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“The Happiest Day of My Life!”

“OuR WEDDING DAY! A year ago it seemed
like a dream that would never come true,
for my salary then was barely enough for
one to live on. I faced the facts. Unless I
could make more money I had no right to
keep Ruth waiting. I must find out how
to make myself worth more.

“It was Ruth herself who showed me
the way. She clipped a coupon out of a
magazine and we sent it to the International
Correspondence Schools for information
about their courses. Within a week I had
enrolled. The training I got from studying
at home showed up almost at once in
my office work. They gave me more re-
sponsibilities. Inside of six months I was

promoted, with a substantial raise. Now I'm
getting double what I was a year ago—
and we're married!”

Employers everywhere are on the watch
for men who want to get ahead, and are
willing to prove it by training themselves
to do some one thing well. I. C. S, Courses
have given thousands the special knowledge
they need to win better jobs and bigger pay.
W hy not you?

One hour of spare time.a day, speut in
1. C. S. study, will prepare you for the posi-
tion you want, in the work you like best.
Find out how. It won’t obligate you in the
least to ask for full particulars. Do it now
—for HER!

Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE s(l:,HooLs. Box 4902-C, Scranton, Penna.

poniiout cost or chilgation on my part, plense und me a eoby of your 4%-pas booklet,
<A Qualify for the Decition, or 1n the. sublect, belerd Wich X have marked &
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES
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Men and
Women

WANTED

AMAZING OPPORTUNITY TO MAKE

*54aWEEK

I want to get in touch with a man or woman in
each locality who is ambitious to make money and
who wants good, steady work. If you are that per-
son I will make you a wonderful offer. I will give
you a splendid opportunity to make $54 a week in
pleasant, short-hour work.that anyone—anywhere
—can do. You don’t need experience. All you do
is carry out a few simple instructions and help me
handle my business in your locality. Work can be
done in day-time or evenings.

MAREK Clears $100 in a Week
My king business is ed and
proven. W. A: Marek, a 21-year-old i

¥ ~ |
Be The Man Behind The Camera

— BIG PAY —
Fascinating Work
RAINED Motion Picture
cameramen in nation
demand—salaries __of
5150 to 3500 a week. You
can casily quality at home
in your spare time! FRE]
lkl S Bock lte“sl how )'ou mn
ind wh ““m’wi'v f:"f Hagh. saiarled posttion.  Sead
today for particul
New York ln-ﬁtute of Photography
Dept. T-2215 2 West 33rd St New York City

boy, makes $65 to $75 a week with me—often as
much as $100 in a week. Mrs. Carrie McCalmant
of Nebr., a housewife with 2 children, makes $50 a
week working only 2 days a week. Sol. Koren-
blit, a New Yorker, makes $110 a week. Mrs.

Edgar Crouthamel, of Penn, cleared $89.72 in a
remarkable earnings show the
ties. Is there any reason why
you can’t do as well?

NO CAPITAL NEEDED

In this small space I can't give you all the details,
but if you will send me your name I will rush my
written offer to you. You can get started making
big money at once. No need to write a letter.
Just mail the coupon. But do it now—before some-
one else gets in ahead of you.

;=—-—--MAIL THIS NOW-
l Employment Mgr.,

6025 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio.
| Please rush full details of the pleasant, short- |
1 hour work in my locality that offers a chance to 1

make $54 a week—starting at once.
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Twist the Throttle and
the Roads are Yours

IDE away—over the Thrill Trail—

R on your Harley-Davidson! Where
away? Out to the lake—fish strike

hard in the Fall. Over to the marshes for
some shooting. Or just out over the roads
for a lungful of keen Autumn air, and
the thousand thrills of motorcycling,

atest Sport on Wheels.
All roads are yours when you open up
the amazing power and speed of a Harley-
Davidson. You don't need concrete high-
ways — let the auto parades have them,
while you whirl away ‘over the roads and
trails that wind through Sportland.
Have you seen the 1931 Harley-David-
sons? A dealer near you wants to show
them to you — and tell you about his
easy Pay-As-You-Ride Plan.

Drop in on him today.

Send the Coupon to
us for free literature.

‘THE 1931
MODELS
ARE OUT

Address.
My age is [ 1619 years, [J 20-30 years, [
nn.Eundamm Check your age group.

CHESEA HOSE

B
The Dancer in the Shadow
By MARY FRANCES DONER

The music stole through the dimness
of the studio and there came the danc-
ing figure of Ursula Royle, the daughter
of a proud old family, who could snatch
away men’s senses by the sheer magic
of her art. They called her dance “The
Moth and the Flame,” and to her flame
there came the moth, Glenn Mortimer,
one of her own people, aristocratic, so-
phisticated, madly in love with the beau-
tiful girl.

But there was still another moth,
whose wings had carried him into an
atmosphere far different from that
which surrounded Ursula and Glenn.
This was Andrew Cameron, the vaude-
ville singer. He, too, loved Ursula, and
for his sake she left the luxuries of her
Washington Square home to take up
with Andrew the fantastic life of the
road. ¥

And then there came into their lives
adventure that carries the reader along
in breathless pace to the thrilling climax.

“The Dancer in the Shadow” is a
story of New York of not so long ago
and of love and of high romance with
a quality about it which 4s indeed dis-
tinguished.

75¢ 75¢
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Internal Baths End
Years of Bad Health

Brooklyn man says he
a new man now”’

“Feels like

+ almost feal like shouting the news from
utely amazing to

the

ing Internal Baths for $1,000,

e
found how wonderful they xeep me (eclml =
Leopold A

By LEOPOLD AUL

IMAG!NE what a thrilling thing it is wh:ﬂ a
man who has been sinking deeper and d

into the qmcksands of ill health—finds hlmself sud-
denly restored to happiness, vitality and vigor as if
by an act of providence!

Imagine how a man feels when he realizes that
at last he can say “goodbye” to headaches, lnhous-
ness and mental sluggishness that have been sap-
ping his cnergy for years!

Even seems too wonderful to be true.
And yct, !he whole thing came about through a
lucky accident—this marvel experience that
changed me from a failing, half-alive victim of self-
poisoning into one of the healthiest-looking ns
you ever saw !

It happened this way: One day when I was feel-
ing especially bad—with a wretched headache and
neryous as a cat—I met an old friend of mine, He
noticed how fagged out I looked and how rapidly I
was aging.

“Why don’t you take internal baths?” he sug-
gested. “They did wonders for me. You're prob-
abl]lr suffering from intestinal poisoning and don’t
realize it.”

What Is an lnternal Bath?
“What is an internal bath?” I as] “Some sort
of an enema?” "Not at all,” he repln:d 14is.

enm-ely d.lﬁe_re ing el

colon (largc intestine) is. ;ust like any other
‘waste pipe. While it apparently keeps functioning all
————————— "right, the inner walls
gradually become
with deposit,
just like a rusty wa-
ter pipe. Germs and
slow poisons breed in
this hardened waste
matter and filter
nght into the blooil
tream, causing all
,Mum Kisnta Tof tymptoms
mb)mlothe at you might
of clogging. never dream of trac-

ing to your colon.

Please mention this magazine

“Even certain eye troubles and loss of hair are
often aggravated this way—to say nothing of head-
aches, constipation, fatigue and dozens of other

How It Works

“Internal baths bring resuhs sﬂ qmckly um
most people are astonishe
J. B. L. Cascade, five quzns uf pure, g wzter
treated with a marvelous cleansing tonic—are sent
gently whirling through the entire length of he
five foot colon! Poisons, headachy an
upsetting waste matter are completely washed
uff and floated free!

“Fifteen minutes later your colon is thoroughly
clean. A new feeling of vigor and well-being
sweeps over you: Your head is clearer—your brain

ener—your entire outlook on life is changed. . . .
Try it—and see for yourself!”
Naturally I lost no time in_securing
Cascade. Tt was a turaing point in m
as the wme hing was, it actually made a new
out'of me. At might 1 sice like a child. Irlulnthe
morn Battng  over with vep energy.
only regret is mt l @ia"not 16a%n of .l B. !nlel—
nal” Baths lon,

Get Thls FREE Book

Flnﬂ out lbout J. B. L. Internal Baths—the amaz-
ay to health and happiness. Simply fill

m ang mnn the nmched c ‘oupon, asking for a copﬁ of
This lmerﬂmg boonst 5 absolutely Free. It,will

= your ey Z t my surpris ln mths and facts
you prot * dream You owe it to
vnnmlr m lnvel-tlg ate m- mnelnun, heuth mtor.

discovery. may change your whole

obligation. Be -n to u.ﬂ T-d-y

D ryerorrs Hvaiente . Ine.

TH s Hvatonte Imutitute, lue. s

st 0
New York City, N. Y.

Send me. without, cost or obligation. your ilustrated book
on INTERNAL BATHSiogether wiih
and ‘bints on trestment of Intestinal All

speclal  information

I
I
|
|
[
[
L

when answering advertisements



ADVERTISING SECTION

Secret Service Operator 38 is on the job
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1920 Sunayside Ave., Dept. 2777  Chicago, Illinois
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1920 Sunayside Ave., Dept.27.77  Chicago, llinols
Gentlemen: —Without an;

er
Terms Offer. Literature will NOT be sent to boys
17 years of age.

Address

Age.
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The Brand of @TM Books

The Lonely Heart

By MARY FRANCES DONER

“Rose stood in the chill dusk with
brilliant early stars rocking in the windy
heavens, waiting.”

In this fashion begins a story which
has in it all the elements that make for
the best of good reading—suspense, ro-
mance, intrigue, adventure. For
was waiting to see David Marsh pass
by—David, whose coming to the little
town had caused such a fluttering of the
local dovecotes. To Rose, it seemed as
if a star had fallen dewn into the dark-
ness of her lonely heart, afid David were
that particularly bright star.

Here is no usual story of the city man
and the small-town girl, though Heaven
knows that the Midwest town where
Rose lived, and whither David had come
from sophisticated Harvard, was small
indeed. As a matter of fact, there is
nothing of the usual in the entire un-
folding of the tragedy of a lonely heart
which the author so deftly portrays. It
is a strangely moving, deeply felt, ten-
der love story that brings quick tears to
the eyes of the most hardened reader,
and yet at the end there is the sort of
true happiness that comes only after
suffering.

75¢c 75¢c
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““The World’s
Most Perfectly
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weightand overweight—weak-
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make “A NEW MAN" of you
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New Million Dollar
CAN OPENER

the entire top, slick, smooth um‘] clean, inside
fhe rim—juicos can't spill1 No jagged edges
i 000 pours right
2x Spocstag !’ No wosler
pecdo representatives have sold to every liouse
i the bigek and have made up to §6 and $12
in an hour " mace $ b st
n, de 39" her first afternoon
Dunéan, Mont., dumﬂ i m s fint day.
i i b ‘moath. can make bl§

" Write for Free Te.tt Offer
5

STATES MANUFACTURING CO.
4500 Mary Avenue Dept. M-2564 St. Louis

o

Play the Hawaiian Guitar
like the Hawaiians/ .

R
B
hieg xpiaimed dear

ugIC, In
FIRST HAWALIAL c““:::“i":‘:n.w : !'93:
yarer o Coregetnce ko e s o oo

Please mention this magazine

Chelsea House

The Brand of Good Books

BLONDY’S BOY FRIEND
By Leatrice Homesley

“A dizzy blonde.” It was this flip
epithet which Irene applied to herself.

But a lot went on beneath her golden
hair that escaped the notice of the casual
passer-by, and when the real test came
w:th Irene’s awakemng to love, she rose
to a tremendous crisis in magnificent
fashion.

Irene finds herself in a strange out-
of-the-way estate in Connecticut, sur-
rounded by a sinister group of men and
women. These have a common object
of hate in the shape of an overbearing
Englishman, who on = night of storm
is found dead in his bed. Murdered!
And any one of seven or eight might
have done the deed. Swiftly the sus-
picion fastens upon the man who has
found the way to Irene’s real self, and
as swiftly Irene undertakes the desper-
ate task of tracking down the culprit.
The complications pile up, the story
gathers pace and momentum until at
length you come to the astonishing cli-
max and reluctantly set down the book,
convinced that here you. have come upon
that rarest of combinations, a real love
story and a stirring mystery yarn.

75c
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E'VE discovered a good stunt.

Other people have discovered it,
too; but that doesn’t matter. Maybe
you haven’t. Things looked black the
other day. You know—weather, bills,
and so on. This problem and that prob-
lem—just Jlike yours. Thinking about
everything brought about a sort of men-
tal confusion, and so we sat down and
wore out a sort of ledger page. The
problems stated on one side, and all the
possible solutions on the other. You'd
be surprised how it clears the air for
you!

* * * *

HEN we got to thinking that there
ought to be another column on a
more general scale, and so we wrote
down a lot of things about life of which
we disapproved, and on the other side a
lot of things we liked. That cleared the
air, too. What is more, it cheered us up
remarkably.

We found that the “like” column grew
longer than its mate. Starting out with
liking various people, kinds of food,
sleep, different sports, certain stories,
periodicals, places, seasons, animals, and
so on, we began putting down other
things less tangible but, you may be
sure, just as valuable.

IT was peculiarly novel and pleasant

to write down that we like twilight
better than any other time of the day;
that we like the feel of a paddle, the
look of a book, the October sky, moun-
tain cabins, fireplaces, the moon when
it’s large and orange colored, the smell
of a country schoolroom, the tang of
salt air, sand dunes, the strains of a
string quartet, the sizzle of bacon, music
on the water, camping alone, cheery win-
dows lighted at night, the first puff from
a pipe, railroad stations, peep frogs and
crickets at nightfall, and white church
spires.

I e

F you get going on the things you

like, you can’t stop; you don’t even
want to stop. We like the sound of
presses, the smell of printer’s ink, the
hum of traffic on Fifth Avenue, coun-
try brooks and pine trees, skyscrapers
and ferryboats, cellos, flutes, and vio-
lins, atlases and geography books, coffee
and chessboards, apple pie a la mode
and the click of a typewriter.

Other people may not get any special
enjoyment out of these things—may not
even be able to see why we like them.
It’s hard to explain. That’s half the
fun of writing them down. Try it.

POP—1B
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By LIEUT. SEYMOUR G. POND,
As Corpg it B

CHAPTER I
STEPSONS ' OF SPAIN.

