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Lifetime

Now a pencil “classic” in extra large
size, to match a 3reat pen

And we have called it “Titan.” It is a big pencil—bi
in more ways than one. Your hand will love the “feel”
of it, and your eye will love the “look’ of it. Own
brother to that most remarkable pen, the jade “Life-
time,” it is built of radite, a practically indestructible
material of brilliant beauty. And it has the propel-
repel-expel feature, which has given Sheaffer pencils
their world fame. A greatcombination, delivered to you
in a handsome case.- You'll et a thrill of delight from
the ownership of these.two fine writing instruments.
Better dealers everywhere also sell “the Student Life-
time,"” a new radite masterpiece, of smaller size and cost.

“Lifetime"’ pencil, $4.25 “Lifetime’’ pen, $8.75 Student’s pen, $7.50

HEAFFER’

PENS:PENCILS *-SKRIP

‘W.A. SHEAFFER PEN COMPANY
FORT MADISON, IOWA
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Get a Job Like These

1 *3500 10 °10000 a Year

20 Years Old—
Makes Almost
$500 a Month

Harold Hastings of Som-
| ers, Mass., says: *‘The
| profit on my electrical
business amounts to $476
a month. My success is
due entirely to your in-
struction. You make your
men just what you say —
Electrical Experts. No
man will ever make a
mistake enrolling for your
course.”’

Makes $750
in Spare Time
Work

Before completing
course, John J. Burke,
38332 East Baltimore St.,
Baltimore, Md., made
$750 doing odd electrical
jobs in spare time. Now
runs hie own Electrical
businees.

$20.00 2 Day for
Schreck
‘‘Use my name as a re-
ference and depend on
me as a booster. The big-
gest thing I ever did was
answer your advertise-
ment. [ am averaging
better than $500 a month
from my own business
now. 1 used to make
$18.00 8 week.””
A. Schreck,
Phoenix, Ariz.

Pence Earns

$9,000 a Year

W. E. Pence, Albany,
Oregon, says: ‘““Your
course putme where Iam
today, Mr.Cooke —making
$760 a month doing auto-
mobile electrical work—
think of it—$9,000a year
Besides that I am my own
boss. My wife joins me in
thanking you for what
you did for us.’”

$30 to $50
a Day for
J. R. Morgan

*When I started on
your course I was a car-
penter’s helper, earning
around $5.00 a day. Now
Imake from $30 to $50 a
day and am busy all the
time, Use this letter if
you want to—I stand be-
bind it.””

J. R. Morgan,
Columbus, Ohio.

The ““Cooke” Trained Man
Is the ‘“Big Pay’’ Man

Please mention this magazine

in the Big Pay Field of

ELECTRICITY

Send Coupon Now

It’s your own fault if you don’t earn more. Send
the coupon and I'll prove it to you. Blame yourself if you
stick to your small pay job when I have made it so easy for you to
earn $3,500 to $10,000 a year as an electrical expert. One billion dollars
a year is being spent in electrical work. Electrical Experts are badly
needed. I can easily make you an Electrical Expert. Just send the
coupon. Thousands of men are needed at once—trained as only I
can train them. They can practically name their own salaries. Every=
thing is ready but the men. Will you answer the call of this big pay
field? Get ready now for the big job I will help you get. The biggest
money of your life is waiting for you. Send the coupon.

I Will Train You At Home

Send the coupon. Let me show you that I can train you just like
I trained the five men whose pictures you see here. Just like I have trained
thousands of other men—ordinary, every-day sort of fellows—Iifti them up from
starvation wages into jobs that pay $70,00 to $200.00 a week, With my emgg
learned, spare-time course, I can fit you for one of the biggest jobs in a few sh

months' time. Send the coupon and ‘I'll tell you how.

Quick and Easy to Learn

Don’t have any doubt about your being able to do what these other
men have done. Pence and Morgan and these other fellows didn’t have
a thing on you when they started. You can _easily duplicate their success. %gu
lack of experience or limited education do not bar you. Start just as you are an f
will guarantee to train you at home with a signed money back guarantee bond. If you

are not 100 per cent satisfied with my course it won’t cost you a cent. Mail the

coupon to me today.
Big Electrical Working

FREE Outtit and Tools

In addition to giving my students free employment service and free
consultation service, I give them also a complete working outfit. This ine
cludes tools, measuring instruments, material and a real electrical motor—the finest
beginners’ outfit ever put together. You do practical work right from the start.
After the first few lessons it enables you to make extra money every week doi
odd electrical jobs in your spare time. Some students make as high as $25 to Sélg
a week in spare time work while learning. This outfit is all FREI%.

Mail Coupon for BIG FREE BOOK

The coupon below will bring you my big free electrical book—
over 100 interesting pictures. The real dope about your opportunities in
electricity—positive proof that you, too, can earn $3,500 to $10,000 a year.
Send for it now. Along with the book I will send you a sampie lesson, 1
full particulars about my sixteen big, smashing guarantees, and details
of the most wonderful pay-raising course in the world. And I’ll tell P
you about the wonderful employment service I furnish free to my
students and graduates. Send the coupon now. Send it while the ,’

desire for a better job and more money is upon you, Send it
to me personally.

L.L. COOKE, Chief Engineer ’
Chicago Engineering Works -~
78

Dept.
2150 Lawrence Avenue, Chicago

L.L.
COOKE,
' Chlef Engineer,
Englneering Works,
nglneering Wor
ept. 76
2160 Lawrence Ave.,
y Chicago, 1il.
’/ ‘Without obligating me in any wa
e send me_ your Kree Book, Sample
P4 Lessons and particulars of your Frea
,’ OQutfit Offers, I'ree I'mployment Service,

Vg and proof that you can fit me for a big-pay
,/ electrical job.

Address. ......... Sieee 6e & 8§ 8 BERREEEEREE s e e coce
'
/’ Occupation......ou0v ses e see e e s s eE cecccsssccsseie
when answering advertisements



In the next issue of POPULAR there will be a complete, book-length novel

of football, adventure, and diplomattc intrigue, ‘““The Final Score,” by

Elmer Davis. On the nmews stands September 20th. Be sure to have a
copy reserved for you.
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THE ADAM CHASER. A Complete Novel B. M. Bower 1
A stirring adventure in the caves of Arizona.

THE POTHUNTER. A Short Story T. S. Stribling 37
A wistful romance of the Tennessee swamps.

THE LUCKY LEG. A Short Story Ernest Douglas 50
Humor is mixed with tragedy on the Mexican border.

TROUBLE’S PARTNER. A Novelette Robert Russell Strang 66
Alaska deals out justice as well as gold.

MR. TOMPKINS SEES A DERBY. A Short Story Mildred Fitz-Hugh g0
A racing pony is played on faith, not on a tip.

THE SQUEALER. A Four-part Story—Part IIL Edgar Wallace 100
The secret service proves a point.

TWENTY-ONE AND THREE FOURTHS. A Short Story C. Maxwell 120
You can’t fool all of the public all of the time.

“USELESS.” A Short Story Mark Reed 135
Each man his own tastes.

WOODEN MUSIC. A Poem Berton Braley 154

A FIGHTING CHANCE. A Short Story R. K. Culver 155

A Chinatown yarn with a “punch.”
THE STRANGE AFFAIRS OF THE TEXAN WASP.

I.—The Terrible Thing. James Francis Dwyer 170
A CHAT WITH YOU. 191
Twice-a-month publication issued by Street & Smith Corpon\‘.lon 79-89 Sevamh Avenue, New York. Ormond G. Smith, Presi-
dent; George C. Smith, Vice President and Treasurer; George C. Smith, Jr., Vice Presldem Ormond V. Gould, Secretary.
Copyright 1925, by Street & Smith Corporation, New York, Copyright 1925, by Street & Smith Corporation, Great
Britain. All Rlnhu Reserved. Publishers everywhere are cautioned against usiug any of the contents of this magazine either

wholly or in part. Entered as Second-class Matter, September 20, 1909, at the Post Omce a.l; New York, N. Y., under Aect
of Congress of March 3, 1879. Canadlm Subs(‘rlptiou 54 72. Foreign, $5.4:

WARNING—Do not subscribe through agents unknown to yoluthCo?aplalnts are daily mde by persons who have been thus

IMPORTANT—Authors, agents, and publishers are requested to note that this corporation does not hold itself responsible for
loss of unsolicited manuscripts while at this office or in transit; and that it cannot undertake to hold uncalled-for manuscripts
for a longer period than six months. If the retum of manuseript is expected, postage should be inclosed.

Address all communications to the Street & Smith Corporation

YEARLY SUBSCRIPTION $4.00 SINGLE COPIES 25 CENTS
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For pronounced “Personality and Character
in your handwriting, try this new Parker

Duofold Oblique

Guaranteed, like the five other Duofold Points, for 25 Years
Each way you hold it gives a Separate Effect

cAnd each Effect a Hand that Fascinates

PARKER now introduces in the handsome Duofold Pen a point that produces
a style in handwriting full of new interest and charm.

Held one way, this point makes slender down-strokes, accented by wide, shaded
curves at top and bottom. Held another, it writes with the opposite eflect—letters
thin-curved, with wide, shaded sides.

We call this point the Duofold Oblique. And a freer, smoother, softer-writing
point has never been created.

This point makes the Sixth you can get in Parker Pens, and every one guaranteed,
if not misused, for 25 years.

And the kind of writing you do and how you hold your pen make a big difference
in the kind of point that your hand will respond to and delight in. Whichever it is,
you can get it in any Parker Duofold at $5 or $7, depending on the size. I

And each point is set in a shapely, balanced barrel that gives your hand free W
swing. A barrel of conventional black, or of black-tipped, lacquer-red — the color
that's handsome to own and hard to mislay.

In a test not long ago, 8 men out of 10 picked this Parker blindfolded, from 11 new $5
pens of various makes. Ty it yourself, with your eyesshut, at any nearby pen counter.

THE PARKER PEN COMPANY - JANESVILLE, WISCONSIN lacquer-red or
Duofold Pencils to match the Pens: Lady, $3; Over-size Jr., $3.50; “‘ Big Brother” Over-size, $4

NEW YORK, CHICAGO * THE PARKER FOUNTAIN PEN COMPANY, LIMITED, TORONTO, CANADA * SAN FRANCISCO
THE PARKER PEN COMPANY, LIMITED, 2 AND 8 NORFOLK ST., STRAND, LONDON, ENGLAND

in conventional
plain black

a‘k% Rivals the beauty

of the Scarlet

Tanager ,'

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements

Red and Black
Color Combination
Reg. Trade Mark
U. 8. Pat. Office

Duotold Jr. $5 Lady Duofolid 85
Intermediate size With ring for chatelaine
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CHARLES

HOUSTON

Hard to put your fingers on it, isn't it?—
this fascination that good fiction throws over
you. There's something almos: abnormal about
the man or the woman who can't sink back
in an easy-chair when the day's work is done,
and become lost in the spell of a swift-mov-
ing adventure story.

It is a fine and comforting thing to know
that we Americans have never lost the love
We would have become a dull,
drab people otherwise. Romance is in our
blood, breath of our very breath. We are
still an adventuring, pioneering people, despite
our bathtubs and radios and telephones and
“all modern conveniences,” as the real-estate

for romance.

ads say.

It is true of all walks of American life,
of all sorts and conditions of our people.
Down in the parched flatlands of Oklahoma I
have seen cow-punchers waiting eagerly for
the trains that bring the latest copies of their
favorite fiction magazines and books. And
then I have seen New York business men en-
ter Pullmans at the Grand Central with cop-
ies of these same books under their arms.

“Tell me a story,” is one of the first re-
quests of childhood, and the child’s love for
story-telling has never grown out of most of
us, for which we may thank our lucky stars.

Some one has called the big brick building
at 79 Seventh Avenue, New York City, **Story-
teller’s headquarters.” It shelters one of the
oldest and best-established publishing concerns
in America—Chelsea House Publishers. There
come the leading fiction writers of the coun-
try with their best work, hot from the type-
writers. There are editors with their fingers
always on the pulse of the public, who know
what you and I like to read and see that we
get it. Whether the book that comes from

the Chelsea House presses costs $2 or only
75 cents, you may be sure that you have be-
tween its covers the sort of writing that makes

the best of reading. For example—

oLpEN Isre, by Roland Ashford Phillips,
published by Chelsea House, 79 Seventh
Avenue, New York City, Price 75c.

It begins with a group of friends gathered
together in the cabin of that most remarkable
of yachts, Tie Nautilus; with the shriek of
the siren at Sing Sing prison on the Hudson
River warning that a dangerous criminal has
escaped, and how this most exciting of treas-
ure-hunting stories ends, I leave to your own
discovery. At all events you may be sure that
there’s not a dull page in this book which
takes you out onto the high seas to an island as
crammed with adventure as was Stevenson's
“Treasure Island.”

A\

HE SCARLET SCOURGE, by Johnston McCul-
© ley, published by Chelsea House, 79 Sev-
enth Avenue, New York City, Price 75c.

There were a number of persons who might
have shot Lorenzo Brayton through the back
as he sat at his desk in the offices of his
fraudulent rubber stock-selling company. It
was up to Detective Sam Haynes to find the
one hand that directed the fatal shot. Mr.
McCulley takes vou, the reader, along with Sam
on his way through the labyrinth that finally
leads to the light, and he does it in masterly
fashion. A bang-up, thrilling detective story
of the first water.

A\

NNE AcaINsT THE WorLp, by Victor
Thorne, published by Chelsea House, 79
Seventh Avenue, New York City, Price 75c.

Victor Thorne tells a beautiful lov~ story

(Continued on 2nd page following.)

