


Suction-Cell - Retainer
is the newest invention
for rupture. No bulk,

no slipping. Holds

and lets Nature heal.

45

ever read.

OW rupture victims can abandon the
needless pain and discomfort of tortur-

ous trusses. Science has at last developed

a tiny, comfortable appliance of tremendous
mtcrcst for every rupture sufferer. This device is called
“Suction Cell Retainer.” It has been developed and
perfected as a result of having made more than a million
rupture appliances.  With it comes an astounding
natural help for putting real strength into the abdomen,
so as to aid Nature in preventing recurrence of rupture.
Results with Suction Cell Retainer are often so re-
markable, so quick, so simple, that vou too may marvel.
It has no leg.straps. Tt expands and contracts as easily
as vour own flesh. When vou walk, run, bend, or
exercise it tends to squeeze itself, not the part of vour
body it rests against. Tt is so entirely lacking in bulk
and weight that even some ruptured men's wives have
not known they were ruptured.

PERSONAL GUARANTY

Suction Cell Ketainer must give the results that you
expect ¢r you <imnls return it. TIf your rupture is not
actually and positively reduced in size during the free
trial we allow, send it back and demand the return of
your deposit as agreed. If 30 davs trial are not enough,
write us and we will extend the time to 60, 90 days or
even four months if you desire.

convenience.

BEWARE
RUPTURE

THAT “DOESN’T
BOTHER MUCH”

lds Rupture'

An Ohio Scientist Is Now Helping Nature Rescue Thou-
sands of Rupture Victims.
Cumbersome Contraptions of ancient times.
& appliance works without embarrassing bulk, without leg
straps or springs or bars or leather.
tonished at its tiny size, its revolutionary coolness and
His test offer actually includes an extra
appliance sent to you absolutely FREE. Mail coupon
today for the most astounding rupture information you
It is Free and will come in plain cover.

No More Cruelty. No More
His new

You will be as-

Think what the zbove words promise, not only in
new comfort and immediate relief, but also the possibil-
ity of ultimate FREEDOM! No system like this ever
devised! At last, comes sensible relief. Pleasant. Solid
comfort. Natural wav. Reasonable in price. And you
don’t need to wait forever for results.

GET FREE OFFER

Send no money. Tust mail coupon and you will receive
our newest book about rupture, together with our
attractive, bona-fide offer of special FREE appliance,
all in plain packet. Tt will open vour eves.

NEW SCIENCE INSTITUTE
4110 New Bank Bldg. Steubenville, Ohio
e

W SCIENCE INSTITUTE,

4110 New Bank Bldg., Steubenville, Ohio. '

Without oblization or a penny of cost to me, send free speclal
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Larry Campbell
Student of
GEORGEF.JOWETT
i from Drawing by
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» | Guarantee To Add At Least..,

INCHES TO INCHES TO
YOUR CHEST YOUR BICEPS

...oritwon't cost you one cent! Signed: GEORGE F. JOWETT

‘XIHAT I did for Larry Campbell —I am sure I can do for

you! I wish you could see Larry in action today—a per-
fect example of my weight resistance method—the only method
that gives the true weight lifting muscles. I've seen Larry lift
more than 225 pounds overhead with one hand—and Larry is
only one of hundreds of my pupils who have excclleéy as
strength athletes.

I want to tell you fellows—there's something about this “strong
man’s business” that gets you—thrills you! You'll get a great
kick out of it—you’ll fairly see your muscles grow—and in no
time at all, you too will be doing the one-arm-press with a
150 pound weight!

All I want is a chance to prove to you that I can add 3 inches
to YOUR chest and 2 inches to each of YOUR biceps. Those
skinny fellows that are discouraged are the men I want to work
with. T'll build a strong man’s body for them and do it quickly.
And I don’'t mean cream-puff muscles either=—you will get real,
genuine, invincible muscles that will make your men friends
respect you and women admire you!

Test my full course, if it does not do all I say—and I will let
you be the judge—then it won't cost you one penny, even the
postage you have spent will be refunded to you.

I want you to send for one of my test courses NOW !

“Moulding a Mighty Chest”” A Complete Course for only 25¢

It will be a revelation to you. You can’t make a mistake. The guaranty of
the strongest man in the world stands behind this course. I give all the secrets
of strength illustrated and explained as you like them. In 30 daysyou can get
a mighty back and a Herculean chest. Mail your order now while you can still
get this course at my introductory price of only 25c.

I will not limit you to the chest. I can develop any part or all of your body.
Try any one of my test courses listed in the coupon at 25c. Or, try all six of
them for only $1.00.

Rush the Coupon Today

Mail your order now and I will include a FREE COPY of ““NERVES OF
STEEL, MUSCLES LIKE IRON". Itis a priteless book to the strength fan
and muscle builder. Full of :
decisively how you can build symmetry and strength the equal of theirs. |
Reach out—=Grasp This Special Offer.

pictures of marvelous bodied men who tell you Nsme

Larry Campbell came to Gcayc Jowett for

belp when be was 20 years old and wg ed
only 110 pounds—a weak, underdevetoped
stripling. TODAY be is a perfect physical
specimen—a strong man wio bas won many
strength competitions.