HE shrill blast of a bugle re-
sounded down the blazing Moroc-
can air, the regimental call of the

Spanish Foreign Legion to assembly.
Hundreds of legionarios, shuffling
through the sand, hurried to quarters
among the ranks of their comrades.
Though the August sun had barely
nudged over the horizon, the thermom-
eter was already above a hundred ten
degrees—such was the heat of Rio de
Oro. From between the tent flaps,
drooping lifelessly in the silent air,
hastened many Spanish officers. One
and all, these men stared anxiously into
the east—an endless march of dunes.
A gold-brown dust cloud was moving

along the far horizon. The trumpeter
from his tower had been the first to see
and report it. Slowly at first, then more
rapidly, dark objects bobbed through
the moving cloud. The desert hordes of
Djicheur, Moor and Bedouin were com-
ing in to Rio de Oro for summer con-
ference. It was the fifteenth day of
August, the day when all the roving
bands of the great desert under the
leadership of “El Corsario,” the vandal,
assembled with the officers of old
Spain. On that day of days did they
decide on the mutual ruling of those un-
tamed Moroccan lands.

It meant peace, of a kind, or war,
before the sun would set in scarlet and
blood across the high Atlas Mountains.
If peace, it represented a generous
chantage from the rich coffers of Spain.
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Guns, Burros and Stout Hearts-—T}nat Is Spain’s

Legion of Tomorrow!

But peace, in Morocco, my friends, is
a misleading word, a misnomer. As we
recognize the word there is no such
condition in any part of Morocco—for
long. Peace with the Djicheur means
to Spain that he shall reduce his num-
ber of raids from, let us generously
say, ten raids a month down to four,
and, with the express promise that he
shall not make war on, nor take into
custody, babies, children, women, and,
theoretically, civilian men.

Some of the better stamp of kaids,
sheikhs, and cherifs keep their promises.

It was with a wild thunder of hoof-
beats and flying sand that the gallop-
ing bands of desert tribes swept into
the Legion outpost of Ait Ahmed. At
their head, on a coal-black stallion, rode
the massive ligure of El Corsario, the

vandal, as he had become known to the
Legion. Without visible weapons he
led his men. His flowing djeelaba of
glistening blue silk rippled out over the
steaming flanks of his beautiful mount.

Immediately behind him, in scarlet
robes, followed his kaids, sheikhs,
cherifs, and under-chieftains. Thrust

high over their heads they waved their
flashing scimitars, while close upon
their heels the thundering hordes of
desert mongrels followed, firing their
muskets in savage salutation as they en-
tered the Legion outpost.

“Presentan las armas!” shouted the
sargento to his men as El Corsario and
his officers passed in galloping review
before them.

As one man those long rows of mus-
kets jerked to present arms. The desert
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leaders momentarily steadied their
scimitars above their heads in a wild,
brandishing acknowledgment.

“Heart of a scorpion!” hissed the ser-
geant to his legionarios. “He doesn’t
rate a salute!”

The men in silence held their jaws
grimly. One didn't speak to a sargento
in the Legion frequently, even when
spoken to, such was the discipline. With
savage screams and maniacal shouts the
desert tribesmen clattered on into the
Legion square. There, El Corsario
swung from his horse. Met by a dozen
Spanish officers and aid-de-camps he
and his desert chiefs were ushered into
a massive tent over which rippled the
crimson-and-gold banner of old Spain,
while the Legion band boomed out,
“La Marcha Igea %

Richard Kent, an American serving
in the Legién Espadiol, stood beside the
conference table of his comandante.
Tensely he waited with his brother offi-
cers of the Legion. This chief of the
Djicheurs, was he crazy, plumb loco?

“I tell you it's extortion!” blazed
Comandante Cordoba fiercely.

The face of El Corsario was immo-
bile, and of the tint of marble.

“And 1,” answered the desert chief-
tain resentfully, “can only repeat to
you, once more and for the last time,
my terms for peace with Spain in Rio
de Oro. Twenty thousand duros, five
hundred camels, and fifty of my young
cherifs to be allowed to take military
training in machine gunnery and small
cannon for six months at your Mejjat

ost.”

The words fell like hammer blows
against steel in that strained quiet of
the headquarters tent. Outside, a grow-
ing breeze was flinging the sand swish-
ingly against the canvas and dusting it
across the floor boards. For a few taut
seconds the Legion commander stared
analytically, incredulously, at the great
Djicheur leader. There was returned
no leniency, no retracting from those
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beady black eyes that burned beneath
that tightly wound blue turban of the
Djicheur. The comandante was a man
of few words. He recognized unfair
barter from fair.

“Then, you make a treaty with
Death!” he flared.

The sharp eyes of El Corsario nar-
rowed to tiny slits of flame. Hatred
radiated from his bronzed Moslem face.
His hands clenched suddenly.

“And you, witty one!” he barked sav-
agely, “have slapped Death in the
mouth! My Silent Ones will answer
you that insult!”

The comandante leaped to his feet
hotly.

“Bastante! Out of my sight, you in-
fection of a jackal! Your Silent Ones
—your treacherous ones—will keep
watch with the dead! Look to your
bloody scimitars. Red steel and machine
guns you understand. Very well!
You shall have them!”

El Corsario hunched his spacious
djeelaba over his right shoulder with a
deliberative, angry gesture and spun on
his heel toward the tent opening. At
the flaps he hesitated, faced about
menacingly, a bestial scowl on his face.

“Perhaps, mi amigo,” taunted the big
Djicheur sarcastically, “it will interest
you to know that there are two caravans, -
at the moment, en route from the ruby
mines at Targa el Mayat to your post.
They must pass through my desert trails
—if they can!” With a wide, bowing
leer the desert warrior bent low to
the Legion commander in mock cour-
tesy.

The comandante, although his face
blanched as pale as milk, and his body
tensed rigid, also bent low in grand
answering gesture.

“They will pass your lines, Corsario "
he boomed fierily.

In loud shufflings the group of kaids,
sheikhs, and cherifs dr&w their long,
sweeping djeelabas around them and
pushed through the tent flaps to the
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outer air. With grim silence the
Djicheur leaders climbed to their wait-
ing horses. In a moment El Corsario was
leading his wild packs back toward the
heat-wavering sand dunes that stretched
eastward into infinity. Eight of the
young cherifs riding behind their leader
held their scimitars pointed toward the
earth and his Satanic Majesty—the sym-
bolizing signal to the tribesmen that
their truce had not been accepted and
that war was to followa

Without yelling, but in foreboding
thunder the hundreds of horsemen rode
off into that fated August day, their
hoofbeats roaring out a wild tattoo
against the sultry morning air. The
legionarios did not return their glinting
blue carbines to present arms. There
was a peculiar feeling of tenseness in
the atmosphere as the sun blazoned
along those hundreds of Legion rifle
barrels.

As the great rolling sand cloud settled
and melted to view across the trackless
sea of desert, the sharp peal of the snare
drums and the shrill chant of the fifers
called the legionarios to quarters to pre-
pare for the red carnage that every sol-
dier knew would follow. Within the
headquarters tent Comandante Cordoba
stared with anxious, furrowed brow
from one to the other of his Legion
officers.

“Corsario!” he blazed vengefully.
“Carrion! That’s what he should be
named. He who makes war on women
and children. Two caravans, eh?” he
murmured the last thoughtfully, his
eyes gazing out the tent flaps and on
into the heat-riven $ahara.

Had El Corsario been bluffing, or
were there really two caravans putting
out from Targa el Mayat? Somehow
there was conviction in the demeanor of
the desert vandal. Cordoba turned to
Lieutenant Kent, an officer on whom he
had learned he could depend, an officer
with nearly five years of Legion ex-
perience, who not only understood the
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“Arabic language like a Djicheur, but
also the mental workings of those-
shrewd, jackallike tribesmen.

“Listen, mi teniente,” inquired the
Legion commander, “didn’t we have
some sort of a communication last
month from our Tombeaux base that
two caravans were about to put out
from Targa el Mayat?”

“Yes, sir. We did. They were to
have left the twentieth of July. The
operators of the American ruby mines,
with their families traveling to the
coast.”

“Valgame Dios!” groaned Cordoba.
“Then El Corsario is right. They’ve
started late.” Viciously he jabbed his
thumbs under his Sam Browne belt.
“This looks bad. Bad!” He roved his
eyes over his officers analytically.
“Listen, my men, the civilians of the
region look to us of the Legion for
protection. We must not fail them.
‘We’ve got to get forces to Toum Agoug
at once. The caravans will likely reach
that settlement before El Corsario and
his wild hyenas can intercept them.”

He flung about to Kent.

“These desert voyagers are your
countrymen: You know well the Toum
Agoug sector. I'm going to designate
your company the searching party to
skirmish for them. Take radio and
keep in touch with headquarters troop so
we can give you protection should you
need it. Your job will be to locate these
two caravans—and to bring them safely
in—while the Legion pummels Cor-
sario and his bloody gypsies.”

Kent’s jaws snapped to with a sharp
click. He drew his six feet two of Ari-
zona fighting brawn to attention. The
wild lights of battle gleamed from his
steel-gray eyes.

_“Si, seiior! As you wish it!”

“Wait!”  commanded  Cordoba.
“Better take two companies. Those
caravans from the mines nearly always
transport jewels. Corsario knows this.
He will send a hundred men, at least,
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to reconnoiter for them. Any prefer-
ences?”

“Yes! Give me Teniente Rivas and
his outfit. We understand each other.”

“Rivas it is. You in charge. Start
at once. Circle south of Isbouia to the
main caravan trails. When you inter-
cept the civil party bring them under
our protection at the old parapets in
Toum Agoug because you will soon be
outnumbered by Corsario. Pronto!”

The comandante thrust a bronzed
palm toward Kent.

“Buena suerte!”

“Good luck to you, also, sir!” an-
swered Kent earnestly.

On the barracks square Kent strode
toward the khaki lines of his own com-
pany drawn up, waiting for him. A
raucous series of growls and curses
issued from the ranks. Fists were flail-
ing over a huddled form on the parade
ground. Kent stared angrily. Hadn’t
they enough trouble in the air without
rioting from within the company? Hot
blood leaped to his brain. A rough
voice rose from the churning fisticuffs.

“A legionario complaining of the heat!
Ho! A stormy laugh, that one!”

It was “Butchy,” his Russian ser-
geant, a cruel, heartless soldier. He
drove his toe into the sides of Anderson,
a tall Englishman.

« “Get up, nameless ome!” he spat.
“You're not sick!”

Kent, in two strides, reached the
group. He had seen too much of
Butchy’s brutality of late. It would
have to be brought to a stop. Roughly,
he grabbed his noncom by the shoulder
and flung him backward, though disci-
plining a noncommissioned officer be-
fore his men was the one thing that
Kent heartily detested. Usually, it was
bad for morale.

“Basta!” he barked in Spamsh the
language of the Legion. “Strike one
of my men again and I'll gwe you fifteen
days in the prison camps.”

Butchy’s face turned first white,
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with amazed anger, then flushed scarlet
with a growing hatred for his company
officer.

“The good Samaritan, eh?” he
growled venomously. “The big, big,
big Yanqui, with the big, big heart, eh?
I was only disciplining this nameless
dog. 1In the French Foreign Legion

Wi

“Shut up, Butchy!” snapped Kent.
“Before 1 lose my temper. That's
where you ought to be now—back in
the French Legion on a sou a day.
You're running wild with decent treat-
ment here!”

He pushed the sergeant to one side
and bent over the prostrate form of
the Englishman, his eyes bloodshot and
glassy, cheeks white.

“Heat, eh? Brain fever!” A rising
dislike for his sergeant boiled within
Kent. “Take him ”

There came a wild scuffling behind
Kent. Two figures toppled heavily
across his back. He was forced to his
knees with the impact. A bayonet fell
with a dull thud in the soft sands be-
side him. Kent lunged to his feet toss-
ing the legionarios from - his back.
Salazar, his Spanish corporal, was
struggling with the sergeant. A mum-
ble of mad voices rippled down the

s.

“Silencio!” shouted Kent.

“El sargento—he tried to knife you,
sefior—I——"

“It’s a lie!”” snapped Butchy.

‘Wild growls of denial from the ranks.
Kent picked up the fallen bayonet and
returned it to Butchy. Then he turned
to Salazar. Quietly and firmly he com-
manded :

“Take charge of the company, Sala-
zar. You'll get your sergeant’s stripes
later.

“As for you, you yellow-bellied
jackal—" he flared at Butchy.
“From now on youre a private. Il
take care of your case when we get
back. I've no time for the likes of you
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now. We need every man behind a
bayonet and—we march!”

“Tll kill  you — you —
Butchy under his breath.

“Not if you live to be a thousand!”
laughed Kent mirthlessly. “I could
shoot you, and justifiably, but forget it!
Keep your bayonet for the Djicheur,
you'll need it, and put your mind toward
redeeming yourself.”

Wide of eyes the legionarios stared.
Name of a name! The sergeant had
insulted an officer of the Legion before
his men! He had Ited him! Then

»
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meters they had marched that day, the
shrill chant of the fifers, and the rumble
of the snare drummers. driving them
forward to those black shadows of the
desolate ranges that blotted out the
stars alfead.

Off beyond, and below that range,
on the morrow, would stretch more blaz-
ing sun and glaring sand—sand and
sun, sun and sand, that was Legion life
—and somewhere across its lonely
wastes lay in hiding El Corsario and
his desert jackals questing the blood of

he had threatened his life! That was a
day to remember! What patience these
Americanos possessed! A German, or
a Frenchman would have shot the dog
on the spot. Kent ordered the sick
man removed to the hospital, then he
turned to Salazar, his newly made ser-
geant.

“Equip the company for five days’
march! Full packs for every man, ra-
tions, and ammunition. Twenty ma-
chine guns, and four field pieces.
Double canteens of water, and the water
lorry.” He hesitated a moment. “If
there’s any time left before I return,
drop the men to their stomachs for
five minutes’ rest. We march thirty
kilometers toward Toum Agoug before
the stars set to-night. The seventh
company goes with us. There’s plenty
trouble ahead. Vaya!”

“Si, seiior!”

Teniente Richard Kent then hustled
off to requisition his own personal
marching equipment, his radio, desert
compass, flashlight, pistol and ammuni-
tion, saber, and emergency pack.

CHAPTER II.

THE DJICHEUR.
WHEN the stars .gleamed through
the clear African skies that night
two companies of marching feet re-
sounded against the gaunt canyon walls
of the Atlas Mountains. Thirty kilo-

The little Spanish borricos,
or donkeys, their long, shaggy ears
flopping wearily, shuffled dazedly beside
the marching ranks of the soldiers,
their heavy packs of canteens, rations,
ammunition, and machine guns, crunch-
ing and squeaking on their leather
thongs.