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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ence just a
few cents make

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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in this book with enough adventure in it to
satisfy the most ardent thrill hunter. Anne
faces the problem that confronts every one
of us—what is really worth while in this
world? She leaves her humble little home to en-
ter the bizarre life of a manicuring establish-
ment. Her wistful beauty brings many men
to her, some good, some bad, but at length
she finds true love, It is a clean, well-written
love story that Mr. Thorne tells, one that you
will read through to the very end with the
keenest interest.

A\

HE Boss or Camp Four, by Emart Kins-
burn, published by Chelsea House, 79 Sev-
enth Avenue, New York City, Price 75c.

Mr. Kinsburn is rapidly coming to the fore-
front of the few who can write convincingly of
the great West. Here he paints unforgetable
scenes against a New Mexican background.
His hero is Chet Fanning, and he’s the sort
of hero that makes you want to cheer as he
fights the battles of “Spookmule” Paxton, who
bought twenty thousand acres and then found
a lot of trouble on his hands. There’s an ad-
venture in a tunnel in this book which makes
one of the big thrills of modern fiction.

A\

WATCHED Our, by Eugene A. Clancy, pub-
lished by Chelsea House, 79 Seventh
Avenue, New York City, Price 75¢.

Wall Street and huge sums of money, a
crooked gang, led by the veteran of many a
furious fight. Out of these ingredients you
have in “Watched Out” the sort of adventure
story that makes you forget all engagements
until you have come to the very end. The bat-
tle of wits between Monk Markheim, gangster
and woman hater, and young John Gore, who
made big money on the Street, and then—for
a while—dropped out of the public’s eye, makes
a swift-moving yarn that is told by Mr. Clancy
with force and humor,

A\

Tm-: Husks or Lirg, by Mary Douglas, pub-
lished by Chelsea House, 79 Seventh Ave-
nue, New York City, Price 75c.

Many a modern author has chosen as a fic-

Please mention this magazine

tion theme the colorful, bohemian life of the
artists’ studios of New York’s Greenwich Vil-
lage. Few have presented this life as faithfully
as does the author of “The Husks of Life.”
Mary Douglas depicts for us the adventures of
Jennie Joyce, who is forced to leave the factory
because of the unwelcome attentions of her boss
and becomes a model to one of the city’s best-
known artists. Jennie meets many types of
men, but finally finds that one alone is worthy
of love. The story marches to its triumphant
conclusion in stirring manner.

A\

ERRY PEYTON’S NoOTCHED INHERITANCE, by

David Manning, published by Chelsea
House, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York City,
Price 75c.

When the doctor told old Hank Peyton that
he was about to di€, Hank took another drink
and called for his son, Jerry. To him he
handed over his most precious treasure, the
revolver, known and feared by Mexicans as
“The Voice of La Paloma.” That was Jerry’s
inheritance, his commission to a free life, and
the way he used it makes an exceptionally in-
teresting Western story, told as Mr. Manning
knows how to tell these rousing yarns.

o

HE Bicamist, by John Jay Chichester, pub-
lished by Chelsea House, 79 Seventh Ave-
nue, New York City, 320 pages, Price $2.

Some of the foremost literary reviews of
the country, among them that of the New York
Times, have been loud in their praises of this
most remarkable book. Mr. Chichester, au-
thor of “The Porcelain Mask,” knows how to
tell a most complicated story and still hold
the attention of his readers every moment.
This time he introduces us to one “Wiggly”
Price, lovable newspaper reporter, who takes
up a murder trail where the detective leaves
off and covers himself and his paper with
glory. There is action splenty in this story,
mystery and enough romance to please every
one.

when answering advertisements
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NOTHING IS TOO GOOD TO BE IMPROVED

The magazine you hold in your hand is a little better
than any of its predecessors

THE POPULAR

for

September 20th

will mark another step in advance

You will find the evidence of progress on the news stands in a
fortnight. It will consist of:

A book-length novel, complete and unabridged,

The Final Score

By Elmer Davis

A long novelette, crowded with mystery, adventure, romance,

The Treasure of the Black Bayou

By James Francis Dwyer

And seven other notable contributions by writers of distinction:

Moccasins of the Man-God A Little of Both
By Kenneth Gilbert By Delos W. Lovelace
Tender Hands Where Charity Ended
By Bert Mohrman By Calvin Johnston
Splashes of Red The Squealer
By J. Frank Davis By Edgar Wallace

Silver Heels
By Henry Herbert Knibbs

THE POPULAR is the greatest value a quarter can buy—and each
succeeding POPULAR increases the buying power of the quarter.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Classified Advertising

Agents and Help Wanted

Agents and Help Wanted—Continued

Business Opportunity

WE START YOU WITHOUT A DOLLAR.
Boaps, Extracts, Perfumes, Toilet Goods.
Experience unnecessary. Carnation Co.,
Dept. 225, St. Louis, Mo.

LIGHTNING STRANGE BATTERY
Compound. Charges discharged batteries
Instantly. Eliminates old method entirely.
Gallon free to agents. Lightning Co., St.
Paul, Minn.

DINING AND
tors (white).

SLEEPING CAR conduc-
Exp. unnecessary. We train

you. Send for book of Rules and applica-
tion.  Supt. Railway Exchange, Sta. C,
Los Angeles.

$60-8200 A WEEK. Genuine Gold Let-

gers for store windows. Easily applied.
Free Samples. Liberal offer to general
agents. Metallic Letter Co., 428 B North

Clark, Chicago.

BIG MONEY AND FAST SALES.
ewner buys gold initials for his auto.
eharge $1.50, make $1.35. Ten orders
easy. Write for particulars and free
ples. American Monogram Co., Dept.
East Orange, N. J.

Every
You
daily
sam-
170,

EARN $10 DAILY silvering mirrors, plat-
Ing, refinishing metalware, headlights, chan-
@eliers, bedsteads. Outfits furnished. Decie
Laboratories, 1135 Broadway, New York.

AGENTS, our new Household Cleaning
Device washes and dries windows, sweeps,
eleans walls, scrubs, mops. Costs less than

brooms.  Over half profit. Write Harper
Brush Works, 201 3rd Street, Fairfleld,
Jowa.

.BIG  MONEY AND FAST SALES,

every owner buys gold initials for his auto.
You charge $1.50, make $1.44. Ten orders
daily easy. Samples and information free.
World Monogram, Dept. 12, Newark, N. J.

I'LL PROVE TO YOU that you can make
$96 a week taking orders for Jennings
Guaranteed Hosiery. I furnish complete
esquipment and offer you an Essex Coach
without cost. Write now. The Frank B.
Jennings Co., Dept. M-222, Dayton, Ohio.

(send
New Insured

AGENTS: $11.80 daily in advance
for sworn proof) Introducing
Hosiery. 57 styles, 40 colors, guaranteed
seven months,  Fall line now ready. No
capital or experience required. You simply
take orders. We deliver and collect (or you
can deliver, suit yourself) Credit given.
Pay You Daily, monthly bonus besides. We
furnish  samples. Spare time will do.
Macochee Textile Company, Ntation 4509,
Cincinnati, Ohio.

AGENTS—WRITE FOR FREE Samples.
Sell Madison ‘‘Better-Made’’ Shirts for
large Manufacturer direct to wearer. No
capital or experience required. Many earn
$100 weekly and bonus. Madison Mfgrs.,
503 Broadway, New York.

AGENTS: Do you want the biggest
money-making proposition ever offered? See
my display ad elsewhere in this magazine.
Then send coupon at once to James Oliver,

LEARN PRIVILEGE TRADING, remu-
nerative return, $75 up sufficient. Write
Dept. 113, Paul Kaye, 149 Broadway, New
York.

Educational

RAILROAD POSTAL CLERKS start $155
month, railroad pass. Send stamps for ques-

I‘n(-.,, 848 West Adams Street, Dept. 138, tions. Columbus Institute, B-3, Columbus,
Chicago. Ohio.
AGENTS WANTED TO ADVERTISE
Our Goods and distribute samples given to Patents and Lawyers
onsumers; 90c an hour; write for full par-
ticulars, ~ American Products Co., 2397
American Bldg., Cincinnati, Ohio.
PATENTS. Send sketch or model for
preliminary examination. Booklet free.
Highest references. Best results. Prompt-
$158 MONTH. Men 18 up. Railway | pess assured. Watson E. Coleman, Patent
Mail Clerks. 25 coached free. Write im- Lawyer, 644 G St., Washington, D. C,
mediately.  Franklin Institute, Dept. G2,
Rochester, N. Y.
INVENTIONS COMMERCIALIZED.
Patented or unpatented. Write Adam

Help Wanted—Female

$6-$18 A DOZEN decorating pillow tops at
home, experience unnecessary; particulars
for stamp. Tapestry Paint Co., 110 La-
Grange, Ind.

Help Wanted—Male

ALL Men, Women, Boys, Girls, 17 to 65
willing to accept Government Positions
$117-$250, traveling or stationary, write
Mr. Ozment, 308, St. Louis, Mo., immedi-
ately.

EARN $110 to $250 monthly, expenses
paid as Railway Traffic Inspector. Position
guaranteed after completion of 3 months’
home study course or money refunded. Ex-
cellent opportunities. Write for Free Book-
let.  COM-28 Stand. Business Training
Inst., Buffalo, N, Y.

SILVERING MIRRORS. French plate.

Easily learned; immense profits. Plans
free. Wear Mirror Works. Excelsior

Springs, Mo.

ESTABLISH YOURSELF—AT HOME—
As a Photographic Expert. Make $75 a week
while learning. Write at once for Tempo-
rary Offer. International Studios, Dept.
140 C, 3601 Michigan Ave.,, Chicago.

$115-$400 MONTHLY paid—Ry. Station
—Office positions.  Free passes, Experi-
ence unnecessary. Write Baker, Supt., 49,
St. Louis, Mo.

Pleasc mention this magazine when answering

Fisher Mfg. Co., 223, Enright, St. Louis,
Mo.

PATENTS—Write for free Guide Books
and “‘Record of Invention Blank’ before
disclosing inventions. Send model or sketch
of invention for Inspection and Instructions
Free. Terms reasonable. Victor J. Evans
Co., 767 Ninth, Washington, D. C.

INVENTORS—Write for our guide bhook,
“How to Get Your Patent’’ and evidence of
invention blank. Send model or sketch for

Inspection and Instructions Free. Terms
reasonable. Randolph & Co., Dept. 412,
Washington, D. C.
Detectives Wanted
MEN—Experience unnecessary ; travel;

make secret investigations; reports; salaries;
Write American Foreign Detec~

expenses.
tive Agency, 114, St. Louis, Mo.

DETECTIVES EARN BIG MONEY.
Travel. Excellent opportunity. Experience
unnecessary. Write, George Wagner, former
Government  Detective, 1968  Broadway,
New York.

Stammering

ST-STU-T-T-TERING And Stammering
Cured at Home. Instructive booklet free.
Waiter McDonnell, 80 Potomac Bank Build-
ing, Washington, D. C.

advertisements
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When Cin

The plaintive request of the little child for a doll, a wagon
or some simple toy is the most touching thirg in the world.

Gladly you will deny yourself so that you can satisfy the
want of the child.

And we would not have it otherwise, For childhood
takes its pleasures with inexpensive toys—things that we
should be able to give them. The message we would like to
impress is that you can have the things you need and give
your children the things they would like. The way is easy.

It is only necessary to buy right. Thrift is common sense
applied to spending. The Sears-Roebuck way is the sensible
way. We guarantee to save you money.

Already we are serving nine million homes, or more than
one-fourth of all the families in the United States. Sears,
Roebuck and Co. have become the World’s Largest Store
because we lead in service, in quality and in saving. We
buy in immense quantities and sell direct to you. We sell
only quality merchandise, the kind that can be honestly
guaranteed.

Our New Big Catalog for Fall and Winter is ready for you. Itshows

35,000 opportunities to save on everything you need for the family, the
home and the farm,

Sears, Roebuck and Co.

CHICAGO - PHILADELPHIA - DALLAS - SEATTLE

PTIm‘l t_ha coupon TODAY to the store ;e;rest yots
| Sears, Roebuck and Co.

|  Chicago + Philadelphia + Dallas + Scattle 73482
| Send Latest General Catalog.

Send for Your FREE Copy || J
1f you haven’t a copy of our || Name
New Big General Catalog,
send for it today. This con- || Pogtoffice
venient coupon will bring

you free our great Fall and " .
W inter book,gvilh its 35,000 % Rural Route Box No
bargains. | State
. We own and operate Radio Station !
%RLDS zARGEST'E}ORE W LS. Tunein on 344.6 meters. } Street and NO. -oeeeieceeiieiieieeeeeeee e ccceoceceesceancanscas
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ey FRECKLE

'’ V

FOR A FEW CENTS é Don’t Hide Them With a Veil; Re-

A DAY

Don’tsend a single penny.

=
‘Tendays Free Trial. When %
E=]
=
£
=

move Them With Othine—
Double Strength

the ring comes, examine it

Spare —if you are not convinced This plopamnnn for thv removal of freckles is so
Pennies '1';‘134""::722601?8%3"{ alﬁ successful in removing freckles and giving a clear,
will pa at our expense.  Only if beautiful complexion, that it is sold by all drug and
-y pleased, pay 20% as first department stores with a guarantee to refund the
for this ; payment--then send $1.50 money if it fails.
Diamond weckly—at the rate ofa .Ilon‘t hide your freckles under a veil or waste
Bafre";’l:'fc';utzt(‘}ra?ﬁ WT&‘S time on lemon’ juice or cucumbers; get an ounce of
7 B‘fm White Pexgiect Othine and remove them. Even the first few appli-
Cut Diamonds can be F E cations should show a wonderful improvement, some
yours.Nored tape. Norisk. . of the lighter freckles vanishing entirely.

