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I was in despair when I began
to lose my hearing. Then one
day —in just 20 seconds—I
discovered how to hear again.
Thanks to the new Beltone
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Phantomold, there’s NO BUT-
TON IN MY EAR. Discover
how you, too, can hear again.
Mail coupon for FREE booklet
that tells all the facts.

MONO-PAC
One-Unit Hearing Aid

Beltone Hearing Aid Company, Dept. 50-TF-3
1450 West 19th St., Chicago 8, Ill.

Beltone Hearing Aid Company, Dept. 50-TF-3

MAIL 1450 West 19th Street, Chicago 8, III.
THIS Please send me in a plain wrapper, without obligation, FREE
booklet that tells how deaf can hear again without a button in
COUPON the ear.

Todoy!
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<I“TRAINED
. MEN AT HOME.

ey OWNS SUCCESSFUL BUSINESS
% g8 “Today

..... 2 I am considered an expert
oy ok Radio-Television Technician, [ have
o xgg four employees working in my shop.
shanc % Repair business has doubled."—PA

w.v« MILLER, Toledo, Ohio.

RADIO ENGINEER ABC NETWORK  S2adisyss
“4 years ago, [ was a bookkeeper with i

a hand-to-mouth salary, Now [ am a BEZ%7
Radio Engineer with key station of &
the ABC network”—NORMAN H &
WARD, Ridgefield Park, New Jersey.

$5 TO 510 WEEK IN SPARE 'mnz

o ‘While learning, made $6.to $10 @

e week in gpare time. Now have a spare

w9 time shop in my home and earn as

G- llﬁh as $26 a week"—LEANDER
NOLD, Pontiac, Michigan.

Ml‘ 'um ’mm :*" ;".
“For the past two years, [ h.gﬂ been %o a8
operating my own ‘business, s
st profit, $6,850. N.R.I-.training  poraZieg
made ft ible.” — PHILIP . 2%
BROGAN, Lauisville, Kentucky. Sl

CATILES GETS FIRST JOB THROUGH W.R.L
o s ;:E: “My firdt job, with KDLR, was ob«
s tained for me by your Graduate Serv-
R ,:5 ice Dept. Am now Chief En ineer,
ey Polige Radie Station WQOX."<T,
wee: § NORTON, Hamilton, Ohio.

SEES PROFIT IN RADIO-TELEVISION E:;
“l am operating my own Radio Sales
and Service business, With FM and
Television, we are lookin g forward to
a very profitable future "—ALBERT
FﬁTRICh.. Tampa, Florida.

e SPARE TIME SERVICE Fﬁ'fs \IEI.I.
g “Work only in spare time at Radio
uge and average about $40 a month. Knew
g nothing about Radio before enrvolling
> w:thH RI"SAMUEL T. DEWALD,
St. Clair, Pennsylvania.
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1. EXTRA MONEY
IN SPARE TIME

As part of my servicing course, I send you SPECIAL
BOOKLETS starting the: day. you enroll that show
fow you can -make §5, $10 or more a week EXTRA
fixing neighbors’ Radios in spare time while learning. & |

Tester you build with parts I send helps. R S SO,
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2 ® G“. PAY J SES SRS
Your next step is a good job installing and servicing e 3.
Radio-Television sets, or becoming boss of your own — #EFa: . A i
Radio-Television Sales and Service Shop, or getting a' B S R SR
job in a Broadecasting Station. In 1945, there were oy e MRt AR S S
9438 Radin Stations. Taday, about 2,700 are on the air! i g K W e O, R
Result—thousands of qualified men stepped into goad X S IR GO G ¢l b
Fbs Then add developments in FM, Two-Way Radio, ot R U gD TR ALV,
olice,. Aviation, Marine, Micro-wave Relay Radio. S0 ' e s GRS 5 7 3
Think what this means! New_jobs, more jobs, good
pay for qualified men.
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And think of the opportunities in Television. Only 19. [ =, " a7
Stations were on the air in 1947.“Today, more than . TR R

fifty, And the experts say there will'be over 1,000 T A e R,
within three years. Manufachuerq are producing over 5 BREROEN  e RO
100,000 Telev:smn sets'a month. Be a successful Radio- g :'ifﬁfi';:fs‘:‘.’%z:f:ﬁfifzg- R S
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Television Operator or Technician . . . get in line for R e T R e

''''''''
5

success and a bright future in America’s fastest-grow. B T S R . P S O L
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Building circuits, mnd:.:)cﬁn_g' experiments with
them, introducing and repalring defects, gives you
valuable, practical experiénce. (Some of the uqulp-

I've frained hundreds of men with no previous ex-
grience to be successful TECHN ICIAI\S I will
rain you, too. Or now you canenroll for my NEW
ractical course in Radio-Television Communica-
ionis. Train for your FCC operator’s or techni-

cian's license. You learn Radio-Television theory

from clear, illustrated lessons in my tested home
study courses.

As part of both my Servicing and Communica-
tions course, 1 semd you MANY KITS of modern
equlpment that “bring to life” theory you learn
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You Bllld Tils TRANSMITTER

As part of my New Communications course;
[ send parts tp build this low-power broad-
casting Trammi r that shows how to put &
station “on the air,” Perigrm p ures
demanded of Broadcast Station operators,

conduct many tests, experiments. |

------
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You Build This MODERN RADIO

R As part 0f my Servicing course, 1 send you
TR speaker, tubes, chassis, loop antenna,
EVERYTHING you
need to build this modern Radio. Use §
it to conduct many valuable testa and
practice servicing. g
yours to keep, s
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ment you get is shown below.) Everything I send
is yours to keep

Mail Coupon for Books FREE

Coupon_entitles you to ACTUAL LESSON on |
Radio Servicing with many pictures and diagrams
plus my 64-page book, “H W TO BE A SUCCESS
IN RAPIO- ELEVISIDN" Jboth FREE. See
what my graduates are doing and earning Send

coupon today. J. £. SMITH, President, Depts
0C09, Natinna! Radio Institute, Rioneer Homo

Study Radio School. Wa.ﬁm:lgton 9, D. C

Good ForBoth - 7'3?52*' e
MR. J, E SMITH, President Dept. OC09 -E; 4 S

¥ National Radio te, Washington 9, 0.€C5,  {A @ .~0SS T

Mail me Sample Lesson and 64-page Book about How to Win
Success in dm—Telews: th FREE. (No salesman
i will call. Please write plainly.

GET THIS TRAINING
WITHOUT COST

UNDER G. 1. BILL. 7
MAIL COUPON Now. o
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OW far back can you remember?

Most of us, including your Skip-
per, aren’t nearly old enough to recall
plckmg up the newspaper, one bright
morning back in 1903, and reading an
obscure item about a pair of characters
named Wilbur and Orwlle Wright get-
ting off the ground in a flying machine
at Kitty Hawk, North Carolina.

But I’II bet there’ 8 not one kiwi among
you who ean’t remember the day when
all airplanes had props and when jets
were still a pipe-dream of the future
Many of you, too, digging way back in
your think tanks, can recall when planes
customarily had two wings instead of
one. But did you know it was a hotrock
flier named Frank Hawks who was
largely responsible for the changeover?

Let’s refresh our memories a bit.
Let’s rev our props, give the throttle a
shove, and take a quick hop baeck to the
gold-fleeced 1920’s—before prosperity
made its well-known crash-landing. Now,
unfastening our safety beits, let’s step
down and see what we can see. Ah, we're
right in the middle of that wild-and-
wooly stunt era, when scarcely a week
passed without somebody dragging a
plane out of a barn and taking off non-
stop for Europe, India or—unforiunate-
ly, too often for oblivion,

Blood, Sweat—cmdl Jeers

Yes, cloud-busters, the price of air
progress has not been cheap. Undoubted-
ly, many lives have been sacrificed need-
lessly, but that’s the way it was. You see,
since direct government encouragement
was largely lacking, most pioneer flights
had to be in the nature of stunts to get
backing. Their purpose, primarily, was
to advertise some product—not to add to
the fund of flying lore.

Many of these pioneer fliers had the

best planes and devices the era afforded,
but others did not and it was quite
some time before Federal control finally
cracked down on foolhardy flights m.;..de
with inadequate equipment. But even the
failures increased our knowledge—-for
they taught us what not to do.

When the Tradewind, back in 1931,
attempted a trans-Atlantic flight via
Bermuda and the Azores, the purpose
was to demonstrate the feasilility and
safety of a southern, all-year route for
transport and Irelght flying. They failed.
But by their failure they succeeded in
proving something entlrely different—
the need for carburetor icing equipment
on these trans-oceanic hops.

But let’s consider some of the pioneer
successes, - shall we? Of course, the
classic of them all, the Charles A. Lind-
bergh flight to Paris in the now historic
Svirit of St. Lowis, inaugurated the era
of trans-Atlantic flying, though it was
still to be three years before the first
East to West erossing from Paris to

- New York was accomplished—by Coste

and Bellonte in the Question Mark.

A Record Maker

That Question Mark, incidentally, was
quite a ship. In it, the year before the
Atlantic flight, five men stayed aloft over
150 hours, not only to establish a world’s
endurance record, but to demonstrate
the feasibility of mid-air refueling., And
mid-air refueling, guys and gals—mark
your Skipper’'s word—is sometling-we
are going to hear a lot of in the not too
distant future.

Remember Wiley Post and his famous
Wasp-engined Lockheed, Winnie Mae?
That was another sweet shm It not only
hung up more regords than you could
shake a logbook at, but set a milestone

( Continued on page 8)



. G.3. STUDENT JUDGED

BEST APPRENTICE
IN THE NATION

Ex-G.l. Teolk Course in

Electrical Engineering

I.C.S. Training proves its worth. Recently,
Robert M. Hutchison of Evansville, Ind.,
was picked as “the best electrical appren-
tice in the nation.” He had studied Elec-
trical Engineering with the International
Correspondence Schools.

The award was made by the National
KElectrical Contractors Association. Hun-
dreds of apprentices from every section of
the country figured in the competition.

The same training that brought “Bob”
Hutchison national recognition is available

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 3970~R, SCRANTON 9, PENiA.

$siiere’s why [ consider 1.C. S,
Courses exceptional:
T I.C.S. texts are easy to understand;
explanations are very clear,

® The student determines his own prog-
ress; gets a real sense of achievement,

3 Textbooks and lesson material make a
valuable set of reference books.”

RCGBERT M. HUTCHISON

to you. If you want the security and rewards
that come with sound, practical training,
mark and mail the coupon today. Find out
what I.C.S. can do for you.
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Without cost or obiigation, please ssnd me full particulars about the.course BEFORE which | have marked X:

Alr Conditioning and [ Structural Engineering
Plumbing Courses [ Surveying and Mapping
{1 Air Conditioning Communlications Courses
] Heating {1 Plumbing [ Electronics
[ Refrigeration [ Steam Fitting [ Practical Telephony
Chemical Courses (] Radio, General  [J Radio Operating
{3 Chemical Engineer £] Radio Servicing O] Television
[ Chemistry, Analytic (] Telegraph Engineering
[ Chemistry, Industrial Electrical Courses
(] Chemistry, Mfg. lron & Steel ] Electrical Drafting
(] Petroleum Refining [J Plastics [ Electrical Engineering

[ Pulp and Paper Making ] Electric Light and Powet!
Civil Engineering, Architeo~ Ll Lighting Technician
tural and Mining Courses [ Practical Electrician
[ Architecture Iinternal Combustion
[ Architectural Dmltln% Engines Courses
[] Bridge and Building Foremaa

1 Auto Techniciaa ] Aviation
(] Building Estimating (] Diesel-Electric o
(1 Civil Engineering [ Diesel Engines [0 Gas Engines
[J Coal Mining Mechanical Courses
CJ Contracting and Building [J Aeronautical Engineer's, Jr.
(] Highway Engineering [J Aircraft Drafting (] Flight Engineer
J Lumber Dealer (] Forging ] Founudry Work
] Reading Structyral Biusprints (] Heat Treatment of Metals
] Sanitary Engi ng ] Industrial Engineering
3 Structural Drafting [1 Industrial lostrumentation

] Industrial Metallurgy Textile Courses
(] Machine She [ Mech. Drafting [ Cotton Manufacturing
(] Mechanica! Elnuﬂnl (] Loom Fixin (1] Rayon Weaviag
DNalotbork | e O Letie Deslning
C1 Reading Shop Bieprat e

eet-Ivie ratling Businoss and
[J Sheet-Metal Workes / Academic Courses
(] Ship Drafting - C] Ship Fitting 7 Accounting =~ - {1 Advertising
[ Tool Designing - (] Toolmaking [ App. Psychology - [ Bookkesping
[] Welding Engineeri [] Business Administration

(0 Welding—Gas and Electrig

{1 Bus. Corres
(] Certified Public Accounting

ndence [] Bus. Law

Railroad Courses

) Air Brake — J Car lnspector [] Commerclal {1 Cammercial Art
] Diesel Locowuayy 7~ ] Cost Accounting . |

] Locomotive Engineer ] Federal Tax -~ [J First Year College
(] Locomotive Fireman ] Foremanshi : (] French
(0 Locomclive Machinist [J Good En ‘ug : [ High School
(] Railroad Section Foreman [] Higher ematics' O lliustration

(] Steam-Diesel Loco. Eng.

] Indusirial Supervision

Stationary Eng'r’'g Courses [ Motor Traffic [ Postal Civil Setvice

] Boilermaking (] Retailing [ Retail Bus. Management
{1 Combustion Tanlnwius ] Sahsmngnship [] Secretarial
] Engine Running (] Sign Lettering

(] Marine Engineering (] Spanish | [0 Stenography

(] Power Plant Eng'r'g [ Steam Engr. [ Traffic Management -

City

Present Position

Length of Service in
World War 1!

- P ERRSTESRNORSMIRESATARIRR T L T T e A N Y

Employed by .
Enroliment under G.1. Bill approved for World War Il Veterans. Special tuition rates to members of the Armed Forces.
Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspendence Schools Canadian, Lid., Montreal, Canada;

" % 0 VoA
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BODKS ON APPROVAL

SEND NO MONEY. Just mail the coupon
for a complete set of 4 Big, Thick Auto
Boeoks. 20th Edition. Over 2700 Pages!
Whether you are a mechanic or helper,
expert or apprentice, auto owner or driver,
take immediate advantage of this FREE
EXAMINATION OFFER.