The fifers and drummers ceased their
driving tunes. They had reached the
land of the enemy. Silence was im-
perative. Toward the peak of a hill
some six hundred feet in height the
legionarios climbed the stony slopes.

Kent and Rivas, their sabers clank-
ing, their .45 holsters slapping their
thighs, picked the trail for their faith-
fuls behind them. Rivas pointed down
the desolate valley. A few lights from
a tiny Moorish ksar, or settlement,
blinked sleepily starward.

“The lights of Toum Agoug!”

“Yes, compadre,” znswered Kent.
“And T wonder just how, far the other
side await our playmates?”

“Who can say? We'll meet them soon
enough, por ciertamente!”

“Sooner, if we had horses,” an-
swered Kent as they climbed the rough
slopes. “I wonder why Mother Spain
does not use horses in the Legion?”

“They are a double expense. One
must carry food for them; there is
nothing for them in the desert. And
perhaps we should be too comfortable.
That would not do, you know, for a
soldier.”



“Si, compadre. The French Legion
do not have horses either. They use
a few mules. And we have our own
loyal little borricos; and what is so un-
tiring and patient as a Spanish don-
key?”

“Donkey !” mused Rivas. “I think we
are all donkeys in the Legion Extran-
jero, eh, amigo?”

“Hm-m-m. Si, compadre—"

For a moment Kent wondered. What
had brought Rivas into the Legion?
With the strange tact of all legionarios,
however, he had refrained from asking
that one forbidden question, of the inner
life of a legionario. In the Legion
Espafiol what was past—was past.
Yesterdays did not matter—except to
forget. To-morrow, mafiana, was what
counted. To live to fight. To die fight-
ing like a man and a true legionario,
these were the codes dear to the heart
of the Legion. What mattered the past
out there under Africa’s silent nights
where all human life was cemented to-
gether against one common enemy—the
vandal Djicheur? At the peak of the
hill the little band of almost two hun-
dred soldiers circled the pinnacle. Kent
surveyed the surrounding countryside.
To Rivas he said:

"Thls is  well,
think

"Sv, temente

Kent wheeled about, put up his hand
in signal to his men.

“Com-paii-ia pa-r-a!” he shouted the
hoarse command.

The men came to a weary, shuffling
halt. Rivas commanded his own com-
pany in like manner.

“Unpack!” ordered Kent. “We camp
here for the night. Salazar, post the
sentries to all sides of the hill. We
sleep in a circle around the peak. Bor-
ricos, and rations in the center. Ma-
chine guns set up for action. Not a
stitch of clothing off. Rifles in your
hands while you sleep. Ammunition
belts around you. Cold soup for sup-

amigo, don’t you

THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

per. We want no telltale fires lighted.
Break off!”

In a few moments the borricos had
been unpacked and were nibbling at the
few stray stubs of drinn grass that
jutted from between the rocks. Sen-
tries took their posts. Tin pans rattled
indistinctly here and there as the thick
soup and hard bread was passed among
them. Voices mumbled into the clear,
crisp air. From little knots here and
there the tiny red glows of cigarette
ends glimmered through the groups
while the sharp odor of crude tobacco
smoke drifted down the wind.

As night settled down in stark silence,
the cold, penetrating and bitter, encom-
passed the men. Not a more piercing
chill in the world attacks human life
than that of the desert cold over the
Atlas Mountains of Morocco. The men
shifted uneasily, uncomfortably in their
troubled sleep and huddled closer to-
gether for the warmth of their tired
bodies.

For a long time Kent sat in quiet re-
flection, his poncho drawn tightly
around his shoulders, puffing at his
battered old brier pipe. He clutched its
hot bowl almost desperately in his fist
a moment. If one could only forget
—if one could only escape one'’s
thoughts—escape oneself!  Suddenly
the stubbled plains of his old American
Southwest drifted dreamily before his
eyes. He saw the home hacienda of
his father’s down on the Mexican bor-
der.

There had been a girl, a romance.
Soft border night with the stars all
aglow—different than these lonely
African ones, where nightly one cried
out to shut off those piercing stars that
glared unceasingly, metallically down
with never a cloud to break the awful
‘monotony.

The girl had given him that fine
brier pipe. He had had a rival. Sharp
words started over personal rights and
infringements of those rights. There
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followed a ribald fight in the house of
the young woman. It all happened dur-
ing a garden party.

Kent had been obstreperous. One
thing led to another until he had found
disfavor from the one person in the
world whom he loved but who did not
love him in return. His father was a
stern task . Anita had d
him as a boor and a rowdy. Later she
scorned him. It was too much for him
to bear.

In the fire of the moment, the im-
pulsiveness of youth—for Kent had yet
to see his twenty-seventh birthday—he
had put them all behind him and taken
a working passage on a small Spanish
freighter out of Corpus Christi. He
had not asked where she was bound.
It did not matter. He liked the Latin
races, he had picked up Spanish on
the border, and with a resourceful dis-
position awaited the decree of Fate.

This decree he accepted three weeks
later on the ancient quay in Cadiz,
Spain. At that moment he was broke.
‘While at his wit’s ends he found him-
self staring at a poster of the Spanish
Foreign Legion. Acting, as always, on
impulse, he signed—for five years.
Before the end of his first, however, he
had risen from a private to a sergeant,
and, during the siege of Abdel Krim
in 1925 he had rescued his wounded
Comandante Cordoba, then a captain,
under fire. For this consideration he
had been made a lieutenant.

Kent laughed grimly. Back home in
Tucson he had been ostracized because
of a fist fight! Here, day by day, he
stared Dame Death between the eyes,
and a fist fight was something that
scarcely commanded passing notice.
Life was strange, he thought, when
relatively compared. Rivas stirred un-
easily beside him.” Kent drew his com-
rade’s poncho over his shoulders, cover-
ing his brother officer better.

Before him, on the crest of the hill,
he saw the huge form of Butchy star-
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ing moodily across the camp, his heavy
back cutting off the stars. He, too, was
still awake, thinking. Brooding, was the
better word for it, Kent figured.

Kent did not know when he had fallen
asleep, nor how long he had slept when
he was roughly awakened by a sudden
tugging at his shoulder.

“Teniente! Ten-ien-te!” an excited
anxious voice was calling in his ear.

“Si, sil” answered Kent, staggering
to his knees. “What is it?” He faced
a lone sentry bending over him, his
rifle shadowing through the gloom.

“There are flames beyond Toum
Agoug, sir!”

“Flames? Toum Agoug? Que hora
es? What is the hour?”

“A little after two, sir.”

Leaping to his feet Kent grabbed
his binoculars from his chin straps and
stared into the east. Yes! One didn’t
need binoculars to see those lurid white-
and-scarlet tongues licking toward the
stars off there in the desert. A chill
raced down his spine.

For a breathless second he pondered,
running his right hand over his chin.
Then he bent low over Rivas and shook
him gently, quickly.

“Compadre! Up!
on the trail !

Rivas raised to elbow posture.

Kent lifted Rivas’s binoculars to his
companion’s eyes and pointed beyond
the blinking lights of Toum Agoug.

“See for yourself!”

Kent then flung about to his sentry.

“How long has this been going on?”

“Just broke out, sir—this moment.”

Rivas jumped to his feet, now, fully
awake, excited. His binoculars still
pressed to his eyes he clutched Kent
sharply by the arm.

“Ricardo! It’s beyond the ksar. On
the caravan trails!”

“Yes, that’s the trouble.
black for the caravans. Black

“Si, amigo, si!”

The many legionarios hearing the

There’s trouble

It looks
"
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sharp voices of their officers were shak-
ing themselves from their slumber.

“How far do you figure it, Ricardo?”

“About five kilometers.” He hesi-
tated thoughtfull’. “An hour’s march.
The men have had six hours’ sleep.”

“Si,” answered Rivas. “Not enough
after thirty kilometers of heavy march-
ing.”

“It will have to be enough,” stated
Kent doggedly. “We must hit the trail.”
To his legionarios Kent shouted:
“Despierto! Awake! A las armas!
To arms! We march!”

In wild scrambling the weary legion-
arios tumbled from their blankets and
staggered to their feet, wiping the stub-
born slumber from their red-rimmed
eyes.

“Fix bayonets!” commanded Kent.
“Ready for qulck march! A flagon of
rum apiece.”

Tin cups rattled. The rum was
poured out and gulped down to revive
the men and put fire into their blood.
Lips smacked. Suddenly, from the
northern end of the camp came wild
howls of dismay. Kent leaped hotly to
his feet. What was wrong now?

“Las ametralladoras! The machine
guns!”

Kent stamped vigorously among the -

shadows of his men.

“Silencio!” he growled. “What's the
trouble?”
“Our machine guns!” gasped the

breathless one, a sentry. “Six of them,
sefior, are missing—have been pillaged
while we slept!”

“De wveras!” spat Kent vitreously.
“And where were my senmes, asleep,
too?"

One and all the sentries crowded
about Kent.

“I saw nothing, sefior, but darkness
makes—""

“All was silent, teniente,” from an-
other. “I watched—"

“Blood of my life!” groaned Kent
helplessly. “Have I soldiers here—or

_drew up toward Kent.
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children!” He glared at his nonplused
men. “Don’t stand there like sun-
dazed lizards. To the trail! Perhaps
a court-martial would help you to keep
a better watch! Pack up!”

For a moment Kent studied anx-
iously. It was not the first time in his
desert experiences that those “Silent
Ones” had slipped into his circles with
the quietness of death itself and re-
moved things, including life, from their
very midsts.

It was usually rifles and ammunition,
but machine guns! Evidently they
were closer to El Corsario's Silent Ones
than they had realized. For a grim sec-
ond Kent's eyes rested on the sullen
back of Butchy. That ne’er-do-well
shifted away uneasily as though Kent's
vision had penetrated his comforts.

“Come here, rat!” blazed Kent with
an almost madman’s growl. The
legionarios around him started. The
Americano was hot. It was time to
keep moving. Slowly the ex-sergeant
Even in that
starry gloom Kent recognized Butchy’s
face was pale. The Russian’s face was
not one to pale easily.

“Oiga! You yellow vermin!” blazed
Kent threateningly. “If I ever find out
that you've had anything to do with
these missing guns, words of a Yanqui,
T'll see you hanged in the barracks
square!”

“I know nothing about——" snarled
Butchy in a low growl.
“Shut up!” rasped Kent. “And

watch yourself! Just one false move
out of you and I'll have you where
even the Djicheur won’t recognize
you.”
CHAPTER III.
BAYONET AND SCIMITAR.

THE remaining machine guns were

knocked down and lashed onto the
patient backs of the little borricos.
Marching packs were reshifted on the
backs of the men.
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“Adelante!” commanded Kent. “For-
ward! Quick step!”

Scrambling over boulders, slipping,
sliding down the shadowy hill, the
legionarios, with their borricos, hur-
riedly felt their way through the dark-
ness to the drinn-splotched plains below
them. For the first time in many
months the men were glad to be cold.
Burdened with their numerous ban-
doleras of cartridges, and heavy packs,
they puffed and perspired on the fast
rout march. The borricos, overladen,
picked their way as best as their in-
stincts could tell them, yet they brought
down constant showers of rock and
pebbles after the men. As the leaping
fires of Toum Agoug rose closer be-
fore them Kent roused his men to fight-
ing pitch.

“We'll be going into action in a few
minutes, men!” he yelled hoarsely over
his shoulder as he ran. “I want you
all to stick together. We'll be among
the dunes beyond Toum Agoug. You
know how easy it is to get lost in the
dark. That means capture by the
Djicheur—torture! Keep your eyes on
your officers and your noncoms and
give these bloody desert rats everything
you've got!”

A lusty murmur of assent went up
in throaty yells from the men. Action!
They caught the word to their fighting
hearts. It was meat and drink to the
legionarios by night or by day to fight
their common foe, the Djicheur of old
Morocco. Too, they had seen -their
Americano leader rush overthe crim-
son Saharan dunes before. They knew
Kent was able to carry them to victory
if any living soldier could.

Their teniente flared up now and
then, lost his temper, but the causes
were many, and they had come to know
that Kent had*a heart and looked after
their comforts. Gladly would they fol-
low him into the very jaws of hell, if
circumstance demanded. His reckless
daring brought admiration to their souls.

1

Putting the rocky plains behind them
the men entered a narrow gorge. The
tramp of their hurrying feet and the
rapid clatter of the donkeys resounded
in warning challenge against the stony
walls of the ravine. Panting lungs
breathed deep on the moist night air
with its sharp, sagelike pungence of the
drinn grass, while the odors of the
frothing donkeys stiffened the nostrils.

As suddenly as if a curtain had been
drawn, then, the gorge fell away to their
rear and the great, starry bowl of the
heavens spread before them. A rolling
wave of warmer air off the desert met
them. Sand dunes, like an endless,
heaving sea, yet silent, spread before
them—the Sahara, endless and soulless
—the home of the legionario.

A few hundred yards beyond them
leaped and crackled those livid flames of
disaster.  Rising, falling, and rising
again to the stars they danced and flared
into the lonely night. Kent halted his
men breathlessly. In husky voice he
commanded :

“To your stomachs! Down!”

As one, the men fell exhaustedly to
their faces on the sand.

“Get your breath for a minute.” To
his sergeant he called: “Salazar!” '

Softly, then, the two men climbed to
the peak of a near-by dune. As they
reached its summit, their feet sinking
knee-deep through the soft sands, they
simultaneously gasped. The dark, lum-
bering shadow of a camel swept down
the opposite slope of the dune and away
for the scene of the fire.

“A Djicheur scout!”
“We're discovered !”

“Si, mi teniente.”

Salazar jerked his rifle to his shoulder
to fire. Kent pushed it down quickly.

“No! A shot will bring them on our
heels before the scout can notify them.
We've little enough time to get into
action as it is.” Viciously he jabbed his
binoculars to his eyes again and studied
the scene.

spat Kent.
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Hundreds of horsemen riding at top
speed were circling the crackling flames.
‘While they rode, some fired their long
muskets. Kent shuddered. Perhaps it
was torture. They of the Legion
Espafiol understood Djicheur torture.
Many a legionario, escaped from those
wild tribal scenes of ghastliness, had
brought back terrible truths. Beyond
the fires Kent saw shadowy groups—
the Djicheur women that always fol-
lowed their men into battle to pass along
the ammunition. For a grim second he
studied the fires. Then he distinguished
the wheels and seats of burning motor
cars.