LET THE MAN with the STRONGEST ARMS
IN THE WORLD SHOW YOU THE WAY!

His free book is included with your
order. It describes his rise from
a puny boy to one of the world’s
strongest athletes with a chest meas-
ure of 49 inches and an 18 inch bicep!
His book explains why he is called
“Champion of Champions’=—and
there is a “thrill” in &
every page!

Drawing of
GEORGE F. JOWETT
by PRYOR

FREE

JOWETT INSTITUTE
of PHYSICAL CULTURE

Dept. 86WD 422 Poplar St
Scranton, Pa

George F. Jowett: Your proposi.
tion looks good to me. Send, by
rgl.\:{n mail, prepaid, the course:
checked below for which. 1 am en
closing.

Moulding & Mighty Arm, 250 ,
Moulding & Mighty Back, 250
Moulding a Mighty Orlp, 250
Moulding a Mighty Chest, 250
Moulding Mighty Legs, 25¢
Strong Man Stunst Made Ewsy, 359
All 6 Bocks for $1.00.

Inclede FREE Buok “Nerves of Steel, Muscles Liko lrap'y
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‘What Will You Do With

$350000 cash

Ii 1 Give'it to YOU?

COMPANY
00.00 -

ALL W CASH PRIZES

I'LL PAY $250.00

Just for the winalng answer to this question
1 am going to give $3,500.00 to some deserving

answers my announcements.
Yowu may be the one to get it! But, before I
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Just Seading Answer Qualifiez You for
Opportunity to

WIN $3,500.00

Some say I am wrong. They say that the peoplé
who get money from me will spend it foolishly.
Now I want to find out. I am going to give
away over $6,000.00. Bomeone is going to get
$3,600.00 All Cash. If I gave you the $3,600.00
what would YOU do with it? Tell me in 20 words
or less. Think, NOW, How You Would Spend
$3,500.00! Would you start a business—invest
in bonds—pay off a mortgage, or buy new fur-
niture? Just sending an answer qualifies yon
for the opportunity to win $3,600.00. If you are
prompt I'll send you a $1,000.00 Cash Certificate
AT ONCE! Here is an opportunity of a lifetime.
Rush your answer today. Yours may be a winner.

TOM WOOD, Manager
Dept. WA-704-H, H-O Bldg., Cincinnafi, O.
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There is no way you can lose. Simply tell ma
what YOU will do with $3,600.00 if I give it to
you. The prize for the winning answer is $250.00.
Just sending an answer qualifies you for an
opportunity to win $8,500.00 in final prize dis-
tribution. Think what an amazing opportunity
—why, many people work hard for a life-time
without ever having such a vast amount of
money &8 you may now win.
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be postmarked not later than Sept. 16, 1033. Judges will
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\ NS\ EX-CENTRO

\\ \ ' \\ weigh
"W One Pound

EX-CENTRO is a her-
culean one pound giant.
You will be amazed at
the work out and the
fight EX-CENTRO gives
you and how quickly
it develops a powerful
grip, wrist and arm.

&/ EX-CENTRO Can

Be Adjusted To

Resist Strongest
Man Alive

EX-CENTRO is adjustable—it can resist the strongest
man alive or it can be adjusted so that a child can use
it. You regulate it to the resistance you desire and increase
the strength as your own strength develops.

EX-CENTRO is the Invention of
a Famous Trainer—~A Necessity
for GETTING STRONG

EX-CENTRO is the invention of a famous trainer—it is the
creation of a man who has made a life’s study of body build-
ing and muscle developing. It weighs but a pound—made of
aluminum—nothing to get out of order. Will last a lifetime.
The idea is to force the little disk into the center of EX-
CENTRO—the resistance here is sc great that you get a new
form of exercise—a new thrill in muscle building. Great for
boxers in training, wrestlers, tennis players, golfers, swim-
mers, in fact, useful to every man or woman wanting to
develop a powerful grip, wrist and forearm. While you are
developing these muscles, you also develop the chest and
shoulder muscles, because every part of the upper body is
brought into play while you are trylng to conquer EX-CENTRO.
It's amusing and entertaining. You will get a big kick out of
trying to lick it—your friends will gather around and everyone will
want to try it. Be the first to enjoy the great benefits of this new
marvelous muscle building invention.
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EX-CENTRO is 120 West 42 8t.,, New York, N. Y.

sold with an ab- D Send 1 EX-CENTRO, with full instructions, by re-
solute guarantee turn mall. I will pay postman $1.29, plus postage on
of satisfaction or arrival. It 1s understood if I am not fully satisiled I may
money back. You return after 5 days trial and you will refund my $1.29.

take no risk what- I O Enclosed find post office money order for $1.29. You

PLUS
POSTAGE
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;;’"::;;, 3,': i&‘:pgg are to send Ex-Centro by return prepaid mail. 1 save
—n0 money now. the postage.

We ship by return
mail. You deposit
$1.29, plus postage,
with postman on
arrival. Clip and
mall coupon today

NOW|
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y"\ PATENTED EXCENTROI]C, IClty .......................... R State.......