Do"arBargalnFREE andfor(tttzgay . Be sure to_ask for the double strength Othine; it

sands of BargairosC Sddress Deob g™ thov- \ is this that is sold on money-back guarantee,

: We recommend Othine (‘nmplexinn Soap for use
with Othine, also as a shampoo—it’'s wonderful ior
PS ° . & bobbed hair—25H¢ a cake at all drug or department
o \ stores or by mail. Othine Laboratories, Inc., Buf-
2-4 Maiden Lane N falo, N. Y.
21 Jewels \
Nothing lese than 21 Ruby and Sapphirs jewels ls s
$ good enough for the Burlington masterp! ‘
monthly payments. Send Iorwfreo box %
Wat
Burlington chapany
19th s(rnol and Marshall Boulevard
L‘ Dept. Chicago, lllinois
St R e
niotrra;tlinolr‘lla‘ are heude by men wi

Make $100.00 a week and up selling our
finc made-to-measure, all-wool suits, direct
to wearer. Biggest values — positively
sell on sight. Biggest commissions paid
in advance. We attend to delivery and
collections. 6 x 9 swatch samples over 100
stylos all one price — furnished FREE o
Part or full time men write at once.

W. Z. GIBSON, Inc., 161 W. Harrison St., Depl. J-403, Chicago

L

Quality and Style
STUDY AT.HOM

Adjusted to the
fsm—positions. 25 year (,nld Strata Case, in 100 ex-

Become a lawyer. Legally traine
men win the highest positions an

quisite designs. Only $1 anae in smoall
biggest success in business and public

we g d t t:) $I€0.0Q10 Anng_ally .
ide
home anm?’.pu.? &‘.‘nZ °"ne§r2§3 uf’“ ~conterred

- LaSalle students practicing law in every s E e furmah all
. tuxt material, mcludms fourteen-volume Law Library, Low, cost,
a forms,* "Got. our valuablo 105-cace  Law *Guide” “and

i 5 “Evldence”booksfree Send for them NO'

2 % .D t. 918 L,
This Suit? &r.. | Sl =gy
L o1 -
and neigh ool sttﬂctSalesmen

bors as a sample of our fine quality, hand-
tailored All-Wool Suits, guaranteed $40 Wanted Experienced men can

values at amazing low price of $23.50, take easily earn $100.00
their orders, keep handsome profit for your- 2 a week at start. Our union made suits

gelf and send orders to us. a.nd overcoats at $23.50 (none higher)
%oung men. Only pure wool fabrics.
he overcoats are satin lined. Protected

$150 a week for full time. We supply handsome mefco and free sampleof the world’s greatest clothin
Swatch Line Outfit, large size samples and values. Address D.S. HARVEY, BoxOO,CHICAGg

are America’s biggest values. We show
| Agents Making BIG MONEY
“t territory. Canusesparetimemen in some
Positively finest B(’:Illlllnf.zl a(:l(l‘? l§ t set\x:l: ?urix:llsh(:lr‘; g: 1' i:vsn]]‘ef;?th%ﬂtceafsgl" M I DG ET NAM E CAR Ds

Intest nifty colors and styles for men and
$3.00 to $5.00 2an hour in spare time, $75 to towns. Write today for application blank
yours at once, pick out your suit and get started making the Big

Money right away. Address Dept. 138. THE I.ATEST Nh‘/l)ark. L%l_rvz. U. s, Pat.s%ff- P K
B c. Per Bool
"AMES OL|VER' Inc.,848W.Adams St'9 Ch'cago 4 Each book contains 50 perfectlittle name cards, size
Write name and address below and mail at once, 138 oA 13x34, in genuine leather case. Choice of black,
tan, green or red. A perfect name card.
INBIDC 00050058 simissminssssmasmismione siesmioese Sxsvwvs et st b Semn s bamaeee . Name in Old English type. Price com-
plete 50c. Send stamps, coin or money
Bt and NoL S sionn danmn saaasien sases 8 WD e BoX:svswes . order. Satisfaction guaranteed or money
refunded. Agents Wanted
TOWD.eeeacasesesesesccsacnccancncces cee o BLALC. ceteattintnninne MIDGET CARD ‘SHOP

| $9 Main St., Greene, R. I,

WANTED

RAILWAY POSTAL CLERKS rgse . :
$1900 to $2700 Year - e

(All Postal Pay Just Raised) , FRANKLIN INSTITUTE. Dept. G280, Rochester, N. Y.
MEN—BOYS 18 UP TRAVEL—SEE YOUR COUNTRY é Sirs: Send me without charge. (1) Specimen Railway
Postal Clerk Examinaticn qnullnns (2) Send List of U, N,

(3) Nend free illustrated
Tohs." (1) send free simple

Many U. S. Government Jobs Open to Women QQ peSorernment jobis bt
1 o e ove

Steady Work  No Layoffs  Paid Summer Vacation O s L L Fal

Common Education Sufficient B NOWE s st s s R i st sisiotasectin wStioiL Y A0SR S AID

MAIL COUPON TODAY SURE ,? audres

Please mention this magazine when answerine  adverti ments
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Riders Against the Sky-line!

Things began to happen the moment Morgan Tuttle found an ancient musket

lying by the side of a bleached skeleton just over the border.

Adventures galore

piled up on the saddle tramp who goes searching for treasure through the exciting

pages of

“Gems of Promise”
By EMART KINSBURN

Here's another book that bears the famous “CH™ brand—a finely printed,
cloth-bound hook that you'll be proud to have in your library and a good example
of the excellence of all the “CH” line.

“CH™ books are good books to read and to keep and they cost only 75 cents
each—one of the biggest reading values in the market to-day. Ask your dealer to

show vou these titles.

THE MAN FROM MICHIGAN
Charles Wesley Sanders

BULL HUNTER’S ROMANCE
David Manning

HILL-BRED BARTON’S CODE
Charles Wesley Sanders

7 Sc each

The Brand of

a Good Book

KING CHARLIE’S RIDERS

David Manning
THE B0SS OF CAMP FOUR

Emart Kinsburn

OBJECT: ADVENTURE
Ray Courtney

"¢ Sc each

Please mention

this magazine when answering advertisements
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$100 a Week
in this

Fascinating Business
EARN big money as a car-

toonist !

Millions of dollars were spent
last year on comic
strips, political and
sport cartoons, ani-
mated cartoons, etc.
Thousands of new car-
toonists are needed
now to mee! the ever-
increasing demand for
this work. Never be-
fore have the oppor-
tunities in this fast-
growing field been so
many, so varied or so
high-paying.

Easy to Learn CARTOONING

at Home in Spare Time

Regardless of how little you know about cartoon-
ing now, you can easily qualify for a position in this
attractive, high-salaried business. This home-study
method starts you at the simplest fundamental prin-
ciples of cartoon-making and takes you through
every branch of humorous and serious cartooning.
You will be amazed at how quickly it teaches you
to draw salable work. Many students of this
method began to sell their drawings before they
were half through their courses. The training paid
for itself long before they finished it.

Learn cartooning this easy way. Enjoy the fas-
cinating life of a successful cartoonist—easy hours,
freedom from routine, your own boss, and $3,000 to
$15,000 a year for this work that is play!

Send for FREE BOOK

Learn more about the wonderful opportunities in
Cartooning and details about this remarkable home-
study method. A handsomely illustrated booklet
has just been prepared
which, upon request, will be
sent to you without the
slightest obligation.  This
booklet gives a thorough
outline of the caitooning
field and explains in detail
this wonderful new method
of teaching Cartooning.
Send for it today! Wash-
ington School of Cartoon-
ing, Room 549C, 1113-15th
St., N. W.,Washington, D. C. )
W OEE N NS S S SER RS S SN N W SN B GENEY S S S G S
WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF CARTOONING

Room 549C, 1113-15th St., N. W., Washington, D. C.

P’lease send me, without obligation, your Free Booklet on Car-

tooning and full details of your home-study method of teaching
Cartooning.

NAME L .oiiiiiiiietieteoereeeesasonsassnsesscessssssssnsanssnas
(Print Name Plainly)

AQAress  (iuiiceesonscssesnosersansnnesssonsseasnnsnsassesssonss

L R Btate .ieeiceneieiiscivavees

(If under 16, please give age............ )

If it’s action vou want, the thrilling
stories of brave-hearted deeds, then sk
your bookseller to show you the fine,
cloth-covered books that bear the “CH”
mark on their handsome jackets. “CH”
books cost only 75 cents apiece.

There’s something doing all the while
in a “CH” book. These hooks which
have never before been published were
written for men who love the sweep of
the great West, the mysteries of hig
cities, the conquest of man over his en-
vironment. Ask vour bookseller to show
you these latest titles—

/////////4//////? .lllll|||||Ilmll|||Hllllm||||||||||I||ll[[llllllllilllilll”lll|llllllIIII||||||||:|||||§lE
¥ =
e Il 7 =]
= | The Brand of -
41 | a Good Book -
/ |||I|||l||||1||ll||||llllllll"ll||||||IIIIIIIIII||IHHIIHIIIIUIIH"IH]IIIIIIIIIHIIIII%:_

New Books
QEMS OF PROMISE....covovavonenccncnnnn. Emart Kinsburn
WHOSE MILLIONS?. ... ...oovvnvnnnnnnnn..d Joseph Montague
THE SPIDER'S DEN. ... ..................] Johnston McCulley
OBJECT: ADVENTURE. . .........civiinnnnnnnns Ray Courtney
@QOLDEN I8LE.....c..coivivunisians Roland Ashford I’hillips

79-89 SEVENTH AVE.
NEW YORK CITY

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Brings You

this Genuine
"DIAMOND

A few cents a day will pay
for this handsome ring.
Simply send $2 to us

i today. Wear ring for
10 days' trial,

CGUARANTEE

Absolute satisfaction; if you
don’t agree this ring is an amaz-
ing bargain, we will refund your

money. If satisfied, pay balinece
in 10 equal monthly payments.

Lady’s wide top
solitaire. Latest Style <
18 K. white gold hand en-
graved and pierced ring
gives the blue white, perfect
cut diamond extra br lliance
and large appearance
Regular price $85--spe-
ial bargain price only
623

Catalog showing bargains in Diamonds, Wz_itches
and Jewelry from $10 to $1000. Cash or liberal

Fre ; &
BAER BrROsS.CoO.

6 MAIDEN LANE - NEW YORK:
The Marvel Cook Book

By Georgette' MacMillan
Price, 15 Cents

Street & Smith Corporation,

credit terms. WONDERFUL VALUES.

79 Seventh Avenue, New York City

ves
Our free fnstructions make it so
easant_that you cannot fail.

Learn about our
bigbonus offer.

N

GET THIN

; Free Trial Treatment

Sent on request. Ask for my “‘pay-when-reduced”
offer. I have successfully reduced thousands of
persons, often at the rate of a pound a day, with-
out diet or exercise. Let me send you proof at
my expenee.

DR. R. NEWMAN, Licensed Physician,
Etate of New York, 286 Fifth Ave., N. Y. Desk C-67

Stop Using a Truss

STUART’S PLAPAD - PADS
are different from the truss,
being medicine applicators
made self-adhesive pure
posely to hold the distended
muscles securely in place.
No straps, buckles or spring
ettached — cannot slip, s0
eannot chafe orpress against
he pubic bone, Thousands
have successfully treated

X themselves at home withou
.“g::g ai.ﬁlmn. bindrance from work—most  @rand priz,
‘ obstinate cases conquered.
Soft ag velvet—oasy to apply—inexpensive; Awarded

Gold Medal and Grand Prix. Process of recovery i3

matural, so afterwards no further use for trusses. We

®rove it by sending Trial of Plapao absolutely FREE
Write name on Coupon and send TODAY.

Plzpao Co. 633 Stuart Bldg., St. Lovis, Mo.
NAME. cccececcancssscsrssccceccsces venebieseiN TR RIS RE
AdAress .. ..ocevueiiiiiroicccocetsseccscscnsane T,

Beturo wail will bring Free Trial Plapao.iccsssivscsicccen

Please mention  this  magazine

Rouse Your Bigder

and

Better Self to Action/

Remember,

there’snosub-
stitute for per-
sonaltraining
in great shops

COMPLETE

ELECTRICAL i

TRAINING
in 12 happy weeks
at COYNE

1 have perfected an unusual
course of instruction in El.c-
tricity, a course that is abso-
lutely thorough, that is easy
to master, that covers every
phase and’ factor of the sub-
Ject, that fits men for the BIG
elec&!ﬁlmﬂobs — the, HIGH-
SALA thrilling jobs.

Hundreds of Coyne-
Trained Men Earn
$60 to 5200 o
a Week :

g

cation, knowl-
edge of higher
mathematics,or
experience.

My Employment De-
‘partment assists you
while you learn, and
after you graduate.

A My A mw oEwm o awww

goods in
return for
your hard,

Y m e omw v o e

' I help you
/ prove to the
| aworld that
you CAN

succeed!

~-Will Thrill You!
~Will Reward You!

y lead an in)>rior existence? Noneed to drag
through life with lictle or nothing of this world’s

RAILROAD
FARE
TO CHICAGO

from any pointintheU.S.,
alsoextra courses in Radio
Electricity and Au
fias on Linctor bles
ricity. nclude: -
OUT EXTRA COST if you
act promptly. Remember.
‘hicago is & wonderfu!
city to see at any time of
the year. Itisa city of op-
portunities and the great
electrical center of the
world. Clip the Happiness
Coupon below, at

to,
ec:

SCHOOL

H. C. LEWIS
President

1300-10 West
Harrison St.

