slim craft
with stubby wings and a snub nose.
It zoomed upward at an astonishingly
sharp angle, climbing toward the
thundering transcontinental liner. It
was a mile or two in the rear. Sud-
denly it leveled off and came darting
forward like a swift-winged Falcon
swooping toward a lordly heron.

“Whew! but he’s fast!” exelaimed
Dan, craning his neck as the tiny
craft hurrummed toward the giant
ship on a sharp diagonal. Abruptly it
vanished from his range of vision. It
was riding the liner’s tail!

Brr-r-rp! Brr-r-r-r-rp!

The ominous sound cut through the
roar of the liner’s motors. There was
a crash of ripping steel and wood, a
yell of agony and a scream of terror.
Dan saw the pilot rise to his feet and
pitch sideward., The co-pilot grabbed
frantically for the controls,
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Brr-r-r-rp! Brr-r-r-r-rp!

Again it came, the rippling chatter
of a machine-gun. Again the hail of
bullets stormed through the great
plane, The co-pilot died without a
groan. A passenger slumped forward
in a moaning heap. The huge plane
rocked and reeled.

Br-r-r-rp! Brr-r-r-r-r-rp!

And the liner was swirling down-
ward like a falling leaf!

Through a thousand feet of scream-
ing, whirling, up-rushing air the big
plane fell, helpless, hopeless, utterly
out of control. Shrieking passengers
were hurled about like peas in a run-
ning rooster’s crop. The moan of the
wounded man wailed upward in a thin
streamer of sound. The snub-nosed
ship sheered off, rocking on its wings,
a wisp of smoke from the deadly ma-
chine-gun coiling and vanishing in
its wake. The earth was a giant
merry-go-round expanding with as-
tonishing speed.

Dan Fowler was hurled to the floor
and rolled over and over. A yelling
fat man landed on top of him, knock-
ing most of the breath out of him.
A madly screaming woman clawed at
his face. Gasping, swearing, he got
to hands and knees and lunged toward
the nose of the plane. His hand
skidded on a wet and slippery surface
and his fingers dripped red with the
dead pilot’s blood. He sprawled on
his face, rolled over, lurched forward
again and scrambled into the pilot’s
seat.

AN could handle a plane, and
with every trick he knew or had

ever heard of, he fought to stop that
deadly spin. He closed the throttle,
centered the stick and threw the full
weight of his big body against rud-
ders and ailerons, pressing them hard
against the perimeter of the whirling
circle. The terrific vibration of the
stricken ship threatened to tear the
whole structure to pieces. And the
plane continued to swirl downward.
There was just one thing left to do,
and if that failed, in another instant
the plane would be a crushed and
flaming funeral pyre on the desert’s
floor. He reached out and gave the

engine full throttle. The already in-
credible speed of the falling plane was
yanked to a new high by the terrifi¢
surge of hundreds of horsepower add-
ing their might to the pull of gravity.

Dan stiffened in his seat and sat
rigid. There was nothing he could
do now but ride all the way down.
Were he to attempt to bail out with
his ’chute, the wind, howling past like
a million demons, would snap his neck
against a window ledge like a rotten
stick. In fact, he didn’t give that
phase of the situation a thought. He
had no intention of leaving the help-
less, panic-stricken passengers in the
careening liner. There was always
the chance of a last-second oppor-
tunity to save the ship, and he alone
was in a condition to seize that op-
portunity should it present itself.

So he just sat there, rigid, tense,
waiting for some sign that the thun-
dering engines might lift the bow of
the ship.

Abruptly faint hope stirred in Dan’s
breast. The terrific pull of the en-
gines was lifting the bow slightly.
But much more swiftly, the ground
was roaring up to meet him. It was
but a matter of scant feet. A few
feet too much and he would smash a
hole in the ground big enough to sink
the Woolworth building! A few feet
too little and he would pancake down
to a belly-flop that would kill the lot
of them as surely and swiftly as a
headlong dive.

He reached down to cut the switch.
The floor of the desert leaped hun-
grily for the hurtling ship. Now the
bow was almost level—not quite.
Fangs of stone blurred past a wing
tip. Gaunt cactus plants groped up-
ward, passed in a grey-green blur. Dan
braced himself and waited.

He felt the jar as the wheels struck
the sand, a little off the proper angle.
He felt the undercarriage sweep off
and crash away behind him. The
propellers dipped, wound themselves
into screeching knots of metal. The
underbelly of the plane touched the
earth and skipped like a flat stone
across water.

Dan’s hands and feet worked auto-
matically without messages from his
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brain. The plane careened upward in
a prodigious bounce, skipping over a
hundred yards of sand and rock be-
fore it touched and bounced again.
It touched a third time. Wood.
crumpled, metal sheared. Over she
went, crashed onto her back, turned
another cartwheel and lay still.

TUNNED, bleeding, half-dazed
from the terrific buffeting he had
received, Dan Fowler groped erect,
smashed his way through a window
and sprawled on the sand. The
wrecked ship itself was lying in a
tingling pool of silence, but outside
and overhead was a roaring clamor
that Dan knew to be the attacking
plane swooping down to finish the job.
Yes, there it came—a howling air-
fiend crashing its way through the
sunlight. Not fifty feet above the
ground it leveled out, sweeping past
the wreck.

Brer-r-r-rp! . Br-r-r-r-rp!

The machine-gun was at it again!
Bullets stormed about the fallen plane
and kicked up smoke like puffs of
sand.

Dan’s senses were clearing. He
jerked both his .45 automatics from
their shoulder holsters and cut loose
at the screaming plane, firing well
ahead of the flying shape. He saw
splinters flash in the sunlight, had a
blurred impression of a ducking fig-
ure in the narrow cockpit. The
stubby plane wobbled.

Then it was up and away, climbing
the slant of the sky like the side of a
house. Dan watched it dwindle to a
humming dragonfly in the direction of
Mexico’s purple mountains. He hol-
stered his guns with a sigh of relief.

“Either I hit him or he fired his last
belt,” the G-man muttered as he
turned back toward the fallen plane,
from which groans and yells were now
1ssum§.

“Hello!” he exclaimed abruptly,
“maybe that’s why he ran for it!”

Galloping across the desert came
horses. Dan could see men swaying
lithely in the saddles. There were
half a dozen of them and they were
headed for the wreck at a fast gallop.

“Take ’em five minutes to get here,”
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Dan calculated, turning back to the
plane again.

There had been six passengers—
two of them women—in the plane
other than himself. All were cut and
bruised and shocked, but aside from
the man who had been struck by a
machine-gun bullet and had a smashed
shoulder, none of them was seriously
injured. The pilot and the co-pilot
were dead.

The wounded man was lifted out,
and the others clambered after him.
Dan was showered with hysterical
praise. The horsemen—Ilean, bronzed
cowboys—thundered up.

“We saw you fallin’ and headed for
you,” one told Dan. “Say, didn’t we
hear shootin’ as we come up?”

Dan told them as much as he
deemed necessary. “These passengers,
especially the man who is shot, need
attention,” he concluded. “Can you
help get them to the nearest town?”

“That’ll be Gold City, thirty miles
southwest,” said the first cowboy.
“Yeah, we can get them there. Our
chuck wagon is t’other side that rise; -
we're drivin’ a trail herd to Gold City.
We'll jest load 'em in the wagon and
take ’em to town with us. You can
have a hoss if you want it, feller. You
look like you could ride.”