Dept. 408 I NOTE: If you llve outside of the U. S. A. send $1.50
with order,

120 W.42 S, N. Y.
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New; sensational distovery alled SPREAD-A-TREAD. Covers old
worn tires with a new, tough, flexible, long-wearing tread for as low
as 76c. Repairs a worn place for a few pennies. At least 2000 addi-
tional miles GUARANTEED. Many Spread-A-Tread applications
wear 6,000 to 12,000 miles. An amazing opportunity for agents to
make up to $6.00 in an hour. Rich territories now being allotted—
act today to reserve yours.

SPREADS on with a knife-Dries overnight

Anyone can apply Spread-A-Tread. An old knife is all you need. No
other tools necessary. It spreads on like spreading butter on bread.
Dries overnight—tough, flexible and long-wearing. Vulcanizes itself.
CAN'T come offy

Ends Costly Tire Repairs — Helps Praven¥ Accldents

SPREAD-A-TREAD ends costly vulcanizing or re-treading. Saves buy-
ing new tires. Helps prevent skidding, punctures, blow-outs and
accidents due to poor tires. Seals holes and cracks.
Rebuilds tire from outside without taking off car or
L even letting out the air. Reinforces weak spots. Vul-

canizes itself to the old tire so that it cannot erack or
peel off. Baves delays and repairs. Protects fabric
against water, grit, rot and wear, Makes driving safer.
Test Spread-A-Tread at my RISK.

2,000
Extra
Wear

GUARANTEED

Spreads on Like
Butter on Bread!

Dries Overnight.

Wears Like Part of
the Tire Itself.

Anyone Can Apply It.

s Made
$1,7134 In
Two Wesks

MAIL COUPON FOR

FREE SAMPLE || B i .
Mail Coupon for FREE demonstration %};E'E * ’r')‘ two GOOd for FREE Samp'e

sample and special agent's exclusive
territory offer. I will show you how
other men are malgng up to $6.00 in an
hour with this amazing product that is
bought eagerly by owners of motor cars
and trucks. Mail coupon today.

Harry Gilllg, of

weeks he sold T
gross, giving him a
profit of §1,734.
Chaulfort made
over $16 his first
day. Rood made
$168 his first week.

PLASTIC RUBBER COMPARY OF AMERICA
Cinoinnati, 0.

Dept. J-542, E. Court Street

Plastlc Rubber Co. 67 Ameries, _
Dept. J-512, E. Court Bt., Cincinnatl, Ohjo.

I am interested In SPREAD-A-TREAD. You may
gsend me the Free Demonstration Sample; also tell me
how other men are making up to $6.00 in an hour.

Territory interested 10 ........c..ee00e



CHAPTER 1
Enemies All

UCK CARNEY was suddenly
B wide awake. For ten electric

seconds, on raised elbow, he
listened intently. His other hand
snaked along the floor toward his
ready gun.

His keen eyes bored into the ebon
night, piercing the shadows of the
room. Body tense, he tried to catch
again that whisper of sound that
had awakened him.

Once again came that hint of

A Complete Book-
By JACKSON

Author of “Valley of Giants,”

stealthy movement. It quivered alert
every sense of the straining man
who lay in the upper room of the
queer inn in the most out-of-the-way
spot in all Southern Spain—of Buck
Carney to whom peril and danger
were the very breath of life.

Buck Carney knew what it was to
ride with Death as a stalking com-
panion, but nowhere had he felt its

An American Mixes It With Spanish Desperadoes
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“Pearls of Peril,’ etc.

than
since his foot had touched Spanish

eerie presence more greatly

soil. Was its dread presence touch-
ing again, with chill fingers, all the
hopes that had brought him across
mountains and across miles of sea,
with a high heart, toward treasure?

There it was again!—that whis-
per of a sound! A mere tremolo
of movement! Ears less well-trained

to warn of danger than Carney’s
would have heard no sound at all.

He softly moved his blanket aside,
came up on his knees to a crouch,
with gun clasped grimly. The un-
curtained window behind him was
open to the night. Through it there
came a silvery radiance that filled
the room with a dim illumination.
Slithering across the room, like a
shadow, Carney moved out of the
moon glow. ) :

He had been sleeping on the floor
beneath that window, following the
admonition of a soldier of fortune's

and Raiding North African Moors in the Black Sierras
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invaluable sixth sense, that warned
him not to occupy the massive bed
in the room. Except for hat and
boots, he was fully clad.

A faint gleam of another light
flickered out of the darkness to meet

his eye. It came from below,
through a crack in the floor. Carney
dropped down, noiselessly, and

brought an eye to the crack. Men

were in that room below—silent,
waiting, ominously black-browed
men.

Carney’s whisper of recognition of
one of them came in a raspingly in-
drawn breath. EI Lobo!

The Wolf of the Sierra Morena
again! How came he here? And
why?

The dread El Lobo, mountain of
human sinew, whose very name was
spoken in frightened whispers! The
man who had honored Buck Carney
with his obviously murderous inten-
tions ever since Buck had arrived
from America a month ago! The
man whose vigilance had made for
Buck Carney a death threat around
each street corner of Cadiz!