Dept. 1416
CHICAGO
Established
1899

-
! H.C. LEWIS, President, COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL ;
k 1300-10 W. Harrison Street, Dept. 1416, Chicago, lllinois
| Dear H.C.~You can just bet I want one of those big, handsome FREE |
12x15 books, with 161 actual photographs printed in two colors. Send it
] tbuick. before the supply is exhausted. Be sure and tell me all about Special |
' )fer of Extra Courses and Kailroad Fare. \
N NGIRE: 5: ocsiionis vin sinmns scbobiesioiedls 58 5 § BOREWE 2o SH3E% 'l
.Address ........................... v 1
L B R e el e
when answering  advertisements



ADVERTISING SECTION

$ 1 Brings Your Choice
10 Months to Pay

Most Remarkable
Values Ever Received
Simply pin a $1 bill
to this ad, put it in
an envelope with your
name and address,
and mail it Today.
Your cholce of these
exceptional values will
come prepaid for a
15-day trial. Ifyoucan
duplicate your pur-

== chase for less money
A-25—Gent’s 18K anywhere, send it

- back and your §1
Al e aald BINg  \ill be refunded. If

uine  blue-white Satisfled, pay the bal-
diamond. Regular ance in 10 equal
$75 value. Price, monthly payments.
$57.

Our Customers Know

Tires purchased from us give real value
in serv'ce and mileage. For years these
Vulkote tires have been sold to Chicago
Motorists who demand miles nm of first-
class tires and get it. So n you,
besides look at the money you rsn save.
\ These tires are Goodyear, Goodrich

Firestone, U. S. and other Standard
makes. All used, bit scientifically treated by our Vulkote rm e ss in our
own plant and should give thousands of miles of service. R QUICK

fore these aensatlonal tire pices advance.

LOWEST PRICES MORE MILEAGE

No Red Tape—No Delay Tires New Tubes Tires NewTubes
$1 Down Transactions Confidential 30x3 $2.75 S1.10 | 34x4 $4.25 $1.78
. . . x4 1-: %
B sss v Y it B2 o (g M
ognier368 Value 32xa > %" 3 188 | 33xs .00 280
33x4 200 1.78 | 35xs 5.00 2.7

ABSOLUTELY NO RISK
SEND ONLY $1 for each tirc or tube ordered. balance C. 0. D expreas
or parcel post, b per cent discount for cash. NO RISK. If any tire fails
to give n.mtacwry service, you will find our ldeustmenh absolutely
fair. SPECIAL PRICES TO DEALERS. Rush Your Order Today.
] VICTORY TIRE CO., 2131 S. Wabash Avenue

s v

?‘g'}&“‘:“,‘;ikadﬂlgfd Dept. 75 CHICAGO, ILLINOIS
1Y Ring, set with 3 N BN NN BN NN
genuine, spar-
kling, brilliant,

blue-white  dia-
A-28.-New Rectangular 141{ White Goid Wrist Watch onds. Price,

m; t with 4 venuln\e blue-w - hite Diamonds and 4 blue ;2""_50. s‘ Down ‘
Seovhires. Oar Specil Flies SiTiE0. $3.65 A Month
AUTHCRIZED CAPITAL %1,000,000.
Lw SWEET INC YOUR SKIN CAN BE QUICKLY CLEARED of Pim-

les, Blackheads, Acne Eruptions on the face or body.
X2 MI660 BROADWAY. NEW YORK rbers Itch, Eczema, Enlarged Pores, Oily or Shmy Skln.
erte today for my FREE Book let, ‘“A CLEA
FREE NE SKIN'’, telling how I cured myuel! nfur
mg afflicted for over fifteen {
$1,000 Cold Cash says | can clear your skin of the above blemishes.

E. S. GIVENS, 113 Chemical Building, KANSAS CITY,MO.

A-27 — Regular

Big Money for you quick showing my Iir
of chmm’;:g ladies’ silk li enegan{i
receive ts in ndvuice 0 experi
race James a
{?ﬂy lnara tlmo. R. G, Thompsonvm $
The secret of success is offering

-xclullv. articles that women love at sight.

S ELL 58S
erio and Hose

Thuo d-m arments, oxcluslvo in design, not
low mfr.’s direct prices

-m , our an~
butable lendl ort\mi; . bi h quick, wri
for exclusive t-rrlt buil ’. lm ix?cnol:m.ﬂ:.
managers ted, sr;ntoml hts ngotan.

e measen S ) g || Good and  Exciting

Sea Stories

Magazine

Handso!
[ lholnll lﬂ')'r‘:

For those who love the sea
and its irresistible call to the
red-blooded.

We pay you BIG to take orders for
Val-Style Made-To-Measure Millinery.
Absolutely No Competition! Every

Price Twenty-five Cents

hat covered by our Absolute Guarantee
of Satisfaction. Write TODAY for

special offer and Exclusive Territory- § STREET & SMITH CORPORATION

valst’le H&t(O%:ﬂJgg 79 Seventh Avenue New York City

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements

Ask Your Dealer




ADI"ERTISING SECTION

21 Jewel ~ Extra thin

STUDEBAKE

The Insured Watch m,.-,.,..
s ey P Time:

Sold direct from
the factory at a
saving of 50%.

SENT FOR

Only $1.00! The balance in
easy monthly payments. You
get the famous Studebaker 21 Jewel Watch—in-
sured for a lifetime; 8 adjustments, including heat,
cold, isochronism and 5 positions—choice of 60

new Art Beauty Cases in green gold,white gold or
ChainFreet [y2 izt iversealy;
- For FREE Book
rlt derful Studebaker
Book of Advance

STUDEBAKER WATCH CO.
Dept. V30 South Bend, Indiana

yellow gold effects. Latest thin models.
Send today for won-
Watch Styles and our $1.00 Down Offer—FREE!
Canadian Address: Windsor, Ontario

A World of Dreais,
of Charming People,
of Real Romance

That is the world that opens up for you
when you become a regular reader of

Picture-Play Magazine

Here is the authoritative guide to all that
is finest and most colorful in the realm
oi the screen.

To read PicTurRe-PLAY every month is
to keep abreast with the latest doings of
the fascinating actors and actresses whose
pictures you admire; to get the last word
from the studios of the big producers; to
go behind the scenes with the experts who,
with pen and camera, fill PicTure-Pray's
pages with live, human interest.

The motion picture has long since found
itselfi—its influence is felt in every sphere
of the activities of all of us. The makers
of PICTURE-PLAY MAGAZINE invite you to
share with them in interpreting the magic
influence of the all-pervading screen.

PICTURE-PLAY MAGAZINE
Z5c per ccpy
79 Seventh Ave. New York City
__J

Please mention this magazine

when answering

“What would I do
ot . ”
if I lost my job?

UPPOSE your employer notified you to-morrow

S that he didn’t need you any longer? Have

you any idea where you could get another

position P

Don’t have this spectre of unemployment hanging
over your head forever. Train yourself to do some
one thing so well that your services will be in de-
mand. Employers don’t discharge such men. They
promote them!

Decide to-day that you are going to get the spe-
cialized training you must have if you are ever
going to get—and keep—a real job at a real salary.
It is easy if you really try.

Right at home, in the odds and ends of spare time
that now go to waste, you can prepare for the
position you want in the work you like best. For
the International Correspondence Schools will train
you just as they are training thousands of other
men—no matter where you live—no matter what
your circumstances.

At least find out how, by marking and mailing
the coupon printed below. There's no cost or
obligation, and it takes only a moment of your time,
but it may be the means of changing your whole life.

Mail the Coupon To-day!

™ — — — — — — — — — — — ——— —— — —
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
Box 2091, Scranton, Penna.

Without cost or obligation, please tell me how I can qualify for
the position or in the subject before which I have marked an X:

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

Business Management [DSalesmanship

Industrial Management [JAdvertising

Personnel Organization [IBetter Letters

Trafic Management [OShow Card Lettering

Business Law O Stenography and Typing

‘Banking and Banking Law [JBusiness English
[ClAccountancy (including C.P.A.) []Civil Service

Nicholson Cost Accounting CRailway Mail Clerk

Bookkeeping [JCommon School Subjects
Private Secretary ClHigh School Subjects
Spanish [0 French Onlustrating [ Cartooning

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES
Electrical Engineering [ Architect
Electric Lighting [ Architects’ Blue Prints
Mechanical Engineer [ Contractor and Builder
D Mechanical Draftsman [J Architectural Draftsman
Machine Shop Practice [ Concrete Builder
Railroad Positions [ Structural Engineer
[]Gas Engine Operating OChemistry [J Pharmacy
Civil Engineer [J Automobile Work
Surveying and Mapping L] Airplane Engines
Metallurgy Navigation

Steam Engineering [ Agriculture and Poultry
Radio O Mathematics
NRIE........ccceveneeracessnrcsasesassonssnassassanasnsssassasssssses
Street 3-6-24
AQAress..........cccociiiieercnnnensnnnnctntnnensiniitieciessttotiettantiteesssareessssssssssssssssies
City......... State.
O CCUDALION. ..uuui ittt ittt aaeeeeaae e e e aaae e e e ae e e aae e ann

Persons residing in Canada should send this coupon to the Interna~
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada.

advertisements
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The winsome guardian of pour hair cries:

%Sﬁmpﬂ@ care is safest!”

—

/

MAYBE you don’t believe

in elves any more, but a
lovely real one watches over
your hair and she trembles
with fear every time you say,
“Well, what should I try
next?”

“Don’t experiment,” she
pleads. “Just get your hair
clean and soft and beautiful,
and that is so easy.”

Elves don’t ordinarily both-
er much with scientific matters,
but they have been investi-
gating the writings of scientific
gentlemen who really know.

This is what they found:

“You can keep your hair
beautiful and fluffy and glossy
by cheerfully shampooing it
two or three times a month
with pure soap and soft water,
and by gaily brushing it every
day with a clean brush to give
it the glorious sheen that every
woman wants.”

When it comes to soap, the
elves just naturally assume that

R
T
SO

N
oo © o

you willuseIvory. Theyknow
it is pure and mild and safe.
‘Whenyoumassageyour shape-
ly head with that lovely rich
Ivory lather and feel the tiny
cleansing bubbles getting right
down to the depths of your
hair, you, too, will know how
pure and mild and safe it is.
And, oh, how fine your head
will feel and how beautiful
your hair will look —soft and
fluffy and deliciously clean
smelling.

You will use Ivory for your
face and hands and bath too,
of course, just as millions of

IVORY SOAP"99%/, % Pure- It Floats other careful women do.

Copyright, 1925, by The Procter & Gamble Co., Cincinnati

Procter & Gamble

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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The Adam Chaser

By B. M. Bower

Author of ‘‘Black Thunder,”’

““The Meadowlark Name," Etc.

Treasures of the storied past, records of prehistoric settlements of the American Indian,
lure a young archseologist, Professor Abington, to the Sonora caves of Arizona where
fate plays him a grim trick, and makes him arbiter of the destinies of living men.

CHAPTER I
A BAD HOMBRE.

ALFWAY up a long cafion that

cut a six-mile gash through rugged

mountains  thinly  pock-marked

with prospect holes, the radiator
cap of John Abington’s car blew off with
a pop like amateur home-brew.

For a matter of a minute, perhaps, that
particular brand of automobile developed
a lively hot-water geyser. Followed a brief
period or steaming, and after that it stalled
definitely and set square in the trail which
ran through deep sandy gravel and rock
rubble—a hot car and a sulky one, if you
know what I mean.

Abington harried the starter with vi-
cious jabs of his heel, then crawled re-
luctantly out into the blistering wind which
felt as if it were driving down the sun-
light with sharp needle points of heat that
stung and smarted the skin where they
struck.

The canteens were buried deep under
much camp paraphernalia, a circumstance
which gave occasion for a few minutes of
eloquent monologue. Curiously, the
driver’s vituperation was directed neither
at the car nor the wind nor the heat, but
at an absent individual whom he called
“Shorty”—and at another named Pete.

Considerable luggage was shifted before
the canteens were finally excavated from
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the floor of the tonneau; both canteens,
because the first one was so completely
empty that it made no sound when Abing-
ton impatiently shook it.

He was standing beside the car, mechan-
ically sloshing a pint or so of water in the
second grimy, flat-bottomed canteen, when
a dust-covered roadster came coasting
down the four-per-cent grade of the cafion
half a mile or so away. He glanaced at
the approaching car, set the canteen in the
sand and helped himself to a cigarette
from a silver-trimmed leather case. Ab-
ington was leaning against the rear fender
in the narrow bit of shade when the road-
ster came down upon him, slowed with a
squealing of dry brakes and stopped per-
force. In the rocks and deep sand that
bordered the road a caterpillar truck could
scarcely have driven around the stalled car.

“In trouble?” A perspiring tanned face
leaned out, squinting ahead into the sun
through desert-wrinkled eyelids. .

“None whatever,” Abington calmly re-
plied, smiling to make the words cheerful.
“I’'m waiting here for the car to cool off
a bit. I hope you’re not in a hurry?”

THE driver of the roadster slanted a

quick glance at his companion, who
slumped sidewise in the seat with his hat
pulled low over his eyes.

“Kinda. Got plenty of water?” This
in a hopeful tone, which his next sentence
explained. “I’m kinda short, myself, but
I'll- hit Mina before long, so I ain’t wor-
rying. How much you going to need?
Half a canteen do you any good?”

The stalled driver walked forward with
a loose, negligent stride which neverthe-
less covered the ground with amazing
ease. From under straight, black brows
his eyes looked forth with apparent negli-
gence, though they saw a great deal with
a flicking glance or two.

“It might take me back to where I can
fill my canteens, sheriff. I don’t suppose
there’s a quart of water in the radiator,
and everything’s empty. My fault. I dis-
charged a couple of men I had with me,
and I should have been on my guard
against some such trick as this. As it was,

I failed to stand over them while they
unloaded their plunder from the car. At
any rate, here I am for the present.”

“Tough luck. T'll let you have what
water I’ve got, but it ain’t much. She
kept heating on me, climbing the summit.
How far you going?”

“Back to Mina. I want to find those
two fellows I let off there.” Abington’s
questing black eyes rested on the road-
ster’s other occupant, shifted to the
driver’s hard yet not unkindly face, and
he waved the cigarette significantly.