Dan thanked the punchers and ac-
cepted the horse. Without waiting
for the slower wagon, he set out for
Gold City. He was anxious to report
the attack on the plane as quickly as
possible.

CHAPTER IX
Did John Quinn Lie?

PEST of the town,
mountains were veil-
|ing their mighty
shoulders in royal
purple when Dan
reached Gold City.
He immediately got

J talked with the direc-
tor.
“I'm all right save for a few
scratches,” he concluded. “This thing
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is getting worse all the time. Ves, it
looked like that plane was heading
for Mexico, all right. Perhaps the au-
thorities down there can get a line on
it. If I did by any chance wing the
pilot, he may have to make a forced
landing somewhere.”

Dan next air-mailed a small package
to Hempstead of the technical labora-
tory. The package contained a jagged
splinter of wood. Dan had searched
over a wide area of sun scorched sand
to find that splinter, one that his bul-
let had knocked from the body of the
attacking plane. It was going to the
laboratory for a qualitative and
quantitative analysis on the chance
that some peculiarity of the wood
would furnish a lead by which it could
be traced to the manufacturer of the
plane and from thence to the pur-
chaser. In the package was also a bat-
tered machine-gun bullet he had dug
from the body of the wrecked liner.
Through it the gun from which it had
been fired might be found.

These urgent matters attended to,
he hunted up a doctor and had a num-
ber of painful cuts and bruises
dressed. Then, thoroughly worn out,
he registered at a nearby hotel and

went to bed. Before lying down, he

carefully bolted the door, placed a
chair so that any tampering with the
lock would knock it over, and as-
sured himself that the only window
was inaccessible from the outside. He
was taking no chances.

“Looks like somebody is watching
every move I make,” he decided.
“There was no earthly reason for
wrecking that plane except to get me.
I must have been tailed in New York
and word sent on ahead that the plane
would make the Gold City stop.
They’d know then that the ship
would have to cross that desolate
stretch of desert, which was the ideal
place for an attack. Those hellions
sure have a system. Only the high-
est officials of the transportation com-
pany knew that unscheduled stop was
to be made.

“The pilots didn’t get their instruc-
tions until the moment of taking off.
I thought Butler was just nervous
\ when he feared an attempt might be

made to keep me from reaching the
Alhambra mine, but it looks like he
wasn’t so dumb.”

Dan was at the Alhambra: offices
early the next morning. He presented
his letters of introduction and was
immediately ushered into the office of
the business manager. He gave a
start of surprise at sight of the lean
grey man. with the bloodless mouth
and deep-set eyes who sat behind a
big desk.

“Aren’t you the Mr. Blunt who used
to be secretary to Senator Wade Car-
ter?” Dan asked.

HENRY BLUNT stood up and ex-
tended a hand like a spearhead.
He smiled with his thin lips, but the
smile did not flow up to his cold eyes.

“Yes, Mr. Fowler,” he replied. “I
recall your visit to the late senator
while the Harkness investigation was
going on. The senator often spoke
of you in terms of warmest regard.”
He shook his head sadly and contin-
ued, his voice tinged with regret.

“A fine man, the senator, a wonder-
ful man. It was a terrible shock to
me when I was informed of his un-
timely end. I could not understand
how anybody could have done such a
thing to him. He was the essence of
kindness, Mr. Fowler, always consid-
erate of those in his employ, irre-
proachably honest and utterly fear-
less. His political campaigns were
always clean and he had a habit of
making friends even with his oppo-
nents, I repeat, Mr, Fowler, I cannot
understand it.”

“Rats are not swayed by sentiments
of morality or decency, Mr., Blunt,”
Dan replied. “The senator got be-
tween them and their prey and they
wiped him out, that is all,

“You doubtless know why I am
here,” he went on. “Mr. Butler said I
could count on you for any assistance
it might be in your power to render.”

“You certainly can,” said Henry
Blunt vigorously. “I will go over the
details of the robbery with you and
then we will visit Mr, Quinn, the
general manager, and see if he has
anything to add.”

When. Dan left the office in com-
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pany of Henry Blunt, he knew all
there was to know concerning the Al-
hambra gold robbery. The informa-
tion was stored in the filing cabinets
of his mind, ready to be called forth
by his photographic memory when-
ever occasion arose.

They found John Quinn in the
great stamp mill, where tall, upright
rods of iron, as large as a man’s ankle,
and heavily shod with a mass of iron
and steel at their lower ends, were
framed together like a gate, These
rose and fell, one after the other, in
a ponderous dance, in an iron box
called a battery. Each of the stamps
weighed more than six hundred
pounds and their ceaseless dance pul-
verized the masses of gold-bearing
rock shoveled into the battery box.
A stream of water trickling into
the battery turned this to a creamy
paste. From this paste the gold and
silver were extracted by chemical
means.

Dan found the process interesting.
More interesting still, to his mind,
was General Manager John Quinn.

Quinn was a big, coarse-featured
man with enormous shoulders, hairy
red hands and keen little grey eyes.
He had a rat-trap mouth and a pon-
derous jaw. He read Carrington
Butler’s letter with an expression.of
irritation.

“Carry Butler gives me a pain in
the neck!” he growled in a harsh, un-
pleasant voice. ‘“He’s always got
some half-baked notion that won’t
bold water. Anybody with a brain in
his head knows that stickup was
pulled by a gang of Mexican hijack-
ers from below the line, Weren't two
Mexican sombreros picked up right
where it happened? Wasn’t there a
greaser hair rope left behind, too?
Weren’t the machine-gun bullets in
those dead guards found to have been
fired from an old-fashioned Browning
like they use down there? Hell! it’s
an open and shut case! And Butler
goes yammering about some sort of
an international gang that’s pulling
gold robberies all owver the world!
Maybe there is, but I'll bet my bottom
dollar they didn’t have anything to
do with the Alhambra stickup!”

AN then asked a quiet question:
“Who ordered the change in
routing the shipment, Mr. Quinn?”
“I did,” Quinn barked, and added
frankly, “but it was a mistake. There
had been whispers going around that
an attempt was to be made on one of
the big cleanups from the mill. I fig-
ured I'd steal a march on them if they
did try it, At the last minute I had
the shipment loaded on a heavily
guarded truck and headed for Gila,
the railroad junction, forty miles
northeast of here. How the word
traveled ahead of that fast truck and
enabled those blankety-blanks to be
ready and waiting for it in Skull
Canyon is beyond me.”

“How did you learn of the rob-
bery?” Dan asked.

“When the truck did not arrive in
Gila on schedule, I sent out searching
parties,” replied Quinn, “I had given
the driver strict orders to telephone
me the moment he arrived at the de-
pot in Gila. I waited half an hour
longer than I figured it would take
him to get there and then started
things moving in both directions. The
posse from here got to Skull Canyon
first and found a shambles. The dri-
ver and all six of the guards were
dead, shot to pieces, and the truck
had vanished. Tire tracks showed
that it had headed for Mexico. The
boys hadn’t had a chance to fire a
shot. Most of them even wore their
guns still holstered.” ’

Dan looked into Quinn’s worried
little eyes and asked a final question:

“With whom did you discuss your
change of plan relative to the ship-
ment, Mr, Quinn?”