And as suddenly changed. For
some reason, as unaccountable as
his desire for Carney’s death, the
Wolf had shown indications of
wanting Carney to live.

HY? Did El Lobo also know

of the treasure of Montecristo!
Or had he decided that the Ameri-
can adventurer, held captive, would
be worth a pretty penny. Even an
American without a cent could bring
heavy ransom if properly adver-
tised.

It was evident that El Lobo had
caught up with him again. Buck
hadn't expected successfully to
evade the Wolf for any length of
time. And he hadn’t—for here he
—El Lobo—was now at this Tavern
of the Three Snakes with his band
of guerrillas.

Carney knew that he was looking
down into the main room of the
tavern—without having to recognize
his one-eyed host, Don Pancho, who
was silently passing around glasses
of wine. All the men below were
quiet—strangely silent. They must
have arrived in silence, or he would
have heard them sooner.

ARNEY saw El Lobo, with moun-
tain-cat litheness, move across
the floor and out of sight.

Carney’s glance came back to the
room and centered of a sudden on
the big old cupboard against the
wall. It was swinging noiselessly
open!

From within, a shadowy face ap-
peared—a face Buck Carney would
have known anywhere in the world,
in shadow or sunshine.

El Lobo!

Carney’s gun came up and for-
ward, square in the man’s face. He
hissed a command for silence. Thank
God for his years in Mexico, and
his ability to speak Spanish like a
native!

Carney caught a glimpse of the
cupboard that showed him an open
trapdoor.

“Hands up!” his whisper rasped.
“And come out of that!”

Just one second too late. El
Lobo’s hands came up, but at the
moment of the raising of one of
them a knife whirled and gleamed
through the dim moonlight straight
at Carney’s gun wrist.

Carney’s gun roared. His bullet
sent El Lobo reeling to a fall. But
the handle of the thrown knife—
loaded with lead to balance the
heavy, five inch blade—caught Car-
ney's wrist. His pistol spun from
his hand. The knife sped on and
sunk itself into the soft wood of
the floor.

For one blind moment,
was stunned with pain.

Carney
But he
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headed in, dodged and plunged, then
he and the murderous El1 Lobo were
locked and rolling in fierce embrace.

It was gouge and strangle while
it lasted, but Buck knew what part
of the room he meant to reach—or
was trying to reach. His gun was
lost, under the bed somewhere. But
there was the knife that had whizzed
by him and stuck into the floor!

In a few minutes’ tense struggling,
he had jerked and jolted the battle
to where he could reach the weapon.
With the point of the blade he
plucked his antagonist under the
chin.

L LOBO let out an agonized
gurgle and relaxed. And then
Carney himself let out a shout, in
raucous, blasphemous Spanish.
“Quick!” he howled. “You, be-
low! El Americano jumped out of
the window! Catch him! He's
wounded!”
The ruse succeeded. There was
an answering bellow and stampede
below. The bandits were off in hot

pursuit.

“Amigo,” Carney gritted to El
Lobo, “shall I cut your throat? Or
will you do as I say?”

El Lobo nodded his answer.

“Bueno!”

Carney let him up. He felt the

mesh of mystery surrounding him
that he had felt ever since reaching
Spain. He did not know its reason
but he would let no bandit alive
kill or capture him for an unknown
reason.

“El Lobo,” he gritted, “you know
the way to Montecristo and to the
Don Bartolo Valdez you have not
wanted me to see?”

The man wavered for a moment,
but Carney’s knife was at his throat.

“Si—=!"

“You’'ll be my guide there—if you
want to live!”

The hullabaloo still roared from

below, and there was instant danger
of more bandits—followers of El
Lobo—coming up through the trap
door.

But Carney, safe for a moment
after he had stuffed El Lobo’s own
dirty neckerchief into his mouth as
a gag, recovered his gun, and
reached for his hat.

He prodded the bandit chief in
the back with his gun as a sig-
nal to advance. On the double-
quick they went toward the main
door of the room and out into the
stygian darkness.

At the foot of the steps, Carney
gave one sibilant order:

“March!”

El Lobo “marched,” with Carney
guiding with prodding gun, straight
to the stable doors. Not for one
second did the American relax vigi-
lance. He meant to shoot on sight
if he was seen or interfered with.

Eyes straight ahead, Carney did
not see the one witness to his get-
away with the Wolf of the Morenas.
From an embrasure in a window out-
side in the patio, Pancho, the one-
eyed proprietor of the inn, looked
and gloated. He gave no hand to
help El Lobo. He raised no out-
cry.

Crooked and sidewise, he slid
from his shadowed retreat as the
yells of hunting men grew more
muted in the distance, and made his
way back into the inn. The shadows
swallowed him as he muttered:

“I shall go to the Moors!”