“The caravans!
them, all right.
Quick!”

Bending low, staggering through the
soft sands, the two legionarios sped
back to their company.

Kent shouted to his men.
Load rifles! Fix bayonets, and secure
them well!” He crowded close to his
faithfuls, grabbed Rivas by the arm.
“Listen, brave ones!” he counseled
hoarsely. “El Corsario has already in-
tercepted the caravans. We attack now!
But take care you do mot shoot the
civilian travelers. Rivas, you take the
north flank, I'll take the south. We'll
try to surround them, and get on the
other side of their camp. Get your
machine guns into action at once.
Bien! We go! Adelante!”

With wild screams of battle the dark
shadows of the legionarios swept off
into the night. Here and there the men
jerked their stoical little borricos around
and feverishly unlashed their packs of
machine guns and ammunition. Within
a few moments those ominous, three-
cornered machine-gun tripods were jut-
ting from the high peaks of those shad-
owy sand dunes. Then, down one slope
and up the other, still nearer the flam-
ing holacaust, the machine guns pressed
toward El Corsario’s bloody night ma-
rauders. Rallying his men, his Legion

They've captured
We're late, comrade!

“Up!
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saber flashing against the dancing lights
of the fires, Kent circled the very
fringes of the churning Djicheurs.

Confusion suddenly gripped the rid-
ing horsemen as a lone white figure on
a camel rushed swayingly among them.
The Legion! They were coming!
Quickly the riders spread out and off
into the dark shadows of the dunes. The
desert women pulled their black robes
around them and scrambled to their feet.
From Rivas's dunes to the northward
there crackled the sharp rata-tac-taca-
tac-tac of a machine gun going into ac-
tion. A white wave of Djicheur robes
suddenly rose seemingly from nowhere,
and yet from everywhere, over those
sand hills not fifty feet from Kent and
his plunging, fighting men.

“Charge!” he shrieked, his saber
high over his head, his pistol in his left
hand held straight before him.

Machine guns jibbered out their
deathly chant from the sand hills behind
them.

“Viva Espaiia! Viva! Viva! Viva!”
the battle cries of spirit swelled the air.

“Ul-wl Ul-Allah il-Allah! Allah ak-
bar! Il-il-Allah!” the scream of kill
howled from the dry throats of the
Djicheurs.

Legionarios threw Coston flares.
Hissingly the arc-white lights spluttered
black night into flaring day. This the
Djicheur hated. He worked better like
the wolf, by the dark of night. In
metallic clash Djicheur scimitar and
Legion bayonet rattled into one another.
Kent saw Berecci, their little Italian cor-
poral, fairly jerked off his feet on the
long point of a scarlet scimitar, thrust
by.a great Moor towering twice his
size. Immediately behind him, how-
ever, Oscar, a big Dane, ripped the
Moor wide open with his bayonet.
Kent's blood curdled. With his .45 he
fired time and time again into those
white djeelaba’d robes that rose like a
flood before him.

The enemies closed. It was body to
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body now, cuerpo & cuerpo. A lumber-
ing Djicheur, his face lighted in a bes-
tial, jackallike grimace from the flares
of the fire, rushed over Kent. He
jerked up his saber, plunged. In the
eerie light of a dying Coston flare he
caught the glint of a curved-steel scimi-
tar sweeping over his head, heard its
deathly swish in the dark. He dodged,
plunged with his saber again. Forms
were closing around him. A scream of
terror. Throaty gurgles. A weighty
Arab, his camel’s-hair robe wet with
sweat, sank heavily over Kent, who
staggered to his knees with the weight.

Rifle bullets shrieked past Kent’s ears
and whined into the sands around him.
‘Wrenching his saber clear he wiped the
scarlet blade on the robe of his attacker
and once more leaped to his feet just
in time to parry a blow from a Legion
bayonet held in the hands of a short,
thickset Bedouin. White teeth curled
back against a shadowy, bronzed face,
and with a curse from Allah, the Be-
douin toppled backward.

Behind him Kent heard their Legion
machine guns clattering away. To his
left he saw whole lines of Djicheurs
double in their tracks as the streams of
machine-gun lead shrieked into their
midsts. Some clutched their stomachs
and shot headlong, others silently flung
their scimitars or muskets over their
heads and toppled in jerking heaps to
relinquish their lifeless forms to Mo-
hommet.

“A mi la Legién!” the scream of
terror, the last desperate distress call of
the Legion, pierced the night behind
Kent. Like an icy chill it ran down his
spine.

He flung about. Holmes, a brave
little Englishman, and Salazar doubled
over their machine-gun tripod while a
lumbering Dpcheur vmlently plunged
his scimitar again and again through the
quivering body of Holmes. Red lights
dancing before his eyes, Kent yanked
up his .45, steadied himself, and then
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fired again and again. The ghostly
robed Djicheur lurched heavily forwarde
and curled atop the silent form he had
just been torturing. A bullet whistled
searingly through Kent’s right ear lobe
and whined off into the east—the east!
Like a surge of fire through his realiza-
tion that lone shot was telegraphed to
Kent’s mind. His body went stiff.
Warm, wet blood trickled down his
cheek and off his chin. That shot had
come from behind his back!

Treachery!

Kent whirled around, stared into that
dense darkness behind. Numetous fig-
ures darted through the gloom. No
time!  Clutching the sweat-slippery
handle of his saber once more he forced
his weary body over the next row of
soft dunes. Here and there among the
hills, he noted shadowy lumps of human
bodies resting silently. The screams of
the wounded and the dying sounded on
all sides.

“Ul-ul Allah-Akbar!

“Viva Espaiia! Viva!

On and on through that scarlet night
the crash of machine guns and desultory
fire of musket hammered out the death
knell. Shoving fresh clips into his .45,
swinging his saber over his head in rally
to his men, Kent slithered down dune
after dune and up new slopes into the
very heart of the Djicheur camp. Ene-
mark, the Swede, and Ligné, the
Frenchman, drew up behind him with a
machine gun.

“Para! Halt!” shouted Kent. “Hold .
it where you are! Open fire there!”

Rata-tac-taca-tac-taca-tac. The last
onslaught of Djicheur muskets crackled
about them. Fully two dozen horsemen
circled them to the south—not fifty feet
away.

They were now but a short distance
from the burning automobiles. The
place was as bright as day. The firing
from the legionarios was more infre-
quent now, Kent dully realized. Ahead
he saw a mesa of sand level for some

Ul Ul-ul—"
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distance. Seven automobiles burned on

- the sandy plain. Dry drinn grass was
stacked near by, waiting to be piled on
the fires to keep them burning. A
number of mouse-colored tents were be-
ing folded frantically up and dragged
away. The Djicheur was fleeing, put
to rout.

As Kent stared at the fleeing Djicheur
from tired, bloodshot eyes a sudden
feeling of awe and fearful apprehension
swept over him. He realized through
his aching mind that the night was fast
becoming all silent around him. Why?
That boded evil. He whirled about.

Enemark and Ligné lay, broken heaps
on the ground beside their machine gun.
As if in ill omen, then, a hissing red
rocket coming from the direction of
Rivas's company shot searingly sky-
ward. Its scarlet tail flared across the
heavens in warning—the last hopeless
signal of distress.

In soft, plushy drops the bits of burn-
ing red chemical splashed onto the sands
around Kent and sputtered like water
on a hot griddle. Rivas! Kent’s heart
went out to his comrade. Had his com-
pany been wiped out?

There came the sandy rush of hoof-
beats at Kent's back. Riding up from
the rear swept a half dozen charging
Arabian horses, while in front of him,
ran three charging Djicheurs, brandish-
ing their scimitars over wild, turbaned
heads. He was cornered. It was the
end! Kent realized his dark moment.

“Adelante! Forward!” he shouted to
his men.

Silence! A silence as deep as the
grave. Frantically, Kent stared out be-
hind him. Not a single legionario was
there to come to his aid! Alone! Face
to face with the enemy! Surrounded,
overwhelmed! With desperation-im-
pelled feet he swerved back and fell
atop their nearest machine gun, spun
it around on its tripod until it faced
those three wild Djicheurs racing down
on foot to beribbon him. Rata-ta-tac-

-taca-taca-tac-
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If the gun would
only continue, not jam! The barrel
was white hot.

‘What living thing, animal or man,
could charge into that spouting nozzle
of death, the machine gun? Nothing!
Screams on screams of savage, revenge-
defeated terror split the air. Then,
scrambling around on his trembling
knees, he took aim on those riding horse-
men flying past him in the night. Rata-
taca-tac-tac——

As the lights of the caravan fires
brightened the dunes around him; Kent
suddenly grappled the trips on his guns
—held them—ceased firing.

Semething stuck in his throat. He
sank lower to his knees and trembled
with anger and apprehension from head
to foot. He took aim again, hesitated,
aimed, then stopped. Wide of eye he
stared, not wishing to believe the sight
that met his eyes. Icy perspiration
burst out over his body, trickled down
his chest and spine. Before him, not
a dozen feet away, two black horses
reared to a standstill. On the leading
one Kent recognized the menacing face
of El Corsario—but behind him! Be-
hind him on the horse, was the lurching,
pale figure of a white girl!

Her long blond hair was completely
disheveled and streamed out over the
frothing coat of the spirited animal.
Behind the first horse was a second,
atop that frightened animal was another
white girl. The remaining horsemen
had sped off into the dark shadows of
the night. EIl Corsario raised his car-
bine to shoot Kent. Then he saw the
ominous blue glint of the Legion ma-
chine gun. His arms hesitated. He
had had experience with those “death
hoses” before. Frantic, Kent could not
shoot for fear of hitting the girl. El
Corsario came to a sliding halt nearer
Kent. Kent plunged ahead another few
feet with his machine gun.

“You Moslem murderer!” he shouted
fiercely in Arabic. “Making war on



THE LEGION OF MANANA

women and civilians. You coward!
Comitadchi! You desert rat! Let the
girl go before I drill you to ribbons!”

A brutal, mocking laugh cut the night.
Desperately, Kent stared into the blue
muzzle of the great Djicheur’s carbine.

“El Yanqui, eh? The big Yankee
would fire on El Corsario, eh? = Very
well! Fire, infidel! Fire!” he taunted.

‘With a raucous laugh the desert van-
dal plunged his steel spurs into the sides
of his spirited horse. With a wild bel-
low the animal shot ahead.

“Oh, oh!” screamed the girl hys-
terically. “Do something! Do some-
thing!”

Trembling with consternation, Kent
held his machine gun, fingered his trips,
his limbs rigid over the tripod, while
beads of perspiration poured out over

his body. He was helpless.
“You'll pay for this! You lousy
jackal!” screamed Kent. “Word of a

Yanqui! 1f it costs me my life T'll
thrust this saber through your dirty
heart!”

“Word of a Yanqui! Word of the
big Yankee!” barked El Corsario mock-
ingly, and lunged off into that black sea
of sand and stars that melted on and
on into infinity.

The second horseman, a tremendous
fellow in the flowing blue robes of a
sheikh, spurted past Kent, tossed a
lumpy bundle toward him. It rolled to
a stop near Kent's feet. A bestial
laugh followed.

“A gift from Allah!”

A cloud of sand showered over Kent
as the second horseman plunged after
Corsario. With sinking heart he stared
after those bulking shadows that gal-
loped into the dense blackness of the
Sahara. Silence! For a moment Kent
seemed not to notice that bundle. All
he could see were those blue eyes filled
with tears, illuminated against the wild
firelight, and the silken blond hair flow-
ing helplessly back over the dark body
of the horse. That sight, he knew,
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would haunt him for the remainder of
his days.

Bitterness surging through his soul,
Kent looked about. Not a moving
thing met his gaze. All around him, in
the last sputtering lights of the Coston
flares and the caravan fires, lay lumping
white-robed and khaki forms—quiet,
silent forms. Was he all alone with the
dead? Keeping watch with the dead?
Gruesome chills engulfed him. Had
he been of an emotional nature he would
have sobbed.

They of the Legion had destroyed
that band of Corsario’s, thrown death
into its heart, and ribald confusion into
those few remaining. The Legion had
been victorious in battle, but had suf-
fered a killing defeat in loss of num-
bers, and in achievement. Kent was
heartsick. In a day the desert corsair
would gather several hundred more of
his wandering tribes around him and
continue his vandalisms and reprisals.
Exhausted, body aching, his mind a
mental brain fire, Kent dazedly picked
up the queer parcel beside him. There
in the strange silence of the dead he ex-
amined the curious leather lashings. It
was wrapped in goatskin and about ten
by fourteen inches in diameter. What
could it contain?

CHAPTER 1V.
SHIFTING SANDS.

KENT turned the goatskin bundle
around in his hands and ripped off
the tough thongs. The stiff, dried skin
flipped outward, flat. Before him tum-
bled a soft roll of cloth. The texture
was damp to Kent’s touch. He drew
his flashlight from out his pocket and
snapped on the switch. The tiny beam
swept over the strange parcel. The
khaki tunic of a lieutenant of the
Legién Extranjero!
The damp stains were crimson—
crimson with the lifeblood of a com-
rade. Through the left breast was a
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deep scimitar or saber rip! Underneath
the khaki tunic was a smaller object.
Kent lifted it to the light. A gorra,
or cap, of a Legion officer.

“Rivas, compadre mio!” he mur-
mured fervently. “They got you, en?”

With a wild gesture of despair Kent
leaped furiously to his feet and swung
toward the east and the vandal corsair
fleeing with the American girl.

Dazedly, Kent tucked the treasured
tunic under his arm and turned to de-
termine the results of the terrible
slaughter. Pocket flashlight in hand,
he roved up and down the dunes and
around their soft slopes. Tenderly he
turned over the limp forms of his brave
legionarios, one after another. Inrows
and singles lay the winnowed slain.
But in more than triple their own num-
ber lay the members of Corsario’s
bloody bands. Everywhere, it seemed,
were strewn those ghostly white djee-
labas of the enemy. Standing on the
tall peak of a dune Kent trembled from
head to foot with horror.

He recalled the words of Comandante
Cordoba during the conference: “The
dead will keep watch with the dead.”
How true they were in those gravelike
silences about him!

“Teniente! A mi la Legion! T-en
——" the stricken plea for help, like a
whisper from the dead, floated out on
Africa’s silent night.