Quinn hesitated a moment before
replying. “The fact of the matter is,
I discussed it with no one,” he ad-
mitted at length, “The truck was
loaded and ready to start for the Gold
City railroad station. Just as it was
ready to pull out, I told the driver
to head north instead of south and cut
into the Gila trail. Neither he nor the
guards knew until that moment that
the change of route was anticipated.”

Dan Fowler nodded, but said noth-
ing. Henry Blunt smiled the thin
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shadow of a smile—a mocking smile.

Back in his hotel room, Dan sat
down to think. He frankly admitted
that the whole business here had him
puzzled. It was more than ever ap-
parent that there had been an inside
tip-off which made pulling the job
possible. But who had that tip-off
come from? Quinn had insisted that
nobody other than himself had known
the route of the truck was to be
changed. If that was so, how could
it have been tipped off? That is un-
less Quinn himself did the tipping.
And if he did, would he have not told
the G-man that the dead driver or the
guards knew of the change? That
would have let Quinn out; whereas
the story he did tell, as he must very
well know, laid him open to suspicion.

“Uh-huh, but maybe that’s just what
he wanted me to think,” Dan told
himself. “Perhaps he wanted the yarn
to sound like what an honest man
would tell because it was the truth.”

WHILE Dan was eating lunch
: in the hotel dining room Henry
Blunt came in and took a seat at the
same table. In the course of the en-
suing conversation, Dan asked Blunt
how he came to be connected with the
Alhambra mine.

“John Quinn gave me my job,” said
the business manager. “I have known
Quinn for years and after Senator
Carter died I was sort of at loose
ends—I started doing secretarial
work for him when he was in the
state senate, tem years ago. Before
that I was a mining man and I am
thoroughly conversant with the busi-
ness. Senator Carter owned quite a
block of Alhambra stock, you know:.
In fact he owned practically all that
is not controlled by the Hunter Na-
tional. John Quinn owns it now, he
being Wade Carter’s only near living
relative.”

“Quinn related to Senator Carter?”
Dan interrupted.

“Yes,” said Blunt, “his half-brother.
They never got along together. Just
a short time before the senator was
killed they had a violent quarrel rela-
tive to some matter of business con-
cerning the mine.”

Dan whistled under his breath, Here
was a new angle that would stand
some investigating,

“That place where the robbery was
committed—Skull Canyon, I believe
you called it—where is it?” he asked
aloud.

“On the Gila trail,” Blunt replied.
“The Gila trail runs through 1t, in
fact. That’s the road the Mexican
smugglers used to travel in the old
days. Cattle rustlers on this side of
the line drove their stolen herds along
it, also. Just this side of Skull Can-
yon the trail branches, one fork turn-
ing straight south toward Mexico, the
other running southwest and passing
through Gold City. There have been
a great many killings in Skull Can-
yon.”

“Thanks,” said Dan as Blunt arose
to return to his office. The business
manager nodded acknowledgment,
gave him a keen glance and left the
dining room, He wore a thoughtful
expression as he walked up the hill
to the mine.

CHAPTER X
Trapped

EARFUL ghosts lurk
in Skull Canyon, Too
many men have died
violent deaths there
for the canyon to be
without them. The
length and breadth
of the sinister gorge
is salted blue with
their bones. That
eerie wail that shud-

ders up from the black depths when a

bloody moon rakes its way across the

jagged crests of the rock walls may be
but the hunting call of a hungry cou-
gar; but then again it may be the re-
turning echo of the last despairing

ell of some poor devil who died there
in powder-blasted agony. It isn’t
hard to think so, at least when the
sun sinks behind the western moun-
tains and the winding gorge is full of
purple shadows.

Dan Fowler felt somewhat that way
about it as he walked his horse along
the trail, even though the sun had not
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et set but was pouring its red rays
into the canyon.

“The whole darn place looks like it
was smeared with blood,” he mut-
tered, pulling up beside the queer
formation of cathedral rocks known
as the Devil’'s Kitchen. It was from
behind those towering spires and
pinnacles that the hidden machine-
gunners had poured their hail of
death upon the unsuspecting driver
and guards of the gold shipment.

Dan wanted to see the spot for him-
self. He knew that there is always a
chance that some important clue may
be overlooked by initial investigators.
After all, only the sheriff and his
possemen had gone over the ground
and, Dan reasoned, their survey was
apt to have been but the sketchiest.

“Might be something. worthwhile
here,” he mused as he turned from the
trail and rode toward the rocks. He
passed the first formation and skirted
a little thicket. A fraction of a sec-
ond too late he heard the ominous
swish in the air behind him.

From out the thick growth shot a
snaky coil. A close loop settled over
the G-man’s shoulders and was in-
stantly jerked tight. Dan left the
saddle as if he had taken unto himself
wings. He hit the flinty trail with a
bone-jarring crash and for a moment
lay stunned, while the rope rippled
about him in questing spirals. By the
time the stars and pinwheels had
stopped revolving inside his head, he
was trussed as securely as a hogtied
steer. He could only lie on his back
and stare helplessly up at the redden-
ing evening sky.

A shadow fell athwart the sky and
a dark, saturnine face gazed down into
his.

“So this is one of them there
G-men,” said a drawling voice. “Don’t
look so tough to me.”

“I ain’t never seen anythin’ what
couldn’t have the toughness took out
by the right kind of handlin’,” said
another voice. A stocky, broad-
shouldered man with muddy brown
eyes joined the first speaker, who was
tall and gangling.

“You said it, Hank,” nodded the
other. “Well, let’s heave this detectin’

gent back aboard his hoss and get
goin’. We got quite a bit of travelin’
to do t'night.”

They roped Dan securely to his
saddle with his hands still tied. The
tall man relieved him of his guns and
rifled his pockets.

“You won’t be needin’ none of these
here things,” he drawled, “not where

"

you're goin’.

E overlooked the small silver

shield bearing the arms of the
United States and the name of the De-
partment of Justice, which was pinned
inside the G-man’s shirt. For which
Dan was thankful.

Horses were led from the thicket
and just as the last sunlight faded
from the canyon, the two mounted
and headed back toward Gold City,
leading Dan’s horse with its helpless
burden.

They did not follow the trail to
Gold City for long, however. At the
forks they turned due south toward
the shadowy land of manana. Dan
wondered if they were going to take
him to Mexico.

They didn’t. A mile or so farther
on they left the well defined trail and
followed a narrow track that wound
about through the hills like a snake
in a barrel of fishhooks. Dan esti-
mated they had covered at least two
more miles when a halt was called.
He was cut loose from his horse and,
his ankles securely fastened together,
dumped on the ground. Craning his
neck he could make out the indistinct
loom of a tall cliff. In the cliff was
a dark opening. A ramshackle cabin
stood nearby.

The two men entered the cabin. A
light flared and there came a sound
of breaking wood. A little later a
thin thread of smoke coiled up from
the mud-and-stick chimney. The two
men came out again. One carried a
bundle which he handled gingerly.
The other loosened Dan’s ankles un-
til he could take hobbling steps and
jerked him to his feet.

“All right, feller, inter that mine
tunnel,” he growled.

Dan obeyed. There was nothing
else he could do. Ever since his
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hands had been tied he had strained
and worked at his bonds. His wrists
were cut and bruised and felt as if
coiled about by a ring of fire; he could
feel a trickle of blood running down
his fingers; but the tough thongs
didn’t budge the fraction of an inch.
These men had been used to hogtieing
calves for branding and what they
didn’t know about knots and lashings
could be written on a postage stamp
with a whitewash brush.