MAKE GOOD MONEY NOW
HOLD A PERMANENT JOB

= Y America wants its antomobiles kept in good
e gVl repair. Men with ““know how’ are in de-
mand, at big pay. These books will help
you get and heold an important job, or give
you & chance to go into business for your-
gself now or later. Any man who half tries
to improve himself can learn auto servicing
and repairing by this quick referenee
method. Use the JIFFY INDEX to find
easily understood answer to any auto prob-
lem. These wonder books prepared by eleven
of America’'s great automobile engineers.
Many hundreds of valuable illustrations.
Send the coupon TODAY.

A Lﬂlr’s consulting privileges
w}:h ,?‘ur e:gin:e::i 'l':ow gl\;tn

3 - w ese books out extra
dloth binding. | "°  charges.  Publishers Since 1898

AMERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIETY, Dept. A349
Drexel Ave. at S8th St., Chicago 3‘5. 1.

CAN YOU FIX IT?

These wonder books tell

step by step HOW to
make difficult airs and
adjustments, ow to
Keep a car at maximum
efficiency, including lat-
est improvements in car
degign and operation.
Engine troubles and how
to correct them well
covered.

4 BIG, THICK VOLUMES
Over 2700 pp., 2000 il-
lustrations, wiring dia-
grams, etc. Beautiful

I would like to examine your 4-Volume Set of Auto Books. I will |

pay the delivery charges only. but if I choose I
express collect. If after 10 8 use 1
send you $2

return them
them, I will

prefer to kee
a month until

and pay the balance at the rate of only $

£24.80 has been pald. In<lude consulting service as offered above.
Name B 0O RSN RRE RN IRt ash a0 sR ISt ssssasEssatssaanas
ACGAPEES 40 0000600000 00000030000000000000sstssttonsssssnas
CilPesecesstececanne sevennn o tesn e State. ccceevv v e

Flease attach letter stating age, occupation, employer’s name and
addrese, and name and address of at least eone business man as
reference. Men in service, also please give home address.

Make extra money like magic! Take orders
for exquisite new ‘‘Flower Basket®’’, other
vzgua Greeting Cards Assortmenta, Low

Iuy% fnumuptuldﬂ%

on fast sales! Large line, including Humor- £
ous, Gift Wraps, newest PLAB%!G and t
Metallic Cards, Personal Stationery, others, g
boosts Juur inecome. Sample Boxes sent ON |
APPROVAL. FREE Imprint Samples. Write now!

ARTISTICCARD CO.,,Inc., 866 Way St.,Eimira, N.Y.

, stanning
ends want to

WORK HOME or TRAVEL., Experience unnecessary.

GEQ. T. H. WAGNER, 125 W. 86th St., N. Y.
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A A 4{;# A
s R RS, Pammo.ootu Mrs. Dowty Eeds
sk ¥ 0 5 4N of Texas, forone Half Dollar; “C'F..j;r
R o R J.D.Martinof Virginia m.ﬁ A7)
A furnsig}gleﬂop r Cent, Mr, S 154
e orge®  Manning of New York, $2,500.00 for £ ¥
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TARMAC TALK

r (Continued from page 6)
| in design. Its molded wood monocoque

construction was the prototype of mod-
ern plastic-plywood planes.

And remember the U.S. Army’s
round-the-world flight in 1924? Yes, be-
lieve it or not, it took them nearly six
months to do it! The ideas they gathered
on structural changes and maintenance,
however, contributed enormously fo-
ward the fast, foolproof flights we know
today.

Over the Ice Cap

A flight from Russia, which ended in
California, back in 1937, was for the
purpose of making a close-range study
of operation under severe Arctic condi-
tions. Experts say that data gathered
then was an invaluable factor in the
Reds’ great winter air war successes
against the Nazis.

Another pioneer Arctic flight was
made by Captain George Hubert Wil-
kins, nine yvears before the Russian hop.
Its purpose: to blaze a franspolar air
path. You see, the boys in the know, have
long said that the Arctic is the air trade
route of the future. But as you are all
well aware, it has yet to pan out.

Which brings your Skipper back to
that fine gentleman, Frank Hawks,
‘whom we mentioned at the beginning of
this spiel. In his great ship, the Tezxaco
12, he set no less than thirteen speed
records. But more important than that,

' he set the pattern for plane design as we

BE A DETECTIVE,|knowit today. For his ship was a low-

wing monoplane, and its amazing speed

DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write | gnd reliability started biplanes on the

way out!

What do the days ahead hold for fly-
ing ? You’ll agree with your Skipper, 1
know, when he says that the young avia-
tion enthusiasts of today will be the men
who design, make and fly—the planes of
tomorrow !

Will you be among them?

LETTERS FROM THE READERS

OW is the time to buzz the old mail-

bag and see what gives. A quick
reconnaissance shows plenty of fine let-

 ters—a few compliments and a few

I (Continued on page 126)
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You receive complete standard equip=
ment, including latest type High-Mu
Tubes, for building various experil-
mental and test units, You progress

by ItEB until you build a come
ple Superheterodyne Receiver. It 8
yours to use and keep-

YOU RECEIVE 'rms' ’
PROFESSIONAL MULTITESTER!

Tou will use this professional instrue
ment to locate trouble or make
delicate adjustments —at home—on

service calls. You will be proud to
own this valuable equipment, Com-
plete with test leads.

SIGNAL GENERATOR
Tad Youconstruct

111111111

e  the Transitron
.L . Signal Genera-
"""""" tor shown here,
e demonstrating
#® ‘Transitron prine
ciples in both R.F,
tagd AF, ustagtes You
study negative type o8«
cillators at first hand.

AUDIO OSCILLATOR

An electronice-

device, which
roduces ‘audio~
requency sige R

nals for modu~ =

lating R.F. (radio frequencyl carriep

waves, testing AP, (audio frequency)

lmplmers. speakers, etc.

T.R.F,
RECEIVER

Youbuild
several
T.R.F. Ree
ceivers, oneg
of which, a 4-
% tube set, is shown
here. You learn construction, aligne
ment, make receiver tests, and do
_trouble shooting.
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and ELECTRONICS
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stan ey are illustr
ﬂnd “ll“ll‘l"ell OPPOﬁlﬂliﬂes throughcftftal;rsiih clga.r diagrams and
in JOBS LIKE THESE: step-by-step examples that you work

out yourself. Every plece of the eqiup~
ment and complete lesson material we
send you is yours to keep and enjoy,
including the multitester, experimental
equipment all parts of the Superhetero-
dyne, tube manual, radio dictionary,
and complete, modern Television texts.
All parts are standard equipment,

Business of Your Own

Radio and Television Manufacturing,
Sales, Service

Broadcasting, Telecasting

Laboratories: Installation, Maintee
nance of Electronic Equipment
Electrolysis, Call Systems

Garages: Auto Radio Sales, Servico

o SYCINEERE Nareny Shop Method Home Training oo
Ol Well and Drilling Companies

it e T oy Earn While You Learn
Theatre Sound Systems With our practical resident Shop
Police Radio Method Home Training, vou study in

yvyour spare time. You receive Spare
Time Work Lessons, which show you
how to earn while you learn. Service
neighbors’ radios and TV receivers, ap-
pliances etc., for extra money and ex-
perience, Many National students pay
all or part of their training with spage
time earnings!

And scores of other good jobs
in many related fields

YOU CONDUCT MANY
EXPERIMENTS LIKE THESE?

Checking action of condensers

Experilmlﬁents with AF and RF .

amplifiers

gxggﬂﬁen{:}s& :til%h resonainco DON'Y DH.AY! The Radio-Television
roduc requencies

Oalibra.tlgg oscilla?urs Industry needs trained men NOW?S

For quick action,
mail coupon
today and we’ll
rush you full in-
formation.

Experiments with diode, grid-bias,
grid lead and infinite impedance
detectors

Practical experlence in receiver
trouble shoating

Application of vlsual tester In checking
parts and circuits

Experiments with audlo oscillators

Advance trouble-shooting

e+« and many, many others

Complete Training by Practical
Resident Trade School, Est. 1905

The same highly trained faculty in-
struction materials and methods used
here in our large, modern resident
school, are adapted to your training
in your own home, Shop Method Home
Training has been proved by hundreds
©f successful graduates.

Both Resident and Home Study
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TO SHED THIS

BEACHCOMBER
RIG, CAN |
CLEAN UP

IN THE SERVICE,
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HEAR HES IN LINE /
FOR THE CHIEFS &

NEVER MIND THE

GOES? QUESTIONS. CAST OFF

AND LET'S GET OUT
OF HERE !

= :
o - o 4 [
et — - ;
L
’ji ath 1. )
‘l, ‘h 5 ::'
%/ ‘
"EII' L " " -
i Fae .
o Iﬁ:' ] , '::.' o e,
R :

i i

) TIEDUPTO A LONELY DOCK IN A SMALL
b h SOUTHERN BAY, JEFF BE s “TROPICAL

.| 7RAMR"/S SPENDING A QUIET EVENING
| ABOARD HIS BATTERED LAUNCH, WHEN...

THIN GILLETTES §
'VEP GO OVER BIG q
GQT Hsnh THIS SHIR, THEY'RE
CANT RECALL ‘@, PLENTY KEEN

7/ FOR QUICK,CLEAN, GOOD-LOOKING ™
SHAVES ... AND MORE OF 'EM PER BLADE
/...USE THIN GILLETTES.THESE BLADES
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Death is Torrey’s co-pilot when
he flies that battered
C-47 into BraziH{

CHAPTER 1
Unluoky Co-Pilot

ORREY SUDDEN, taking a last
deep drag from the cigarette, slid
back the window on she left side of the
cockpit a couple of inches. He held the
butt close to the opening. When his
fingers relaxed their grin, what was left
of the cigarette was sucked through and

instantly whisked away by the slip-

stream.
It fell, he observed, into Brazil.

He grinned his slow, crooked grin,

thinking of all the various lands and seas

1 1]

into which his cigarette butts had fallen
within the last few days. Florida, the



A Flying Fool Breaks All Records as He Takes

Caribbean, Puerto Rico, the Windward
Islands, Trinidad, and—only this morn-
ing—British, French, and Dutch
Guiana. And now Brazil-—and it would
be a long time before his butts again fell
outside these far-flung boundaries.

He left the w’ .dow open, but it didn’t
do much good. It was hot, and getting
hotter, even at four thousand feet. To
double that altitude would take only a
few minutes, and would of course lift
him into a cooler stratum. But climbing
meant extra gas consumptior, and
Belem was stil: many hundreds of miles
alicad. He caref ully checked his fuel
tanks, and re-made the quick mental cal-
eulations which he had already made a
half a dozen times.

Had he been flying for any commer-
- etal airline, even a cargo carrier, he
would have turned back for Cayenne.
The airlines operate on a generous mar-
gin of safety. No pilot would think of
filing a flight plan whlch did not allow
at least a couple of hours’ extra fuel,
enough to reach more than one alte;'nate
port in case the destination should for
any reason be closed down. Alternate
airports in the neighborhoou of Belem
are few, and—like everything else in
Brazil—far between. He figurec to reach
Belem with actually less than an hour
in his tanks. Yet he made no move to
turn, although he did forego the climb
to a cooler level.

E WAS not flying for an airline

. now. He wasn’t even flying for the
Air Force. He was, at last, beyond the
jurisdiction of rules and flight plans and
safety factors. He was flying, if not ab-
solutely for himself, for a boss who
knew nothing about such things, and
cared less,

Torrey was making his own decigions
in these matters, and some of them, he
could foresee, were going to be much
tougher than this one. Before he got
through, he was going to ha .
the last gasping mile out of this old
surplus C-47 more than once, with his
only alternate choice a belly landing in
a river marsh deep in the fevered and
trackless jungle of the Amazon.

There was one thing about Belem,
as he remembered from the days of '43
when he had been flying C-54s for Amer-

- to squeeze:
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ican on the lifeline to Dakar and Tu-
nisia. You could pretty well rely on the
weather, by the season. In the rainy sea-
son it was sure to be foul, so that a man
had to feel his way in along the beam on
instruments, through a sky so loaded
with water that he practlcally had to
shovel it out of the way with a long-
handled spoon. In the dry season, how-
ever, it was equally sure to b fair, with
a great brass ball of a sun blazing down
from a cloudless sky and every pilot
who warmed up his engines raising a
billowing cloud of dust.

With a shrug, he quit worrying about
reaching Belem.

He lifted his hand from the control
column. The nose began very slowly to
rise. He fiddled with the elevator trim
tab until the C-47 flew itself, level and
straight. Then he twisted ’round in his
seat until he could reach the musette
that was stored on the floor in the radio
compartment behind the pilot’s seat. He
dragged it out by the strap and set it
upright on the cushion of the co-pilot’s
seat, which was unoccupied.

His lean fingers loosened the bag’s
buckles, dove under the flap, and lifted
out an objecet about the size of a small
grapefruit, Whlch he balanced on his
knee.

It was a human head.

The hair was long and straight and
black, and was gathered at the ends into
a tight little knot by which it might be
suspended from a nail, or a belt. The
skin was hard and smooth, tanned to a
dark, dirty yellow. The eyelids, held
open by splinters, gave a grolesque leer
to the painted wooden blocks which
filled the sockets. The lips were held in
place by splinters, too—held in a fixed
expression of grim agony. From one of
these splinters hung a short length of
plaited fibre which splayed at the end
into a rude sort of tassel. The loose skin
at the base of the neck was sewed tight
together.

Torrey was staring at this gruesome
object searchingly when a voice came
over his shoulder.

“Cap’n, is this all the luggage— Gosh
A'mighty!”

Torrey turned his head. The crew
chief, who had been asleep back in the
cargo compartment, must have waked



the Sky-1rail the

up and guessed they were nearing
Belem. He was a tall, lean lad from the
Ozarks whom Torrey had picked up,
with the plane, at Oklanhoma City.
Frank’s chief virtue seemed to be an
ability to sleep at any time, uncer any
conditions.

Torrey cocked an eye at him. ‘““T'his 18
my co-pilot,” he cracked, incicat’ng the
head,

Frank’s eyves bugged. ‘“That thing,
Car’'n—it’s real!”

- Torrey’s shoulders moved as he
laughed silently. “Sure,” he admitted;
“it’s real, It’'s an old Spanish custom
down here. Or, rather, an Indian cus-
tom. The Jivaros were supposed to be
the originators, though 1 suppose other
native tribes did the same thing. When
thev licked their neighbors in a battle,
they brought back heads for souvenirs
—and this is the way they kept them.”

“But—how do they make it little, like

that?”