Kent flipped about as though a white-
hot scimitar point had touched his ear-
drum. To his left, among the gloomy
shadows he saw the dim outline of one
of their machine guns. From it a
strange form was groping across the
sands on its hands and knees. Kent
struck off for his comrade.

“Sal-a-zar!” murmured Kent,
citedly. “Then you are not dead?”

“No, amigo, but—"

Dropping to his knees beside his
loyal sergeant, Kent lifted his head into

* his arms. Blood trickled from Salazar’s
right temple. Grabbing his handker-

ex-
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chief, Kent held it under his canteen

and soaked it with water. Tenderly
he bathed the head wound, then ban-
daged it.

“Agua! Agua!” breathed the ser-
geant.

Lifting his canteen Kent poured a
long draft of water down the legion-
ario’s throat. The stout Spaniard set-
tled back and breathed more comfort-
ably. By the light of his flash Kent in-
spected the wound. Then he slipped the
crude bandage back into place.

“That’s a bullet ‘crease,”” pronounced
Kent encouragingly. “Just knocked you
out. The loss of blood has left you
weak. Plenty of water and a little
rest will soon put you to rights.” He
lifted his canteen of water to the lips
of his mate again. “Drink hearty!” he
urged.

Salazar took another deep pull on
the canteen. Somewhat revived he
staggered to his feet and leaned against
his officer.

Together, then, the two men, arm in
arm, walked through that Saharan
graveyard stark and staring beneath the
lonely stars.

Beyond one ridge of sand hills they
came across a remnant of the cook’s
pack. Near it they discovered the cask
of company rum. Eagerly they pounced
on it, poured the fiery liquid down their
aching throats. It gave them new
strength and added freshness. Hurry-
ing among the slain, Kent obtained sev-
eral canteens, emptied them of their
contents and filled two of them with
rum. He passed one to Salazar, rest-
ing on the sand.

The legionario took it gratefully.
Kent swung the second canteen over
his own shoulder and kept an extra can-
teen of water so that he possessed three
in all. Salazar also possessed himself
of an additional one, for water was
precious.

Sliding down a tall dune they were
suddenly startled by a queer swishiug

POP—-1B
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noise through the sand. Kent swept
his hand back against his comrade in
sharp warning. The two halted breath-
lessly. Friend, or enemy? Swiftly, a
huge shadow lurched swayingly through
the gloom. It was a dromedary.

The - men breathed once more.
Crunching along, the big beast was pull-
ing a huge, robed figure behind it on
the end of several lashings. Dashing
up to the frightened animal Kent

- jerked it to a halt. A big Djicheur,
whose soul had long since sped into the
Mohammedan East, was being dragged
along by his feet. Kent untangled the
pack trappings and threw the lines over
the neck of the dromedary. A lucky
find! Taking a firm hand on the lines
of his captured prize, Kent and his
comrade walked about the scene.

Butchy, Kent noted, was among those
missing.  Legion prisoners had been
taken. One thing worried Kent greatly.
It started his mind thinking thoughts
repulsive to him. Their radio set was
nowhere to be found. It was possible,
of course, that the Djicheur had cap-
tured that, too, yet it was not probable
that he would bother with it. More
likely would he be to smash it up there
on the spot. The desert tribesmen knew
nothing of radio.

“A mi la Legion! A mi—" from
the westward came that dreaded distress
call.

Frozen in their tracks the two lis-
tened.
“It’s that way!” whispered Salazar.

“Toward the mountains.”

They dashed toward the sound. In

a trice they had reached a gray shadow

lumping through the gloom. It was

Karl Gadke, a tough-hearted German.

One of Rivas’s men. The two bent

low over their comrade. He was hold-
ing the muzzle of his rifle to his brains
to blow them out in the event that his
captors developed to be Djicheurs—had
saved his last cartridge for that express

purpose.
-~ POP—2B
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“Compadiero!” murmured Kent anx-
iously.

“Si,” coughed the other hoarsely.
“Qué dolor! What pain!” The pallid
form settled back weakly, in wide-eyed
relief.

Kent looked over his wounds care-
fully. A deep scimitar gash gored the
chest and a blue arm rip showed where
a Djicheur bullet had seamed its way
toward the shoulder. The German had
suffered a heavy loss of blood and was
weakened with pain. Kent held his
canteen of rum to the German’s lips.

“Here, Karl. Drink!”

The legionario drank, and eagerly.
Deftly, then, aided by Salazar, Kent
bandaged their third, and last survivor,
and got him to his feet. Through some
freak of luck four of their stanch little
borricos had escaped injury. With an
almost human desire for companionship
the shaggy little animals had wandered
up to their masters. Salazar took them
in leash. Kent heaved a deep, choking
sigh. From those two full companies
of the Legion Espaiiol, that had set out
the previous day from Ait Ahmed, only
three were living—uncaptured!

From two companies totalling some
hundred and seventy men, and thirty
men in the machine-gun groups—three
accountable! Desperate“with stabbing
thoughts, Kent sat atop a tall sand dune.
He turned to Salazar.

“That means Corsario took seventy-
six prisoners, amigo. That’s foo many!”

There was a significant silence among
the three men. Each knew what ‘the
other was thinking.  Seventy-six
legionarios could not have very well
been captured unless they had wanted
to be, or, unless they had unwittingly
been led into a trap. Things just didn’t
go that way in the Legion. Deser-
tions, as in the French Legion, were
numerous enough, yet these seldom oc-
curred under fire. There were ugly
thoughts, and thoughts unwelcome to
the minds of the three.
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Capture by the Djicheur, or Moor,
meant a fate far worse than death,
through the most heinous tortures ever
devised in the satanic mind of man.
Most of the legionarios, whether of the
Spanish or French Legions, preferred to
die by their own hands quickly and effi-
ciently. It was for this reason that
they retained their last cartridge for
themselves on the Sahara.

For this reason, as well, it was al-
most unknown for the Djicheur to take
large numbers of prisoners. When this
occurred there was always some signi-
ficance attached to it. Kent was seri-
ously troubled over the point. He
turned toward Salazar, who shifted un-
easily.

“What do you make of the mystery,
sargento?” Kent inquired.

“Who knows?” stated the Spaniard
with a philosophic shrug of his shoul-
ders. “Strange things can happen on
the Sahara in the pitch dark of night.”

“And have,” acknowledged Kent,
“but this one—this one mocks my wits.”
He shook himself nervously, a dank
nausea overwhelming him there among
the slumbering dead. “Come!”

The men stood wonderingly to their
feet and looked toward Kent for his
decision as to their next moves. With
the captured dromedary Kent believed
he might be able to overtake El Cor-
sario, or at least maintain trace of his
whereabouts and simultaneously learn
something of his lost comrades so that
he might later be able to acquaint the
Legion of matters. If he only had
radio! Then he could let his coman-
dante know the points of his arrival and
departure.  One came to depend on
those light-fast electrical messengers of
radio across the trackless miles and it
did not add to one’s ¢onfidence nor
efficiency when they were taken from
one. Somehow he must get informa-
tion back to his post.

A chill raced down his spine as he
thought of those American girls. He
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must do something quick and certain if
he would aid them. Word must be
sent back to Ait Ahmed so that re-
enforcements could be sent and the
chase continued. He turned to his two
faithfuls.

“Salazar, you must hurry back to the
post. You two. See Gadke to the hos-
pital. Ride two of the borricos. Then
get to Comandante Cordoba and tell him
what has happened. Tell him also that
I have gone on a course into the south-
east to keep the trail on El Corsario so
that he will not escape. I will mark
the—="

“Por-Dios!” exclaimed Salazar des-
perately. “Surely you are not going
alone into that ant nest of the Djicheur?
It will mean your death!” He placed
his hand affectionately on the shoulder
of his teniente. “There have been too
many already.” :

Kent was thinking back on the words
of his admired comandante. To his
sargento he reminded :

“We of the Legion Extranjero have
a trust to fulfill with civilians. They
look to us for protection. We are sol-
diers. We are here in Africa to fight
—to die fighting, if necessary, but never
to consider our own worthless skins
when we should risk them in a worthy
cause for others. Our only hope for
capturing the American girls, locating
our lost comrades, and bringing that
desert lisird, Corsario, to Legion jus-
tice, is to cut off his escape. To do
that we must not lose his trail. Once
lost it will be like looking for rowboats
on the Atlantic. Who knows what
course he may take on the morrow? I
go—on the bloody trail of El Corsario.”

He struck his right hand out to his
legionarios, with his left hauled around
the nose of his providentially found
dromedary. ¢

“Buena suerte. Good luck, my brave
ones! Tell the comandante that I will
take a course toward the oasis of El
Ougadir. It is most likely that Corsario
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will try to reach that, as his next objec-
tive, so that he may fill his water bags.”

He unrolled Rivas’s scarlet tunic from
under his arm. With grim jaw he
added:

“Tell the comandante also that I will
mark my trail with bits of this khaki
tunic from our brave departed Teniente
Rivas. I will pick Djicheur spears from
the dead, and will set those spear points
on the tops of the tallest sand dunes as
I make my trail. Bien. Let us hurry.
Adios.”

“Adios!” rejoiced both the legion-
arios faithfully. “V waya usted con
Dios, también!”

There, on the wide Sahara, in the
strange silences of the dead, the legion-
arios parted. Swinging atop his drome-
dary, Kent shuffled through the sands
to the center of the battlefield. There
he gathered a dozen or more spears froni
the gory objects that jutted staringly
skyward from the sand.

He lashed the wooden staffs to his
shaggy animal, and with a fighting bit-
terness in his heart swung past the last
dying embers of the burning caravan.
As he rode, strange, troubled visions
danced and wavered through his mind.
The flowing blond hair, and' the blue
eyes of the American girl haunted his
waking and dreaming hours. Thus it
was that Teniente Kent of the Legiin
Extranjero Espaiiol -nodded sleepily
along on his swaying dromedary, on

and on into the southeast behind the trail

of the desert vandal, El Corsario.

CHAPTER V.
OASTS,

DAWN, flaming and foreboding, was

shooting her red arrows into the sky
when Richard Kent- next opened his
red-rimmed eyes to the new day. Aches
and pains drove through his body jerk-
ing and snapping on the back of his
lurching dromedary. His right ear lobe,
caked with dried blood, throbbed and
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burned. Anxiously, he stared at the
sands ahead of his plodding animal.
The many tracks of marching feet,
camels, and horses, had churned up the
desert’s floor into the southeast.

He wondered how long he had slept,
or dozed, in that stuperous state, rid-
ing like a dead man across the sandy
wastes. As a huge dune rose before
him he urged his animal;, snarling and
growling against his command, and
lazily hoping to skirt the tall hill,
straight up the soft embankment. At
its 'summit of some two hundred feet
he halted and stiffly dismounted. Dis-
dainfully sniffing the air high above
Kent's head, the dromedary waited,
chewing its cud, nose into the wind.

Dropping to his knees on the sands,
Kent inspected the tracks. It was not
easy to discern the exact delineations of
those footprints in that sand, flourlike
in .its softness and gold-tan in color,
but he was sure of one thing, and that
was that shoes and not Djicheur sandals
had made those prints. Legion shoes!
Had the Djicheur, after all, taken his
legionairos prisoners? Reaching up to
the sides of his dromedary he snatched
one of the long spears, some seven or
eight feet in length. Then ripping off a
piece of Rivas’s tunic, he placed the
crimson strip on the dune’s peak as his
first marker on his unknown trek.

He reached for his binoculars, but
as he did so he realized that they were
not hanging on his neck. During the
engagement, or during the wild ride of
the night, he had lost them. He cursed.
Making a sunshade with his hands he
peered with straining eyes ‘into the
southeast.

A splendid vista was commanded from
the . As far as he could see
stretched the seemingly unending sea of
sand and sun, sun and sand, with not
a tree, not a blade of grass to break
the lonely monotony of the place. More
desolate, more silent than the ocean was.
that scene.
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An overwhelming loneliness mingled
with sadness surged through Kent’s
heart as he stared into the burning
wind and then swung toward his an-
cient-looking dromedary.

Swinging atop his desert transport,
he swayed on and on into the blazing
southeast. Through the long hours of
that August day he prodded his animal
farther, farther into the fated east.
Every ten kilometers or so he would
set a marker with its tragic strip of
Legion cloth, or a strip and a button.
The last spear he saved with Rivas’s
gorra for his final marker.

At times he felt he’ would never be
able to continue life under that blazing
torch of the Sahara sun. Its rays were
scorching through his own gorra and
into his blistering skull like an acetylene
torch. The back of his neck, although
covered with a corbata dropped from
his gorra, felt as though it were exposed
to the open door of a powerful blast
furnace.

‘When he felt himself swooning with
unconsciousness he would take a sip of
rum, or a bit of water, or chew on
some of his Legion emergency rations.
Then he would once more be able to
distinguish that red rim of the desert
that danced and wavered crazily before
him into phantom mirages of green
palms and water holes. Should his
dromedary succumb suddenly, he real-
ized it would mean his death out there
on that barren sea before help would
reach him. Such was the life of a
legionario.

How he survived that day Kent could
never have explained. He knew, though,
that he never wanted to sée another
its equal. This one had been seared
into his memory in letters of white heat.
‘When the blinding red ball of the desert
sun sank slowly in the fiery west, Kent
rode, more a scorched skeleton than a
living man. He knew that it had been
an excessive Saharan day, with the
i hovering here in the
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neighborhood of a hundred and forty
degrees.

After sunset one might expect a
violent sirocco, or sand storm. Like the
thunder showers of America following
a scorching summer’s day, followed the
siroccos in the wake of those summer
Saharan days when the sun rose with
what was termed “violent rise” in
Africa. The sirocco, however, left no
cooling effect afterward; it was just
wind, and sand, and more wind, and
then, more and more heat with never a
cloud to sweep the sky.

They were as dangerous and dreaded
on the desert as the tornado of other
parts of the world, and often buried
whole caravans and even villages with
the quantity and weight of their falling
sand clouds. Kent, his brain and body
tortured with a million aches and pains,
urged his weary dromedary to the
heights of another dune and again
stared into the distant enemy east.

His glazed eyeballs danced and
jerked as though being drawn by heated
wires. He shaded his eyes, rolled his
lids higher, felt the creases in his fore-
head draw back, and stared. Then
he laughed a dry, hacking laugh. Green
trees in the offing! White and gray ob-
jects—Djicheur tents. A tiny wreath of
yellow smoke curling skyward. An
oasis! Leaning against the rough,
shaggy coat of his dromedary, Kent
cackled out mocking chuckles.