Into the damp and dripping tunnel
he went. He hesitated as the dank air

chilled about him, but the prod of a
gun barrel against his back started
him moving again.

“Don’t wanta get rough if we don’t
hafta,” said the tall man, “but I’ll bend
this hawglaig over your haid and
carry you if necessary.”

The impersonal, matter-of-fact tone
in which the statement was made con-
vinced Dan that he meant just what
he said. <

“I guess they’re going to shut me
up in here,” Dan reasoned. “My best
bet is to take it easy and watch for a
chance.”

They followed the tunnel for a hun-
dred yards or more, the way lighted
by a sputtering torch the short man
carried.

“In here,” he ordered as a dark
opening broke the damp glisten of the
wall.

AN shuffled into a little room cut

out of the living rock of the
mountain. The instant he entered his
feet were kicked from under him and
he crashed to the rock floor. A red
blaze of anger swept through his
brain and he went into action, bound

-
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as he was. He managed to get his
knees up and as the short man bent
over him he kicked him violently in
the stomach with both feet. It was a
blow that would have knocked an
ordinary man cold, but his feet struck
corded muscle tough as rubber. The
fellow was knocked sprawling and his
breath shot out of him with a re-
sounding whoaosh, but he bounded to
his feet again in almost the same
movement,

The tall man hurled himself at Dan
and was butted in the jaw. For a min-
ute or so the little room was a whirl-
ing pinwheel of arms and legs and
fists and feet, The torch flared and
sputtered in a corner, casting gro-
tesque, dancing shadows over the
walls and ceiling. Curses, grunts
and growls split the murky air. Dan
Fowler was fighting like a caged
devil.

But the odds were too great. A
crashing blow against his jaw half
stunned him. Fingers like rods of
nickel steel closed about his thrash-
ing ankles. The thongs were jerked
tight and knotted. His captors, pant-
ing and swearing, got to their feet and
glared down at him. The short man’s
expression was one of murderous rage,
but the gangling fellow chuckled
throatily between labored breaths,

“I done changed my ’pinion ’bout
them there G-men,” he grunted. “If
this one is a sample, from now on I’'m
gonna figger ’em tougher than a bull’s
hide in fly time.”

“He won’t be so tough an hour from
now,” snarled the squat man, wiping
blood from his face. “C’mon, Sime,
let’s get busy. We got that Golconda
job to handle yet t'night. It’ll be mid-
night now ’fore we get to Gold City.
I’'m gonna cook a snack and eat fust
even if that gold stays in the damn
mill till res’rection day.”

“Yes, we got this job to do, so
guess we might as well get it over
with,” agreed the tall man. He spoke
as if he didn’t relish the job in ques-
tion.

With smooth efficiency the pair got
to work. The bundle was unwrapped
and disclosed half a dozen stubby,
greasy cylinders and a coil of fuse.
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“It’s a hell’s wonder this damn dy-
namite didn’t get bumped and blow
us all clean to Mexico,” growled the
man called Hank as he crimped per-
cussion caps onto the sticks and at-
tached short lengths of fuse.

Slanting his eyes sideward, Dan
could see that the back wall of the
little room was drilled with holes.
When the mine was abandoned, this
chamber had already been prepared
for a shot which would bring down
more of the supposedly gold-bearing
rock. As he watched with a queer
crawling sensation at the back of his
neck, the two men loaded the holes
with the dynamite sticks. They
stepped back and surveyed their
handiwork. Three snaky lengths of
fuse dangled from the holes. The
short man bound the ends together
and attached the remainder of the coil
of fuse.

“Nigh onto enough to reach to the
mouth of the tunnel,” he said. “After
we eat, we'll light her jest before we
ride. Then when she burns up to the
charges and they let go, this here
tough detecter’ll have a sizeable hunk
of mountain on top of him. It’ll be a
nice clean job with no evidence left
layin’ ’round.”

“We got three sticks left,” said the
tall man. “What’ll we do with ’em?”

“Dump ’em ’longside the rock,” said
the other. “They’ll go off with the
rest and make a bigger bang. C’mon,
let’s get goin’.”

He picked up the torch and headed
for the tunnel. The tall man cast a
last look at the bound and helpless
G-man. There was an intonation of
regret in his voice as he spoke a last
word :

“It sorta goes agin’ my grain to do
this, feller. No matter what else you
are, you're a fightin’ man, Good luck
to you where you’re goin’.”

The torch winked out of sight. The
sound of retreating footsteps died
away along the tunnel as the pair
made for the outside, unwinding the
long length of fuse as they went. A
ghostly silence settled over the old
mine, broken only by the steady plash
of falling drops of water into a shal-
low pool against the side wall.

G-MEN

CHAPTER XI
In the Dark

s6 N CONSEQUENCE
of a long series of dan-
/ gerous and difficult
4 exploits carried to
= successful consumma-
tion, Special Agent
Dan Fowler h a d
gained an enviable
reputation in t h e
S 3 F.B.I. He was ad-
mired and liked by his
fellow workers. By America’s ten
thousand public enemies he was hated
and feared. It would be a happy day
for the underworld when it learned
that Dan Fowler was wiped out.

So it was but natural that Dan had
found himself in more than one tight
place. Time after time he had looked
across into eternity—and it wasn’t
far! But here, he felt, he was in just
about the tightest place of his career.
During those terrible moments alone
in the black dark, Dan realized ex-
actly what he was up against. Doubt-
less he had been spied upon from the
moment he had set foot in Gold City.
He must have been under surveillance,
for otherwise how could it have be-
come known that he contemplated
visiting Skull Canyon? He had con-
fided his intentions to no one; in fact
he had made the decision to look over
the spot of the robbery on the spur of
the moment, while talking with
Henry Blunt in the dining room of
the Gold City hotel.

After finishing his lunch he had
walked to a nearby livery stable, hired
a horse, and set out. The watchers
had doubtless fathomed his intentions
when he had ridden north on the Gila
trail. They had then taken some
shorter route, arriving at Skull Can-
yon before him. There they had
awaited his arrival with a carefully
worked-out plan for his disposal.

The plan had been carried through
without a hitch, so far, and it looked
to Dan like it would keep on func-
tioning until its blazing end.

But Dan Fowler was determined to
go out fighting. With all his sinewy
strength, he tugged and hauled at his

44
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bonds, but with no other result than
scorching agony for himself. His
wrists were cut to the bone and the
swelling flesh was lapping ower the
fiery thongs that bit deeper and
deeper. Cold sweat stood out on his
face; his mouth and throat seemed
made of dusty leather. With an in-
ward shuddering he strained his ears
to catch the first faint hissing that
would signal fire eating along the
fuse.

“They’re in a hurry,” he croaked
between his aching lips, not realizing
that he spoke aloud. “It won’t take
them more than half an hour or so to
cook and eat; then it’s curtains!”

He thought he heard a sound in the
tunnel. For tense moments he lay
motionless, listening, glaring toward
the opening through which would
come that crawling flower of fire. He
heard nothing but the faint plash of
the drops falling with undeviating
regularity into the pool.

“Lord! What wouldn’t I give for a
drink!” he gasped. “Maybe I can get
to that water.”

As he flopped over onto his stom-
ach, something bit sharply into his
chest. At first he was at a loss to
know what it was, Then he remem-
bered the little metal match box he
carried in his breast pocket. He
writhed away from its sharp corner,
and started inching toward the water.