[0
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“It’s supposed to be a secret process.
They peel it off the skull, bo:l out the fat,
fill it with hot sand, and shrink it and
tan it in the smoke from a certain kind
of wood that only grows deep in the
Amazon jungles. Nice job, eh?”

Frank stretched out his hand toward
the trophy, then drew it back abruptly.

“Ugh!” he said, and shuddered. Then

Irackless Jungle Lands/!

o "~
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Torrey carried
with him a human
head, its hair
long, straight ‘and

black

he began to shake his head slowly as the
obvious question arose in his mind. “But,
Cap’n, you said you’d never been back
in the Amazon before ?”

Torrey nodded. “I’ve been in Belem—
sometimes called Para. Never in the up-
river country, though.”

“Then how come you’'ve got this—
this thing?” '
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“Carrying coals to Newcastle, eh?”

Torrey Sudden smiled, but his eyes
narrowed almost imperceptibly. He had
no intention of explaining, at this stage
of the game, just why he was lugging
such a trophy into the Amazon country,
rather than out. Certainly not to Frank
Folsom, from whom he could expect no
answer to the question uppermost in
his mind.

“Oh, it belonged to a friend of mine,”
he said lightly. “He sent it out, and I—
I'm carrying it for luck.”

HE ecrew chief drew back a little

& farther. His voice barely carried
over the steady din of the engines.

“Cap’n, that place we’re goin’, that
port. Is it—" His voice trailed off un-
~ certainly.

“Porto Velho? Yes, it’s way back in
the Amazon country, On the Madeira
River, near the border of Bolivia.
Why 7"

Frank’s voice was suddenly clear and
brittle. “Not me!”

Torrey looked at him, The crew chief’s
eyes were fixed on the ugly little object
balanced on Torrey’s knee. His jaws
were clenched, and there was a pale,
greenish tinge under his eyes.

That was enough for Torrey. Frank
had been a temporary expedient as crew
chief. Though, all other things being
equal, Torrey would have liked to keep
him, But he saw now that that was im-
possible,

“Okay, Frank,” he shrugged. “I’ll get
you a return ticket on Fan-Am, in
Belem. Make sure your cargo lashings
are tight, before we land, heh?”

The crew chief hesitated for a mo-
ment, as if regretting his decision, but
the eogol finality of Torrey’s acceptance
left him no means of reopening the sub-
ject. He backed off, muttering under his
breath, and busied himself in the cargo
compartment.

Torrey did mot immediately return
the grisly trophy to his bag. Studying it
intently, he thought of Paul Randover.

Paul had been his co-pilot, back in ’42
and early ’43, with American. They had
been close as only two flyers can be close,
when each is willing at any time, with-
out word, to put his life nto the safe-
keeping of the other. Although they had
both switched to commissions in Air
"Transport Command on the same day,
the army had promptly parted them.

Paul went to the Caribbean, Torrey to
England, and later into Europe with the
Ninth Air Force, where he stayed to
fly for EATS until early in 1947.

Neither was a prolific letter-writer.
Their correspondence had heen irregu-
lar and, filtered through a skein of
changing A.P.O. numbers, uncertain of
arrival. It was typical that Paul’s last
letter, after pursuing Torrey over some
ten or twelve thousand miles, had
finally caught him two months after his
return to New York.

In it Paul explained, briefly and
vaguely, that he had got his discharge in
Belem. “To get into a business deal,” as
he put it. “Get out of the army and come
down here, Torrey,” he wrote. “There’s
a cold fertune to be picked up in the in-
terior, when you know the ropes. See
Millie as soon as you can get to New
York, She knows where I am.”

This letter had caught Torrey at La
Guardia, just as he was taking off for
Cincinnati and St. Louis. As it hap-
pened, it was nearly three months be-
fore he got back to New York again.
Then he looked up Paul’s wife in her
tiny apartment in Jackson Heights. It
was a shock to find Millie wearing black.

Millie was a tall, cool blonde with
slanting, gray-green eyes who looked
well in black, although her disposition
was normally too gay for it. Paul had
married her in 41 between South Atlan-
tic crossings, “While I was laid up in
Dakar for engine change,” as Torrey
had been wont to remark with feigned
petulance when the three of them
partied together. Out of their five years
of marriage, she had actually lived with
her husband a total of less than five
weeks. She had ‘waited bravely—and
now her husband was dead.

She showed Torrey the letter, writ-
ten in Portuguese on plain papei, from
some minor Brazilian official in Manaos.
O Capitao Randover, it said, had dis-
appeared into the jungle in the region
of Porto Velho, and was presumed dead.
It hinted, without explaining in detail,
that any man lost in the jungle for more
than three days was presumed dead in a
country where carnivorous beasts, in-
seets, fish, and vultures were known to
attack a toppling figure even before it
stopped thrashing. His effects would be
forwarded when practicable.

“Hig effects? Did you receive them?”
asked Torrey.
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“Only some rags of clothes—which 1
threw out—and this.”

She operied a compartment in the
desk, and stepped back.

“For goodness’ sake, Torrey, please
take it away, won’t you?”’ she pleaded.
“I can’t look at it. It’s horrible, I can’t
imagine why he ever got it, to send home
to me. Ugh!”’

And, staring at it now as it squatted
on his knee, Torrey could not himself
imagine why, either. Paul had never
fallen very much for souvenirs, as such.
If he picked up something on his travels,
it was generally for a reason—usually
for a gift to Millie. But in this case,
that was out. Why, then?

Had it some connection with that
mysterious “business deal” which was
to make him rich, but which he had
nq}reg more than hinted at, even to his
wife®

CHAPTER II
End of a Crew Chief

e ——— mrm— — S ———

e e e - i

F THAT was the explanation, Torrey

Sudden proposed to find out. That
was wny he was now here, chaperoning
a C-47 into the dust and sweltering heat
of Belem—to find out what had hap-
penad to Paul Randover. Otherwise, he
would never have listened twice to the
propositions of the seedy-looking Bra-
zilian rubber merchant in Akron, even
though the stranger’s pockets were
stuffed with letters of credit for thou-
sands of cruzeiros.

So there was his own curiosity, And
there was also—Millie,

Since Paul had received his discharge
before plunging into the Amazon coun-
try, he had died a civilian. His widow,
therefore, did not have the same rights
to a pension as if he had been killed on
active duty, and even her claims to his
insurance were bogged in a mass of in-
ternational red tape. She had no prop-
erty, and was having a tough time mak-
ing ends meet. If Paul had sunk any
cash in Brazil in anything remotely re-
sembling a legitimate emterprise, Tor-
rey intended to get it out, for Millie’s
sake, or raise an awful cloud of dust
trying.

He picked up the grimacing head and

thrust it back into the bulging musette
bag. A wide expanse of brownish water
lay flat along the horizon ahead—the
northernmost of the many branches of
the Amazon delta. Yet it was more than
an hour before he could pick up the
Belem control tower on his liaison set.
At first he got only a flurry of Portu-
guese, but after he had repeated his
name and .all number twice, the same
voice shifted into crisp English,

“Captain Sudden—eight, two, two—
yes, Captain! Runway Fourteen, please
—Fourteen! You are Number One to
land. Transient service at Hangar
Three, second past the fower northeast.
Please park off the strip, on the grass.
Over!”

“Captain Sudden—Roger!” teplied
Torry, and made ready to lower his
landing gear.

Coasting his down-wind leg, he
studied the field fo check his memory.
During the war the Air Force had de-
veloped a huge port here, through which
for more than a year had poured all the
air traflic for the Mediterranean, Africa,
and the Near East. The military had
now given way to the civiiian. The traf-
fic, though still heavy, needed les~ than
half the facilities, but was doubtless
more cosmopolitan in complexion. He
wondered how many languages the tow-
er operators had to know to get the job.

He set his wheels down lightly, then
instantly stiffened to alert attention.
Before he started to use the brakes he
knew what the trouble was, and cursed
his lazy crew chief behind his teeth.
That right tire was soft again. He had
to fighh his controls with a sure touch to -
keep from being pulled off the runway.
Curse him! He had sworn he'd fixed that
tire in Port o’ Spain. His idea of “fixing”’
was doubtless to fill it up witk air and
then see if it lost pressure again, before
taking out the tube and actually repair-
ing the slow leak.

Once safely down to sixty miles an
hour he had no trouble. It was simply a

- matter of extra pressure on the left

brake and gunning the right engine to
taxi. He followed the perimeter track in
the direction of Hangar Three, then cut
across hard-packed yellow dirt made
bumpy by tufts of rank weeds. The C-47
rocked and rumbled noisily. |
There were a dozen planes of all
shapes and sizes parked in the neigh-

bornood of the transient hangar., some
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helter-skelter, a few lined up facing the
strip in orderly fashion. Instinctively,
Torrey began swinging to pull up at the
end of that short line. The last plane on
line was a sleek, high-winged maonoplane
painted a bright, vivid blue. It looked
something like a four-passenger Nord-
huyn-Norseman, known to the army as
a C-68.

- Torrey noticed it because its 2sngine
was idling, the prop glinting in the sun.
That meant it might be preparing to
move out. For a moment he watched it
closely, alert to the possibility of colli-
sion.

But it did not move. When he had
jockeyed the big C-47 up onto the line,
leaving a good hundred feet clear at the
wing-tip, he saw that the other prop had
stopped turning.

or the time being he dismissed it
from his mind.

E STOPPED his own engines on

idle cut-off, cut the ignition, and
busied himself tidying his cockpit and
making entries in his flight log. There
was a thump and a clatter from the rear,
as the crew chief threw open the cargo
door and dropped the foot-ladder, and
then went about putting the wind locks
on the control surfaces.

Torrey unhurriedly stowed his log
books, slung the musette over his shoul-
der, and strode down the sloping deck
of the cargo compartment.

As he turned in the ope.. door to baeck
down the ladder, he noticed that a hel-
meted figure had descended from the
little blue monoplane and was strolling
over toward the C-47. Paying no atten-
tion, he dropped to the ground and
?ucked under the belly of the fat fuse-
age

Frank Folsom was standing, hands
in pockets, gazing at the right wheel
with an expression of mournful disap-
proval, but no guilt.

Torrey opened his mouth, then closed
it again. There was no point in wearing
into Frank now. Frank was through.
By tomorrow morning he would be on
a Pan-Am chpper, en route back to the
States.

“You have 2 softness of the tire, Cap-
fain Sudden?’ a voice said.

Torrey shrugged without turning,
“Don’t I know it!”

“And your crew chief—he is hearing
about it, nao?”

“No, I was just—" Torrey stopped,
wheeling abruptly. The voice, which be-
longed to the pilot who had just climbed
out of the blue craft, was the voice of a-
young girl.

A short jacket of military cut was
draped loosely over her shoulders, but
her pink gabardine slacks were expert-
ly tailored to accent the smooth curves
beneath. She wore a soft leather helmet
with built-in ear-phones, under which
she had ecrammed a mass of glossy black
hair. Her skin was pale, the cream-and-
ivory tint occasionally found among the
aristocrats of the tropics, who do not
have to spend their lives in th glare of
the sun. Against that creamy com-
plexion, a hint of purple eye-shadow em-
phasized the languorous depths of her
sultry dark eyes, which regarded him
appraisingly.

“May I listen, Captain?”’ The corners
of her scarlet lips were twitching. “Per-
haps I learn something new, for my
English.”

She had only the faintest tinge of ac-
cent, a mere blurring and softening of
the consonants that gave her sentences
personality.

“You do pretty well with your English
already,” gnnned Torrey. “And you
won’t hear any lecture right now, any-
way. Pm saving my breath for a new
crew chief. This one happens to be quit-
ting, anyway.” ,

“Quitting 7’ She was instantly alert.
“Then you will need a new crew chief,
Captain Sudden, before you go on to
Porto Velho, es‘? Bom! 1 will make you
excellent erew chief, Captam e

He stared at her in astonishment.
Then his eyes narrowed. “Say, how do
you know my name, and where I'm
going ?”’

ITH a quizzical little smile she

tapped her ear-phones, and
olanced over her shoulder. “There is
radio in my airplane, Captain. I hear
your talk with the tower.”

If she had been landing just ahead of
him, that could be true, he thought. But
he remembered the operator giving him
the all clear— “You are Number One to
land.” The blue job must have been far
enough ahead of him then to be clear. Or
else she had simply been sitting in the
cockpit, tuned to the tower frequency,
listening to all the airborne conversa-
tions, and had merely started up the en-
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gine to make him think that she had just
landed.

“I said nothing to the tower about
Porto Velho.”

She was embarrassed for an instant,
but quickly covered her confusion with
a disarming smile. *“You must not be
surprised, Captain, if there are those in
Belem who already know the affairs of
Senhor Moranho—and hence your af-
fairs, too. But, you see, you need a crew
chief. I know airplanes, I promise you.
And I wish very much to go to Porto
Velho, for—er, personal reasons. What
you say? Shall I repair the tire immedi-
ately 7” :

Torrey almost said yes, such was the
persuasiveness of her appeal. But he
caught himself,

The idea of flying into the jungles
- with a cover girl for co-pilot was too
fantastic for a dream.

He grinned at her and said : “I’ll think
it over.”

She sensed that it was not the moment
for further argument.

“Sempre amanha,” she smiled back
at him. “You already know the customs
of the country. I will see you soon, Cap-
tain!”’

“I hope so!” he called after her.

With a single backward glance out of
the corners of her eyes, she strolled -off
toward the small blue ship. She stripped
off the helmet, tossed it into the cabin,
and slammed the door careiessly. Then
she followed the conecrete track toward
the administration center.

It occurred to Torrey that the mono-
plane did not necessarily belong to her
—nor even the helmet, for that matter.
Anyone with the know-how could elimb
into an unlocked cabin and plug into the
liaison set, if obsessed with a curiosity
about arrivals and departures. If he ran

into that minx again, he'd better keep

an eye on her—which, he mused, would
not be hard on the eye. '

HE Hotel Saint Rogque, if not the

newest in the city, was certainly
one of the largest and liveliest. Built
around three sides of a palm-shaded
caurt fringed with balconies, it hummed
with conversation, music, and tinkling
laughter all day long and most of the
night—except, of course, for the two
hours or more of early afternoon de-
voted to the siesta. On the ground level,
the lobby., the dining rooms, the three

barg, and even the barber shop, gave
access to the patio. Above street level,
practically every room had long French
windows opening on the balconies, giv-
ing the guests the benefit of the patio’s
sights, sounds—and smells.