“See it there! An oasis! Cool, fresh
water rippling in the sunlight—deep and
clear. Like hell! It's a mirage! A
mirage, I tell you! The Sahara!”

Then he checked himself. Was he
going mad? Talking to his dromedary!
Could he believe his eyes, though? One
never could on the Sahara. How could
one trust a weary mind, and glassy,
sun-swollen eyeballs? Swaying weakly
against that shaggy brown back, Kent
stared at his pocket compass. South-
east. Direction was right. Before him
the sands were still cut and churned
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where the Djicheur had traced his mad-
cap flight. Were his eyes telling him
right after all?

He would have to take a chance that
the vision that he witnessed was an
casis. In a few moments darkness
would be stealing upon him, for there
was no twilight in those torrid, tropic
lands. With what seemed to Kent his
last .ounce of strength, he drew out his
last spear from the side of his drome-
dary’s lashings. With a violent jab he
plunged Rivas’s gorra, the last bit of
his marking cloth, down over the end
of the spear handle.

Turning his back to the west and his
dune, he swung atop his desert transport
and urged his swishing animal down
the powdery sides of the massive dune.
Down the hollows and up and over more
dunes he reeled and rocked across those
golden billows of sand like a lost ship
on a lost sea. From time to time he
stared almost fearfully at that line of
thin, gray wisp that curled skyward.
Was it really smoke? It was black
now. He thought he could make out
something faint and shadowy, like a
line of palms, waving faintly along the
horizon.

With the sinking of the blazing sun
a sudden relief came to the air. The
killing blast of those white-hot rays was
gone. Gathering his wits, Kent thought.
He had been in transit nearly fifteen
hours. He had put the Passes Hills
behind him. He should be, by his dead
reckoning, somewhere in the general
vicinity of El Ougadir, if he had held
his course correctly, if he hadn’t dozed
in that heat while his dromedary made
queer courses, and if his animal had
made the speed he figured. That must
be the oasis! That smoke! He could
be positive now !

El Corsario had, doubtless, reached
the oasis. If so, it meant that Kent
would soon be entering the most hazard-
ous lair of the most notorious of all
desert brigands.
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CHAPTER VL
THE CAMP OF DJICHEUR.

NCE more the stars had come out

and the cooler, moist atmosphere
of a Saharan night had settled over
Africa’s shifting sands when Richard
Kent shuffled his staggering dromedary
around the tall dunes that reared their
desolate heads protectingly near the
water hole of El Ougadir. Tiny blazes
of camp fires curled skyward here and
there from among the palms. Kent
was already within a mile of the oasis
and well knew that El Corsario would
have his sentries posted at all corners
of his outpost for the night. Extreme
caution would be compulsory if he were
to achieve anything.

Dismounting, apprehension throbbing
through his body, Kent forced his great,
awkward dromedary to its knees, and,
willingly enough did the big animal sink
to rest. Then Kent himself fell to his
stomach for a few minutes’ ease. The
sands were still scorching from the heat
of the long summer’s day.

For several moments he rested thus,
taking short drafts from his water and
rum canteens. He dared not remain
long thus, however, for fear that his
great weariness should overwhelm him
and plunge him into a slumber as deep
as a drunken stupor—which assuredly,
there on the wild Sahara, would mean
a rude awakening.

Rising stiffly to his knees, he peered
over the top of his dune toward the
enemy encampment. There was no
mistaking those oasis activities, it was
the stronghold of the great corsair. For
how long, who could say, but there was
no doubt in Kent's mind but that the
American girls were there and that his
captured legionario comrades were also
somewhere within its confines. =~ The
thoughts of his comrades, their possible
torturings, and of the terrible outcome
that might be the fate of the women,
drove Kent to fevered action.
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Suddenly his heart seemed to turn to
chilled stone. Wide of eye he stared
into that dreaded east. Then he sank
hopelessly to his face into the hot sands.
He wanted to cry ot with the disap-
pointment. His brain whirled with
feverish lights and queer dancings of
light and shadow. There in the skies
above him tumbled an immense, seeth-
ing cloud of gold-tan texture.

The sirocco!

“Bendito sea Dios!” groaned Kent
dejectedly. “Am I to be buried alive?”

The sands of the desert seemed sud-
denly to have been transported to the
heavens above in an awesome, hurtling
vortex. From out the east and across
the shadowy billows of that fathomless
sea rolled a great, tan-white wave—a
wave of driving, whistling sand backed
by a torrential wind whose velocity
knew no limits. With the speed of
light it raced toward Kent. He bent
low behind the protecting slope of his
dune, drew his corbata tightly over his
eyes and neck to protect them.

Shrieking, whining howl! . The com-
pelling drive of sand, tons on tons of
it, hurling horizontally down the wind
like spume across gale-driven sea. It
obscured the light and plunged the
desert into instant blackness. Steadily,
like the constant rush of a great water-
fall, those sands of doom hurled their
age-old swishing fury into the farther
west, driving, driving, whistling; shriek-
ing, swishing, swishing——

Kent clenched his teeth and bent his
body bracingly against the giant sirocco.
The terrifying, ominous roar of that
rushing sand was like the scream of
death in his ears. His dromedary, Kent
noted, had remained on its exhausted
knees, having swung its back to the
driving sand and tucked its long, brown
nose under its forelegs.

Kent wriggled upward. It was diffi-
cult, for he was already half buried in
the weight of the sands that covered
him, and staggered toward his faithful
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animal. Kicking it roughly in the stom-
ach, he forced it to its feet—the stupid,
stubborn dromedary would naturally re-
main there and make no effort to save
its life in the sirocco. Snarling and
endeavoring to bite Kent, the huge ani-
mal staggered to its feet, throwing the
weight of sand from its back and im-
mediately sank into another hollow.

For a moment there came a slight Tull
in the timbre of the gale. Kent wrig-
gled around and struggled to his kuees,
throwing the ponderous load from his
back and shoulders. Lifting his gorra
and corbata from his eyes, he stared a
second into those tumbling clouds of the
murky east. The sand drove into his
eyeballs like a hundred pricking pin
points, stinging and sharp. Before him,
where there had been his dune towering
some two hundred feet toward the stars,
the billows had been reduced to a white,
frothy level. In seconds this had taken
place. That first onslaught of the
bursting sand storm had passed and the
sirocco had settled into a more constant
fury. The desert now, was like a floor,
the sand sweeping across it like black
smoke on a burning prairie. There was
something inhuman, maddening, in that
terrifying, never-ceasing swish like fall-
ing water, penetrating, eating through
the clothing and into the very body of
ma

n.

Constantly leaping to his feet to keep
from being buried alive with the fall-
ing sands, then dropping again to his
side, his back to the storm, Kent waited
for the first killing wave of the sirocco
to spend itself. His neck, face, eye-
lids, arms, and hands, smarted and
stung where the sand had eaten into his
already burning skin. In the sultry op-
pressiveness of the storm-laden air,
Kent could barely breathe, and those
fighting breaths obtained were filled
with the fine dust of the sirocco. Chok-
ing, fighting for his life, he swung about
once more and looked for his drome-
dary.
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Kent knew not where to look for
him. He was some place in the sands
below. For the dromedary it was the
end. Perhaps months later, perhaps
years, perhaps in a few weeks, or, per-
haps never at all, his skeleton of
bleached white bones would be uncov-
ered by -another infuriated sirocco,
which constantly rearranged and moved
the topography of Africa’s Sahara.

Battling against the storm, Kent kept
constantly changing his position. As
he did so his brain worked desperately.
Were all the fates against him? Was
it not enough to have lost his own entire
company, that of his comrade Rivas’s,
and to have suffered defeat? Now the
storm gods of the desert had to throw
up trémendous barriers for him to strug-
gle against. Kent’s heart halted in its
beatings for the moment. His markers!
They were, of course, by now, hurled
to the four unknown corners of the
Sahara, and buried. The Legion would
have no clew of his tracks to follow.

He tried standing to his feet. He
held his own for a moment. Then a
powerful blast of wind bent him stag-
geringly to his knees. He could not
determine the velocity of the sirocco, of
course, but he knew that it was well
over a hundred miles an hour.

If he could only make the secluding
walls of the palms that encircled the
El Ougadir oasis! It wasnt far, but
in such a violent sirocco it might as
well have been at Timbuktu. Dazedly
he studied out his fate. He might
struggle across on his knees, wriggle
on his stomach, walk at odd moments,
and make that fringe of palms by sheer
herculean plunges.

No telling how many hours the storm
might last. Sometimes they spent them-
selves in a couple of hours and then
again, at times they raged for several
days; as a general rule, however, they
seemed to follow the rising and setting
of the sun. He told himself that he
must make the one last terrific struggle
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to gain the oasis. If he was buried
lost in the attempt, he at least would be
dying with his boots on.

Alone and lonely, somehow Kent
fought his way into the teeth of the
raging sirocco until the lashing fronds
of El Ougadir’s date palmis roared out
over his head. His mouth was half
filled with sand, his eyes nearly blinded,
the knee pads worn from his breeches,
and his hands and kneecaps raw, when
he sank exhaustedly within that rim of
the oasis where the palms thundered
their age-old Saharan moaning.

He could see the high ramparts of
the abandoned Legion blockhaus, so
nicknamed by the German legionarios,
that reared its crumbling, sun-bleached
walls and high turrets from the lone
hill of El Ougadir. Many years back
it had been an active outpost, but, with
the interim of years, the active outposts
had been moved farther to the north and
civilization as the Djicheur had become
more tamed. Since those earlier years,
the blockhouse, so rich in desert history
and stained with the crimson blood of
brave legionarios and battling Djicheurs,
had become the lonely haunt of lizards
languoring in the sweltering sun, of
misdirected caravans, and of the roving
gypsy tribes, with now and again a band
of marching ‘legionarios picketing their
rifles along its silént and deserted em-
brazures.

Kent dtopped quietly into a deep sand
hole beside the dried-up river bed that
wound through the oasis. In secret he
waited tensely, listening, peering into
that opaque blackness before him. Al-
though the sand whistled through the
air over his head and cut shriekingly
into the trunks of the trees around him,
the place was a paradise of a haven to
Kent compared to the open desert.

Of one thing he was quite calmly cer-
tain, the sentries would have returned
to the camp and out of the sirocco. EIl
Corsario would know, that night of
howling nights, of sirocco of siroccos,
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.no one could live out on that tossing
sea of sand and death.

There would be no troublesome com-
panies of the Legion Espaiiol to over-
take or surprise him. He was safe in
that abandoned blockhouse which he had
commandeered. And, had not the too
altruistic Legion been vanquished? A
momentary contentment settled over
Kent. He realized that he had under-
gone a very narrow escape with Dame
Death. :

But, while the sirocco had nearly
brought him to an untimely end, at the
samé time it had Been a blessing in dis-
guise, for had it not allowed him to
reach his present spot—almost within
the very tent walls of the great corsair
—undiscovered. At least the fates had
been kind enough to have allowed Him
to get within a mile of the oasis before
the storm broke.

A new hope pounded through Kent's
fire-hot veins. Happily these new
thoughts settled over him. Grimly, he
laughed. He had stolen a march on El
Corsario! The fighting tactics of the
Djicheur of old Morocco were to move
against the Christian in mysterious,
barefooted silence, under the cover of
night, during the excessive heat of the
seasons, and picking the very worst of
those violently hot summer days when
the Anglo-Saxon legionario, the Latin,
or 'the soldier of northern blood could
not bear up under its terrific-heat that
sometimes mounted to an unbelievable
temperature of a hundred fifty to a
hundred sixty degrees! The Djicheur
could move under these conditions.

Bien, gritted Kent. He would fight
them with their own tactics. He would
show El Corsario’s “Silent Ones,” as
the great corsair had termed his tribes-
men, that he could “talk” to them in
their own language. Thus would the
Silent Ones be able to understand its
working. Only, he would have to be
very careful—very, very care—

With a sudden, fearsome start that
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shot first icy, then fiery darts of pain
through his being, Kent sprang upward.
He had been asleep! His body ached
as though it had been beaten to a pulp
by a hundred of the heaviest sledge
hammers.

How he had slept! A deathlike
stupor!” But something had touched
him. He ran his fingers over his right
ear lobe, the ear lobe that had been
pierced with a bullet and that had been
caked with dried blood. It was moist
to his touch, the blood seemed to have

.gone; the ear was not bleeding. What

was it? He had felt a strange some-
thing moving at his ear. Strange, that!
Had he been discovered?

‘Was he already surrounded, before
he had even had a look into Corsario’s
inner- lair? body rigid with fear
and apprehension, waiting each second
for some fated hand of Death to reach
out for him through the gloom, Kent
stared through the wild night and lis-
tened, listened with straining, almost
bursting eardrums, waited through the
tense, silent seconds that seemed cen-
turies to endure.

The thunderous roar of the sirocco
lashing the fronds of the palms above
his head. Nothing else. Still, Kent
felt that strange, inexplicable intuition
telling him that there was some form of
life, and of danger, lurking near at
hand, watching him, waiting its mo-
ment to spring out at him, to snuff out
his life.

In those few seconds Kent had years
of age added to his life. He cursed
and reviled himself for “his lack of
vigilance, for falling asleep right at the
door of opportunity and, on the very
threshold of death.

.~ He knew that a number of hours had

psed. He wondered how many.
Suddenly he stiffened. Cold sweat
broke out over his tortured body. With
wide eyes he tried to pierce the gloom
before him. Yes! A low-huddled
shadow was creeping slowly through the
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darkness toward him.. He saw it clearly
now, just a few feet above the top of
the ridge of his hideout. Closer, closer
it was creeping toward him.

Deftly, Kent reached for his pistol.
Simultaneously he realized, almost be-
fore it was too late, that it would be
a mistake to fire a shot into the night.
It would announce to all of Corsario’s
band that trouble was at hand. He
slipped his heavy gun into its holster and
grabbed his saber. Quietly, he with-
drew it from its scabbard. Then the
shadow moved quickly.

Kent sank back with a pent-up sigh.
A dog!  He could see the four legs
now, standing atop the ridge. The
animal was staring down at him with
extended neck. Then he padded down
the slope of the sandy kole toward Kent,
came close, commenced licking his
cheek.