UDDENLY he stopped, a wild

thought surging through his
brain. He tried to get his bound
hands up to the pocket which held
the match box, but couldn’t quite
make it. Again he tried, sweat pour-
ing from him, his cut wrists sending
fiery throbs through his body. With
the tip of a straining finger he
touched the match box, prodded it,
shuffled his breast against the ground,
got the box against a protruberance
and inched back. With a thrill of ex-
ultation he heard the little metal con-
tainer tinkle on the stone.

Followed a period of painful grop-
ing. Finally he located the box, got
it between his cramped fingers and
tried to open it. After a long and
painful struggle, he succeeded. The

b1

matches spilled out in a little heap.
With infinite pains he managed to
pick one up; but he could not rub it
against the ignition surface of the
box. Again and again he tried, with
no success, his arms aching, the pain
in his wrists driving him mad.

Writhing and twisting, he got
the match box into his mouth. With
trembling fingers he held the match
and raked it across the ignition sur-
face. There was a hint of a spark,
the fragile stick bent. Dan scratched
again, Flame burst forth and seared
his lips. With desperate haste he
dropped the feebly burning wood onto
the little heap of matches. There was
a sputter, a puff of smoke and a burst
of flame.

Sweating with the agony of seared
flesh already torn raw, he held his
bound wrists over the flame. His nos-
trils were full of the odor of scorched
flesh, but the smell of charring rope
made him forget it in a burst of ela-
tion.

The matches burned down to a dim
glow, flickered and went out. And
the rope had not burned through!
With all his strength, Dan strained
at the weakened fiber. He knew that
scant minutes stood between him and
horrible death, and he was determined
to make the most of those minutes.

Seconds raced past like windblown
leaves in a storm. In terms of pain
endured they were sky-stretching
eternities,

To Dan’s ears came a faint hissing
sound that steadily grew louder.
With utter desperation he strained at
his bonds, for he knew the sound he
heard was the lighted fuse burning
along the tunnel; and the rope seemed
tight as ever.

No, not quite! With a thrill of new
hope, he realized that he could move
his wrists slightly. Again he put forth
his strength, and again. He could
distinctly wriggle one hand now, but
not enough to free it.

A glowing ember appeared in the
doorway, and a shower of glittering
sparks. The hissing was now like an
angry snake, Despair began to well
up and drown the hope in Dan’s heart,
He put forth a last tormented burst of
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strength. The rope held stubbornly,
then abruptly parted like rotten rub-
ber. A mad wriggle and his hands
were free!

Floundering, scrabbling with his
bound feet, he lunged toward the
dancing flower of fire. He gripped
the fuse with numb fingers and tried
to pinch it out. There was no time
to get his ankles free and before he
could squirm far enough along the
tunnel, the blast would let go. And
he knew for certain that the terrific
explosion would bring down a long
stretch of the tunnel roof.

PRYHE spurting sparks blistered his
18 fingers, but the tight fuse resisted
his efforts. His knife was gone and
to attempt to jerk the fuse loose from
the caps was madness. The ends were
bound together with rawhide thongs.
He gripped the fuse between his teeth
and chewed frantically.

The tough fiber gave slowly, but it
did give. Dan felt his teeth cutting
through the outer covering. A shower
of sparks gushed against the roof of
his mouth and seared his lips; the
fire raced on.

He lunged forward and gripped the
fuse almost to where it was bound to
the short lengths. Again he chewed,
his mouth full of blood, the burns
smarting unmercifully.  Choking,
gasping, he tore at the tough fiber.

It gave, ripped apart, hung by a
frazzly strand. Dan put forth all his
strength in a wrenching jerk.

The fuse parted. The rain of sparks
fluffed out in a last angry sparkle.
Utterly exhausted, Dan Fowler sank
to the floor and lay like a ‘dead man.

Pain brought him back to consci-
ousness—pain that flowed through his
body in fiery waves. It seemed to
him that his tormented body belonged
to someone else but the pain centered
and whirled in a brain that was surely
his own. Sick, trembling he sat up,
groping in the black dark. After ages
of fumbling he got his ankles free.
Then he rubbed and massaged them
until the blood tingled and needled
back through the flesh and he could
stand.

Through Dan Fowler’s brain rang

and repeated the words of the stocky
man with the muddy eyes—*“The Gal-
conda job!” Dan knew very well what
that meant.

The Golconda mine was the only
mine in the district, other than the
Alhambra, that really paid. It was no
bonanza like the Alhambra, but its big
mill crushed out a good figure in gold
each month. Dan did not know how
often the gold was shipped from Gold
City, but evidently others did.

Without a doubt, a raid was con-
templated on the Golconda’s stamp
mill, where the gold was either stored
for safekeeping or was now ready for
shipment. This bit of chance infor-
mation that had been dropped by his
two captors, careless of a man they al-
ready considered as good as dead,
might break the case and show him
the weak link by which the whole
fiendish chain could be snapped in
two and so destroyed.

Standing in the silent darkness,
flexing his burning wrists to drive the
numbness from them, Dan Fowler
thought furiously.

He was, he estimated, at least fifteen
miles from Gold City. Two or three
of that was the roughest sort of go-
ing. He had no weapon and he was
far from being in the best of physical
condition. But he thought nothing of
that. He was determined to balk the
contemplated raid on the Golconda
mill. Just how, he didn’t as yet know.
The paramount problem at present
was how to get to Gold City before
the job was pulled. From his cap-
tors’ remarks he judged that the time
would be after midnight.

Well, there was only one way to get
to Gold City—walk. Or run. For
time pressed. Dan gave his wrists a
last twitch and turned toward the tun-
nel.

Suddenly he remembered something
and came groping back along the wall,
His hands encountered the three
greasy sticks of dynamite that had
been dumped there. He picked them
up. More groping, and he found the
sack in which the dynamite had been
wrapped as well as the cord that had
bound the bundle. He sacked the
sticks again and with the cord con-
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trived a sling by which to hang the
bundle around his neck like a haver-
sack. Then he headed for the tunnel
again.

CHAPTER XII
Balked

ARK and deserted,
the shack at the
mouth of the tunnel
smelled of coffee and
burned wood. Dan
jogged past it and
found the winding
trail. Stumbling and
groping, he followed

{ it through the

: ¥  ghadowy hills.
Overhead the bonfire stars of Ari-
zona blazed in splendor. A lonesome
little wind chuckled about the tree
tops and scrabbled its fingers in the
grass. Far off somewhere a coyote
yipped and yammered. The rocky,
stubbly track squirmed through a last
manzanita thicket and the dusty Gila
trail lay grey in the starlight.

Activity and the cool night air were
bringing Dan’s strength back. As he
turned into the Gold City trail he
lengthened and quickened his stride.
Soon he was running, head up and
back, arms bent at the elbows, his big
chest arching, his breath coming
easily.

Dan Fowler got his second wind
and the miles poured beneath his
pounding feet, as the long ribbon of
the trail unwound before him. A
glance at the stars told him that it
lacked at least a couple of hours of
midnight.

Minute after minute passed, and
still he ran. Sweat streamed down his
lean, bronzed face now and his
breathing was not so easy; but the
steady drive of his sinewy legs never
faltered. Ahead twinkled the lights
of Gold City, Between him and
those twinkling lights bulked the
black shadow of the Golconda stamp
mill and other mine buildings. It was
well after midnight. Eyes bulging
with fatigue, his breath whistling be-
tween his teeth, he raced toward the
great mill,

A familiar sound came to his ears
as he slogged into the shadow of the
big building—the purr of an idling
motor. There was an abrupt grating
of gears as a heavy truck got under
way. Running without lights, it
came straight toward him., Dan let
out a stentorian shout:

“Halt! in the name of the law!”