Torrey Sudden had been instructed
to register at the Saint Roque and wait
to be contacted. He dozed for an hour or
so on the big double bed, which was in a
sort of alcove guarded by curtains.
Then he rose, took a long, cold shower,
and dressed leisurely. It was after
seven, but being familiar with Latin-
American habits, he knew that no one
ate dinner before eight or nine, and
that no business matter of any impor-
tance could possibly be discussed until
after dinner.

E paused at the desk, No, there had

been no message for Captain Sud-
den. He strolled through into the expan-
sive patio. Outside the open doors of the
dining room, extra tables had been set
under the trees, but were not yet occu-
pied. Just beyond, under an arbor of
vines, round iron tables with glazed tile
tops were scattered near more wide-
open doors. Over one a sign said, Bar
Americano. Torrey. drifted toward the
gound of music which floated through
the doors.

The room was large, paneled in a dark
wood, and swam in a cool twilight most
welcome after the outer glare. Booths
faced in cool green leather lined three
walls. The bar itself, small and loaded
with bottles, was jammed into a corner,
and presented no rail for the thirsty
foot. In these latitudes the patrons had
learned to do their drinking sitting

down, and in comfort. Next to the bar, -

on a low dais, a pitano and a guitar gave
muted accompaniment to a singer who
murmured a languorous Brazilian ditty
in a throaty contralto.

Torrey stumbled into the first unagcu-
pied booth and waited for his eyes to
accustom themeselves to the gloom. The
song ended on a clear, sustained note,
vibrant with passionate longing. There
was a spatter of applause from the other
booths, and a renewed tinkle of ice in
tall glasses.

The singer stepped down off the dais
and crossed the room. Suddenly Torrey
jumped to his feet.

The singer was the girl from the
airport.
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CHAPTER 111
Ambush

ERE in the half light the flame-

red evening gown and the spiked
heels made her seem six inches taller,
and had almost fooled him. The dress,
cut to the limit of sophisticated daring,
left little to the imagination. Her bare
arms and shoulders repeated the ivory
pallor of her face, against which her
lips, In startling contrast, wer¢ rouged
to the exact shade of the gown. They
smiled at him impudently.

“Good evening, Captain! You have
landed safely?”’

He nodded, and caught his breath.
“I'm just about to take on fuel. Won’t
you 8it down and help me?”

“Of course—the first duty of a crew
chief.” She slid into the booth, facing
him. “What do you drink? Whis-kee?
Cocktail ?”’

“Now, now,” Torrey reproved her.
“You don’t know me well enough yet—
though perhaps we can improve that.
I have traveled long enough to learn—
when in Rome, drink as the Romans do.
North of the Mason-Dixon line, I drink
Scoteh. South of it, I drink Bourbon.
But abroad, I adjust my tastes to the
product of the country I am in. Now in
Brazil, I believe, you take a pride in
vour champagne—no?”

Her eyes sparkled with pleasure. “A
tactful compliment, Captain. You will
not regret your choice.”

To the waiter who hovered near, she
spoke briefly in Portuguese. Torrey did
not recognize the name of the brand she
ordered, but from the way the waiter’s
eyebrows lifted, he knew it must be one
;J_f tthe best, and most expensive, on the
ist.

Torrey lighted two cigarettes, gave
her one. By leaning sideways a little,
he could see the dais, and now noticed
a small, discreet poster on an easel. It
sdid, A cantora—Mercedes Stellana.

“Mercedes?” he repeated tentatively.

She shook her head. “Mercedes i3 busy
elsewhere. I am taking her place, just
for tonight.”

Forrey’s eyes crinkled at the corners.
“By arrangement?”’

She spread her hands, palma up, in a

gesture of frankness. “Why not? Where
else would you come, but the Saint
Rogue? And where would I see you, but
in the bar?”

Torrey laughed., Her frankness was
quite disarming. He disliked and dis-
trusted people who concealed their mo-
tives and falsified their attitudes, but
apparently this Brazilian bombshell
made no bcnes about going after what
she wanted. He could savvy someone
like that.

“All right, all right. So you want to
g0 to Port Velho. Now tell me why.”

But, apparently, this was a little too .
fast. She leaned over to touch his hand
with fingertips that were cool and
smooth.

“After the first bottle of champagne
—yes, I'll tell you all about me. And
after the second bottle—Ila! You will
tell me all about yourself, yes? In the
meantime, that is a rhumba they are
playing, Captain. De you rhumba?”

“Long Island style, yes. Come on, let’s
g O'H

She danced with such effortless grace
that Torrey had no trouble. His feet
seemed to learn new steps by them-
selves. He also learned something about
the rhumba that he had not realized be-
fore—that a girl could exhibit just as
much provoecative allure at arm’s length
a8 when crusghed tightly against the coat
lapels, an axiom with which she seemed
to be perfectly familiar.

The echampagne was icy cold. Her talk,
her gestures, her eyes, everything about
her was full of warmth. The combina-
tion was decidedly exhilarating. Her
name, he discovered, was Bella. He re--
marked gallantly on how appropriate it
was.

“Another Brazilian custom you have
already learned—flattery!”

“I have learned that it is the custom
in every country to tell a beautiful girl
that she is beautiful-—even when it’s
true!”

He knew perfectly well that she was
exercising her wiles on him for a defi-
nite purpose, but he did not care. He
had no intention of letting pleasure in-
terfere with business, but business cou!d
wait until tomorrow morning. It might -
be a long time before he had another
such opportunity to play. He ordered
another bottle of champagne, and they
meved out to a small table under the
palms for dinner.
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At the same time three men, who had
been sitting in a booth at the other end
of the bar, got up and left the.room.

HE was clever enocugh to reverse her

promise. Before telling her own
story, she got him to talking about him-
self. He told her that his real reason for
coming to Brazil was to investigate the
fate of one of his closest friends.

“Did you ever know an American
named Paul Randover?”’

She shook her head slowly. “During
the war, there were many Americans,
of course. But I was young then, living
with my family. And after the war—no,
I do not .think I ever heard of that
name.”

He told her of Paul’s disappearance,
and of the ambiguous references in his

. last letters.

“A fortune?’ Her brows crinkled in
“puzzled thought. “But there is no big
business far up the Amazon, except
rubber—and that is not what it used to
be. During the war, of course, there was
a boom. Senhor Moranho started then,
and I believe that he still controls all the
wild rubber from the Beni region. But
gince plantation rubber from the Far
East 1s again in the world market, the
prices are down, and there cannot be
such a fortune in wild rubber.”

“Then why is Senhor Moranho buving
au airplane, and bringing me down here
to fly it for him?”

She shrugged helplessly. “I do not
know the rubber business, of course. I
only know that Julio Cesar Moranho is
very rich, and veryv powerful. B1 ¢ vour
friend—he told you nothing else?”

“Nothing definite. He gave us only one
clue—" Torrey hesitated, then rose to
his feet. “Excuse me a minute.”

He strode into the lobby and went di-
rectly up to his room. When he came
down again, a few moments later, he
carried something wrapped in a hand
towel. Back in his chair, he opened it
on his lap, below the level of the table,
where it would not be in direet sight of
the other diners. She leaned sideways
to look.

Her eyes widened., “Uma cabeca!”
Then she began to laugh. “But that is a
souvenir, Torrey. Nothing more!”

“Yes, but maybe it could tell us some-
thing about what he was doing, or how
he happened to die.”

She shook her head, and explaimned

rapidly. Originally, the only source of
these grisly battle trophies had been
the Jivaros, and other savage Indian
t~1bes in the deepest interior." Most of
these tribes, however, had by now be-
come civilized, and put to work on the
rubber estradas. Since they seldom
lopped off each other’s heads, the supply
of genuine originals had dried up.

But during the war the country had
been full of G.1.’s, hungry for souvenirs,
their pockets full of Yanqui dollars. Na-
tive enterprise had risen to meet this
demand, and imitations had become
fairly common. The art of shrinking
and tanning was not too difficuit. To ob-
tain their raw material, the ghouls had
dug up fresh graves, robbed undertak-
ers, and bribed morgue attendants.
There had even been murders in the
back country, it was rumored, with no
other motive, But, eventually, most of
the imitations had started as monkeys.
They were plentiful, easy to kill, and an

- expert workman with razor, knife, and

bleaching juices could turn out a credit-
able substitute.

_ “Po you think this one is—er, genu-
ine?”’

She stared at the head with mingled
curiosity and repulsion. “Perhaps. I do
not know. There are those who could—"’
Suddenly she stopped and leaned for-
ward, her eyes on his. “Perhaps this is
what your friend meant—a fortune in
this business, Nao?”

Torrey returned her stare, but shook
his head. “I don’t think so. You didn’t
know Paul. He was crazy enough to try
almost anything once—and anything to
drink more than once. But I can’t see
him engaged in shrinking monkey heads
for the souvenir trade. Besides, his wife
would never have stood for it.”

“His wife?”

He told her about Millie. About how
the threéee of them had celebrated to-
gether Paul’s infrequent days at home.
How she had waited, patient and uncom-
plaining, for a husband who never re-
turned from the war, About her present
unhappy situation.

She stopped him in the middle of a
sentence. “Torrey—you are in love with
Millie?”

He gaped at her. It was a_question
that he had never asked himself, and he
had no ready answer. The champagne
was fizzing inside his head, and made it
hard to think. He shook his head.
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“She was married to my best friend !”

“Yeg, ves, I know! But now—you love
her?”

He could not Kave explained why he
attempted to stall instead of saying no.
“What's that got to do with the price
of cofiee in Brazil? She’s four thousand
miles away, isn’t she?”

But Bella, for some reason which he
could not fathom, was obseszed with get-
ting an answer to her question. She had
methods which to him were equally un-
fathomable.

EANING sideways until her shoul-

der touched his, she peered intently
mto his face. Against the glossy sheen
of her hair she wore a single small white
orchid. Its exotie aroma tickled his nos-
trils. Suddenly, long lashes veiled her
eyes.

“Kiss me, Torrey,” she murmured.

Her warm lips surrendered willing-
ly enough to his, giving him all that he
could ask for. Torrey, who was feeling
no pain at all, thought that he was doing
a pretty good job of it, until she drew
back with . short sigh.

“l understand, Torrey—you are in
love with Millie.”
h“Bnt how the devil—why do you say
that ?”

“Never mind.” She shuddered faintly,
and straightened up. “O eriado!” To the
waiter, her tone was gay, but brittle.
“A whiskee for the senhor! Bring two
whiskees! Bring four whiskees!’ Her
eyes were moeking. “He is drinking in
Brazil, but his thirst i1s in New York!
La, la!”

She was, after that, outwardly the
same. She laughed, she flirted, she
danced, she drank. But there was some-
how a change, an inner difference that
Torrey could not quite put his finger

on. It was as if she had shifted her
sights to a different target, but still
took delight in wounding him out of
mere caprice.

When he reminded her that she had
promised to tell him why she was so
anxious to go to Porto Velho, her eyes
darkened, but she shrugged off the ex-
planation briefly.

“Like you,” she said, “I wish to search
for a friend, who went into that country
some time ago.”

She put the noun in Portugese—a
friend, um amigo—which told him that
the friend was masculine, and nothing
more. But she refused furthe, informa-
tion, except to admit that her “friend’s”
name was Joaquim, The name, by itself,
meant nothing te Torrey. It was a com-
mon one in these countries. Had it
struck a familiar chord in his memory,
had he insisted on learning the last
name as well, his whole course of action
might have been altered. But she re-
buffed him.

“What difference? You will not take
me with you to Porto Velhe anyway.
Why bore you with all this nonsense?
And, also, it i1s after eleven o’clock,
Torrey. I must go.”

“Go? Go where?”

“l sing in a night elub, in another
part of town. I must be there at mid-
night, to do my fizst turn.”

Torrey sat up. “I'll go with you.”

For a moment she appeared to hesi-
tate. Then she smiled. “If you wish. Per-
haps the show will amuse you. But I
warn you. They do not have whiskee,
there.” ,

“T'll drink warm beer, if necessary.”

When he had pocketed his change, he
picked up from beneath the table the

object wrapped in a towel.
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“Can you wait a minate? T’ll put this
back in my room.”

He cut across the corner of the patio

and entered the lobby. There seemed fo
be more people about than late in the
afternoon. Obviously, the important
folk of Belem led their social life, and
did a good deal of their business, at
night when it was cool, and slept during
* the broiling hours of the day.

He mounted the broad, tiled steps two
at a clip, and strode down the carpeted
corridor of the third floor. The key was
in his pockei—an ornate affair of bronze
that must have weighed nearly a pound.
It clattered metalically in the keyhole
as he shoved it in, twisted it, and threw
open the door.

Just as the door swung open he was
aware that a light inside went out with
- a click.
~ He faced velvety blackness.

CHAPTER 1V
Three Strangers

Tt

ALTING just over the threshhold,

he fumbled on the wall for a
switch. His reactions were a trifle slug-
gish. It took him a second or two to
realize that it was not the overhead
chandelier in the middle of the room
whizh had been lighted, but the small
bedside lamp in the alcove. This alcove
formed an ell, with a window of its own,
and, partially shielded by ga:ze cur-
tains, was not entirely visible from the
doorway.

Now, in the dark, he could see noth-
ing in that direction.

He remembered, belatedly, that the
switch was on the other side. He stepped
across the open doorway, thus present-
ing a fine silhouette against the faint
illumination from the corridor, outside.
As he stretched out his hand to the wall,
he was aware that something passed
him in the angle made by his head and
his hand.

He was not sure whether his ear
heard a ghostly hiss, or whether 2 faint
whisper of air fanned his cheek. It was
followed immediately by a sharp crunch-
ing sound.

His fingcrs found the switch, flicked
it. The chandelier burst into a glare.
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showing him a room in which he was
alone. After one quick glance, his eye
was caught and held by an object in the
wall a foot above the switch on which his
hand still rested.

It was a knife, most of the blade
buried in the plaster. The hilt, covered
with braided rawhide, was <ar. and
stained with sweat. Maybe it was actu-

ally still quivering, or maybe he imag-

ined it, but he realized with a jolt what
it was that had zipped past his cheek
in the dark. The realization sobered
him completely and instantly.

He dropped to one knee, to keen a
large overstuffed chair between him and
the opening of the alcove.

“Come out o’ there, you—" he called.

There was no reply, no sound of move-
ment.

Keeping head and shoulders low, he
scuttled crab-fashion across to another
chair. ¥rom here he could look into the
alcove, It was unoccupied. When he was
quite sure of that simple fact, he got
up on his feet and pushed cautiously
between the curtains.