CHAPTER 1I
The Bandit Guide

HILE THE NOISE of the
search reached them in
echoing, yelled reverbera-

tions, Buck Carney ordered his cap-
tive to saddle and bridle two horses
—his own and another. EIl Lobo
demurred for only one second.
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“You'd like to live, maybe?” Car-
ney menaced. “You might, for a
while longer, if you do as I say!
But you'll have a bullet bored
through you as sure as you're a foot
high, if you don’t lead me to the
Castillo de Montecristo before sun-
up!” '

“Si!” El Lobo growled and cast
one helpless look for aid into the
shadows where his own men had dis-
appeared.

A gesture from Carney ordered
him onto a horse, and his eyes nar-
rowed with hope. A bandit on a
horse! What might not come—even
with a man with weapons back of
him! The next moment his hopes
were hurled to the earth. The
Americano was busy—busy with
riata. Over the bandit’s heavy shoul-
ders, the American tossed a rope.
A running noose. It tightened, held
the man’s arms to his sides.

“Ride!” said Buck Carney, and
they were off, El Lobo in the lead,
the rope that bound him held in
the unrelenting hand of the man who
followed him on horseback.

The reason for El Lobo’s sudden
renewed activities deviled Buck
Carney’s mind every second during
the time it took him and his cap-
tive, riding steadily, to leave the
Posada de las Tres Serpientes be-
hind.

What if it were known he had
come to Spain bent on a treasure
hunt? Spain had been in existence
for some centuries, and others had
searched for troves. Why should he
be, from the moment of his landing,
a special focal point on which ban-
dits set their gaze—and their
pointed knives?

GLEAM came to Buck Carney’s
eyes as he thought of Don
Bartolo! The grandest pal a man
ever had, though a dreamer. The
Spaniard he had run across three

years ago in Sonora, Old Mexico—
Don Bartolo Valdez, to give him his
whole name, who had turned out to
be one regular guy when it came to
standing by a man when there was
trouble—

And back there in Mexico, under
the moon one night, sharing the
same saddle for a pillow, Bart had
spilled the wild yarn—Buck had not
really believed that Bart was one
of the Spanish grandees until about
a month or so ago when Bart had
been called back to Spain. Bart’s
story had sounded like a romance—
all about his home back in Spain,
and the mine that went all the way
through the mountain under the
castle—“Full of gold, a king’s ran-
som in gleaming pearls and rubies
and sapphires—” Buck could see
Bart’s eyes gleam as he had said
that. And Bart had said:

“It’s there! It’s therel It's been
there a thousand years—just waiting
for somebody to get the clue to
where the treasure chamber is—The
Moors sealed it up with all that
wealth when they were forced out
of Spain—They never came back—"

And all Buck said was:

“Well, let me know any time Mr.
Aladdin comes around and drops a
lamp or a key or something—"

HAT was what a fellow would

say, Buck thought. Peril-seeker,
adventurer, gambler in life as he
was, he could not yet quite account
for the impulse that had made him
drop everything and head for Spain
when, something more than a month
ago, a cablegram had come to him
from Don Bartolo.

A cablegram exactly like Bart.
Buck would have known it was
from Valdez even if it had not held
their code words—Red Silver.” He
and Bart had agreed upon them
when they had talked about the
abandoned mine under the Valdez
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Carney’'s rock
caught El Lobo
in the chest.

castle. The mine, Bart said, had
once been noted for its production
of sulphide of mercury, Red Silver.
That was to be the code when, and
if, Bart ever got a line on where all
that treasure was.

Such a legend! But Spaniards—
they always dreamed—Cortez and
Balboa, and—Bartolo Valdez wasn’t
such a bad dreamer himself—Any-
way, Buck meant to give him a
whirl. He took the next steamer after
he got the message:

“Looks like hot stuff Stop
Meet me in Cadiz 13 Calle
San Stefano Stop The silver
is red—"

The Calle San Stefano was there

all right, but no Don Bartolo. No
one who knew anything about him.
But there had been an El Lobo
quite, quite prominent, as Buck
knew after dodging knives plenty of
times. Why? It didn't make sense.
But it made him stubborn. Even
a week of careful questioning in the
neighborhood proved fruitless. No
one seemed to know Senor Bartolo
Valdez, or cared who he was!

Then one night—that old man on
the street who had whispered:

“If you want to see certain
friends, you can find them in Monte-
cristo—"

That was all. The old man had
faded into the street shadows. Buck
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was nonplused, for the moment, but
soon guessed why. He had already
learned of El Lobo—and the interest
El Lobo had in activities around this
place. And this old man, surely a
friend of Don Bartolo, couldn’t be
seen talking to anyone looking for
Senor Valdez, of the treasure trove.

There was nothing left for him to
do but find a place named Monte-
cristo, and to avoid a few cutthroats
in so doing. Where in time was
Montecristo? No one seemed to have
heard of it. A lot of blind trails
had been followed before Buck Car-
ney at last reached the country that
sheltered it and—The Tavern of the
Three Snakes.

e * *

ARNEY spoke only once or twice
during the first of the ride, and
then only to assure El Lobo, in un-
mistakable terms, that he meant what
he said about shooting him if the
castiflo was not sighted by sunup.