For a second Kent wondered whether
he ought not kill the animal. He might
betray his presence there. He won-
dered whether the dog did not have a
master near at hand. It seemed good
to meet - some form of life. Kent
stroked the shaggy back. Dogs were
scarce in the region, tame ones even
more so. It was quite evident that the
animal was not a cur. He appeared to
be some species of Airedale. The
shoulder and leg muscles were trem-
bling, quivering, Kent saw. Evidently
he had had some sort of fright, or had
been running a long distance. In com-
panionable burrowings the dog settled
beside Kent and nestled its moist nose
into his palm. = After this, thought
Kent, how can T run a saber through
his friendly heart?

After several moments of continyed
silence, Kent became assured that~the
dog had been out foraging alone. Fle
had been licking Kent’s wounded ear.
He was grateful that the animal had
awakened him. In his condition of ex-
treme weariness, who knew but that he
might have slept right on into the bright
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daylight when he would immediately
have been discovered. He glanced .at
his watch; it was slightly after four
o'clock. Zape! He had slept from, at
the least, since eight the previous eve-
ning! It seemed incredible, but such
had been the intensity of his weariness.
How much he had needed that rest,
and yet, how he had wasted precious
time!

Quietly, Kent took a deep draw on
his water canteen, drained it. He had
one left. He wished to dispose of his
first canteen so that he wouldn’t be bur-
dened with it. Pushing it under sev-
eral clumps of jujubier bushes he buried
it deep in the sand. Standing to his
feet he stared off into the gloom. A
number of lights blinked here and there
shrough the oasis, even at that hour of
the morning.  Although the place
seemed utterly deserted, Kent realized
that he could not be too bold. Corsario
was still living in a state of war. There
was bound to be a sharply defined feel-
ing of tenseness and apprehension
among the tribesmen and sleep would
therefore he lighter than usual.

The heavy odors of camel dung and
living things came down on the wings
of the storm. One could smell those
Djicheur encampments for miles away
on the desert when the wind was right.
Softly, Kent pushed to his feet and off
among the palms, holding his stout-
handled saber in his right hand, his
pistol in readiness in its holster. His
body tense, his breath coming in short,
heavy gasps, Kent set out to recon-
noiter the camp and to discover what
he, as one man, might be able to do
toward furthering the cause of his
Legion, and of the American girls he
expected were still held prisoners off
there by El Corsario. The dog, who
by now had apparently become a de-
voted pal of Kent's, trailed faithfully
close at his heels. That, he liked.

Skirting cautiously among the trunks
of the palms at the edge of the great
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water hole, Kent made firm in his mind
of the general directions around the
place. To the southward he saw a dozen
or more large oil torches flaring hori-
zontally out into the wild night wind.
One thought leaped through his mind
at, their sight: prisoners!

The Djicheur always maintained
torches over his stockaded prison camps
at night. “This was not the first time
that Kent -had slipped unaware into a
Djicheur stronghold; there was that
time back in 1925 when Abdul Krim
stormed the parapets at Toum Agoug
—but that is another story. Kent
peered into the black night. Were his
comrades there?

He hastened ahead, stubbed his toe
painfully against a palm stump or root.
He lurched forward, almost fell, recov-
ered, and winced with pain. Steadying
himself at the wall of a small gourbi,
or native hut, he hesitated a moment in
silence, listening. There might be a
sentry within those mud walls! Stealth-
ily he crept around its rough surfaces
and peered within. Emptiness! That
was good. He then dropped over a
dirt ledge that marked the bank of the
water hole and slithered across on his
stomach to a row of low Djicheur tents
after the style used by the Bedouin. At
the far end of that row a single torch
illuminated the rude trail, the sav:
hovels of camel’s hair, in gruesome light
and shadow. 2

Several hundred yards farther up the
trail, he noted, was the gray loom of
the abandoned: blockhouse.  There,
doubtless, was where the desert chief-
tain would be in hiding, he figured.
But those tents! He wanted to ex-
amine them. Came a dull snarl behind
him! Kent flung about -angrily—his
dog. He slapped the animal sharply
across the nose. Silence. As quietly,
then, as a lizard, he wriggled across on
his stomach to the first tent and waited,
listening. Came heavy breathing from
within. The yellow beams of the torch-

THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

lights glimmered sickly down the age-
old paths of the oasis. Slowly, tensely,
Kent lifted the camel’s-hair cloth at the
base of the Djicheur tent wall, lifted it
and peered under.

For several minutes he stared in
breathless silence. As his eyes became
accustomed to the light he distinguished
four occupants, two Djicheur men and
two Djicheur women, sleeping. Two
long curved scimitars rested on blan-
kets near their feet. Softly reaching in,
Kent slipped them, one after another,
through the sand to the outside of the
tent. Burrowing in the sand he quietly
pawed dirt over them and buried them
from view. Cold perspiration poured
out over his body as he worked. One
false move, one misdirected motion that
should cause the slightest sound, he
knew, would mean his end.

Slipping along, then, to the next tent,
he proceeded with the same tactics.
There were six huge warriors sleeping
in the next one and these seemed more
uneasy and sleepless than those with
the women. It was with the keenest

ion that Kent d to
withdraw those deathly blades from the
Djicheur sleeping quarters—blades that
had drawn the blood of his comrades.
Another stealthy burying of those long,
steel weapons below the sands and Kent
was slipping, hand over hand, with the
stealth of a desperation-driven wolf and
the keenness of a bloodhound, on to
his next tent. If he could only get to
that torchlighted stockade where he was
sure he would find his comrades, then
he might be able to develop a wily plan
he had circling through the back of his
brain.

Those legionarios of his, those stout-
hearted little captains from hell, were
somewhere  within  those  shadowy
realms of the oasis, he felt sure. It
was not altogether the desire to cap-
ture the weapons, however, that drove
Kent on and on, from tent to tent, on
that stubborn mission of his. It was
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the innocent lives of those American
girls and the search for something that
—he lifted the mouse-colored flap of
the next Djicheur tent with delicate,
trembling fingers.

This one was nearer, so much nearer,
to that glaring yellow torchlight. Kent’s
heart pounded within him like a great
Chaamba tom-tom. Had he seen aright?
He had! It was there! That which
he had been hoping to find. The radio!

Three compact metal boxes strew the
sand against the pale, yellow gleams of
the torchlights. Set up, ready for use.
Before it, on the sands, however, sat
a towering Djicheur. His turbaned
head was bent low over his knees, his
arms, hands around his ankles, sleeping.
His musket rested across his feet where
it had apparently fallen in his slumbers.

A wave of exhilarated hope flashed
through Kent’s body, gladdened his
heart. Zape! If he could only get com-
mand of that outfit! If he could just
get his fingers onto that wireless key!
Only a few seconds were all that would
be needed to send out his position!

Fired with expectancy, Kent dropped

. the tent wall for a moment to conjure
his thoughts. It was a set that worked
with very little noise. If he could dis-
pose of that sleeping sentry in some
manner he should be able to use it with-
out waking any one. Aided by the
wail of the booming sirocco, and the
rush of sand, it was hardly believable
that he would be heard.

Anxiously, he stared off into the hol-
low of the oasis, and beyond to the many
torches that crackled and sputtered in
the moaning storm. Through those
dark, lashing palm fronds Kent caught
a sight that brought him to stark rigid-
ity in his tracks. Numberless figures
hunched over in the gloom, sitting on
the slopes of that stockaded area.
Legionarios! With straining eyeballs
Kent watched the ground over those
desolate slopes. Yes, now and thien one
would move! Backs to the storm they
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hunched. Around the hills, then, he
made out a high, picketed fence. A
regular Djicheur prison stockade!

Kent's heart beat wildly. For a mo-
ment he was torn between two thoughts,
two problems. Should he first go over
there into that hollow of the oasis and
endeavor to free his comrade legion-
arios, or, should he try to recover the
radio and send a message? Inasmuch
as he was already on the spot with the
radio, and that there was danger in mov-
ing from the place and awakening the
sentry in so doing, he decided to make
a fight for the radio.

Taking a fresh grip on the hilt of
his saber, Kent slowly dug his knees
into the sands beside the Djicheur tent
and lifted once more the camel’s-hair
tent wall. Waiting for a loud and fresh
wail of the sirecco, he then stealthily
pushed bodily and boldly. through and
into the interior of the Djicheur hovel.
With a quick, deft stroke he swept the
Arab musket clear of the fellow’s feet.
The Djicheur, startled, lifted his head
from his knees, drowsily. Simultane-
ously, Kent had leaped to his feet.

The Djicheur’s eyes suddenly wid-
ened, he stiffened, his lips drew back
into a snarl. At that second Kent’s
Legion saber, with agile swiftness,
flashed through the gloom. There came
a burst of crimson blood at the throat
of the dazed desert brigand. With a
muffled gurgle the huge form toppled
to one side. Kent, in one lightninglike
bound, leaped atop it, smothered the
form in the loose folds of the fellow’s
djeelaba so that there would be no fur-
ther sound.

In a thrice Kent had slipped across
to the radio, dropped back the cover
that encompassed the sending key,
thrown the tiny switch, and was fever-
ishly tapping out the Legion call letters
in dots and dashes. Listening with a
desperate fervor, he sought to reach his
Ait Ahmed post, and between times
catch the first warning note of any ap-
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proaching danger outside the tent that
might lead to his discovery. Then his
face lighted with a great joy.

He pressed the ear phones closely
down over his ears and held them tighter
to the sides of his temples. His heart
throbbed and pounded deep down within
him as he listened. Through that lonely
African night then, there came the
strange, plaintive tunes of the wireless
waves, of dots and dashes. Excitedly
Kent leaned over toward the muscular
Airedale before him.

“Coraje!” he whispered earnestly.
“We have them, old fellow!”

It was too good to be true. He had
gotten through! He had obtained his
O. K. to proceed sending. Those never-
sleeping legionarios at Ait Ahmed were
on the job—they were always on the
job! Through the thunderous boom of
the storm, sweat poring out over his
tired body, Kent bore down on his
delicate key with the rapid message:
CoMANDANTE CORDOBA,

L. E. Post 87,
Ait Ahmed.

This is Kent at El Ougadir oasis. El Cor-

sario is here with captured caravan party and

over seventy-five Legion prisoners. Rush
help as—

Suddenly Kent's fingers stiffened on
the wireless key. He stared toward his
dog that had sprung to his feet. Had
he seen the tent wall behind Kent move?
The Airedale, lips drawn back over his
teeth, was slithering across the sands
on his stomach toward a definite spot
of the tent wall. As quick as a tiger
Kent grabbed his saber, whirled for the
tent wall and thrust his head outside.

A long, dark shadow met his eyes.
The shadow was just lifting the tent
wall to Kent’s extreme left, at the spot
he had just abandoned. A long
Djicheur musket barrel was just easing
under that thin sheet of camel’s hair.
There came a sudden flash of bright
steel in the dark. Kent had leaped.

Crash!  The Djicheur, startled,
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pulled the trigger of his rifle. Kent
would have given anything to have pre-
vented that lone shot, but it was too
late now. .

Again and again Kent drove his
saber through the struggling Djicheur
that had striven to take his life. The
desert gypsy lurched forward to Kent,
who caught him in his arms and eased
him quietly to the sand. Then, with
sweat-slippery hands, he dragged his
attacker quickly within the tent.

That done, he waited in breathless
silence for further trouble that he ex-
pected. No movement, no noises, ex-
cept for the roar of the storm. Reach-
ing out, Kent patted the head of his
dog affectionately. It had been a close
call, too close for comfort, and he well
realized that the animal had saved: his
life.

There was no doubt in Kent’s mind,
however, that the shot must have been
heard by some in that Djicheur strong-
hold. He would have to be on his
guard more than ever now. Bending
low over the still form of his tribal
marauder, he slipped the scimitar cord
from his neck and lifted the long blade
clear.

Picking up the fellow’s musket, he
wrapped it in his bournouse and tucked
it under his arm. Then he hustled out
the tent. Once outside he buried the
rifle and scimitar at the rear of the
tent, in the same manner as he had
done with the others.

In perplexity Kent hesitated a mo-
ment to gather his wits. Beyond the
line of palms down in the hollow, those
torches continued their lurid flarings.
He must hasten there and see if he had
been correct in his surmise that his
Legion compaiieros were in that region
of the oasis. Slipping along on his
hands and knees, he peered over a dirt
ledge of some six feet height and looked
down. Darkness. He slid his heels
over the ridge and dropped.

He landed, and on the instant was
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thrown to his feet. Pandemonium
heaved around him. He felt life on all
sides. Two crushing pressures rolled
his_sides. The whole earth seemed
achurn, moving. There was a peculiar,
animal smell around him. His hand
flung out, caught at something warm
and shaggy. Camels! Dromedaries!
He had unwittingly dropped onto a nest
of them.

Struggling to his feet he pushed and
shoved them about until he was once
more in a clearing. Disturbed and
startled, the animals rushed this way
and that, snarling and shoving. Kent’s
dog yelped several times. Kent cursed.
Leaping behind a palm trunk he flat-
tened himself in the shadows and
waited, listening for any further signs
of unwanted life.

Would he ever get clear of that death
hole, he asked himself. Would he ever
be able to do anything that would aid
the freedom of the caravan party and
his comrades? The outlook appeared
black. Well, at least, he had gotten
most of his message off to his coman-
dante; he was never more grateful for
anything in his life.

That had been one real break of good
fortune. All was not lost yet. Per-
haps=—easing along the lower embank-
ment he reached the region of the burn-
ing torches. Resting for a second be-
hind a high jujubier bush, he stared out
and studied the spot that he thought im-
prisoned his Legion comrades.

A stake fence some twelve feet in
height met his gaze.- On its corners and
along its upper ledges flared the torches.
As he moved nearer he could distinguish
the pale khaki of the Legion uniforms.
His legiq ios! His lost des!
None other. His heart went out to
those brave fighters within that stock-
ade—awaiting the hour when the roar-
ing sirocco should pass and the Djichear
corsair could proceed with his torture
pastimes. Could he ever reach that
fence undetected? Where were the sen-
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tries? No one was in sight. Was it
possible that they had merely left their
prisoners there, unguarded, locked in,
during the storm?

Suddenly a shadow emerged at the
northern end of the stockade. Kent
jerked to rigidity. A sentry? Yes!
His back to the storm, his white
djeelaba robe whipping out around him,
black carbine over his shoulder, he
looked slowly through the dark about
him. In a moment he had disappeared
on his patrol, lost in the shadows. Kent
counted the minutes that the fellow had
been gone before he returned to view.
It had been approximately two minutes.
‘When he turned again into the shadows
Kent told himself that he must try to
gain the stockade gate. How was he
to do it? *

If he darted toward those stockade
walls full in the light he might be seen
from other sources. Would he have
time to do any work before the sentry
returned again? He believed he would
reduce hazard by crawling along on his
stomach.  Slipping down, Kent com-
menced rapidly wriggling, like the
Silent Ones, across the sands toward
that great entryway leading to his com-
rades. His faithful dog crouched
knowingly along beside him. Body taut

“with nervous tension, Kent reached the

wicket gate and flattened himself at
its base waiting for the sentry to pass.