“Better give this fellow a drink, before
I empty the canteen.” He nodded toward
the slack figure. “And if you’ll pardon
the suggestion, sheriff, I'd turn him loose
for a bit. Pretty rough riding, even when
you’ve got all your hands and feet to hang
on by.” '

The other gave a short, apologetic laugh.

“Say, this feller’s plumb mean—that’s
why I got him shackled that way. Car
broke down, the other side of Tonopah,
and I'm taking him through alone. He’s
a slippery cuss. Had us chasin’ him off
and on for two years. I can’t take any
chances.”

“You're not.” If the tone was ironic
the eyes were friendly enough. “But the
man looks sick. A drink of water and a
smoke won’t make him any more danger-
ous, I imagine.”

“Yeah, I know he acts sick, and he looks
sick. But it might be a stall, at that,” The
officer turned and eyed his prisoner doubt- .
fully. “I don’t want to be hard on any-
body—and I don‘t want to be bashed over
the bean and throwed out on the desert to
die, neither! She’s a lonely road—T’ll tell
anybody.”

For all that, he got out, unlocked the
tool box on the running board, took out
a smaller box of screws, bolts, nuts and
cotter pins, fumbled within it with thumb
and finger and finally produced a small
flat key.

“Never pays to be in a hurry to git a
pair of handcuffs open,” he muttered to
Abington. “This way’s safe as I can make
it. He’s a bad hombre.”

Abington nodded understandingly and
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stood back while the deputy sheriff walked
around the car and freed his passenger
from the handcuffs which were fastened
behind his back.

For an appreciable space the fellow
drooped indifferently where he was, not
even taking the trouble to rub his chafed
wrists, though they must have pained him
considerably, swollen and discolored as
they were with the snug steel bands and
the awkward position forced upon him.

“Have a drink of water,” Abington sug-
gested, not too kindly. More as if he were
speaking to a man who was free to go
where he pleased. :

THE fellow looked up at him, nodded

and lifted a hand shaking from cramp.
Abington unscrewed the cap and steadied
the canteen to the man’s mouth. He drank
thirstily, pushed the canteen away with
the back of his hand, lifted his hat and
drew a palm across his flushed forehead
where the veins stood out like heavy cords
drawn just under the skin,

“Thanks!” He gave Abington another
glance, a gleam in his eyes as of throttled
speech.,

“Have a smoke. Here, keep the case
while we’re getting the car started.” Ab-
ington glanced at the officer. “You’ve no
objection, I suppose?”

“Hell, no! What do you take me for?
Just because I use some precautions
against being brained while I'm busy driv-
ing don’t mean I'm hard boiled.” He sent
a measuring glance toward either side of
the straight-walled cafion. Within half a
mile there was no cover for a man, and
the cliffs rose sheer. “You can get out if
you want to, Bill,” he said to the prisoner.
“Guess you won’t go far with them leg
irons.”

“Thanks.” The prisoner’s voice was
perfunctory, and he seemed in ho great
hurry to avail himself of the privilege.
While the others walked to the stalled car
—the deputy watching over his shoulder
—-the prisoner sat where he was, smoking
a cigarette from Abington’s leather-and-
silver case.

‘The stalled car refused to start. That

mechanical condition, which is called freez~
ing, held the cylinders locked fast until
such time as the expansion subsided, and
in the fierce heat of that cafion the motor
cooled very slowly. Abington suggested
coasting backward to the first place where
a turnout had been provided.

“There’s a turnout, back here a couple
of hundred yards or such a matter. If
you can give me a push over this little
hump, I think the car will roll down the
road easily enough,” he explained. “I’ll
have to keep it in the road, sheriff, or
I could manage alone.”

The deputy rather liked being called
sheriff, and he was anxious to reach Car-
son City that evening with his prisoner.
Until Abington’s car moved out of the
way, he himself was stalled, since he could
not move forward more than the hundred
feet which separated the two cars. There
was no other road down that cafton.

“If Bill Jonathan wasn’t feeling so
tough, I'd take off the hobbles and make
him get out and help,” he grumbled, look-
ing back at the roadster. “But I guess
he’s sick, all right. He ain’t left the car
yet. Well, you get in and hold ’er in the
ruts, Mister i

“My name is Abingtofi. I'm an archeeol-
ogist e

“That right? My name’s Park. I'm
sure glad to meet you, Doctor Abington.
Heard a lot about you and them petrified
animals and things you’ve been digging
up. Got the brake off? All right—"

But the best he could do, just at first,
was to rock the car a few inches each
way. Between shoves he looked over his
shoulder. The prisoner apparently pre-
ferred the shade of the car to the heat of
the sun, and Park soon ceased to worry
about him. Midway between Tonopah
and Mina would be a poor spot to choose
for a walk away, even if the man were free
to walk, he reflected.

However desperate he might be, Bill
Jonathan was no fool. He knew well
enough that Park would shoot at the first
hint of trouble. The deputy grunted and
turned his attention to the work at hand.

Abington got out and helped claw the
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hot loose sand away from behind the rear
wheels, got in again and steered while
Park braced himself and heaved against
the front fender. The car moved back-
ward nearly a foot, and the two grinned
triumphantly at one another.

“Next time—I'll get her—Doctor Ab-
ington!” the deputy puffed, glancing over
his shoulder as he mopped trickles of
sweat from face and neck. A thin wreath
of cigarette smoke waved out from the
prisoner’s side of the roadster, and Park
grinned at Abington behind the wheel.

“Hope you're well fixed for cigarettes!”
He chuckled good-humoredly. “Bill’s try-
ing to smoke enough to last till he gets
outa the pen, looks like.”

“He’s welcome,” Abington returned, a
smile hidden wunder his pointed black
beard. “I've plenty more.”

“Just as you say. All right, let’s give
her another shove. Gosh, it’s hot!”

Grunting and straining, Park moved the
car three feet backward to where a nest
of small stones halted it again. Encour-
aged by the small progress, the two knelt
again behind the rear wheels and began to
paw a clear path in the gravel. The
“hump,” one of those small ridges which
characterized desert roads, would be
passed within the next six feet.

At the precise moment when Park was
kneeling with his back half turned from
his own car, he heard his starter whir
with an instant roar of the motor just un-
der a full feed of gas.

The roadster shot backward up the trail,
guided evidently by guess and a helpful
divinity, since Bill Jonathan’s head never
once appeared outside the car to watch the
trail behind him. Park jumped up, pulled
his old-fashioned range-model Colt and
fixed six shots in rapid succession, evi-
dently realizing that he must get them all
in before the car was out of range. With
the sixth shot the glass was seen to fly
from a headlight, then the hammer clicked
futilely against an empty shell.

Park swore as he started running up
the trail after the car, the driver’s head
now plainly in sight as he leaned out and
watched the road. A good fifteen miles

an hour he was making in reverse; and
unless a car came down the cafion and
stopped him as Park had been halted, for
the simple reason that he could not turn
out, Bill Jonathan seemed in a fair way
of making his escape.

“The damn fool! He can’t get far with
them leg irons on!” Park grunted, com-
ing to a stop where the roadster had stood.
“That’s what I get for being so damn
soft hearted! I fold you he was a bad
hombre, Doctor Abington!”

CHAPTER II.
SYMBOLS OF MYSTERY.

BINGTON walked forward a few
steps, stooped and picked up his ciga-
rette case from the hot sand of the trail.
“Spencer founded his whole philosophy
on the premise that there is a soul of good-
ness even in things evil,” he observed with
the little hidden smile tucked into the cor-
ners of his black-bearded lips. ‘“Your man
has made off with your car, but he very
thoughtfully returned my cigarette case—
not altogether empty, either. Not know-
ing I have a full carton in the car, he has
left us a cigarette apiece; which proves
the soul of goodness within the evil. Will
you have a smoke, sheriff ?”

“Might as well, T guess,” Park grum-
bled, his eyes on the departing car. “This
is a hell of a note! Doctor Abington, what
we've got to do is make it in to Mina and
get word out to the different towns be-
fore Bill can make Tonopah or Goldfield.

“Thunder! Who'd ever think he’d try
to pull off a stunt like that? I was going
to take the irons off his légs, but I kinda
had a hunch not to. Never dreamed he’d
pull out with the car while His legs was
shackled; did you?”

“I'm afraid my mind was quite taken
up with my own problem,” Abington con-
fessed in a slightly apologetic tone. “I'm
not accustomed to chasing live men, you
know. It’s the dead ones I'm interested
in, and the longer they’ve been dead the
better.

“Nevertheless, sheriff, T realize your
predicament. If there’s a long-distance
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telephone in Mina you can intercept the
fellow at Tonopah, I should think.” He
was thoughtfully turning the cigarette case
over in his fingers as if his habit was to
admire its glossy brown leather and the
silver filigree. Now he slipped it into his
pocket and turned to retrace his steps.

“I suppose we ought to get the old boat
headed down the trail, sheriff. Your
prisoner went off with your canteen, you
know, so we’ll have to pet my motor along
as best we can. But she’ll roll down the
cafion in neutral, and then we’ll drive it
as far as we can—which may not be far.

“At the turnout, down the road here,
T’ll get the car headed in the other direc-
tion, and it wouldn’t surprise me if we
beat your man in, after all. Will he have
gas enough to take him to Tonopah?”

“Lord, yes! T filled the tank plumb full,
and it’s one of them old thirty-gallon
tanks. But somebody’ll maybe run across
him trying to fill the radiator or some-
thing, and see the leg irons and take him
in. Tires ain’t none too good—maybe
he’ll have tire trouble. I sure hope so,”
he added unnecessarily.

Abington, leaning to push at the side of
the car while he kept one hand on the
steering wheel, did not answer. Park
added his weight at the front fender,
straining until his gloomy countenance
went purple. The car rolled over the
hump, and Abington hopped nimbly to the
running board, watched his chance and
straddled in behind the wheel.

S"OME time was lost in negotiating the

turn. After that, coasting down the
road with a dead engine cooled the cylin-
ders considerably. By skillful manage-
ment Abington was able to start the motor
and use what power was needed to drive
the car up over certain small knolls near
the foot of the cafion.

At the edge of the long valley, a hill
gave them momentum sufficient to carry
them well down toward a white, leprous
expanse, called Soda Lake, with a tiny
settlement a few miles beyond. Here, in
the chuck holes of the soda-incrusted lake
bed, the car refused to go any farther

without power, and power in that grilling
heat required a full radiator.

Even so, the two made fair time walk-
ing, and at the settlement Abington was
able to hire a man to haul water out to
the car. Also, Park was successful in get-
ting wires through to the sheriff’s office
at Tonopah, and also at Goldfield, the
only points he believed Bill Jonathan
would attempt to reach.

“If you like, sheriff, we can follow up
your man at once,” Abington suggested
when Park came out of the telegraph office
looking less worried. “I'm willing to post-
pone the pleasure of chastising Shorty and
Pete, and drive you straight through to
Tonopah. Water is the only thing I
needed for the trip, and the man is waiting
out here with a full supply, ready to drive
us back to my car. At the most we will
be only three hours behind the fugitive
and, as you say, he can’t do much with
leg irons on.

“He’ll need to have a remarkable run of
luck if he reaches there ahead of us. For
instance, your motor had been heating,
and you had only half a canteen of water.
As T remember the road, there’s a long,
hard climb for several miles beyond that
cafion. He’ll be compelled to fill up with
water at that spring just over the summit;
one stop, at least, where he will have
enough awkward walking to hold him
there twice as long as a man with his legs
free. So——"

“Say, Doctor Abington, you sure can
figure things out!” Park grinned while
he bit the end off a forlorn-looking cigar
he had just bought at the little store. “You
ought to be a detective.”

“I am. I've been trying to detect the
origin of the human race, for years now,”
Abington smiled. “It’s the same kind of
figuring brought down to modern condi-
tions. If you’re ready, sheriff, we’ll get
under way.”

So back they went, roaring up the long
rough trail to the cafion and on to Tono-
pah. They did not meet a soul on the
way, nor did they overtake Bill Jonathan
and the roadster. Neither did they glimpse
anywhere a sign of his turning aside from
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the main highway, though Park’s eyes wa-
tered from watching intently the trail.

Abington proved to be a scientifically
reckless driver and a silent one withal.
Within an incredibly short time he landed
a grateful deputy at the sheriff’s office in
Tonopah, bade him an unperturbed adieu,
drove his car into a garage and established
himself comfortably in the best hotel the
town afforded—all with the brisk, pur-
poseful air of one who is clearing away
small matters so that he may take up
the business which really engrosses his
mind.

In his room at the hotel John Abington
dragged the most comfortable chair di-
rectly under the two-globe chandelier,

pocket—that’s where it gives first. H’'m!
That’s what he waited for. Knew he
meant to escape, of course—saw it in his
eyes. H’'m! Let’s see, now.”

Abington blew a cloud of smoke and
thoughtfully examined the case as he
turned it over slowly in his hand, just as
he had done when he picked it up in the
cafion road.

As he studied it his lips moved in that
silent musing speech which was his habit
—the black beard offering perfect conceal-
ment for his soundless whisperings.

“H’m! Clever of him—hieroglyphics
adapted to code work. Let’s see. The old
Babylonian ‘chain of evil'—three links,
meaning ‘not so bad.’ Following that, a

Bill's message, written in hieroglyphics such as are found among the rock carv-
ings of Nevada.

XX
>to

ZA l
'! U;;;c;?-owo-&j @x :
T

%Chain of evil (old Babylonian).
Something bad or unlucky.

f =—Man.

=Suns.
oé.o {:Days’ journeys.

—=Babylonian moon phases.

=== —Water—a river.

—mountains, premodified Manchurian.

—mummy—a burial.

U =Stopping place. X =plural,
lighted a cigarette from the pasteboard man. Humph! That’s Bill himself, no
box which he took from his pocket, and doubt.

pulled out the leather cigarette case as if
this was what he had been all along pre-
paring to do.