Buck Carney did mean it. He had
no illusions about the outlaw who
was serving him as an involuntary
guide. El Lobo would dump him
if he could. He would circle around
and bring him to the cutthroat inn
if he dared—on the chance that one
of his comrades back there would
get a chance for a pot shot.

But Buck kept his eyes front and
trusted to his ears to keep a look-
out on the back-trail.

There was little chance of a flank
attack, even if they were followed.
The trail followed mostly side-hills
and ridges, where any shooting
would have to be done from a risky
distance, especially in the dim moon-
light.

The moon was still fairly high.
But it was in the last quarter. And
much of the trail led through the
heavy shadows of a forest that had
never been cut.

The riata around E1 Lobo, though,

was like a live nerve. Carney kept
it taut in the dark places along the
trail. Even there enough light
strained through the branches of the
trees to give him a silhouette of the
huge man on the leading horse.

A half mile further on, after a
stretch of hard going, Carney
brought the horses to a stand for a
breather on a level bit of ground.
El Lobo took the opportunity for
a parley.

“Senor,” El Lobo said, “will your
grace permit me the favor of a
word?”

“Yes,” said Carney, “if you make
it short enough and keep your voice
down.”

“Senor, we meant you no ill to-

night.” :

“m not interested in lies!”
growled Carney.

“Senor, pardon! It is no lie. Will

you hear me? It was only informa-
tion we wanted—"

“By cutting my throat!”

“No, Senor! If you would only
have been willing that your belong-
ings be searched—"

“Silence!” commanded Carney.

HROUGH the mountain stillness

he thought he heard the click of
a horse’s hoof against a stone. But
even in his tenseness, his mind was
asking: “What could it possibly be
that he was supposed to have that
El Lobo wanted?” Carney could
think of nothing. But he meant to
play the game through, force his
way to Don Bartolo and the precious
treasure.

“We're moving on!” Carney warn-
ed his bandit captive, as he flicked
the horse ahead with the end of his
rope.

Somebody else was out in that
dark forest now! This game was
getting interesting.

His thoughts were incompleted.

Suddenly the riata with which El
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Lobo was noosed fell slack! In spite
of all Carney’s watchfulness, the
bandit must have been cutting at
the rope in the darkness all along,
most likely with his teeth. He could
reach it by lowering his head.

Before Carney could move in his
one moment of astonishment, El
Lobo was disappearing from his
sight as the bandit dived from his
horse into the brush!

Carney fired once, and shot out a
curse as he knew that he had missed
in the darkness. The bullet whizzed
by El Lobo’s shoulder as the bandit
lurched to one side to escape it.
Carney saw the man stumble and
fall, as his gun hand once again
jerked to position.

L LOBO’S horse, freed of the
weight, jumped, squealed at the
sound of the pistol shot and bounded
ahead. Carney’s horse gave a leap
to follow, but Carney checked him
with one hand as he swung the
muzzle of his gun down on EI Lobo.
“Don’t move!” snapped Carney.
“I've got you this time!” El Lobo’s
life was worth no more to Buck
Carney at that moment than a gnat’s.
“Senor!” El Lobo began. He was
squirming and panting.

“Shut up and lie still!” gritted
Carney.

El Lobo’s eyes narrowed as he
heard the other horsemen. There
was a thread of hope. They might
be his own men! But the hope
was gone almost as quickly as it
came. He breathed out a frightened
whisper: “Los Moros!”

Moors! But Carney was wasting
no time. At that moment, Moors
meant nothing to him. In a single
lithe movement he slid from his
horse and crouched under the cover
of the rocks and bushes near where
El Lobo was sprawled. The huge
bandit was shivering with fright.

“Free me!” he begged.

But there was no pity in either
Carney’s heart or voice. His gun
covered El Lobo.

“Turn over and put back your
hands!” he ordered.

El Lobo tried pleading. Carney
put an end to that with a slap from
the flat of his gun. Rapidly he was
binding the man. But he had thrown
only the first few hitches around
El Lobo’s arm when a hail came out
of the darkness.

“Ola! Americano!”

“What?”

“We are friends of yours!” came
the shouted reply. “We will do you
no harm—All we want is the bandit,
El Lobo! Our scouts saw you take
him from the posada, Tres Ser-
pientes!”

“No! No!” El Lobo pleaded in a
hoarse whisper., “Amigo! Save mel
I have not that which they seek! E/
Americano himself knows that well!”

CHAPTER III
Up from Africa

OS MOROS!” Moors! How
much that name was to mean
to the seriousness of Buck

Carney’s adventure! How much of an
attempted frustration of the plan to
carry out triumphantly that scheme
for wealth at which Bart had hinted,
and that to the American was appeal-
ing, if nebulous! Gold! Treasure!
Wealth! Moors? Of course—Carney
had expected them. In the offing.
But— :

Now they were here! Moors! And
at his feet a pulling, pleading giant of
a bandit begging to be saved from
them. Why?

Buck Carney laughed. But curious-
ly that appeal of El Lobo’s to be saved
from a black Nemesis, so far as Car-
ney was concerned, found support
from an unexpected quarter., He had
given his word to this bandit that he
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should live if he, Carney, saw a cer-
tain place by sunrise. He would have
to make good his promise.