The bed had been re-made since he
had sprawled on it that afternoon. On
the cover lay his musette bag, crumpled
flat. Near it lay the contents, scattered
as they had been dumped out. Obvious-
ly, someone had been going through his
things.

He turned to the window. It was, like
all other windows in Belem, wide open.
He stepped through. The balcony was
about three feet wide and had a simple
wrought-iron railing. It ran right across
the whole width of the patio, waist-high
partitions separating the space ir front
of one room from the space in front of
the next. Any boy could have vaulted
those partitions. Any agile man, in fact.
could have jackknifed over the railing
and dropped to the balcony frorting the
rooms on the floor below, thus giving
himself a dozen chances of escape.

“I’ve had it,” muttered Torrey.

He leaned out to peer down. Between
the palm trunks he saw a figur~ hurry-
ing across toward the lobby door, which
were almost vertically beneath the point
where he stood. From directly overhead
he could not see the face, but the flame-
colored dress was unmistakable. Before
he could call cut, she had disappeared.

He turned back into the room t.. peer
at the stuff scattered on the bed, Like
any experienced traveller, he travelled



ACE OF DIAMONDS 23

light, carrying nothing but necessities,
and nothing very valuable. As far as he
could tell at a quick glance, nothing had
been taken. Was that because there had
been nothing worth taking, or because
he had interrupted the sneak thief too
soon? And did an ordinary sneak thief
hurl a murderous knife when inter-
rupted?

It occurred to him that Bella, in the
patio, might have seen a figur. dropping
from one balcony to another., Perhaps
tchat was why she had hurried to this
side of the building.

He stepped to a huge armoire of ma-
hogany against the inner wall. In it he
deposited the head, which he was still
carrying wrapped in its towel. He won-
dered, momentarily, if that gruesome
souvenir nhad still been in his musette,
would it by now have vanished?

Bella wag not in the lobby. He circled
the patio, re-entered through the bar,
and looked in the east foyer. She was
nowhere to be seen. He waited five min-
utes. Five more. She did not appear.
He inquired at the desk. No, she had
left no message for him.

Scowling, he went into the street, got
hold of a taxi, and told the driver that
he wanted to circulate through the night
clubs of Belem.

HREE hours later he returned to

the Saint Roque in a bad humor.
He had paid the taxi driver half the
value of his dilapidated Model A, had
swallowed a prodigious quantity of vile
brandy, and had seen plenty of sloe-
eyed brunettes only too eager to dance,
drink, and flirt with him. But he had
not found Bella.

In the morning he had a woolly head,
but it had cleared by the time he got out
to the airport The first thing he no-
ticed as he walked up to the C-47 was
that the right tire was n~ longer soft.
The next thing that drew his atiention
was the cargo door, which stooc wide
open, Faint wisps of smoky dust floated
out, as if the floor inside were being
vigorously swept.

He stopped at the foot of the ladder
and shouted, The sounds of activity
from within ceased, and a =quare-cor-
nered, stoeky man wearing singlet and
gray s'acks appeared in the opening. At
sight of Torrey this man stiffened like
a ramrod and executed a military sa-
lute that was far from American in

origin, If he had been wearing shoes,
his heels would have clicked smartly.

“Zu Befehl, Herr Kapitan!”

Torrey, astonished, grunted, ‘“Eh!
Who are you?”

“Your crew chief, sir-r-r-r! Karl Nie-
boll, por favor.”

Torrey stared at him. His features
were heavy, as if carved out of solid
bone, his eyes small and :-right blue,
his stiff sandy hair cropped close. He
had long arms that ended in the broad.
efficient hands of a workman. That they
were seamed and stained with dirt
seemed to indicate that hLe was not
afraid to work. He was sunburned to a
deep, dusky red.

“Who says youre my new crew
chief ?” demanded Torrey.

“Senhor Delueco. He informed me
last night.”

“I see.” Torrey was puzzled He
glanced at the right wheel, then back
up at the man in the doorway. His
eyes narrowed. “You have inflated the
tire?”

“Mas nao, Senhor! I remove the tire
and replace the tube with a new omne.
The old one is in the hangar, being re-
paired.”

Torrey nodded in approval. Wheatever
else this fellow might be, he apparently
knew something about aircraft mainte-
nance. He was a little hard tc figure out.
He mingled three or four languages in-
discriminately into his conversation.
His English had a British accent, and
his Portuguese something of an Ameri-
can twang. What his Spanish might
sound llke to a Spaniard, Torrey did not
know, but his German sounded like
nothing but German and was probably
his native tongue.

“Now who, and where, is this Senhor
Delucco you mentioned?”

“He is in the hangar, Kavitan, wait-
ing for you.”

As Torrey started for the hangar,
three men emerged from the office in
the end of the lean-to and came toward
him. They walked in a triangle, one in
the lead, the other two a respeectful step
or twe to the rear. Torrey guessed that
the leader was Senhor Delucco.

He was very dark complexioned,
short, with a small head set or a thick
neck. His eyes were narrow, black, and
never still. His feet and hands were un-
usually small, but the latter looked
tough and wiry. A scar began just be-
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low the corner of his thin-lipped mouth
and ran down diagonally across the side
of his neck.

It looked as though it had been made
by a machete which would have severed
his head had it not unluckily—but for
him, luckily—encountered the solid bone
of his jaw.

“Ah—Captain Sudden! We have ex-
pected you, yes!” '

CHAPTER V
Over the Amazon

E gave 'a jerk from the waist that

| might have been meant for a bow,

and made a genial gesture with a hand
on which glittered two or three dia-
monds, but did not extend the hand to
shake. He introduced his two compan-
ions carelessly, as if they were almost
beneath nctice. Torrey did not even
catch their names.

“You have enjoyed yourself last
night, Captain?”

From the three broad smiles on the
faces before him, Torrey could surmise
that his actions during the evening had
been scouted. ‘“Up until midnight—yes,”
h~ scowled.

Delucco’s brows shot up in astonish-
ment. “You mean, the senhorita did not
remain with you?”

Torrey explained what had happened
when he went up to his room. Delucco’s
expression hardened.

“It was doubtless just a petty thief,”
shrugged Torrey, ‘“but it delayed me,
and the young lady had gone about her
business when I returned to the patio.”

“Petty thief—bah!” Deluccc spat
angrily into the dust, and spoke to one
of his companions in rapid Portuguese.

When he had received a hissed, “Sim,
Senhor,” in reply, he turned to Torrey.

“It is a play by our friend Grauss, no
doubt.” |

“Grauss? Who is he?”

“A former Nazi pilot. He flew many
years for Condor, in Peru and Bolivia.
He would like to fly this—" he indicated
the C-47—"“for Cesar. Perhaps he be-
lieves that a fortunate accident might
make it possible. But do not worry. He
will be taken care of.” The tone of the
last words was calm, but ominous.

“By the way, my crew chief—"" began
Torrey.

“Ah, yes! You will find Karl excellent,
I think. I had intended to replace who-
ever came with you from the States, in
any event. He, too, has worked many
years with Condor.”

“Hey, wait a minute! You think I
want a crew chief from the same out-
fit as this Nazi who tried to murder
me last night””’

The Brazilian smiled coolly. “Do not
fret yourself. Karl is completely me-
chanic. He thinks of nothing but his
engines, his tools, his switches. He is
absolutely loyal, not to his pilot, but to
his airplane, and he will serve that air-
plane well., Also, he knows the country
—the fields, the rivers, the weather.”

Torrey was to learn in time that De-
lucco was capable of lying without
scruple, but that his present delineation
of Karl Nieboll was the bald truth. The
phrase “completely mechanic” described
Karl to a T. He lived for nothing but
his airplane. To him, the owner, or the
pilot, was less important than the air
that went into the tires.

Torrey also learned, in the next hour
or 80, sometuing of the traffic in which
he was to engege. The big boss, to whom
Delucco referred as Cesar, was dJulio
Cesar Moranho, sometimes known as
the Rubber Baron of the Beni. He was
engaged in bringing back to the rubber
jungles—and incidentally to himself—
::ihe fantastic prosperity of the good old

ays.

The good old days, Torrey discovered,
always meant the first decade of the
century, when with rubber at $2.00 and
even $3.00 a pound, and Malayan com-
petition unknown, incredible wealth
had come to the Amazon valley. The
stories were legend: The single-track
railroad between Porto Velho and Gua-
jara-Mirim which had cost a man’s life
for every tie laid. The ten-million dollar
opera house in which but one perform-
ance was ever given, The streets of
Manaos paved with cobblestones
shipped from Portugal.

In those days, so they said, every
saipper and trader in the river ports
was a millionaire. Manaos bought more
diamonds than any city in the world. A
man who did not wear at least one dia-
mond on his finger and drink imported
champagne every night thereby marked
himself as a failure, a lowly mestizo.



And then the bubble burst, with the
development of plantation rubber from
-the Far East.

URING the war, with the Japa-
| nese in Malaya, the boom had re-

vived. The price of raw rubber had
soared, the old estradas had been
cleared, thousands of seringueires had
gone back to work. Cesar Moranho, with
& lien on the old railroad, had quickly
come into control of all the best quality
para from. the Beni region, and had
made a fortune. He was now fighting to
keep this fortune, and to increase ®.

To Torrey it sounded interesting, as
well as profitable—an opportunity for
the airplane to prove itself as a eargo
carrier. But he discovered at once that
they intended to ship raw rubber out by
air only in emergencies, or incidentally.
He and his airplanes were there ehiefly
to fly freight and personnel i to Porto

Velho, not out. And his first cargo filled -

him with astonishment, as he watched
it being loaded under Deluceo’s direc-
ions.

Refrigerators, completely modern.
Aluminum pressure cookers. Case after
case of wines and liquors. A record
player that must have cost a thousand
dollars in New York, and three heavy
cases of records for it. Electric power
plant spare parts, with motors wire,
and switches, An armehair covered in
needlepoint, so big that it had to be
maneuvered through the cargo door.
Norwegian sardines, pité de foie gras,
bags of sugar. An Oriental rug. Pistol
ammunition . ..

“Say, it looks as if PortoVelho is quite
a place!”

Delucco’s smile was thin. “You will
find it most interesting, I am sure.”

When Torrey spoke of landing at
Manaos, Delucco frowned.

“You cannot fly direet to Porto
Velho?” |

Torrey grunted. “Later, ma
er I know the geography betier. But it's
over twelve hundred miles, and from
what you tell me wyourself, that field
there is a postage stamp in the jungle,
with no radio beacon, mo landmarks,
nothing. If I cut across the Mato Grosso
and miss it, what then?” He shook his
head. “Nix. I’'H make it in two jumps,
and follow the Madeira River up from
Manaos, Then I'll be sure to hit it, and
with some spare gas, t00.”
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Seeing that Delucco was still seowl-
ing, he continued, “Now on the way
back, that’s a dlfferent matter. I can
hardly miss the Amazon, and once over
the river, Belem is a cinch.”

Delucco’s eyes were cold black mar-
bles. “This first trip—sim,” he growled.
“But in future, you will stay out of
Manaos.”

The inflection of that word will made
Torrey’s gorge start to rise. On safety
factors respecting flight, he was ae-
customed to making his own decisions,
and intended to contmue making them.
But, after all, this man represented his
boss. With a stubborn mental reserva-
tion, Torrey repressed a sharp retort.

“When you reach Porto Velho,” the
Brazilian told him, “circle the town
three tmes, low. They will then know
to send a vehicle to the field for you, It
is over twenty miles. You may have two
or three hours to wait.”

“Two or three hours!” exclaimed
Torrey. “What do they send—an ox-
cart?”

The other man’s thin smile returned.
“The road is cut through the jungle.
When you have ridden it once, you will
understand.”

It was hot, and growing hotter, by
mid-morning, when the load was on
board and Karl had unhurriedly run up
the engines. Delucco handed Torrey a
bulging envelope triply sealed with red
wax.

“This you will give to Senhor Moran-
ho instantly upon arrival.”

Torrey nodded, and shoved it into his
musette. He revised a few calculations
of fime and distanee in his head. |

“That’ll be tomorrow. I'll probebly
stay overnight in Manaos 4

The Brazilian cursed in Portuguese,
under his breath. Torrey wondered why
it was they wanted to keep him out of
Manaes.

it was to be a considerable time be-
fore he found out.

was & heavy load for the old C-47

but the ancient work-horse lifted it
off the runway in two thousand feet and
climbed slowly but steadily into the
west. Torrey took just enough altitande
for elbow room, then levelled off and
jockeyed mixture and prop pitch until
he was at his most economical eruising
speed. He had been told that-an ample

. supply of 100-octane fuel had bheen
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stocked at his destination. But he had
been told things like that before, and
found them inaccurate. In this country,
gas was like lifeblood. And, anyway, he
had a veteraii pilot’s instinet never to
burn an unnecessary drop.

The air was clear, and it would have
been impossible to lose his course. The
Amazon, even in dry season, was in
places a hundred miles wide. Even when
he cut a map line across great loops, he
did not lose.sight of it. Huge islands
sliced it into a dozen rivers. These is-
lands, and the banks on either side as
far as the eye could see, were covered
with a solid blanket of jungle, dense
green and motionless, The monotonous
immensity of the land was terrifying.

The hours dragged by. Past Sartarem,
a pinpoint of humanity in the wilder-
ness, Torrey corrected his trim tabs and
turned the controls over to Karl, more
from curiosity than any other reason.
The German flew well enough. Not with
the instinctive ease of the seat-of-the-
pants flier, but with the mechanical pre-
cision of the robot. He fussed constant-
ly with minor adjustments, and never
stopped listening to the drone of the en-
gines with the back of his mind.

That evening Torrey walked the
streets of Manaos, ancient capital of the
rubber empire of the Amazon. But he
did no$ walk them far, for it was only
necessary to get a few squares away
from the wharves at the river’s edge to
find grass growing up between the pav-
ing stones and the vines of the encroach-
ing jungle prying cracks in former man-
sions, More than half of the former city
was a ghost town—the opera house fall-
ing into ruin, the houses deserted or
.z._ewing as squalid lodging for idling na-
ives.

In the musty hotel he struck up an
acquaintance with the bartender,
showed him the head, and asked for Paul
Randover.

“But that is an excellent specimen
you have, senhor—sim/! A genuine Ji-
varo, I should say, from the tassel.” He
!ig?.ned across the bar. “You wish to sell
1 '!P

1'}‘c::trrey said no, he did not wish to
sell,

The bartender leaned closer. “You
wish to buy others like it?”

Torrey explained that he wac only
trying to trace the friend who had once
owned it. The bartender shrugged.