“Got a tack from the upholstery, no
doubt, for a stylus,” he mused. “Old car
—binding probablv loose on the door

“Next—h’'m l—that’s Egyptian; the old
Egyptian symbol denoting the number of
days in a journey, but with the Baby-
lonian and Manchurian moon month at the
end. Probably meant a month’s journey,
and didn’t know the sign for it. Bill, my
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lad, you show intelligence above the aver-
age layman, at least.

“Now, what’s all this? Water sign,
mountains, stopping place—Bill  de-
scended to picture writing there, I seel
That’s the mountain across from my camp
where I took Bill in and fed him—gave
him my best hiking boots, too, by Jovel!
My camp by the river Bill, you are
ingenious !

“Without a doubt you wish me to un-
derstand that within a month you will be
at my old camp by the river—counting on
more food and more boots, perhaps!
H’m! I don’t just know about that.

“Don’t see how you are going to make
it. Handicap too heavy. Doubt whether
I myself could overcome the obstacles—
leg irons, officers on the watch, posses on
the trail, three hundred miles to go——
Bill, old fellow, if you make it you'll prove
yourself a man worth helping! You won’t
get half the distance—but if you do, you
may have my next-best boots and wel-
come!”

ABINGTON turned the case over, held

it closer to the light, frowned and gave
a faint whistle at what he saw. He had
supposed that the message had been re-
peated here as a precaution against his
failure to notice the barely discernible
markings in the leather on the other side.

But as he peered sharply at the fine in-
dentations his eyes brightened with inter-
est. For although the river and the stop-
ping-place symbols were repeated, and the
string of tiny circles which signified the
number of days’ journeying, the plural
sign was there just below them. At the
end of the journey, mountains—but they
were indicated by the conventional, pre-
modified Manchurian symbol and, close by,
the sign of a mummy.

“What the deuce!” breathed Abington,
pulling black eyebrows together. “He’s
blundered there—maybe means he’ll leave
my camp only in custody. No, by Jove!
That can’t be it, either.”

For a long time he sat motionless except
when he turned the cigarette case for a
renewed scrutiny of the other side. The

message that had seemed so simple pre-
sented an unexpected little twist of mys-
tery.
Bill Jonathan, pursued by the chain of
evil, meant to journey for perhaps a month
and arrive at John Abington’s camp in the
mountains that bordered the river. That
much seemed fairly plain, and one would
logically expect no further information at
present.

But there was more to it, apparently.
Bill had not sat in that roadster idly
scratching hieroglyphics on the cigarette
case of an archaeologist just to pass the
time away. Meaning to escape in the car,
uncertain too of the number of minutes
at his disposal, he must have grudged
every second of delay while he worked
out his message.

Abington permitted his cigarette to go
out while he brooded over those crude
lines. His thoughts harked back to the
time, four months before, when Bill Jona-
than had come limping into camp, crippled
with ' stone bruises from traveling the
rough granite hills in thin-soled shoes
worn to tattered leather. He had been
hungry, too, by the manner in which he
wolfed his first meal whenever he thought
Abington was not looking his way.

He had not told his name, and Abing-
ton had taken the hint and asked no ques-
tions. Bill had called himself a prospec-
tor, said he had an outfit back in the hills
and had come down to Abington’s camp to
see if he could rustle a pair of boots and a
little tobacco. A likable fellow, Abington
had found him; one of those rare individ-
uals who can display an intelligent inter-
est in the other fellow’s subject.

Abington at that time had been search-
ing out and recording with a camera all
the ancient rock carvings along the river.
While Bill’s feet were healing he had
wanted to know all about the various sym-
bols and their meanings. He had told
Abington of two or three cafions where
writings could be found, and he had dis-
cussed with Abington the possibility of
finding petrified human remains——

“By Jove!”  Abington ejaculated,
straightening suddenly in his chair. “I
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wonder if that is not what he means!
That we’ll both journey to a spot in the
mountains where I can find my fossilized
man/”

The idea once implanted in his mind,
Abington could not seem to get rid of it.
Without a doubt, that was the meaning
Bill had meant to convey; that he had
found the fossil man which would mean
more to Abington than a gold mine—for
such is the peculiar point of view held by
scientists of a certain school.

“Told him that mummy symbol indi-
cated a burial—remember we discussed it.
He recognized the sign from having seen
one on a rock. I told him it undoubtedly
meant that some one had been buried
there. H’'m! Nothing else he could mean.
Wasn’t sitting in that car drawing marks
for fun. Couldn’t write a message.
Afraid Park might pick up the case, no
doubt. Too bad—handicapped too heavily.
Never will make it.”

Nevertheless Abington loitered for four
days in Tonopah, though he had no busi-
ness to hold him there. He heard noth-
ing of an escaped convict being captured
in that part of the country, so finally went
his way.

He had meant to hire more men and
carry his explorations over into Utah, but
the sporting instinct for once prevailed
over scientific zeal. He still believed that
Bill would never make it—that the “chain
of evil” was too strong. But being an
archeologist, he had learned the sublime
lesson of a patient, plodding persistence
that simply ignores failure. Abington re-
turned alone to a field already pretty thor-
oughly covered, and réestablished his old
camp by the river. There he sat himself
down to wait, with a brooding patience not
unlike the eternal hills that hemmed him
in.

CHAPTER III.
ON THE JUMP,

lNTO the firelight Bill Jonathan came

walking one evening, barely within the
month he had given himself in the sym-
bolic message. Face drawn and sallow,
eyes staring out from under his hat brim

with a glassy dullness born of hunger,
fever and fatigue mingled, perhaps, with
that never-sleeping fear which dogs the
soul of the hunted. But none of this
showed in his manner, nor in his greeting
which gave the arrival a casual note.
“Hello, professor! Got my message, T
see. Well, T had one merry heck of a
trip, but here I am.” He dropped down

“ where he could lean against Abington’s

favorite camp boulder—lean there at ease
or crawl swiftly out of sight behind the
broken ledge, Abington observed with that
negligent, flicking glance of his. Another
glance dropped briefly to Bill’s ankles, and
Bill laughed wryly.

“Didn’t think I meant to wear them
things permanent, did you, professor?
Hell, I ain’t no Aztec princess, going
around with anklets on that’d sink a whale.
No, I was up at the old Honey Boy Mine,
in the blacksmith shop, setting on a bench
with one foot in a vise, filing faster than a
buzz saw when I heard you folks go past,
down in the gulch. At least, I s’pose it
was you folks, because it was a cinch no-
body would pass you in the cafion, and I
had it doped out you’d roll down to where
you could get water, and come chasing me
up. Hauled my nursemaid on into Tono-
pah, I'll bet!”

“I did that.” Abington smiled, tossing
Bill his cigarette case before opening a
can of baked beans while the coffee
heated. “I really didn’t think you’d make
it, though. Handicap too heavy.”

Bill accepted the cigarette case, pausing
to eye with prideful interest the markings.
He lighted a cigarette and relishfully in-
haled three gratified mouthfuls before he
spoke.

“If you mean them irons, I didn’t wear
’em long. Just till T could get the bus up
to the old Honey Boy. Wonder you didn’t
spot the place where I turned off—maybe
you did. It was on your side the road.”
He saw Abington nod, and grinned appre-
ciatively. “Well, it rained some that night,
and that helped dim the tracks. Nobody
came near the mine; not while I was there,
anyhow.

“Friend Park had a fair lot of grub in
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the back of the car, and I rustled a little
more at the mine. Waited till dark and
beat it back down the caflon and over to
Bishop. Made Randsburg, drove the car
over a cliff into a brushy cafion just be-
fore I got there, walked in with an old
bed roll I'd fixed up at the Honey Boy,
as good a blanket stiff as the next one!
Worked there a week and blew out again,
first pay day—hit it just right, as it hap-
pened.

“Hoboed to San Berdoo, doubled back
to Needles—hanging tight to my blanket
roll and my time check to show I'd worked
not so long ago. And I've been hoofing
it up the river since then.”

Abington nodded again and pulled the
coffeepot off the coals, using a crooked
stick for the purpose. It may have oc-
curred to him that crooked sticks are
sometimes more useful than straight ones,
for he gave Bill Jonathan an unhurried
measuring look as he extended a cup of
black coffee.

“That mummy sign, Bill. Did you mean
by that you had discovered more ancient
writings, or did you by any chance refer
to skeletal remains?”

Bill took a great swallow of coffee and
set down the cup. His tired eyes bright-
ened in the fire glow. “Maybe you’d call
’em skeletons, professor—I’d say they're
rock. All you want. Thought you'd like
to take a look at 'em. So when we met up
with you on the way to Carson I made
up my mind I wouldn’t wait till I was
turned loose. You might be to hell an’
gone by that time, or some nosey Adam
chaser might run acrost ’em. I seen last
spring how you’ve got your heart set on
finding the granddaddy of all men, or
some such thing, and I'd kinda hate to see
anybody beat you to it. So I made my
git-away in order to show you where
they’re at.”

HAVING thus explained the matter to
his own satisfaction, Bill forthwith
began to empty the can of beans in a
manner best pleasing to himself.
John Abington poked absently at the
fire, gently rapping upon a burning juniper

branch until it broke under the blows,
spurting sparks as it fell into the coals.
“Adam chasers, as you call it, are not
so numerous in this country,” he said
softly. “Not nearly so numerous as—er—
deputy sheriffs.”
Bill Jonathan leaned sidewise, reached

the coffeepot and refilled his cup. “Yeah,
I get you,” he said finally. “But this is
wild country we’re going into. I ain’t

taking such an awful chance, now I got
this far. I was duckin’ sheriffs when I
found these stone men. I've got to go on
duckin’ sheriffs anyway—that, or else let
’em ketch me and put me in for five or ten
years. It’s six one way and a half dozen
the other.

“This is how I've got it doped out, pro-
fessor. You and me throw in together.
I'll show you Adam—or his wife’s folks,
anyway—and you furnish me with grub
and tobacco so I don’t have to show up
where I can be nabbed. TI’ll draw on you
for supplies and keep along close without
trailing right with you. So you won't get
in bad if -it’s found out I’m in the hills.”
He looked across the fire at Abington.
“How’s it strike you, professor?”

Over and over Abington had considered
this very point during his month of wait-
ing. It all depended on Bill himself, he
had decided. Some men are so constituted
that preying upon society is second nature
to them. Others fall afoul of the law
through no real criminal intent. There is
a vast difference between the two types,
Abington knew. It all depended on Bill.

“I never did function as guardian angel
to escaped convicts,” Abington said with
brutal directness. “Laws are better kept
than broken, as you will probably agree,
and it ill becomes a loyal citizen to help
any man dodge the pepalty for his mis-
deeds. On the other hand, even law-
breakers may contribute something to the
general welfare of the world. Discover-
ing the skeletal relics of a man of the Cre~
taceous period may not materially help to
liquidate the national debt, but it would
be a priceless contribution to the scientific:
knowledge of the human race.”

“Yeah, and I can go on and finish that
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argument, myself. I can't do no more
damage to society while I'm herdin’ with
the coyotes, and if I can help you find
what you're lookin’ for, that’s better than
loafin’ around doing time in Carson. So
you won’t be doing nothing worse than
taking a boarder off the hands of the State.
That’s about the way you doped it out,
ain’t it, professor?”’

“Essentially the same, yes,” Abington
admitted. “I’m glad you have so thorough
an understanding of the matter.
if your offense was not too great I could
perhaps get you paroled and placed in my
charge, but that would take time and
They’ve just discovered the skull of an
ape man in Rhodesia, Bill! I'd give a
good deal to be able to show them a Cre-
taceous man found in America.”

Bill leaned back with a sigh of reple-
tion and lighted his second cigarette.
“Well, I dunno how Cretaceous they are,
professor, but they're fossils all right
enough. Stone, anyway, way back in a
cave—you have to crawl on your belly
quite a ways, where I went in. I guess
maybe there’s another opening somewhere.
I didn’t look for it. I had pifion knots
for torches, and I lit a fresh one soon as
I come into this chamber—or cave. And
when the blaze showed them stone skele-
tons Say, professor, I backed right
out the same way I'd went in!”

“How do you know they were fossil-
ized? They may have been modern—no
more than a hundred years old! They
may even have been frontiersmen trapped
in there while trying to escape from hos-
tile Indians.” Abington’s tone was crisp.

“I went back,” Bill declared calmly.
“Got over my scare and wanted to see for
sure whether them skeletons was twelve
feet high like they looked to be, or just
plain man size. So I looked good, next
time in. There was four, and the big-
gest wasn’t over eight feet. And they was
solid stone, far as I could tell.”

“I don’t suppose you could describe the
geologic conditions—I shall have to de-
termine that, of course, when I arrive at
the spot.”

During five minutes Bill smoked and si-

I think-

lently eyed the archaologist, who sat
meditatively tapping another burned stick
into coals.

“One thing I better tell you, professor,”
he ventured at last, vaguely stirred by the
rapt look in Abington’s dark eyes.
“There’s a lot more to it than just arriving
‘at the spot,” as you say. When I went
into that cave, I was scared in. There’s
something up in there that got my goat. I
beat it outa there—that’s how I got nabbed
by the law.

“I can’t tell you what it is, professor.
Some kinda animal. Makes tracks like a
mountain sheep—but it ain’t a sheep; or if
it is All T can say is that us Adam
chasers will have to keep our eyes peeled.”

CHAPTER IV.
THE FOOTPRINT CLEW.