For now, he threw up his head to
meet—the sunrise! Even on the lower
levels of the Sierra Morena a certain
glory of the morning was promised.
It was the hour when Buck Carney
had promised death to El Lobo unless
the castillo was sighted, and—

The upper peaks were already flam-
ing red and gold. Carney, raising his
eyes in the direction of the unknown
voice that was addressing him, gave
a start of surprise. For, just emerg-
ing from the mist, in the middle dis-
tance, was a ruined castle. He knew
on the instant that it was the one for
which he had been looking. Monte-
cristo!

There could not be two castles like
that—not in the Sierra Morena; prob-
ably not in all Andalusia. It was as
Bartolo had described it to him: The
two great towers that stood out,
joined by a battlemented wall—all of
it so massive and so old and over-
grown that it might have been a part
of the mountain itself.

The castle by sunrise! Well, this
dog of a bandit, El Lobo, had made
good on one thing! There it was—
less than a mile away, crowning a flat-
topped mountain-spur on the opposite
side of a narrow, thickly wooded
valley.

Montecristo! Bart was there—Don
Bartolo!—his partner! It was almost
like going home.

HERE was no time for more than

a glance. A longer look would
have been sheer recklessness.

“Show yourself!” Carney command-
ed the unseen spokesman. “I won't

shoot.”
“Is El Lobo there?”
“Yes.” .
“Armed?”
“No. Tied. And I have him cov-

ered.”

Suddenly from the rocky, wooded
ridge just ahead a tall figure rose up,
no more than fifty yards away—one
of the strangest figures Carney had
seen in Spain. In spite of his
strangeness, he was instantly recog-
nizable as a fighting man by the
way he carried himself.

“Me,” he announced, “I am Abd-el-
Kerim.”

His face was jet black. No white
showed, even in his eyes. As if to
contrast it, he was dressed almost en-
tirely in white. A high white turban
was on his head, bound tight and set
low, and a long white cloak fell from
his shoulders almost to his heels.
Under it he wore some sort of khaki
uniform of regulation European cut,
with a holster belted to his hip. And
spurred boots!

He stood for a second or so as if to
let the power of his name sink in.
Then he strolled forward.

Carney stood where he was. XI
Lobo was insufficiently tied. He
would need watching. But he had a
quick, instinctive feeling that the ad-
vancing, armed Moor would bear
watching, too.

“You're near enough to talk!” he
snapped. “Stay where you are!l”

SWIFT blaze of anger flared into
the jet eyes of Abd-el-Kerim.
But he stopped.

“I want this man!” he said arrogant-
ly, and flicked his black eyes at El
Lobo.

The bandit was crouched almost at
Carney’s feet—a fact that the Ameri-
can could not overlook. It was as if
a dog were crouched there, seeking
protection.

“What is this?” Carney snorted. “A
request, or a demand?”

“I want him. That’s all.”

“Maybe it’s not enough.”

“You go. You're all right. My men
won’t shoot you. You leave him
here.”
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Carney shook his head.

“Are you his friend?” the Moor de-
manded with sudden intensity. “In
league with him to defraud the sons
of the prophet?”

“He’s my prisoner,” said Carney la-
conically. “I don’t know any sons of
prophets.”

Abd-el-Kerim stood for a moment
thinking. Then he nodded.

“Prove it,” he said. “If you
wish, if you have nothing to do with
what he would carry out, with the
theft of which he is guilty, you go
ahead and kill him.”

“Listen!” Carney told him. “When
I do a little job of killing, it’s because

I have to—not because some guy or-

ders me to!”

The Moor shifted his hot black
eyes to El Lobo.

“He would torture for what he
wants,” he said. “So I would torture
to get it back. If you have it, he
would torture you for its possession.
Prove to me your innocence by at
least picking out one of his eyes—
cutting off his nose—"

“For what?” snapped Carney.
“What’s worth all of that?”

Abd-el-Kerim shrugged. “You
know,” he said shortly. ‘“You have
been watched since:you arrived in
Spain—you are harmless, Americano,
unless—"

“Adios!” snapped Carney.
parley is ended.”

Abd-el-Kerim moved a hand toward
that holster belted under his cloak.

“Don’t draw that gun!” snarled
Carney.

“Why not?”

“You might try to use it.”

“The

HE Moor held his hand, but his
jetty eyes were blazing a threat
into Carney’s gray ones.

“This man is to be tortured for in-
formation he possesses,” he an-
nounced calmly. “To the death! You
try to stop it, you die, too!”

Carney shrugged. “Maybe you'll
join us.”

“I've got you both covered with a
dozen guns.”

“I've got you covered,” said Carney
softly, “with one gun.”

Black men rose up on every side,
more ebon-hued sons of the blazing
sun than Carney had ever seen before
in his life. Each one with a carbine
held in a steady hand. It was good-
night! Or farewell to the bright new
day!

Just when there appeared no way
out, just when it seemed that a crash
of gunfire was already the matter of
a split second, El Lobo made his dash
for freedom.