The answer was immediate and con-
vincing. A burst of orange flame
ripped the darkness to shreds. The
blaring r oar of a machine-gun
shivered the quiet of the night. Bul-
lets stormed down the road.

Dan had expected that. Even as he
shouted, he was slewing sideward,
fumbling at his bundle as he left the
trail. He heard shouts and the howl
of the racing motor. The truck thun-
dered forward.

- “Get the stupid so-and-so!” yelled a
voice. The machine-gun chattered
again,

Dan Fowler did not hesitate. Face
grim. eyes cold flares of grey fire, his
sinewy right arm went back, then up
and over. Something shot from his
hand and hurtled to meet the charging
truck.

There was a terrific roar, a blaze of
yellowish light. Dan was knocked
flat by the shock of the explosion. A
mighty wind howled about him and
through its thin shriek he could hear
the thud and patter of falling objects.

Y some rare chance, the stick of
dynamite Dan had held in re-
serve did not explode. Shaken,
dazed, the G-man picked himself up.
He could hear distant shouts that
drew nearer. Somewhere in the dark-
ness sounded a moaning cry, then si-
lence.

Lights flared in the mine buildings.
To the shouts was added the patter of
running feet. Lanterns began to bob
toward the scene of the explosion.

The truck was a shattered, twisted
mass of wood and metal. All about
were scattered fifty-pound ingots of
gold. Amid the wreckage were three
horribly mutilated bodies. T w o
others lay at a little distance. An un-
conscious man with a lump on the
side of his head sprawled in the dust
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of the trail. It was the squat, muddy-
eyed Hank,

Men crowded around, bawling ques-
tions, The clatter of a galloping
horse clip-clopped up the hill from
the town. It foamed to a stop and a
heavy man with a fat and placid face
swung to the ground. On his sag-
ging vest he wore a silver star.

“Here’s the sheriff,” shouted some-
body. “He’ll know what to do.”

Dan was not particularly impressed
by the sheriff’s appearance. He drew
the mumbling officer to one side and
showed him his F. B. I. shield. The
sheriff was impressed.

“That fellow with the lump on his
head,” said Dan. “It looks like he’s
the only one left alive. I want him
locked up until I can talk to him. He
isn’t hurt much and ought to come
around in a little while,”

“But what’s it all about?”
manded the bewildered sheriff.

“Tell you later—no time now,” Dan
said. “Better set a guard over this
gold. I want that truck, what's left
of it, guarded, too. I’ll help you take
this fellow to jail and then I've got to
hunt up a doctor. I've stood about all
I can.’

They draped the unconscious Hank
across the sheriff’s horse and trundled
him to the little one-room jail. As
they dumped him on a bunk, Hank
opened his muddy eyes and stared
about him in a bewildered way. Stark
terror blanched his face as his gaze
met Dan Fowler’s.

“W-what the hell!”
“You're dead!”

Dan struck while the iron was hot.
“Where was that gold to be taken,
Hank?” he demanded. “To Mexico?”

Hank, still more than half dazed,
mumbled out unsteady words. “To
Mexico fust—not to stay—"

Outside sounded a bawling voice:
“We found the watchman they belted
over the haid, sheriff. He ain’t much
hurt. The fellers workin’ the night
shift was tied up!”

The racket seemed to shatter the
fog that shrouded Hank’s brain. His
eyes snapped wide open and an ex-
pression of maniacal terror twisted
his coarse face.

de-

he gasped.

“I ain’t tellin’ you nothin’ more!”
he screamed. “I don’t know nothin’!
They’ll get me! Theyll—"

Foam flecked his lips, his eyes
rolled and he fell back on the bunk.
Groans and mumbles came from his
throat.

AN studied the half-unconscious

bandit. “He’s just about out
again,” he told the sheriff, “and he’s
scared stiff. No use trying to get any-
thing more out of him tonight. I'll
have the doctor come up and look
him over. Tomorrow we’ll give him
the works right. He’s a weak link, all
right.”

They locked Hank securely in the
cell. As he left the jail, Dan gave
the sheriff a final word of warning.

“Hold him tight, sheriff ; he’s an ace
in the hole right now, What he’s al-
ready told me is mighty valuable in-
formation.”

Neither Dan nor the sheriff saw the
figure lurking in the shadow of a big
cottonwood that grew near the jail.

Dan hunted up a doctor without
delay. The G-man’s numerous cuts
and bruises gave the physician little
concern, but he was grave over the
lacerated wrists, which were puffed.
and swollen and causing a great deal
of pain. He carefully dressed and
bandaged the wounds and then mixed
some medicine in a glass of water.

“You drink this,” he told Dan. “It’ll
deaden the pain somewhat and let you
sleep. You’ve got to be careful with
those wrists or you are liable to have
serious trouble.”

Dan swallowed the draught, and,
after requesting the doctor to run up
to the jail and look Hank over,
stumbled to his hotel room and went
to bed. He slept like a log and it was
broad daylight when he was awakened
by a prodigious pounding on his door.
He sat up in bed, glancing at his
watch as he did so. It was nearly
afternoon.

“It’s the sheriff and Judge Per-
kins,” bawled a voice. ‘“Lemme in!”

Dan opened the door, and in
marched the sheriff, red and perspir-
ing. After him limped a very angry
old gentleman with bristling white
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whiskers. His eyes were bloodshot.

“What’s the matter?” Dan asked,

“Matter!” rumbled the sheriff.
“There’s plenty the matter! That slip-
pery cuss sneaked outa jail this morn-
ing!”

“You mean Hank?” Dan’s voice was
clipped. The little old man started
to speak, but the sheriff beat him to it.

“Uh-huh,” he rumbled. “They
fooled me plenty. That feller got bet-
ter after the doctor visited him, and
went to sleep. I slept in the office
with a Winchester across my legs. I
wasn’t taking no chances. Along
‘bout eight o’clock, here comes a jig-
ger poundin’ on the outside door, He
said he was a lawyer and he had a
writ all signed proper by Judge Per-
kins orderin’ me to release the pri-
soner Hank in his custody.”

“And you turned him loose?” asked
Dan,

The sheriff nodded. “Nothing else
I could do.” :

Dan swung around to face the
judge, who was already erupting pro-
fanity. “They came to my room, tied
me up and burned the soles of my feet
with matches until I signed that
writ,” sputtered the judge.

AN did not waste time in useless

recriminations. “Give me a de-
scription of the men who assaulted
you, Judge,” he ordered.

“Both of ’em were tall,” said the
old jurist. “One was gangling and
slouchy and looked like a cowboy.
The other wore a moustache and a
short beard and was neatly dressed.”

“That was the one who came to the
jail and said he was a lawyer,” cut in
the sheriff.

“He had a mean looking pair of
eyes—mighty cold,” said the judge.
“He was the one who ordered my feet
burned; the other fellow didn’t seem
to want to do it, but he was scared of
the one with whiskers.”

Dan nodded. He recalled that the
man Hank called “Sime” had not ap-
peared overly enthusiastic about the
dynamiting job in the old mine. He
felt sure that Sime and the gangling
man who visited the judge were the
same person,

“Some day Sime is going to balk at
something they set him to do, and that
may give us a lead,” he reasoned. The
sheriff was speaking again.