ABINGTON stood absolutely motionless
with his head drooped forward, his nar-
rowed eyes surveying with brief, darting
glances his devastated camp. The small
brown tent, lying in a tattered heap with
slits crisscrossing one another in the bal-
loon silk which was so light to carry—
and so costly—received a second scrutiny.
The camp supplies, which had been neatly
piled just where he had unloaded them
from the two burros that carried his own
outfit, were strewn about in indescribable
disorder, as if a drove of hogs had held
carnival there for an hour or so.
Because of the view it gave of the fan-
tastic, red-sandstone crags across the val-
ley, Abington had pitched his camp on a
smooth hard ledge a few feet above the
level with a cliff at his back and a spring
of good water hidden away in a tiny cleft
in the cafion at his right. It was a cool,
sightly spot, free from bothersome ant
hills or weedy growth that might harbor
rattlesnakes or other venomous creatures. "
True to his word, Bill Jonathan camped
apart from Abington. In this particular
location he had chosen a cave half a mile
up the cafion—and he had immediately set
about walling up the entrance so that he
must squeeze in between two rocks which
he could move across the aperture at night,.
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“Getting close to the range of that gosh-
awful thing, professor,” he had explained.
“Better hunt a hole yourself and crawl
into it—’"specially at night. And you want
to keep your eyes peeled, and don’t go
prowlin’ around without your gun or a
knife or something.”

Abington liked his little brown-silk tent,
however, and he was not particularly im-
pressed by the gosh-awfulness of the thing
which Bill Jonathan could not even de-
scribe—he having failed to catch so much
as a glimpse of it, as he had been forced
to admit under Abington’s repeated ques-
tioning.

Here was the ruin left by some animal,
however, and Abington found himself
completely at a loss as he circled the
camp, going slowly and studying the
wreckage foot by foot. On the ledge itself
he did not expect to see any tracks. He
walked therefore to the edge of the hard-
pan and examined the softer gravel at the
foot of the two-foot slope.

There, cleanly outlined in a finer streak
of red gravelly sand, he discovered the im-
print of a pointed, cloven foot; a gigantic
sheep, by the track, or possibly an elk,
though elk were not known in that coun-
try.

For some minutes he stood there look-
ing for other tracks. When he found
one, he whistled under his breath. From
the length of the stride indicated by that
second hoofprint he judged that this par-
ticular animal must be considerably larger
than a caribou. “Gosh-awful” it cer-
tainly must be!

Abington stared down the wash, for a
moment tempted to follow the tracks. But
with night coming on and an empty stom-
ach clamoring to be filled, he hesitated.
There was the wrecked camp to set to
rights and such supplies as had not been
destroyed must be gathered together and
placed where this malicious-minded animal
could not reach them again.

Moreover, the tracks might not be fresh,
for the damage could have been done at
any time during the afternoon while he
and Bill were exploring ‘a complex assort-
ment of crooked ravines, tangled at the

head of the larger one where Bill had pre-
pared to hole up in gloomy security.

Abington was thoughtfully regarding a
sack of flour that had been slashed length-
wise and dragged in wanton destructive-
ness half across the ledge, when Bill Jona-
than’s voice sounded behind him, swearing
a dismayed oath.

“Looks like it’s been here a’ready!” Bill
gasped, when Abington turned and glanced
at him,

“Looks as though something has been
here,” Abington agreed. “Very unusual
incident, in some of the details. Certain
incongruities can scarcely be accounted
for until I have further investigated the
matter. I have had a herd of wild ele-
phants stampede through camp, and F
know the work of every marauding ani-
mal from jungle tigers to the wolverines
of Canada. But I have never seen any-
thing quite like this. -

“For instance,” he went on, “the slits in
that tent plainly started from the peak and
extended downward, with an upward
thrust near the bottom, leaving a triangu-
lar rent. Any horned animal that could
rip a tent like that invariably lowers the
head and gores with an upward toss. So
does a hog. Certain indications would
seem to point to a wild hog—or a drove
of them!—but I believe the longest slits
in the tent were accomplished while it was
still standing.

“You will observe,” he continued, “that
the rents are spaced with a regularity im-
possible to attain while the material lay
bundled in a heap on the ground. The
cloth has not been chewed, therefore it
could not be the work of wild cattle.
Moreover, that sack of salt was not
touched. Wouldn’t you suppose, Bill, that
any herbivorous animal would smell the
salt and go after it first?”

“Yeah, but it don’t ever touch salt, pro-
fessor. Not as far as I know. Did it
leave any tracks?”

“Down here in the sand are some enor-
mous hoofprints resembling sheep or elk
tracks, Bill. From its stride the beast
must be as large as a camel.”

“Yeah, and I've known it to leave mule
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tracks behind it!” Bill declared glumly.
“Now, maybe you’l. want to crawl into
my cave, professor!”

“l may decide to let you store what
supplies are left, but I myself don’t fancy
caves except for research work. By the
way, did you notice any eoliths in that
cave of yours, Bill?”

“I dunno. Killed a scorpion about four
inches long and his tail curled up. You
ain’t afraid of bugs, are you, professor?”

ABINGTON gave him a sharp glance,
but Bill was innocent and looked it.

“It doesn’t matter now,” Abington said,
“since I shall probably spend a week or
more exploring these ravines. There
should be a good many artifacts left in the
caves hereabouts. The carvings indicate
that the ancient people lived here and I
have an idea that their occupancy of this
section of the country extended over a
considerable period of time. This old
Cretaceous sandstone gives every i

“Yeah, and it’ll give ’'em just the same
to-morrow, don’t you think, professor?
I’'m going to take what’s left of the flour
and cache it away in my cave, and that can
of coffee. Looks to me like the thing
was scared off before it finished the job.
All the times I've saw it get in its work
before now, it sure was thorough! You
must ‘ave scared it £

“In that case I may be able to catch it.”

Abington turned and strode again to
where the tracks lay printed deep in the
packed sand. He stepped down off the
ledge and followed the hoofprints, scan-
ning each one sharply as he came to it.

“Hey! You can’t trail that thing, pro-
fessor!” Bill called anxiously. “I tried
that—once when it was a sheep and an-
other time when it was a mule. Tracks
take to the hills and quit.

“Aw, gwan and find out for yourself,
then!” he grumbled, when Abington
merely flung up his hand to show he heard
and continued along the wash. “Won’t be
satisfied to take my word—never seen
such a bullheaded cuss. But it won’t be
long, old boy, till you'll be tickled to death
if you’re able to dodge it!”

Dusk deepened. Bill hurriedly salvaged
what supplies were not utterly destroyed,
looking frequently over his shoulder when
his work would not permit him to keep his
back toward the cliff. It seemed a long
while before Abington returned. :

Bill’'s uneasiness had reached the point
where he threw back his head to send a
loud halloo booming out into the darkness;
but at that very moment Abington came
stumbling up to the ledge, leaning heavily
on a dead mescal stalk while one foot
dragged. Bill leaped forward and pulled
him up the slope.

“Rock rolled down the hill and started a
slide,” Abington explained in a flat, tired
tone. “Dodged most of the rubble, but
one fragment struck against my ankle.
Temporarily paralyzed my foot. Be all
right in a short time, Bill.” He sat down,
breathing rather heavily.

“Who done it?” Bill knelt and tenta-
tively felt the injured foot.

“No one, so far as I know. I am not
sure, of course, but my impression is that
the slide was purely accidental.”

“See anything of your sheep ?”

“Too dark to detect any signs after it
took to the rocks. Heard something—up
the hill. Couldn’t exactly locate the sound.
Any coffee, Bill?”

Bill had been itching to get back to his
cave and make coffee there, but now he
looked at Abington and hesitated. Neither
Abington nor any other man could laugh
at Bill and call him a coward. There had
been a small pile of firewood; it was scat-
tered around somewhere among the débris.
The coffeepot, he knew, had been flattened
as if an elephant had stepped on it; but
he could find a can that would serve.

HE groped for the wood, found it and

got a fire started. A cheerful light
pushed back the shadows, making them
eerier than when all was gloom. He
set about supper of a sort, keeping his
back to the ledge with a persistence that
might have amused Abington if he had
not been wholly occupied with the mystery
that had impinged upon an otherwise un-
eventful trip.
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“I can’t fathom it,” he said at last,
speaking half to himself. “It is not a
mountain sheep, I'm certain of that.
Those slits in the tent and the salt sack
ignored—those two details alone place
the depredations apart from the work of
any such animal.”

“Yeah, there ain’t no such animall”
Bill looked up to remark. “Now you know
why I wanted a gun, professor. You
thought it was for killing sheriffs, maybe,
but you was wrong there. I told you there
was something up here we’d have to look
out for. I asked you to get me a gun, be-
cause I ain’t got much hopes of killin’ this
thing by throwin’ rocks at it. That’s why."”

“I'm sorry, Bill, but I really couldn’t
buy you a gun,” Abington told him
gravely. “And I don’t think you will need
one. The beast keeps himself out of
sight, it seems. It isn’t likely to attack
either of us.”

“Well, I'd about as soon be attacked as
scared to death,” Bill demurred. “That’s
just it, professor. I wouldn’t give a cuss
if T could look the thing over, once. What
I hate is coming in and finding camp de-
molished and the grub all throwed out and
nothing you can fight back at. Well, here’s
your coffee. It’s about all I could find to
cook, in the dark.”

They drank the coffee in silence, even
the self-contained Abington pausing every
minute or so to stare into the darkness,
listening., It was a nerve-trying pastime
which netted them nothing in the way of
enlightenment.

What it cost Bill to shoulder a load of
more-or-less damaged supplies and go off
alone up the cafion, his way lighted only
by the stars, Abington could only guess.
In justice to the peace officers of the
county he could not give the man a gun,
and he sensed that Bill was really afraid
of the unknown marauder, and with good
reason, Abington was forced to admit.

Bill had been hunted from camp to
camp by the thing which he had never
seen. He had been robbed and his food
supplies destroyed until at last he had fled
the place only to fall into the hands of the
watchful sheriff. Abington couldn’t blame

Bill for his fears, All the same, Abing-
ton did not want to place a gun in the
hands of an escaped prisoner. That, it
seemed to him, would be going rather
strong, even in the interests of science.

He was sitting with his back against
the cliff with the dying fire before him,
rubbing his numbed ankle to which sensa-
tion was returning with sharp stabs of
pain, when Bill came up out of the cafion
mouth with his bundle still an his shoul-
ders and his eyes staring,

“It’s been to the cave,” he announced
in a suppressed tone. “Clawed out the
rocks I walled the opening up with and
raised hell with my stuff. Professor, how
bad do you want them stone Adamses?"

CHAPTER V.
GALLOPING BURROS.

CROSS the valley the moon peered
over a jagged pinnacle, looking as if
broken teeth had bitten deep into its lower
rim, That effect was soon brushed away
as the pale disk swung higher, and the
blood-red sandstone peaks stood fantasti-
cally revealed in the swimming radiance.
The valley straightway became enchanted
ground wherein fairy folk might dance on
the smooth sand strips or play laughing
games of hide and seek among the strange '
pillars and jutting crags.
Beside the dying fire Bill Jonathan
dozed, head bent with now and then an in-
voluntary drop forward, whereupon he

“would rouse and glance sharply to left and

right—the habit of a man who knows him-
self hunted, a man whose safety lies in
unsleeping vigilance.

“Lie down on the tent, Bill,” Abington
advised him, after his third startled awak-
ening. “Lie down and make yourself
comfortable. To-morrow you can watch
while T sleep.”

“Aw, I can keep awake, professor. All
that climbing around to-day made me
kinda tired, is all. If I know you're
asleep, I'll keep my eyes open wide
enough.”

“But I don’t want to sleep, Bill. This
little mystery must be solved befare we
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go any farther with our chief business.
Couldn’t sleep if I wanted to.”

“You'll stay awake a darn long while,
professor, if you wait to put salt on the
tail of the thing that haunts this valley,”
Bill opined.

Abington calmly knocked the dottle
from his pipe and began to refill it, ready
for another long, meditative smoke. “For
every problem in the universe there is a
correct answer,” he said quietly. “It is
only our ignorance that makes mysteries
of things simple enough in themselves. A
peculiar arrangement of details has given
this ‘gosh-awful’ animal of yours an air
of mystery, but the explanation is simple
enough, I'll guarantee.”

“Yeah, but how are you going to find
this explanation—that you think is so
darned simple?” Bill stifled a yawn.

“Just as T find the meaning of the hiero-
glyphics; by studying the symbols already
familiar to me, and from them arriving at
the natural relation of the unknown char-
acters. This thing left tracks, and it man-
aged to accomplish a certain amount of de-
struction in a given time. To-morrow
morning I'll take a look at your cave, and
the answer to the puzzle will not be so
hard to find as you imagine.”

Bill mumbled a half-finished sentence
and lay down on the torn tent, and pres-
ently the rhythmic sound of snoring
hushed the strident chorus of stone crick-
ets on the ledge.

Until the moon had swum its purple sea
and reached shore on the western rim of
the valley, Abington lounged beside the
cliff, so quiet that any observer might have
thought him asleep. For a time his pipe
sent up a thin column of aromatic smoke,
then went cold; and after that only the
moonlight shining on his wide-open eyes
betrayed the fact that Abington was very
much awake.

An owl hooted monotonously- in the
cafion at his right, probably near the
spring. A coyote yammered on the steep
hillside across the cafion mouth, and a lit-
tle later Abington heard the frightened,
squealing cry of a rabbit caught unawares
by that coyote or another.

On a cliff just over his head, shadowed
now as the moon slipped behind the hill, the
ancient people he was tracing had carved
intricate tribal records. These had en-
dured far beyond the last vague legend of
those whose valor had thus been blazoned
before their little world, a world that had
seemed so vast and imperishable, no doubt,
to heroes and historians alike.

It seemed to him that here was a land
well fitted to hold the full story of these
forgotten lives. Could he but find it, and
read it aright, might not his own name
be blazoned before his own people—to be
forgotten perchance in ages to come, as
these were forgotten now?