“A year ago, you say? I was here
then, yes, but I do not remember your
friend, senhor. There were many Yan-
quis seeking souvenirs after the war,
you understand. The business is not now
so good, but if you would carz to accept,
say—six hundred cruzeiros?”

Torrey shook his head, re-knotted the
towel, and went up to spend a sleepless
night battling the insects that marched
in, four abreast, through the holes in
the netting.

CHAPTER VI
Life Is Cheap

EXT morning he had a tail wind

that pushed him up the Madeira at
a good rate, and at exactly eleven he was
circling Porto Velho. The town, from
above, was unimpressive—two or thr:e
concrete buildings surrounded by a clut-
ter of grass-thatched shacks, fringing
a couple of ramshackle piers that stood
gauntly in the muddy flood. Amid ex-
cited waving from below, he straig’ -
ened out to the southeast, and held a

~courge on 130 until he saw the field.

He had seen more likely looking cow
pastures, in the States. From the far
distant mountains on the southern hori-
zon a range of foothills ran down, taver-
ing off at last in a rounded spur that
was no more than a few hundred feet
above the floor of the surrounding
jungle. It made, however, this . differ-
ence. The hump was clothed in grass
and brush, rather than the impenetrable
trees and vines of the bottoms, which
made it possible, if not simple, to clear
the ground.

The runway—a flattering name for
it—was slightly hump-backed in the
middle. It dog-legged about ten de-
grees around a thick clump of trees, and

~ended in an outcrop of rock at the south-

ern extremity. Wind or no wind, it was
a one-way proposition, but at least it
was a full mile in length. Torrey buzzed
it three times, studying its peculiarities,
then landed tail-low, as slow as he
dared.

The big ship bounced and lurched, The
landing-gear rumbled and groaned in
protest. A soft tire on this rough ground
would have meant disaster swift and
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sure. Thinking of that, Torrey had a
quick flagsh of thankfulness for Karl.

Taxiing slowly, Torrey parked near
the two shacks with corrugateC iron
walls and grass roofs, at one end of the
open. His engines died with a sucking
hiss, and he mopped perspiration from
his neck.

He was met by a red-skinned mame-
luco with a carbine slung over his shoul-
der and in his hand a three-thonged
whip of twisted tapir-hide. Two score
natives engaged in trimming brush, who
had stopped work to watch the gigantic
bird alight, started working again vig-
orously when the straw-boss cracked
that vicious ten-foot lash.

Torrey spent an hour going over
every inch of the runwayv on foot, im-
pressing on his memory every bump,
every soft spot, every potential danger.
It was, he decided, bad, but not too bad.
Karl, meanwhile, found the drums of
gas and cans of oil in,one of the shacks,
and busied himself filling tanks and

checking the airplane.

- The jeep arrived about two, the driver
also wearing a rifle over his shoulder.
Torrey was to learn that praetically
everyone in Porto Velho walked about
thus armed-—everyone except the na-
tives and the hapless c¢holos, who played
the part of targets. When Torrey
climbed in, he turned to see Karl shak-
ing his head.

] “I stay here,” said the mechanic flat-
y.
“Here?” Torrey looked at the two
shacks against the encroaching wilder-
ness. “But where’ll you sleep—and eat?”

Karl gestured toward the C-47. “In
here. I have plenty K-rations. I do not
leav’e the plane. Auf Wiedersehen, Kapi-
tan!”

Torrey would have protested, but
from the other’s expression he saw that
argument would be wasted. He drove off
with new respect for the man who was
a crew chief twenty-four hours a day.

The road was as bad as Deluceo had
led him to expect. It was a mere tunnel
- hacked through a wall of steamng vege-
tation, rough, twisting, half blocked by
creeping vines that grew afresh every
night, floored with ooze and rotten logs
and snaky roots. After two hours they
turned out to allow a wagon train to
pass—half a dozen high-wheeled carts
~ pulled by a strange assortment of horses,

mules, and oxen.

This expedition, started from Porto
Velho on the heels of the jeep, would
require two or three days .or the round
trip to the field and back, to haul the
plane’s loaa of cargo into towr..

FTER another thirty minutes of

back-wrenching torture in low
gear, the jeep suddenly rolled out of the
jungle onto the main street of Porto
Velho. Beyond some crowded hovels of
logs and thatch, two whitewashed con-
crete buildings faced each other across
a misshappen square. One, built orig-
inally as a hotel, had now more the air of
a barrucks. The other had started life as
a hospital, but the fever sufferers were
now crowded into one wing so that the
larger half of the fairly modern build-
ing could be occupied by the big shots—
Cesar Moranho and his staff.

The driver turned Torrey over to a
grinning, yellow-skinned brute who
looked as if his blood was a mixture of
all the Latin races, plus a generous pe:-
centage of Aztec Indian. Above high
cheekbones he had narrow: beady eyes
that sloped upward at the corrers, and
evidently most of his teeth had at some
time been knocked down his throat.

“You come with Pablo,” he tell Tor-
rey, and led the way upstairs.

On every landing there was a man
with a gun—sometimes with two. They
nodded respectfully at Torrey’s com-
panion, On the top floor Pablo knocked
on a high door, and then pushed it open.

The first thing Torrey saw of Cesar
Moranho was his nose. It loomed acrecss
the top of the old-fashioned roll-4op
desk like the prow of a battleship, or
the beak of a predatory bird. High-
bridged, hooked, bony, it dwarfed his
other features into insignificarce, mak-
ing his mouth seem a mere slit, his chin
without strength, and his eyer two
browr holes burned in his greasy com-
plexion.

“Ah, my aviator!” he exclaimed, ac-
centing the pronoun in a way thac¢ Tor-
rey did not care for. “Come in, sit down'!
We are most glad to see you, I assure
you. You had no trouble finding us?”

“No trouble this trip. I hope all the
rest are as easy.” |

Torrey presented the sealed envelope-
Delueco had entrusted to his eare. Bo-
fore opening it, Moranho led him
through into the next room and sheuted
to a servant to bring drinks. Torrey was
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astonished when a white-coated Chinese
boy handed him Scotch and soda in a
tall glass, with ice cubes bobbing in the
liquor.

Moranho smiled at his surprise. “We
try to soften the rigors of adventure as
far as we are able. Now that vou and
your airplane are available to us, we
should do even better.”

While the rubber baron examined the
contents of the envelope, Torrey sipped
his drink and looked about him. The
front room was obviously an office, the
suite behind it serving as Moranho's
living quarters. To his amazement, they
looked more like a Park Avenue apart-
ment than an outpost of trade in the
Amazon jungle.

The furnishings were no)t only com-
fortable, but expensive. Rugs were
scattered on the floor. The windows
were double-screened. Electric lamps
with hand-painted shades stood on the
mahogany tables. Oil paintings decorat-
ed the walle. Through an open door he
looked into a bedroom at a huge, four-
poster bed.

He was shortly to learn that this fan-
tastic luxury was the exception and not
the rule. While Moranho took care of
himself, the natives and laborers lived in
squalid hovels, lighted by hurricane
lamps, slept on the ground and drank
the muddy water of the Madeira when
they could not afford to stupefy them-
selves on chicha. The benefits of the rub-
ber boom never reached the lower levels,
Enslaved and cheated by the credit sys-
tem af the “company store,” where they
were forced to buy everything at ex-
travagant prices, the seringueiros were
never out of debt, and were kept in line
only by the guns of the muchachos.

These last, strong-arm thugs of all
nationalities, lived in the lower floors
of this same wing in moderate comfort.
Escapees from Devil’s Island, half-
breeds from the penitentiaries of Peru,
Nazis from the Condor air-line system,
Portuguese adventurers, they enforced
the master’s word by the rule of the
bullet, and murdered and robbed, on
the side, for the benefit of their own
pockets.

ORANHO discussed business, but
in a suave, indirect manner that
conveyed little concrete information. He

seemed more interested in learning
Torrey’s background and motives than

in explaining his own affairs. They
agreed on a rough schedule of two
flights a week.

“You will have a room on the floor
below this. The jeep will be at your dis-
posal, of course, but I should not ad-
vise much sight-seeing. The roads are
terrible, the jungle is very dangerous,
and even the streets of Porto Velho—
well, I should advise you to stay in your
room.” |

This advice was accompanied by a
leer which caused Torrey to make up his
mind to see as much as possible of Porto
Velho.

“By the way, you have a gun?”

Torrey opened his musette and pro-
duced his Colt .45. As he did so, his hand
touched the knotted towel, He reached
back for it, but then stopped himself,

A question is put with one of two ob-
jects. To get a frank reply from some-
one interested in helping the questioner,
or to get a reply which, evading a direct
answer, nevertheless betrays involun-
tarily some reflection of the truth. Tor-
rey felt that Moranho qualified under
neither heading. He did not yet know
Torrey intimately enough to give an
outright, helpful answer. At the same
time, he appeared much too shrewd a
dealer to be trapped into giving away
any secrets. |

Instinct told Torrey to leave the head
where it was.

- But the next day, while he explored
the village and the docks and the old
town of Santo Antonio across the river,
he showed it to several people and asked
questions about Paul. He showed it to
the German engineer who ran the water-
power plant. The cacique, or headman,
of the old town. A Turkish peddler who
had crossed the Mato Grosso on a mule,

The cacique showed interest. It was,
he declared, a genuine Jivaro, hoth very
old and very rare. The Turk offered
him 500 cruzeiros, and came up to 750,
then grimaced his toothless disappoint-
ment.

The German told him, “The big boss
has a collection of those things, up In
!;is rooms. Mayhe he would know about
l ‘H

But none of them could, or would, tell
him anything whatsoever about Paul
Randover,

He flew a round trip to Belem the lat-
ter part of that week, and completed a
second round trip on the following
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Wednesday. In the ecity, he stayed over-
night each time at the Hotel Saint
Roque, but saw nothing of Bella, either
there or on the streets. The hotel man-
ager professed not to know her address.

He did, however, see a small para-
graph on the second page of the local
newspaper :

The body of a foreigner was found late yes-
terday ﬂoatmg under the pier of the Zorumba
Line. It was tentatively mlenhﬁed as that of
Erich Grauss, formerly an aviator in Bolivia.
Death was due to drowning, apparently two
or three days before the body was found.

Torrey shuddered. Delucco had evi-
dently taken care of that little matter,
though he had not mentioned it to Tor-
rey.

Back in Porto Velho, Torrey spent
Thursday morning watching sweating
stevedores unload batalones at the ware-
house on the pier. At one point, a red-
skinned worker, swaying beneath a
solid sphere of raw rubber, lost his foot-
ing on the single plank and fell into the
river.

His fellow workers emitted a long,
dry moan of dismay, but did nothing
else. No one even tried to throw hint a
rope. Indeed, it would have been of ne
use.

Before the swirling current had ear-
ried him more than thirty feet, his body
had been torn to a raw mass of flesh by
the bloodthirsty pirhanas which in-
habited the muddy waters in shoals.

Life was cheap on the rivers of the
jungle.

CHAPTER VII
A Collection—of Heads

ETURNING to the hospital build-

ing for the midday meal, Torrey
reached the door of the semi-private
dining rooms just as someone else was
coming out. He stepped aside, looked up,
and froze solid.

“For the love of— How did wou get
here?”

Bella wore the tight-fitting pink
slacks and the easual jacket in whieh he
had first seen her at the Belem airport.
The jacket was somewhat soiled, the
slacks wrinkled, and her rippling black
Rair, unconfined by a helmet, was in &

careless disarray, which made her seem
younger and more attractive than ever.

She smiled proudly. “You are sur-
prised, my Captain Torrey?”’

“Surprised? Of ecourse I'm suz-
prised!” he blurted. -

There were no railroads, or roads
warth mentioning. By river steamer it
was nearly two thousand miles, and re-
quired from four to six weeks. By air,
of course—but he knew quite well that
there were no airplanes on that tiny
field except his own C-47,

“Do you not remember,” she asked
archly, “the big boxes, marked Glass~
ware—IHandle With Care? Did you no=-
tice, perhaps, that one was shghtlr
heavier than the others?”
¥ “Heavier? I didn’t lift them, myself.
u b 5 4

“That 1 regret. Perhaps you would
have handled with more care.”

“You mean that you were in one of
those crates?”

“You made it plain, you see, that yow
could not help me to get to Porto Velho.
So 1 had to get assistance of someone
else. It was difficult, and not too come-
fortable—but here I am!’

- Torrey thought of a dozen questions
to ask, about whose assistance she haé
recewed and how she had wangled it.
But for the moment, the implications of
her last statement outweighed all else.

“Here, ves. But, goed heavens, yow
can’t stay here! This place is—why, it's
terrible! There are no women, except
natives. These men are all ronghnecks,
brutes. They haven’t seen a girl like you
in months. Why, they’ll tear you te
pieces !”

“Even with the protection of Senhor
Moranho 7”

“Moranho!” cried Torrey. “He’s the
worst of them all! The only reasen he’d
protect you from the others weulcC be te
keep you for himself. Why, when he lays
eyes on you, he’ll—he’ll—"

“He will?” She seemed delighted by
the prospect, rather than frightened.
She cocked her head on one side and
rolled her eyes into the corners as if
she were flirting with some fascinated
patron in the Saint Roque bar. “Then
perhaps I will discover what I have
come to find out. For he has already
asked me to have dinner with him, to-
night.”

“But look. Wait a minute! You can’t
dq that! You don’t know him. He won’t
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ive you any help. He’s not that kind.

e’'ll take everything you have to give,
and then throw you out.”

“Torrey.” She stopped him with a
hand against his chest. “In my country,
when we wish to buy an expensive
thing, we are willing to pay the price.
Only we must deal with someone who
has to sell the thing we wish to buy. Ate
o vista, Torrey!”

He would have argued further, but
she evaded his fingers and ran rapidly
up the stairs. -

Torrey spent the afternoon haunting
the corridors of the building, but did not
gee her again. He learned that she had
appeared shortly before noon, when the
frucks pulled in from the field. She had
gone direct tc Moranho’s suite, and a
little later had been escorted by a lieu-
tenant to a room of her own on the third
floor.

Torrey learned the room numker, but
found the door closed. After waiting in
indecision for several minutes, he
knocked. There was no response. He
could not tell whether she was inside or
not, and he did not quite have the gall
to walk in.