“They left a note in the judge's
room; he brought it to me as soon as
he managed to wiggle loose.”

“Which was hours later,” inter-
rupted the jurist.

Dan took the scrawled paper and
read:

You’ll find your prisoner at Cac-
tus Flats.

“Where’s Cactus Flats?” he asked
the sheriff.

“Ten miles southwest of here—
close to the Mex line,” replied the
sheriff,

Dan began to dress as swiftly as his
swollen wrists would permit. “Get
horses,” he told the sheriff. “The
chances are we’ll be too late, but we’ll
do what we can.”

“You mean—" the sheriff began.

“I mean they figured Hank talked,”
Dan cut in impatiently, “That outfit
doesn’t take any chances with squeai-
ers. I'm afraid we won’t find much
left of Hank.”

The sheriff clumped out, swearing
vermilion curses with bright purple
edges. After him limped the judge,
who was doing somewhat better with
a more extensive vocabulary.

Dan found riding anything but
pleasant, but he set his lips grimly
and endured the torture of bruises
and sore muscles.

“There’s Cactus Flats,” said the
sheriff, pointing to a scorched ex-
panse of sand sweltering under the
slanting rays of the westering sun.

OWLER wiped the sweat from

his face and stared at the dreary
expanse of cactus and greasewood
striving to get a grip in the stringy
soil,

He saw Ocotillos with curving,
graceful wands like green jets spring-
ing from a fairy fountain; and chol-
las armed with needle-sharp spines,
brandishing weirdly deformed arms.
Green and yellow mescal plants shot
thirty feet into the air and exploded
in starry white blooms, And on a
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barren hillock his keen eyes caught
a glimpse of movement.

He clipped a sentence to the sheriff

and they rode swiftly toward the spot,
the old judge, who had insisted on
coming with them, pounding along
in the rear:
" During his brilliant and bitter ca-
reer with the F. B. 1., Dan Fowler had
become accustomed to gruesome
sights; but the thing upon that little
hill chilled the sweat on his face and
whitened his lips.

The low, rounded mound was an
ant hill, and upon it, in the blazing
sun, was pegged something that had
once been a man, The skull was but
a shapeless, bloody mass, devoid of
hair or flesh. Lips, cheeks and eyes
were gone, and as Dan gazed in hor-
ror, an ant scurried into one empty
eye socket and out the other, And
the man still lived! _

The sheriff was swearing hoarsely
and tugging at his revolver. .

Even as the big blue Colt lined
with the lolling, tortured head, the
thing that had been Hank stiffened,
shuddered and relaxed. The sheriff
holstered his gun with a trembling
hand.

“Poor devil, he surely paid heav-
ily,” muttered Dan, riding over to
where something white fluttered on a
nearby cactus spine. He plucked the
dirty bit of paper and read the words
written on it:

This is what happens to people who
talk too much, and to ones who mess
into things that donm’t concern them.

CHAPTER XIII
Phantom Gold

« AREFULLY Dan
went over Judge Per-
kins’ room. He
picked up the half-
burned cigarettes
that had been used to
torture the judge and
carefully stored them
away. He also se-
cured the rope with
& which the judge had
been tied. It might
be possible to trace the bit of cord to

the factory that made it and thence
to the purchaser, He found finger-
prints on the bed rail and en the
smooth surface of the judge’s desk.
These he managed to bring out and
study. All but one held no signifi-
cance for him, but that ome was a
clearly defined print of an index fin-
ger that appeared strangely familiar
in its pattern of radial loops. It
seemed to Dan that he had studied
that very print recently.

Abruptly he recalled both time and
place. He had first seen it on the
dusty bottom of a desk drawer in a
room where three poisoned men lay
in starkly grotesque attitudes. He had
next seen it on the cold iron of the
fire escape down which the man he
interrupted searching Senator Car-
ter’'s room had escaped. When Dan
got back to his hotel, there was mail
awaiting him. The envelope con-
tained a detailed history of Chuck
Quinlan, the gangster who had tried
to kill Dan aboard the Empress. Quin-
lan’s record, which was leng and
lurid, was dealt with. Among other
things the report said:

Quinlan was born in Tombstone,
Arizona. Real name Charles Quinn.
Mother and father dead. A brother,
John, reported living somewhere in
the west. The Quinn brothers were
at one time miners and prospectors.
In company with a man named Burke
Carson they were tried for killing a
man named Clark but were acquitted
for lack of evidence. The Quinns,
Clark and Carson were partners in a
mining venture at the time. Carson and
John Quinn dropped out of sight soon
afterward, but Charles Quinn, under
va;iouo aliases, continued a life of
crime.

For some time, Dan sat pendering
the report. “John Quinn,” he re-
peated. “Same name, all right. Be-
gins to look like the manager of the
Alhambra mine is worth keeping an
eye on. He might have been the law-
yer who helped torture the judge.
False whiskers make a lot of differ-
ence, and Quinn has eyes that fit the
judge’s description. T hen, too,
Quinn knew I was interested in Skull
Canyon, where the Alhambra robbery
took place. He probably figured I'd
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go there sooner or later. It would
have been easy for him to have had
the place watched on the chance that 1
would turn up there. I think I'll find
out what Carrington Butler, the Hun-
ter National president, knows about
Quinn.”

ISHING an opportunity to

study Quinn further, Dan
visited the mine again. Quinn still
wore his worried, harassed look, but
was affable enough. He showed Dan
the various workings, including the
stacks of gold bricks.

Dan examined the hefty ingots with
interest. Gazing at two piles side by
side, Fowler was struck by a pecu-
liarity of the metal. With little ef-
fort he picked up a fifty-pound ingot,
laid it down and scrutinized another.
As he told John 'Quinn good-by,
there was a look in his grey eyes that
his associates had long ago come to
respect. When Fowler’s eyes took on
that look, he was left strictly alone.

“The thing sounds ridiculous,” he
told himself, “but it’s a hunch and I'm
going to play it. The whole business
ties up perfectly, only there are a
great many bits missing. It’s up to
me to find them and weave them into
the pattern. I've got to have help,
though. I know the chief will play
along with me, even though he may
think I've gone batty.”

That night Dan sent an airmail let-
ter to Washington and a telegram to
New York. He received an answer to
the telegram the following morning.
Signed by Mr. Butler’s secretary, the
message gave John Quinn an excel-
lent character and emphasized the
fact that Quinn enjoyed Mr. Butler’s
fullest confidence.

The statement preceding this, how-
ever, brought the crease back between
Dan’s grey eyes. Wrestling with still
another knotty problem built around
a rapidly crystallizing suspicion, he
waited impatiently for results from
Washington.

The first result came, a few days
later, when a slim, blonde girl applied
at the Alhambra employment offices
for a stenographic position. Dan
knew that the Alhambra had trouble

getting competent office help to stay
in the turbulent mining town, and he
had sent word to Sally Vane accord-
ingly.

Another day passed and Larry Ken-
dal wandered into town on a freight
train, showed the Alhambra employ-
ment manager that he knew something
about keeping books and got a job as
payroll clerk.

Sally brought with her the best of
references from a San Francisco busi-
ness office. Larry brought only his
boyish grin and a personality that
made friends of strangers on sight.