As the dark shadow circled the cor-
ners and then passed fromuview, Kent
slipped his hands upward and felt over
the heavy lashings that held the great
gate. True to Djicheur custom, it had
been securely bound with numberless
leather thongs. Drawing out his saber,
Kent slashed as quietly as possible
through the tight wrappings. There
came a giving of the wall, the gate fell
away slightly. Once more Kent dropped
to his knees and waited. At the next
turning of the sentry he pushed the
great wicket gate slowly back and—
wriggled through!
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Within he stared around him. There
was his gang! Dozens of them! In
low, helpless and hopeless positions and
groups they slept in the storm. Glad-
ness radiated Kent’s being as he realized
he was going to be able to free these
brave hearts under those lonely skies.
Hope gleamed ahead. The sirocco
howled and screamed in eerie, louder
wail over head. Night of a night,
thought Kent. What would happen to
them? Crawling along he slipped up
to the nearest legionario. It was Emer-
son, a tough little Canadian, known in
the outfit as “El Canuk.”

Shoving a hand quietly over the
Canadian’s mouth, Kent held it there
while his companion raised upward in
startled movement to a sitting posture.
Wide of eye, the legionario peered
through the wild night. Then he drew
back as though he had seen a ghost, a
queer, incredible phantom! Catching
his breath in a sharp sibilation, he then
leaned forward and gazed deeply into
Kent’s face.

“Teniente!” he breathed in unbeliev-
able astonishment. “You, a prisoner,

o

Kent shook his head negatively.

“No! Silencio! I'm going to try
to get you all out of here; but quiet!
Our freedom depends on it. Help me
gather together the others.”

In rapt and awesome incredulity the
face of the legionaire lighted with sud-
den understanding. Kent bent over him
and whispered.

“Vaya! Pronto!
Hurry!”

“sin

As stealthily as desperate wild cats,
Kent and Emerson wriggled among
their fighting comrades and softly
pressed them together in a shadowy cor-
ner of the stockade. One by one those
grim fighters gripped hands with their
beloved officer and leader, and their
rescuer. Their devotion and new hope
brought a thick lump in Kent’s throat.

Rouse the others.
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If there were any braver, or more loyal
fighting men in the world then Kent
wanted to have them shown him. He
doubted that there could be.

CHAPTER VIL
ESCAPE.

N a few words he told them of the

scimitars and rifles buried in the
sands at the rear of the Djicheur tents.
They were to get them as covertly as
possible and steal along after him into
the great blockhouse, where El Corsario
was certain to be holding the caravan
party and making his headquarters.
There, they would do everything pos-
sible to rescue the civilian party and
then, if possible, get dromedaries and
escape into the Sahara. After that they
would work their way back to Toum
Agoug. En route they would hope to
meet up with some scouting parties.

“Bueno!” whispered *Kent as he
looked around the band of his tough
hearts assembled beside him. “Now,
on your bellies. I've seen one sentry at
the northern end. We've got to get him,
muzzle him. No noise! Not a sound.
Smother the sentry. Then on to the
Djicheur tents.”

The legionarios nodded grimly. #Like
Saharan lizards, in single file, they
wormed their way along through the
sands of the stockade, then softly out
the narrow opening of the prison gate.
Close along the outer walls of the
prison camp on and on toward the un-
suspecting sentry they moved. At the
northern corner of the wall the legion-
arios waited.

The soft padding of bare, Djicheur
feet in sand reached nearer. The
legionarios tensed for their spring.
Suddenly the white-robed figure, a
towering Djicheur nothing under seven
feet in height, his flowing djeelaba
whipping out in the wind before him,
staggered backward and stared, white
of face.
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In stark terror' he glared at that
strange apparition that crawled along
the fence pickets at his feet. The hor-
ror on his face might have been fear
of the legionario, or it might have been
from fear of the punishment that would
be meted out to him by El Corsario
when it had been discovered that his
prisoners had escaped.

As he staggered backward he flung
his musket high above his head and
tried to bring it down in some sort of
defense. He was too slow for the six
strong-armed legionarios that leaped
through the dark for his sun-bronzed,
muscular throat.

Fired with hatred, and thirsting for
revenge, those tough-hearted ones thun-
dered to the ground with their white-
robed Djicheur. Hands clapped like
vises over the sun-parched lips that
struggled to scream for help. In soft
thumpings, deep grunts and groans, all
muffled in the roar of the howling si-
rocco, the group of fighting legionarios
silenced their hated enemy quickly and
as quickly dispatched his soul to Allah.

The job done, the legionarios stood
to their feet. Quietly Kent waved his
arm over his head in signal for the men
to follow him toward the buried
weapons. Up the ‘sand ridges and
around the hollow containing the drome-
daries he led his silent-footed ones
toward the Djicheur hovels. Pointing
to the hollow he whispered:

“Down there are dromedaries. When
we finish our job that's where we’ll get
transportation.”

For a moment hé hesitated on the
ridge holding his men beside him. For
the sake of secrecy Kent figured that
it would be wisest for him to try to ap-

" proach the great blockhouse alone, or
with one man.

“Listen, brave ones,” he counseled.
“El Canuk and myself will go te recon-
noiter Corsario’s blockhouse. Close in,
in silence, on these Djicheur tents.
Secure the weapons. Dispose of the
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Dijicheurs in those tents. Give Canuk
and myself time to get to the block-
house, and inside, before you go to
work on these slumbering Djicheurs,
too, otherwise we may all be trapped.
Bien. We go!

The legionarios nodded. Kent took
the heavy scimitar held by Rodriguez, a
tall Basque, that had been captured
from the stockade seatry, and passed it
to Emerson. Then he beckoned the
Canadian to follow him.

“You know the entrance to the block-
house?” quesnoned Kent.

“Si.. sefior

“Buena' Lead the way.”

As Kent slipped past his legionarios
they gripped his hands, his shoulder, or
his arm, to wish him luck. In a mo-
ment the shadows had separated them.
Fired with fresh enthusiasm, Kent
strode vigorously through the wind-
torn shadows of that desolate outpost
with his comrade. As they hurried
quietly through the hollow containing
the dromedaries, Kent recognized that
there was a large group of them. To
Emerson he whispered:

“There are many in Corsario’s band
now "

“Si, amigo. Many! Too many!
There were more than three hundred
strange tribesmen waiting for Corsario
at the oasis when we were herded in
here last night. It is said that Corsario
has sent messengers all through the
Atlas and the Sahara for the tribesmen
to join him on a great war against the
Spanish. He thinks himself a second
Abdul Krim, teniente, and that this war
will be even larger and more successful
than was the last uprising. When they
have whipped the Spanish—when—then
they plan to sweep on into French
Morocco and French Algeria and wipe
up the French Légion. Several hun-
dred more tribesmen are expected by
dawn, or before, but the sirocco will
delay——"

A series of shadows darted across
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their path. The two men leaped back
and flattened against the palm trunks.

A half a dozen or more wild Arab dogs

streaked past them, startled in the night.
Again proceeding along, the two com-
rades reached the wide hill on which
stood the great abandoned blockhouse,
wind-swept and open to the stars. To
the eastward Kent noted faint streaks
of crimson tinting the skies. Soon full
daylight would be upon them.

As Kent looked toward the eastern
fringes of the shadowy oasis a trem-
bling went through his body. Dotting
the sand in gray and black indistinct
shadows, seemingly hundreds on hun-
dreds of those low, Djicheur tents
marked the early-morning sands of the
camp. The sirocco was fast dying to a
normal wind. With the rising of the
sun it was probable that the desert
would emerge windless and silent. Then
there would come pouring in from all
points of the compass, the gypsy, blood-
seeking tribes to swell El Corsario’s
murderous ranks. Speed meant the
freedom and safety of all. 'Kent felt
a strong pressure gripping his arm.
Emerson was attracting his attention to
a row of jujubier bushes that defined
the trail leading to the blockhouse.

‘Ahi’”  he whispered hoarsely.
“There is the only protected entrance
to Corsario’s stronghold.”

Kent nodded. Silently he took the
lead up the crude path. A mud wall
some eight feet high met them at the
end of the trail. A strong metal gate
blocked their further passage. Kent ex-
amined it closely. It was securely fas-
tened from the inside. He leaned over
Emerson.

“Venga! We must climb the wall.
Boost me over.”

In quick, deft movements Kent
wormed over the wall, hung on, his
stomach on the ledge, and pulled his
comrade up after him.

Together, on the opposite side, they
slid to the soft sands. Skirting the
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walls of the blockhouse they reached the
rear of the place. A dirt floor revealed
an open kitchen. Several large iron
pots were steaming over two. fires built
on the sand. Some one was walking
within the second back room of the
old Legion garrison. Breakfast was be-
ing prepared. Kent pushed his com-
rade down, low to the ground. On their
hands and knees, desert style, they crept
toward those sounding footsteps that
moved around the pots and pans.
Around the corners of that crumbling
wall Kent bent low like a crouched
lynx waiting to spring at his prey. Two
bronzed bare legs stepped down from
the inner floor of the kitchen to -the
sands. Like a whiplash Kent’s strong
arms sped out and grappled those bony,
Djicheur feet. Dull thud! The cook
crashed to the floor. In quick legion-
ario thrust, Emerson plunged the
Djicheur scimitar into that startled, bat-
tlirig bournouse. There was not a gasp,
not a gurgle, so sudden and so positive
had been the charge. Together the
two legionarios drew the cook outward
from the kitchen and pushed him
through the sand and around the cor-
ners of the blockhouse out of sight.
Returning, the two men, their faith-
ful dog between them, hastened through
the rear room and on mto the great
blockh

eating room, then a series of smaller
rooms in which there were caravan
lashmgs, thongs rifles, and bandohers
and camel

Wlth an agile reach Emerson bent over,
grabbed a high-powered Mauser rifle,
a belt of ammunition, and stepped in
hurriedly behind Kent. Down a long,
silent corridor the two moved, fully ex-
pecting to be pounced upon from some
unseen angle at any moment. *

The dog, Kent saw, had now taken
the lead and was standing at the en-
trance of a high doorway over which
hung a long tapestry, swaying in the
dying gusts of the mad sirocco. The
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Airedale stared up at Kent with wistful,
pleading eyes, as if to say, won't you
look in here? Kent trusted the animal’s
senses. On tiptoes, anxiously, he
reached the entryway, drew back the
tapestry hanging and ' peered inside.
His face paled as he stared within.
There were at least a dozen Djicheur
women sleeping in a circle on a camel’s-
hair mat on the floor. In the center of
that circle lay two white girls. Kent
instantly recognized the blond hair of
the captured American girl.

Kent thought hard and fast. It was
strange, those girls there, safe. Even
though Kent knew that the desert tribes-
men were not particularly desirous of
white women, that they were so care-
fully kept, was odd. There was only
one answer to the enigma: ransom!

How could he ever attract the atten-
tion of those two white girls and get
them out of the room without disturb-
ing the others. It didn’t seem humanly
possible, yet Kent told himself that it
would have to be done in some way.
He whispered into Emerson’s ear:

“Stay here! Guard the door!”

Emerson nodded. Kent, his saber
held in his hand with a viselike grip,
tiptoed with catlike steps across the
floor. It was the one most crucial mo-
ment of his life, and well did he realize
it. All—everything—depended on not
waking any of those half-witted
Djicheur women. Perspiring with ap-
prehension, Kent crept around the sleep-
ing tribal women. Within the circle he
bent over the blond-haired American
girl, pressed his fingers gently to her
lips. Then he pressed harder.

With a sharp start the girl rose to
her knees, fear and horror written on
her face, but she did not cry out. As
she stared from that pretty face as
white as a linen sheet she sark over,
then crumpled to the floor in a dead
faint. Kent steadied her, tried to pre-
vent her from dropping with a nmsy
thump. That was bad.

POP—3B

33

Reaching over he then proceeded to
rouse the second American girl. A thin,
sibilated intake of breath, half a gurgle,
half a thin scream, pierced the air. She
scrambled to her knees and lurched back
with quaking tremors, staring at the
legionario as though she were looking
into the face of a dead one. With
wild, hysterical shufflings the Djicheur
women were astir. A sharp shriek cut
through the room from one of the
Djicheur women on seeing Kent and his
Legion uniform. One and all the
women were scrambling to their frantic
feet.

In one desperate leap Kent bent over,
gathered the blond-haired girl into his
arms and staggered backward. To the
second American girl he yelled:

“Quick! For your life! Follow me!”

Bounding for the entryway, Kent -
reeled out of the room while a dozen
angry hands; strong and clawing, ripped
into the girl he was carrying, jerked at
his clothing, and pulled the clothing
from the limp body of the young woman
in an effort to prevent her release.
Screams and inhuman bestial howls
clattered down the air.

To Emerson he shouted roughly:
“Get that other American kid if you
can! Beat off these she-wolves! Help
me!”

“Back! You scum! Back!” howled
Emerson as he ripped into the Djicheur
women ‘with threatening scimitar.

The angry legionario stormed
through the mob of women and grap-
pled the American girl by the wrists,
literally tore her from her captors. The
blockhouse, though, was now fairly
afire with wild shouts, angry, disturbed
slumberers, racing footfalls, and bang-
ing doors. Fierce commands were
echoing through the halls.

Beating his way to the kitchen door,
Kent reached the exit. Once there he
saw a dozen or more huge Djicheur
warriors tearing up to the rear of the
blockhouse. A door crashed open be-
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fore him. Bounding into the room,
scimitar in hand, plunged a towering
figure, a fierce grimace on his face.

El Corsario!

Quick as forked lightning Kent’s .45
jerked upward from his hip. His gray
eyes snapping fire, his broad, supple
shoulders squared before the door be-
hind him, he covered the white figure
of El Corsario.

“Move! Just once!” pleaded Kent.
“And I'll drill your black heart! You
white-bellied rat!”

Corsario staggered backward before
that ominous blue barrel and the cold
gray eyes that gleamed behind it. Sud-
denly from either side of the desert
chieftain protruded two blued Mauser
carbines. ~ White-turbaned ‘heads of
Djicheurs loomed above them, bronzed
faces staring at