ACK in his own room, he bit his

nails, and cursed. He was gloomy
and distraught. This whole affair had
gone sour on him. He had learned noth-
ing at all 2bout Paul Randover, and he
found himself working for a gang of
savage slave drivers who were bleeding
the natives white to line their own pock-
ets. He was worried, too, about Bella.
Whatever her errand, it was not worth
the sacrifice she was about to make. She
was too yvoung in experience to realize
her position. To play with fire was one
thing. To leap into the flames was some-
thing else. She simply didn’t know what
she was doing.

But at seven o’clock, as she mounted
the stairs and rapped on Moranho’s
door, Bella showed every indication of
knowing precisely what she was doing.
She was calm and collected, sustained by
an inner strength that gave her utter
confidence. She wore the flame-colored
gown and the high-heeled golden slip-
pers—almost the only baggage she had
been able to bring with her—and her
hair was brushed back from her temples
in rippling profusion.

She had never been more beautiful,
and she knew it.

ORANHO himself opened the door.

He had dressed in a tuxedo, the
ribbon of a Brazilian order slanting
across his shirt-front.-

“Your dinner guest, senhor!” she an-
nounced coolly.,

He executed 2 snap bow from the
waist. *“A delight which I have been an-
ticipating with the greatest of eager-
ness, senhorita!”

His greedy eyes devoured her as she

entered tne room, and turned. His lips
moved loosely as though his mouth were
watering. It gave her the se_.saftion of a
flower being stripped oi its petals, one
by one. But she showed no sign o: fear
or distaste.
- He took her by the hand and led her
back into the suite, past the sumptuous-
ly furnished living room to a small pri-
vate dining room. Here a broad couch
stood under the windows, where a hum-
ming fan made a pleasing draft. In the
middle of the room a table was set for
two, and at the sideboard, the Chinese
servant, his face as impassive as a carv-
ing, manipulated a large silver cocktail
shaker,. |

She sat down on the couch, He sat at
her side, half facing her, but not too
close. He was too sophisticated to press
his hand.

The servant poured cocktails so icy
cold that they steamed in the sultry air.
While Bella sipped at hers, Moranho
downed his at a gulp. The servant im-
mediately refilled his glass.

Moranho asked about several places in
Belem with which he was acquainted.
She answered lightly, flippantly. He
seemed somewhat at a loss for small
talk, as if embarrassed by the necessity
of making conversation at all. After the
second cocktail, he expressed some sur-
prise at her temerity in making the trip

to Porto Velho.

“I have heard a great deal about you,
Senhor Moranho.”

“Excuse me,” he interrupted her. “If
we are not yet old friends, let us hope
that we soon shall be. To me, you shall
be Bella, and you may as well start at
once calling me “esar.”

Her lip twitched faintly. “It is the
name of a strong man, Cesar. And that
is what I have heard. I have been told
that you are a man of iron, that you
have made yourself a great fortune by
your skill and determination, that you
rule a vast business empire. Tha' men



submit willingly to your demands—and
women, 100.” .

Thus flattered into talking about him-
self, the magnate held forth at length.
He described his early struggles, his
burning ambition, his ruthless rise to
power. It had been necessary, he con-
fessed, to be brutal, without conscience.
One did not acquire riches in these days
;vit%lmut acquiring enemies, too. He had

ctn,

Before he had exhausted the subject,
‘the servant brought in the first course,
and they moved to the table.

“Oysters!” she exclaimed.

“Oysters which have flown more miles
than any oyster cver flew before, just to
touch your dainty lips,” he smirlted.

He ate with obvious gusto, breathing
noisily throagh his great beaked nose.
In fact, for a time he seemed almost to
forget the girl opposite him in his en-
grossment with the food.

One course followed another, each one
accompanied by a fresh bottle of wine.
Bella sipped each glass, then set it aside.
He drank lightly of the still wines, but
swaliowed copious draughts of the
champagne which came later. His eyes
grew faintly glassy, and his conversa-
tion louder, more bold.

FTER black ecoffee, which Moranho

did not touch, the Chinese servant
brought a bottle of cognac and tiny,
thimble-like glasses. Bella took hers over
- to the couch and set it on an end-table.
The servant went into the living room,
started the player on a long series of
semi-classical records, and then, at a
word from Moranho, vanished.

- Moranho rose and stood in front of
Bella, glass in hand, rocking slightly
back and forth from heel to toe.

“l can hardly believe my good for-
tune—that you should have come way
out here to seek my acquaintance.”

“You seldom come to Belem, and are
always 20 busy. So T found it necessary
t« come to Ferto Velho. Especially,” she
added coyly, “as I may have a slignt
favor to ask of you.”

“A ravor?’ He tossed off his cognac,
and leered over the rim of the glass. “I,
too, may ask a favor of you, my Bella.”

She smiled, undisturbed. “No doubt
you will, And be reassured, Cesar, I have
a very generous nature.”

“You mean—you consent?”’

“If first you satisfy my curiosity.”
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“Ah, I see, We play a little game. This
for that. Very well. Tell me. What is
your request?”’

“1 would like to find out what hap-
pened to a man who came into this coun-
try from Belem, more than a year and
a half ago.” ,

He raised his brows. “A long time!
What is nis name?” |

Bella held her voice steady. “Joaguim
Aradhez.”

ilis eyes hardened abruptly. He set
the glass down carefully. “The name is
not familiar to me.”

“Come, come, Cesar, my friend! He
worked for you for a time. Then, I am
told, he took a position with the govern-
ment, in Manaos, Shortly after that he
disappeared.”

He looked it the floor. “Many men
vanish in the jungles.”

She said nothing, but just sat waiting.

“The name—perhaps I have heard
it,” he muttered. “Yes, 1 remember now.
It was reported that he had died.”

“He died?” Her voice was ansolutely
colorless. .

“l do not recall the circumstances.”
He picked up the bottle and refilled the
thimbles. “Tell me. Why do you ask after
this man?”’

Bella called up all her histrionic abil-
ity. “Because 1 hate him! He took me
from my family. He made love to me. He
promised me everything! Then he ran
off and left me, to scorn and disgrace!
If he is dead, give me proof. If not, I
wish to kill him myself, with my own
hands! I am ready—Ilook !”

She thrust her hand down the front
of her dress and drew out a knife, As
knives go, it was tiny, but as deadly as
a three-foot sword, with a chasec silver
hilt ar.c a burnished steel blade.

Moranho had shrunk back before the
violence of her words. But now he began
to laugh softly through clenched teeth.

“What a passionate vixen: But do not
excive yourself, Bella mia! You will not
have to kill him. He is already dead, and
I can give vou the proof you ask. Your
favor 18 granted.”

He turned toward a cabinet against
the wall. Taking a key from his pocket,
he unlocked the double doors and swung
them open. Inside was arranged his col-
lection of trophies. Each of three shelves
held more than a dozen shrunken human
heads. Some were old and deeply tanned,
the skin shriveled by time. Some ap-
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peared not so old. Each wore its own
distinctive grimace—lifelike, yet more
horrible than anything in life.

He gestured with pride toward one
on the lowest shelf. “You knew his face?
What more proof do you ask?”

She came slowly to her feet, as if lift-
ing with her a stupefying weight, Her
hands were clenched, her eves round
and black.

“You killed him!”
strangling voice.

“I had him killed,” corrected Moran-
ho. “He flouted my orders, by writing
letters about a Yanqui who had got in
my path, and whom I had chot myself,
personally. The head of the Yanqui, in-
cidentally, is this one next to his. Side
bv side in death, as in life!”

He cackled in obscene mirth.

- She stood motionless, trembling from
nead to foot. She hardly heard what he
was saying; the blood was pounding in
her ears.

Suddenly he turned toward her, his
hands grasping her arms.

“So much for my little favor ! Now for
vours, Bellta mia . ..”

“You killed him!” she repeated in a
horrified whisper.

He seemed not to hear. He drew her
closer, passed one hand over the velvet
smoothness of her bare shoulder. She
saw his eyes, slits of lust. His nostrils
were quivering with eagerness. She
smelled his hot breath, the foul stench
of his perspiration.

She tried to wrench away. He seized
her in his arms. Together they staggered
sideways. His leg struck the table. A
glass toppled to the floor with a brittle
crash. The sound seemed to release all
of her accumulated passion.

She got her right hand free and drove
the knife into his back, agair and again
and again.

she cried in a

CHAPTER VIIl
C-47 Getawoy

HEN Torrey knocked at the door,
he did not expect to be admitted.
Whatever was going on in there, it

doubtless was not going on in the front
office. But when he turned the knob, and

the door opened under his hand, he was
surprised. He had thought it would be
locked.

His musette, fully packed, was slung
over his shoulder. He had come for a
showdown with Moranho, prepared to
quit and walk out, subject to arrange-
ments for getting him a new pilot in
Belem. He was washed . up, sick of the
whole business,

There was no one in the office, where
only a single dim light burned. He
halted, listening., At first he heard
nothing, Then a faint sobbing moan
reached his ears.

He started back across the living
room, which was in darkness. His toe
struck a chair, which grated on the floor.
Thus Bella was up on her feet when he
reached the doorway to the dining room.

One of her shoulder-straps had
slipped, and her hair was in wild con-
fusion. Her eyes were rounc and star-
ing, and moist with tears.

“Torrey!” she gasped.

He saw first the knife, still gripped in
her hand. Then his-eyes dropred to the
floor. Moranho lay face down in a welter
of broken glass. His shirt, sliced to rib-
bons, was soaked with blood. He lay
without moving, quite dead.

Torrey raised his eyes to Bella’s face.

“He killed kim !’ she cried, in protest
against the accusation in his look. “He
killed my Joaquim, my dearest Joaquim,
my lover, my sweetheart! He said so
himself. He boasted! Look, look!”

She whirled him by the elbow to face
toward the open cabinet. At first Torrey
did not know which head she was point-
ing at. Then suddenly he gasped and re-
coiled.

“Paul!” he croaked. “That—that one
there!”

“Yes, the American! This swine killed
him, too. He told me that. That was why
my darling Joaquim met death. Because
he was helping the Yanqui, and writing
letters to America.”

Suddenly Torrey remembered the sig-
nature at the bottom of that letter Mil-
lie had showed him: Joaquim Aradhez.
Thir.gs began to fall into a pattern.

He backed : way from the horror that
confronted him. To see the lifeless and
embalmed face of a dear friend was a
brutal shock under any circumstances.
To see i1t reduced in scale to one-third
size was unspeakably horrifyving. He
swallowed, and drew a deep breath.
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“How-—how long ago—'' he began
slowly.

“I don’t know. I think I fainted, after.
I heard a sound. I think the chimes at
the door. Then you came.’

Torrey clenched his teeth on an oath,
and trled to think fast. A thing like thlS
would be all over town in no time, and
there would be the devil to pay. If either
one of them hoped to leave alive, they
would have to get started, leave at
once.

He ran to the office door and locked
it. As he turned away, he heard pound-
ing footsteps on the stairs. When he
came back he went straight through into
the bedroom. Yes, his guess was right.
That was the window that opened onto
the fire eseape. He lifted her through,
followed on her heels.

As they started down, a rifle cracked
somewhere in the dark streets of the
town. The only law in this place was
Moranho, and Moranho was dead. Hell
was popping already.

He knew where the jeep stood, under
a tree by the corner of the fence. As they
reached it, he heard shouts from the top
floor of the building behind him, and the
sound of blows on wood.

HE jeep’s engine seemed to roar

deafeningly in the stillness. He tried
driving without lights at first, but gave
that up after fifty feet. The lights be-
trayed his path of escape, but they
would soon guess that ar.yway. A bullet
whined over his head, but then he en-
tered the jungle road and all sight and
sound was cut off except what they made
themselves.
. Torrey had driven jeeps before, but
never over such a track. He tried to stay
in high, but it was hopeless. Then he
tried to stay in second, but every two
minutes had to drop back to first. Twice,
Bella was almost thrown out. A little
later a trailing vine caught Torrey
around the neck, and would have
strangled him before he could stop had
she not severed it with a swipe of the
dagger.

If there had ever been a record for
that journey, he broke it. The field,
when he reached it, was merely open
blackness instead of closed-in blackness.
He found the C-47 with his headlights,
roared up to it, and slammed his hand
on the horn-button. Karl threw open the
cargo door, gun in hand.

“We're taking off, Karl! Right now!
Get her ready!”

The crew chief never asked a single
question about why or what for. He
moved about, turning on cabin lights,
unchocking wheels, and removing con-
trol locks with swift, unerring efficiency.
Only after he had started one engine did
Torrey think of fuel.

“We loaded up with gas to make
Belem 7’ he asked.

“No sir! I put in all that was left in
those barrels. There 18 more expected
from the river, tomorrow. Encugh te
make Manaos, but not half enough for
Belem, sir!”

Torrey swore under his breath. Ma-
naos, he thought—no. Moranho’s influ-
ence was strong in Manaos. I might be
safe there, but she won’t. He pressed the
right starter button.

“Cochabamba!” he shouted. “Get me
that map from the—"

“Six hundred and eighty miles!”

shouted Xarl promptly in reply.
“C]?iu rse, one-eighty-six! Altitude of
ﬁe ___”

“Tell me the rest later!” cried Torrey,
and warmed his engines.

Using his landing lights, he taxied ¢o
the end of the runway and turned, Afdl
about lay the fastmess of the jungle,
black, silent, omineus. Suddenliy, his qye
caught a splash of light through the
foliage back where the road entered the
open. He remembered the two trucks at
Porto Velho.

They had been pursued!

“Hang on!” he cried. “We're goin’,
right now!” ‘

He poured coal to the engines. The big
plane lumbered forward. Through the
roar he heard a cracking sound. Rifles
were being fired. He kept his eye glued
on the open stretch of runway calcu-
lating the moment to use right rudder
on the dog-leg.

He heard a snap just above his head.
A bullet had entered one zide of the
cabin and left through the other. Then
he heard Karl’s curse.

Had someone shot Torrey down in
cold blood, the crew chief would never
have turned a hair. But someone was
shooting heies in the airplane—his air-
plane! Karl jerked out the rubber hand
plug in a window, thrust his rifle
through, and started shooting.

The plane gathered speed, roaring

past the road entrance near the mid-
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point of the runway. The truck stood
there, its lights blazing. Torrey, busy
with the take-off, gave it only a glance.

Then, suddenly, from the tail of his eye,

he saw a sheet of flame. One of Karl’'s
bullets had hit the truck’s gas tank.

The truck and all its occupants dis-
solved in flaming gasoline.