Dan told no one concerning his
plans. Henry Blunt, the thin-faced
business manager had never seen
Larry Kendal and did not even notice
him in his obscure position; but one
day while passing through the outer
office, his cold gaze fell on the trim,
blue-eyed stenographer busy at her
typewriter. He did not pause and his
expression did not change, other than
a slight tightening of his already too
tight mouth.

But the following day, Sally was
called into the business manager’s
presence, questioned as to her ability
and assigned a desk in his private of-
fice. Henry Blunt had often journeyed
to Washington in his capacity of
secretary to Senator Wade Carter and
while there had more than once had
occasion to visit the great Department
of Justice Building; and Henry Blunt
never forgot a face.

HERE was an assayer in Gold

City, a querulous old fellow who
had forgotten more about mining and
metallurgy than most men ever learn.
Dan Fowler visited him and asked‘a
few questions.

“It might happen,” said the assayer
in reply. “I don’t say it isn’t possible
for red gold and yellow gold to be
produced by the same mine, but it
would be durned unusual. Red gold
is gold with a lot of copper or iron
in it. Yellow gold has silver.”

Dan continued to hang around Gold
City, much of the time in the company
of Sheriff Bart Sawyer. They visited
Skull Canyon and tried, too, to trace -
the men who kidnaped Hank, with
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small results. The days went by.

These activities were largely a
blind. Dan’s chief concern was to
keep in touch with Larry Kendal and
Sally Vane. Larry had a room in the
same hotel and late at night he would
slip into Dan’s room and make his re-
port.

“One funny thing I’ve noticed,” he
told Dan a week or so after getting
his job with the Alhambra, “all the
workers in the stamp mill are the most
ignorant of foreign born. I don’t be-
lieve a half dozen among the whole
outfit even speak English. They know
just enough to handle the job assigned
them., Each man knows his own par-
ticular job, and that’s absolutely all.”

“How about the bosses?” Dan
asked.

“They’re different,” Larry replied
quickly. “The superintendent and his
foremen are hard-looking eggs with
plenty of brains. They handle those
poor palookas as if they were so many
cattle, and they know their business.
They don’t want anybody fooling
around in there, either. I've had to
go into the mill a few times on busi-
ness, and there was one of those birds
on my tail evey minute, and as soon
as I was finished with what I came for,
he’d shoo me out. They say it's a
dangerous place for loafers and I
guess it is, but you'd think it was a
powder factory, the way they keep
tabs on you.”

Larry was excited when he relayed
a report from Sally a couple of days
later.

“She got a chance to look at some
lists of figures,” said Kendal. “She
tells me that without a doubt the Al-
hambra has shipped a lot more gold
- during recent months than the ore
output warranted.”

Dan digested this bit of news, “But
that may only mean they are shipping
gold that had been stored for a time
for some reason,” he pointed out.

“Sally thought of that,” Larry told
him. “She’s ;oing to work on that
angle.”

Before the week was out, Dan’s
comment had been justified.

“We've proved pretty conclusively
that the gold shipped came from the

stamp mill, all right,” he was forced
to admit. “It looks as if the ore is
really richer than is generally known.
Sally managed to check up on the
amount of ore that went through the
mill last week. Between us we got
an accurate check on the metal that
came from under the stamps. It runs
much higher than what is generally
supposed.

“The output of the stamp mill and
the amount of gold shipped for the
week balance exactly. I guessthe Al-
hambra people have their own reasons
for keeping the richness of the ore in
the dark. Woell, after losing a half
million or so to bandits, you can’t
blame them.”

ee HAT have you learned about
Quinn?” Dan asked.

“Quinn appears to have very little
to do with the stamp mill,” Larry re-
plied. “He is essentially a hard rock
man and spends most of his time in
the mine. He knows that end of the
work from A to Z and prefers te leave
the refining end to his mill superinten-
dent, who is undoubtedly an expert in
his line. Blunt handles most of the
business details, subject to Quinn’s
check. It's an efficient organization,
all right, but if anybody is crooked,
he’s sure covering up.”

Dan nodded slowly. “We may be
barking up the wrong tree,” he ad-
mitted, “but I've still got a hunch,
Larry. Remember, we've played them
before, when we had less to go on than
we have this time.”

Before forty-eight hours had passed
both felt that Dan’s optimism was
justified. Larry showed up in a state
of excitement, :

“Remember me telling you about
the old German who works on Number
Two stamp?” he exclaimed. “You
know I spent quite a bit of time in
Germany and I speak the language
pretty well. I ran into old Hans in a
saloon tonight and we got to talking.
He isn’t nearly as dumb as he appears
to be and he spilled something inter-
esting. He says he’s worked in lots of
mills and never before saw such queer
goings-on, He swears that for the
past ten days they have been shovel-
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ing plain casing rock—rock with
about as much gold content as a piece
of grindstone—into the Number
Two’s battery box. But when the
battery and pans were cleaned up this
week and the quicksilver pulp was
roasted, Number Two showed a gold
and silver output equal to the other
stamps!”

Dan whistled through his teeth.
“Now we’re getting somewhere,” he
said. “Let’s see, now—in the stamp
mill, the ore is first shoveled into the
battery box of the stamps. The
stamps churn up and down and rotate
at the same time, grinding the ore to
dust. Water flows into the battery
box and changes this dust to a paste.

“The particles of the paste are
washed into big tubs warmed by
super-heated st e am—amalgamating
pans. The mass of pulp is kept stirred
by revolving mullers. They put
quicksilver in the battery box and in
the pans and the quicksilver catches
the particles of gold and silver, When
the quicksilver has all the gold it can
hold, it becomes crisp and firm.

“Then they clean up the pans, take
the quicksilver out and roast it in a
retort. The quicksilver turns to
vapor, passes through a pipe into a
container of water and is condensed
again into good quicksilver. The
gold and silver remain in the retort
and are later melted down and cast
into bricks or ingots. Have I got the
process right?”

“You certainly have,” nodded Larry.
“Barring a few minor details, that’s
just the way it’s done.”

“So if rock without gold content is
introduced under the stamps, there
should be no gold in the battery box
and amalgamating pans for the quick-
silver to catch,” Dan finished.

“But according to my Dutchman’s
story, there is,” Larry pointed out.

: AN FOWLER'S eyes glowed.
. “All we need to find out is how
that gold gets into the pans, and
where it comes from,” he said.

“Uh-huh,” Larry agreed dryly,
“that’s all. Shall we take a chance on
getting a search warrant and raiding
the place?”

Dan vetoed that suggestion in-
stantly. “Not enough evidence. And
if we did find something off color,
we’d never be able to pin it onto the
big guys at the head of this. We'd
hook some minor official and the ones
we really want would wriggle loose.
This case has got to be airtight before
we break it.”

For some time he sat pondering.
“I'm going to drop out of sight for a
while,” he said at last. “You and
Sally carry on; I'll get in touch with
you when necessary.”

At the same moment there was a
conference in the Alhambra offices.
Henry Blunt sat facing a big bearded
man whose iron-grey hair shone in
the lamplight.

“I don’t like it, sir,” Blunt was say-
ing. “That infernal government man
has been snooping around persis-
tently. He has one of his assistants—
a girl—planted in my office. I recall
seeing her in the Criminal Identifica-
tion Division of the F. B, L. when I
was in Washington. She does not
know that I recognized her. I brought
her into my private office so that I
could keep an eye on her. I have no-
ticed lately that she is 