THE cave that held fast the bones of
these ancients lay somewhere in the
bewildering maze of cafions across the val-
ley. Bill Jonathan would recognize the
spot, so he had declared whenever Abing-
ton questioned him. A certain rock on
the cafion’s northern rim, shaped like the
head of a huge rhinoceros with two tusks
on his snout—Bill was positive he could
not miss it, once he got inside the cafion.
The opening to the cave was directly un-
der the first tusklike rock spire. A mat-
ter of ten miles perhaps, Bill had guessed
as he stood on the ledge and gazed across.
Here on this side were caves and even
with the hope of finding the fossil skele-
tons Bill had described, Abington had
wanted to explore these before going on.
He still wanted to do so, if he and Bill
could manage to hunt down the unknown
pillager of camps, or at least guard their
supplies against further depredations. If
the raid on Bill’s cave had been as com-
plete as on his own camp, he would be
compelled to postpone all research work
while he plodded with the burros to the
nearest town for fresh supplies. Bill could
not go, that was certain.

At daybreak Abington was planning
drowsily to send Bill up the cafion after
the burros, load on what was left of the
outfit and cross immediately to the other
side of the valley, where they would en-
deavor to find the skeletons first of all and
be sure of them before he went out for
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supplies. He would then be able to take
out specimens to send on to his museum,
thus saving a bothersome trip later on.

His hand reached out to shake Bill’s leg
and rouse him to the day’s work, when a
great clattering sounded in the cafion
mouth near by. Bill needed no shaking to
bring him to his feet. As the two auto-
matically faced toward the noise, there
came the three burros in a panicky gallop
out of the cafion and into the open.

In one great leap Bill left the ledge and
ran yelling and flailing his arms to head
them off before they stampeded down the
valley. The leading burro, a staid, mouse-
colored little beast, swerved from him,
wheeled toward the hills opposite, stum-
bled and fell in a heap. The second kept
straight on down the valley, the third
burro at its heels. Bill let them go while
he ran to the fallen leader.

Though it took but a minute to cover
the short distance, the burro’s eyes were
already glazing when Bill arrived. As he
stopped and bent over it a shuddering con-
vulsion seized its legs and immediately it
stiffened. It was dead.

Bill stood dumfounded, eying it stu-
pidly for a moment before he turned to
call Abington. But the shout died in his
throat, for his glance had fallen upon a
fresh disaster. The two other burros were
down and kicking convulsively, just as the
first had done. They were dead before he
could reach them.

Abington was not in sight when Bill,
walking heavily under the burden of this
new tragedy, returned to the ledge; but
presently he came limping out of the cafion
and into camp.

“I thought I could discover what had
stampeded the burros,” Abington said,
coming up with an indefinable air of sur-
prise that Bill should be standing there
passive with that blank look on his face.
“Too late, again. If it was the gosh-
awful, he’d disappeared before I could get
up three. Did you head off the burros? I
want to move camp this morning.” ‘

“Yeah—but you’ll have to git along
without ’em this morning. The damn
things is dead.” -

Abington looked at him, looked past him
to where Bill pointed an unsteady finger.
He got off the ledge and limped over to
the nearest carcass, looked it over care-
fully, walked to the others and examined
them, and returned thoughtfully to camp.

Bill had kindled a fire and was start-
ing off to the spring with an empty bucket
when Abington stopped him.

“Hey, come back here! Don’t use any
water from that spring.”

“Yeah? Where will I use water from,
then?”

“From a canteen. I filled two yester-
day. The burros were at the spring this
morning and stampeded from there. I
can’t be certain yet, of course, but I think
the water is poisoned.”

Bill stared, his jaw sagging. Abington
was looking out across the valley, his eyes
narrowed and blacker than Bill had ever
seen them.

“I may be wrong, Bill, but we can’t af-
ford to take a chance. One burro might
suddenly pass out with heart failure, but
when three of them turn up their toes in
the same way and at the same moment, the
coincidence will bear investigation, I
think!”

“How could that sheep thing poison a
spring?”  Bill’s tone implied violent in-
credulity.

“I don’t know. I'm merely stating what
appears to be a fact. Three burros drank
at that spring and afterward stampeded
out of the cafion and dropped dead in the
open. I'm assuming that the water in the
spring, or at least in the little pool below
it, was poisoned. They must have been
scared away, else they would have died
right there near the spring. Yes, I think
it will bear investigation!”

“Yeah, but in the meantime we've got
to have water,” Bill said gloomily, shaking
a canteen gently before he poured a little
into his makeshift coffeepot. “I don’t aim
to stick around till my tongue swells up,
doing fancy thinkin’ about a poisoned
spring. Suit yourself, professor, but I'm
going to hunt water, soon as we go
through the motions of eating.”

“I suppose in time the spring will clear
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itself and run pure,” Abington reassured
him with a twitching of his bearded lips.
“If we were to stay here, we could divert
the trickle from the rocks and soon have
another pool. But we could never be sure
that it was not poisoned again. No, Bill,
we’ll have to get our belongings together
und move across the valley.”

“A darn hard job,” muttered Bill,
“packing everything on our backs.” And
he added: “That sheep thing can travel,
too; don’t overlook that fact, professor.”

CHAPTER VI.
READY FOR A BLOW,

THE eastern rim of the valley stood

crimson where the westering sun
struck it full, bringing into bold relief
each cafion and crag, the smallest fold and
the smoothest boulder; as if a contour map
had been painstakingly modeled on a gi-
gantic scale in red sealing wax, or as if
a world aflame had been paralyzed into
utter silence.

Toward that garish pile of shattered
hills, Abington and Bill Jonathan plodded
with the low sun at their backs, which
were burdened heavily with as much of
their camp supplies as they had been able
to retrieve and could carry.

The start that morning had been de-
layed wuntil nearly noon while they
searched vainly for some clew to the mys-
tery that had in a few hours held an orgy
of wanton destructiveness in two camps
and had poisoned their water supply and
killed three burros. Human malevolence
had been displayed in that last attack, Ab-
ington was convinced.

Yet in spite of all his skill, all the care-
ful attention to details which his scientific
training had made second nature, he had
failed to discover the slightest evidence of
a human agency at work against them.
Not a sign, not a track, save those enor-
mous sheep tracks leaving the vicinity of
the spring and going off up a narrow ra-
vine in great strides which made it hope-
less to think of overtaking it; for without
water he did not dare attempt any pro-
fonged search. Now, with a half mile of

red sand to plow through before they
reached the first bold hillside, their eyes
clung perforce to the seamed, broken ram-
part they were nearing.

A dazzling light that flashed and was
gone, then came again and stood motion-
less for a space while one might count
fifteen, showed high up on a ridge as
evenly serrated as a rooster’s comb, and
quite as red. Abington came to a full stop
which he made a rest period by slipping
the heavy pack from his shoulders. Noth-
ing loath, Bill did likewise. The two sat
down on the sand beside their bundles,
mopping perspiration from faces and
necks. :

“Bill, when I get up and stand in front
of you, look past me at the sharp peak
just south of the mountain—the first one
on the ridge straight before us. Tell me if
you see anything that might be a reflec-
tion of the sun—from a telescope, we’ll
say, or more likely a pair of field glasses.
No, don’t look yet. Remember that with
good glasses a man could read the expres-
sion on your face, read your lips, too, if
he’s had any training.”

At the first sentence Bill’s face had
hardened. “You don’t have to preach
caution to a man that’s been on the dodge
long as I have,” he muttered bitterly, un-
der cover of lighting a cigarette. “Shoot.
What d’you think—that it’s an officer,
maybe ?”

“I'm not thinking past the field glasses
that 1 believe are focused on us,” Abing-
ton parried, rising and standing so that
his back was to the ridge while he held
up his watch before Bill's face. “He may
think I'm trying to hypnotize you, but it’s
an excuse. Look right past this watch,
to a point between the second and third
little pinnacles on the ridge. See any-
thing ?”

“Something moved, in the notch just
below that pinnacle. I got it against the
sky for a minute. There ain’t any shine,
though. Might have been a sheep.”

Abington put away his watch, stooped
and shouldered his pack.

Bill slipped his arms through the rope
loops and wriggled his own burden into
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place on his back as he got up. “Wouldn’t
think they’d be lookin’ for me away down
here,” he said uneasily, after a few rods
of silent plodding. “Not unless you 2
He sent an involuntary glance toward his
companion.

“Unless I informed on you when I went
after supplies, and arranged for your cap-
ture after I had benefited by your infor-
mation,” Abington answered the look.
“You don’t really think that, Bill.”

“I don’t know why I wouldn’t think it,
if somebody’s planted up there watching
for us with glasses,” Bill retorted, not
more than half in earnest but yielding to
the ugly mood born of nerve strain and
muscle weariness.

“Of course, you can think any idiotic
thing you choose,” Abington returned, in
that tolerant tone which he could summon
when he wished to bite into a man’s self-
esteem. “Any other brilliant ideas on the
subject, explaining why, if I were con-
templating treachery, I should call your
attention to that light on the ridge up
there ?”

“Yeah, I might have one or two,” Bill
growled. “I was a fool to start across
here in broad daylight. Now, if they come
after me, I ain’t even got a gun!”

A BINGTON sent a quick, sidelong

glance toward Bill’s face. That gun
question was becoming a touchy subject
between them. “No, you haven’t a gun.
So you are not quite so liable to a few
extra years—or a chair in the gas house—
if you are caught!”

“Well, T ain’t caught yet!” Bill’s upper
lip lifted away from his teeth. “Not by a
damn sight!”

Abington gave him another sidelong
glance. The snarl was not lost upon him,
though he made no reply. Like many an-
other man who is agreeable enough in
ordinary circumstances, Bill Jonathan’s
good nature did not always stand up un-
der hardship.

That blustery impatience at the physical
discomforts of a long grilling walk was
beginning to crop out in Bill, mostly in the
form of a surly ill temper and a grumbling

2A—POP,

against conditions which neither could
help. Abington had reached the point of
gauging the exact degree of surliness and
to set up mental defenses against his
moods.

Bill had taken the initiative in this quest
and he was' surely receiving full value for
his efforts. From a sporting admiration
for Bill's daring, and a certain liking for
his whimsical shrewdness, Abington was
consciously beginning to chafe at the man’s
crabbed temper; he felt a growing dis-
trust, too, which was yet formless and
only vaguely realized.

He caught himself wishing now that he
had asked Park what crime stood against
Bill Jonathan. No use asking Bill; he
would say what he pleased and the other
could believe it or not.

“If you’ve got any wild idea of finding
out from me where them stone skeletons
is, and then turning me over to the sheriff,
you better revise the notion, professor,”
Bill said abruptly, having brooded over
it for five minutes. “I’'m nobody’s fool.”

“Then why talk like one?” Exhaustion
was beginning to draw a white line beside
Abington’s nostrils and his bruised ankle
ached cruelly. He began to feel that he’d
had enough of Bill’s grousing. “You've
nothing to kick about, so shut up. I'm
doing packer’s work rather than have men
along who might go out and betray you.”

“Yeah. You knew mighty well I
wouldn’t stir a foot if you brought in a
bunch of mouthy roughnecks,” Bill
growled back. “How do I know what you
framed in town?”

Abington slipped his pack off his shoul-
ders and swung toward Bill with a men-
acing glitter in his eyes. “That’s going a
bit strong, even for you,” he said sharply.
“If you've any reason for saying that, out
with it! If not, I'll thank you to keep
such thoughts behind your teeth. You're
getting quite as much as you are giving,
Bill Jonathan—and by that I mean to in-
clude loyalty and fair play.

“For all T know,” Abington went on,
“you invented the story of fossilized hu-
man remains as a temptation that would
insure my protection and the food you'd
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need in case you made your escape from
Park. Do you suppose I was so blind I
did not see that possibility from the start?
A fossilized man, as you knew, was bait
I'd be pretty sure to swallow. Well, I did
swallow it—but not with my eyes shut, I
assure you. Please give me credit for that
much intelligence.

“I took you at your word,” he con-
tinued, “and I have played the game
straight. I shall continue to play it square,
until I find that you have lied to me.”

HE waited, balanced, ready for the blow

he expected. Instead, he saw the ex-
pression in Bill's eyes change to a grudg-
ing mollification, as if the very abusive-
ness of the attack reassured him.

“I never said anything to put you on
your ear,” Bill hedged morosely, after an
uncomfortable pause. “What are you raz-
zing me for? I said T wouldn’t be caught
and I won’t be. That goes, professor.”

“Very well, let’s have no more talk
about it.” Abington lifted his pack to his
galled shoulders and started on, leaving
Bill to his own devices; wherefore Bill
presently overtook him and walked along-
side.

The truce held while the clouds flamed
with the sunset, a barbaric pageant that
could not rival the sanguine magnificence
of that wild ensemble of towering hills
slashed with deep gorges whose openings
were frequently hidden away behind bold,
jutting pinnacles.

“Looks like the devil was practicing

on these hills, trying to make a world of

his own with nothing but fire for building
material,” Bill observed at last, wanting to
appear friendly and awed in spite of him-
self before the spectacle. “When God
came along and told him to knock off,
looks like the devil just kicked it all to
thunder and dragged his feet through the
mess a few times and walked off and left
it like that. Don’t you think so, pro-
fessor ?”

“I’ve heard theories advanced that were
not half so plausible,” Abington replied,
his voice once more calm and slightly
ironic, as if he still doubted Bill’s sin-
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cerity. “A man could spend a lifetime
in this country without exhausting its
archzological possibilities.”

“Yeah—or without getting caught,” Bill
added, speaking as had the other of the
thing nearest his own heart.

CHAPTER VIL
INTO THE BLACKNESS,

ILL and Abington came to and entered

a narrow, straight-walled gorge. It had

a loose, sandy bottom and every indication

that ages before it had been a watercourse

with the floods of glacial rainfall sluicing

down to the valley. Presently Bill, plow-

ing laboriously ahead to a certain spring he

remembered in a cave up this ravine, gave
a grunt and stopped short.

In the peculiar, amethystine veil of the
afterglow which lay upon the hills like a
cunning stage effect of, colored lights, he
pointed a finger stiffly to a certain mark in
the san