FTER two hours, Torrey was sure

he was going to make it. After
three hours he was not quite so c=rtain.
After three hours and a half, his aoubts
became obsessions. He fiddled constant-
ly with mixtvrre controls, nrop pitch,
and throttles, trying desperately to suck
the maximum mile out of every gallon.
But these were the foothille of the
Andes he was meeting. Whatever else
he did, he had to climb, and climbing
meant increased fuel consumption.

When his left engine coughed, he
switched to the last reserve. Dawn was
just. breaking over the craggy peaks.
Five minutes more, and he was finished.
“Fasten your belt!” he told Bella.

Perhaps she didn’t hear him, or
didn’t understand. |

The five minutes passed. He was still
flying. Another minute. He soared
through a pass into a broad valley.
Lhead, through mist, he saw a town.
Beyond it, an airfield.

“Cochabamba!” barked Karl.

At that moment both engines sput-
tered, and died.

He saw at once that he could not pos-
sibly make the field in a glide. But the
slopes of the valley were cultivated. A
belly landing was a better bet than bail-
ing out. He feathered props and cut
switches while he swung in a short arc
toward a field of grain.

There may have been smoother belly
landings made. There have certainly
been many worse. The floor beneath his
feet buckled and groaned as it slid over
coarse turf. The old C-47 rocked, and
heaved up on her nose, then settled back
with a last racking groan.

He was horrified to see blood running
from Bella’s nose.

“My belt!” she moaned. “I forgot—"

She had been pitched forward, and
then dropped back. The nose was a
minor matter, but they discovered im-
mediately that her leg was broken as
well. They laid her flat on the floor, and
then Karl got busy on the liaison set,
which was still working. He shouted in
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Portuguese, Spanish, and English. At
least one of them must have been eifec-
tive, because he shortly turned to Tor-
rey. “A crash truck comes from the field,
An ambulance also.”

“Good work,” said Torrey briefly.

He had just picked up his musette,
which he had earlier slung onto the
floor of the cargo compartmens. It had
been flung violently against the parti-
tion in the crash landing, breaking the
straps. And. as he found when he
reached inside, breaking something else.

The tow<l was limp and lumpy in his
hand. When he folded it back, he saw
that the head had been crushed out of
shape, and was split open on top. Some-
thing cascaded out into his fingers. He
stared incredulously. Had one not been
set in a ring, he might not have recog-
nized them—diamonds!

His mind tried blankly to cope with
the mystery. A lost fortune in diamonds,
imported into Manaos in the old days of
wealth and prosperity, bought, sold,
pledged, and stolen doubtless many
times since, and eventually tucked into
this hiding place by some canny owner,
probably now long dead.

Was this what Moranho had been
seeking, when Paul Randover “got in
his way”? Was this what Paul meant
when he wrote, “a fortune to be picked -
up” ? Had Paul known what was inside
his gruesome trophy?

The answers to those questions Tor-
rey would never learn now. All he knew
was that he held a fortune in his fists.
He took them back and showed them to
Bella, where she lay.

“At least half of these ought to be-
long to you,” he said. .

“No, no! They are for Millie!”

“That’s right,”” nodded Torrey.
“They’re hers, aren’t they?”

“Torrey!” She tried to twist toward
him, but her lip grimaced in pain, not
all physical. “Be good to Millie—"

“Huh? Yeah, sure. I'll see that she
gets along all right. Not that she’ll need
much help from me—w:ith this!”’

A siren walled outside as the ambu-
lance neared.

“Torrey?”

iiYeS ??I

“Before they take me-—kiss me once
again, Torrey!”

‘He kissed her. The orderlies had to
shove him aside to lift her onto the
stretcher. '



Altitude Minus

It was a great relief fo

Carvey the way they took it

When his DC-3 runs out of gas in a murderous fog over Brazil

what can Russ Carvey do but wait, wait, wait—and then die?

USS CARVEY, chief pilot of the
DC-3, O Cruzeiro, brushed his
hand over the glass to his left, put his
suntanned face against it and looked out.
oweat stood out on his cheeks like
globules of oil. All he could see was the
creeping mist. He turned dback to Pedro
Goncalvo, his Brazilian co-pilot, and
shook his head. Pedro doffed his uni-
forma cap, pushed the hair back from

35

his forehead. The hair glistened, as oily
as Carvey’s cheeks.

“There’s nothing, Pete,” said Carvey.
“It’s the same as it was. No ceiling, no
horizon, no ground, no nothing!” He
stared at his instrument panel on which
nothing worked except the altimeter. He
was really and truly flying blind. “And
no instruments,” he added. “And where
are we, riddle me that? Last time I
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knew we were somewhere between Belem
and Santarem, with the Amazon prac-
tically under us. Now, we may have
turned in any direction. How about
radio ?”

“Dead,” said Pedro. ‘“‘Dead. Dead hke
the instruments. Dead as we’ll be if the
fog doesn’t lift. We had gasoline enough
to travel twice from Belem to Santarem
when this fog closed down. Now, we have
enough to last us fifteen mmutes no
more. Then what?”

Russ Carvey shrugged. “We can al-
ways get down,” he said. “It’s staying
up that is the mblem $ig

Pedro mnned. “You can make a joke
of it when we have twenty-one pas-
sengers in the back? Our passengers
would not see it. Last time T was back
they were all impatient. They have
watches, know schedules They know we
should have reached Belem an hour ago
and more.”

“T am whistling in a graveyard,” said
Carvey. “I am not joking.”

“Whistling in a graveyard?”’ repeated
Pedro, shrugging himself down into his
uniform coat like a turtle pulling back
into h1s armor. “I am not sure I like that,
either.”

“Just what ean I do to please you?”
asked Carvey.

“Set us down in one piece,” said Gon-
calvo, “preferably Belem airport.”

“Show me where it is and I'll do my
pest,” said Carvey. “Perhaps you'd like
to give it a whirl ?”’

“I, said Pedro, “never having been
- an American, have never flown, as you
put it, by the seat of my pants. Without
instruments, I am helpless. But you, you
are—’

-“Helpless,” said Carvey.

T twenty -seven, Russ Carvey, Amer-

ican ex-war flier, had been loaned
to this new Brazilian line by his own
company in the States, as a gesture of
courtesy, and because ‘his. heroic name
would help fill the newly shellacked
planes with passengers. He had helped
open several new branches and exten-
gions. Pedro Goncalvo had been his
shadow through it all, in order to be
able to take Carvey’s place when Carvey
returned to the United States.

“What shall we tell the passengers 7’
asked Pedro. “They have to know pretty
%00}111. Eefere the gasoline is exhausted,

think.”

“They’re all Brazilians,” said Carvey.
“Your people. Suppose you tell them?”
Pedro shrugged. “But for you, my
friend, half of them would net be here.
There are four of them who speak Eng-
lish. One of them can interpret.”
Carvey grinned. ‘““That uts you be-
hind the wheel after all. I may spend the
rest of the fifteen minutes back yonder.”
“I doubt it,” said Pedro. “You couldn’t
stick it. You’d rather be at the controls.”
Russ Carvey gave the wheel to Pedro,
Iet himself out the door into the passen-
ger section. All eyes were turned on him
the instant he stood, tall and command-
ing, facing the twenty-one men—thank
God there were no women and children!
—whose lives depended on his judgment
and his luck. Nobody said anythmg All
hands merely looked at him, waiting
“lI suppose you all know we’re twe
hours overdue in Belem ?”” he said flatly.
Men looked at one another. Men who
did not understand English looked at
men who did. |
“lI had best interpret,” said one of

them, a brown-skinned prosperous look-

ing man of sixty or so.

‘“Please, Senhor Mocambier, if you
will be so good,” said Carvey. “I can
speak some Portuguese, but tonight all
of it seems to have deserted me.”

“As bad as that?” asked Mocambier
softly.
“We have gasoline enough to last fif-

teen, no, twelve minutes now,” said
Carvey. “Our instrument panel is dead

exeept for the altimeter. Nelther Gon-

calvo nor myself has the slightest idea
where we are. We may be heading for
Peru. We may be over Belem thls in-
stant, but it deesnt seem likely. We'd
be able to see the glow of the mty - llghts
against the fog. We may be out over the
Atlantic. We may be heading for Rio.
There is no radio contact That s the size
of it. It's my fault, I guess. I must have
missed some detall the weather maybe.
It doesn’t matter now. In twelve, no, ten
minutes we must start down ” He
paused. ‘“There may be water under us
or jungles. The chances that we will
come through a blind landing in an area
where the jungle is a sea of green reach-
ing to the horizon in all directions are
infinitesimal. A miracle has to happen
m the next ten, no, eight minutes.”
Senhor Mocambier interpreted rapidly
while Carvey watched the swart faces
of his passengers. Several of them



ALTITUDE MINUS a7

cerossed themselves. One or two swung
into the aisle and touched their knees

to the deck. A lithograph of Our Lady

of Grace hung above the door of the
“office.”” When Mocambier had finished,
several of the men spoke to him. Mocam-
bier interpreted for Carvey, though Car-
vey had understood.

“None blames you, Senhor Carvey,
my friends say. They also say that
eventually all men must die. However,
knowing the ability of the famous Amer-
ican flier, they are not expecting to die
tonight! Go back to your task, Senhor,
with sueh peace in your heart as you
can find.”

It was a great relief to Carvey, the
way they all took it. Not that he himself
had any desire to die. There was a girl
at home in New York who had waited as
long as a man had a right to ask a
woman to wait. It was time to make a
home, raise kids, settle down as much as
an airman could. With that thought in
mind, Russ Carvey went back through
the door. If he ever saw those twenty-
one passengers again, he knew, it would
he when all were safe in some clearing
or airport. He had little belief in mira-
cles, yet he could not down the feeling
that something was going to happen that
would fill them all with complete safis-
faction.

“How goes it, Pete?” said Carvey,
slipping back imto his place.

“No difference, Russ,” said Goncalvo,
“except that nine of the fifteen minutes
have run out. I've looked out a few
times, and kept her flying, if not level, at
least at the same altitude—seven thou-
sand feet. It’s like flying some eerie
dream. That fog we’re going through,
misf, whatever it is—looks like the fly-
ing cotton of the ripe sumaumeira tree.
I’'ve had dreams of walking through just
such stuff, with my feet touching noth-
ing. Ugghhh!”

- Carvey also looked out, shook his head,
looked back. Four minutes to go, if they
had the right dope on gasoline.

“You don’t ask how your countrymen
took it,” said Carvey.

“I know my countrymen,” said Pedro.
“Several crossed themselves. Several
knelt in the aisle. None changed expres-
sion much. All told you, through one of
the English-gspeaking passengers—Mo-
cambier, at a guess—that it wasn’t your
fault and that they were sure you would

get them through. Right? One even

made the verbal gesture of saying that
every living person must some day die.”

ARVEY nodded. The motor began

to stutter and sputter. Carvey could
feel Pedro go tense in the other bucket.
He could feel the passengers tense. He
could almost hear someone mention the
altitude, and guess how long it would
take to use it up, dead-stick.

He checked in every way he could
with a dead panel, to make those last
few drops of gasoline go on forever. It
was no use. The motors conked out. The
silence after that was somehow fright-
ful, even to the pilot and co-pilot.

Carvey looked at Pedro. He jerked his
head to indicate the passenger section.

“Now that the chips are down, Pete,”
he said, “are your countrymen likely to
stampede 7’

“No!” said Pedro Goncalvo.

“You underestimate us, Senhor,” said
a voice from behind them. Carvey
whirled to see Mocambier just inside the
door, watehing. Beyond Mocambier he
could see the aisle-side knees of the pas-
sengers. “If I may stand here, sir, you
can tell me what to do and I'll pass it
on.”

“Return to your seat, please,” said
Carvey. “There is nothing to do but
fasten your seat belts. The sign says
that. Shut the door behind you. Sorry,
but if we have a chance, it is because I
can shut all of you out and concentrate.”

“Don’t apologize,” said Mocambier,
“We all understand perfectly.”

Carvey swung back to the front. The
altimeter was beginning to crawl down.
He could not keep the great ship up for-
ever with no power on her. Again he
peered out the glass. Outside there were
only the tendrils of the creeping mist.
It was a tangible thing, almost audible,
that mist. A chill in it, too. Carvey shiv-
ered in spite of himself.

“Afraid to die?” asked Pedro.

“Death has been a companion as close
as you are.” Carvey shrugged. “He has
always understood me, whatever the
language.”

“I don’t like it,” said Pedro. “Maybe
my faith is not strong. Maybe it would
have helped if I had been in the war, too.
I'd be living on borrowed time, as you
are. Then it would not matter se much.
For the first time in several years I am
glad I have no wife, no children.”

Pedro Goncalvo went silent. Carvey
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looked at the altimeter. Five thousand
feet. They were losing altitude fast. Soon
it was four thousand. The landing lights
showed nothing but the mist. The blink-
ing of the lights was scarcely discern-
lble, and who]ly hopeless. The mist be-
came momentarily thicker.

Carvey turned as Pedro touched his
shoulder and pointed. Tendrils of the
mist were penetrating the oifiice, circling
about the feet of the fliers as if examin-

ing them for some weird purpose. That

was supposed to be impossible. Fog
should not have come into the plane,
even with the airvents on. The two fliers
looked into each other’s eyes, shrugged.
The altimeter said four thousand feet.
The DC-3 geemed to be floating, falling,
then rising ever so little on the fleece
which had such a dream quality.

“No mountains,” said Carvey. “If
"there were, it would end quickly, and
unexpectedly, before we could get down
to Altitude Zero. As it is, the Amazon
Valley—"’

“Flatter than a pool table,” said Pe-
dro. “Altitude Zero is ten feet above the
Atlantic. We have to watch that alti--
meter take us right into the trees, the
stumps, the rocks, or the ocean. How
fast do we fly like this?”

“We’ll hit hard enough,” said Carvey.
He was trying hard to see down. His
watch said eight o’clock at night. Total
darkness, even without the mist, pos-
sessed the world. ‘“The unlucky ones
will be the survivors.”

“T'd risk it, to be sure,” said Pedro
Goncealvo.

The altimeter said three thousand.
- Carvey held her up as high as she would
go and refused to look at the altimeter
until he had counted a hundred. Then
he looked. They were down to two thou-
sand.

“You rushed it, Russ,” said Pedro. “I
counted only to ninety-five.”

“You didn’t know when 1 started,
Pete,” said Carvey. “I don’t rush this
sort of thing much »

“That means you’ve been in a position
like this before?”

“Exactly. Another country, that’s all.
Got out of it just above the ground. Saw
a hole in the clouds. It was an airport.”

“It happened once, then,” said Pedro
hopefully. ‘““Then it could happen again!”’
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