His life in this spot could by no
possibility last more than a short time
longer. The Moors wanted him—in
deadly, venomous earnest. Why, Car-
ney could have no idea. But he rec-
ognized a death threat when he saw
it. With a moment to think, he could
not have blamed El Lobo for his sud-
den action.

But he was busy himself—looking
into that black sheik’s eyes. And in
the moment of the American and
the man from Africa taking one
another’s measure—El Lobo leaped!
His movement was so unexpected that
action from any man, black or white,
was for the moment suspended.

NLY Abd-el-Kerim,
moved. He had to.

For it was at the Moor that El Lobo
sprung. Behind his leap was all the
feral savageness of the wolf for which
he was named.

Carney risked one shot as El Lobo
rushed toward the Moor. It nicked
the bandit along a shoulder, but did
not halt him. He dared not shoot
again because of the Moor. Even
now there would be some among
Abd-el-Kerim’s followers who would
be certain that Carney’s one shot was
for their chief.

the Moor,
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He got a plain view of black faces
peering at him from behind screening
carbines. He leaped forward! A roar
followed him as bullets sang past
his hurtling body.

He plunged for cover.

Where he was headed, Carney had
no idea. But he knew he must not
pause for an instant. He must keep
going—downhill as he was headed!
He had no choice. He had still less
when he reached the slope’s bottom.
It suddenly stiffened there until it
was a precipice—not bare rock, for-
tunately, but shaggy with broken
rock and brush.

Above him they were still firing.
Fusillades rang out and reverberated
as he scrambled, slid, and dropped.

He found a sloping shelf that would
hold him for a time, protected from
the pursuing riflemen by a rocky
needle that tilted outward toward the
valley. He rested there, waiting,
catching his breath, looking out to-
ward the mountain-shoulder above
which reared the ruined towers and
ramparts of Montecristo.

A rustling, scrambling sound be-
yond the rock whirled him to a quick
alertness. But before he could bal-
ance himself for defense or attack, he
was once more facing—E!l Lobo!

EITHER of them was armed.
Carney had lost his gun in his
headlong plunge. But that did not
stay them. With snarls of animal
rage they hurled themselves on one
another, fighting like primitive men.
They fought to the edge of the prec-
ipice, hung there for minutes, sway-
ing, struggling on the sloping, crum-
bling shelf. Then they were falling!
They whirled and clutched as they
fel. Rocks came up to meet them,
bushes, the tops of trees. The valley
mist was thickening about them—
Carney had no idea how long after-
ward it was before he came to himself.
His first hazy idea was that he had

been put out by a bullet. But he was
not forgetting El Lobo. He, too, had
fallen. He must be somewhere
around. Cautiously Buck pulled him-
self together, crawling over rocks and
low growth.

It must have been a quarter of an
hour later when he suddenly raised
his eyes from the edge of a little pool
to which he had crawled, and saw—
a girl!

CHAPTER 1V

Laura

HE stood on the other side of
the gulch, up a little way, in
full view, but obviously ready

to take quick cover in the rock and
brush that surrounded her.

Carney gave her the chance to dis-
appear. He looked about him. EI
Lobo was nowhere in sight. Smashed
in the rocks, maybe, or gone if he
could still drag himself.

He raised his eyes. The girl was
still there. She was dressed in some
unstriking way that a man would
never remember or be able to describe.
But her face and her figure!

Dark-eyed, she waes — eyes that
seemed almost too big for her deli-
cate heart-shaped, ivory colored face.
She was bare-headed, and her wavy
black hair cascaded about her shoul-
ders.

A delicate, feminine girl. Yet she
carried a rifle in her hands, a high-
powered tool. The way she held it
was sufficient proof that she knew
how to use it.

Carney pulled himself up, first
to his knees, then to his feet. He
faced her, holding out his wet empty
hands.

“Buenas dias!”

“Are you hurt?” she called to him.

“Not particularly. But perhaps you
can help me. I'm an American—"

Before he could say more, she ui-
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tered a sharp, glad cry. A flash of
vivid expectation came into her eyes.
“Not—not Senor Carney!”
“The same! How did you guess?”
The girl took eager steps forward.
“You are my brother’s friend!” she
cried. “Don Bartolo! Oh, his joy, his
relief, when he knows!”

T was evident it was a joy and re-
lief she shared. She flashed on fly-
ing feet down to the rocky bottom
of. the gorge—a torrent when it
rained.

“No greater than mine to know that
I've dug up his hiding place,” Buck
assured her, hurrying to meet her.
“Where is he?”

“At the castillo.” She tossed her
head toward where the ruined castle
was somewhere up above them, but
out of sight.

“He hasn’t met up with any trouble,
I hope?” Buck asked quickly, and saw
her face grow serious.

“He—he’s had an accident,” she ad-
mitted. She was still a little breath-
less from her run, but her eyes were
shining with excitement. ‘“Oh, but
I'm sure he will be all right now!
Your coming will make such a differ-
ence!” She rounded the pool, cradling
the rifle against her breast as she put
out her hand in the welcome a man
might have given. “I'm Bartolo’s sis-
ter,” she said.

“Dofia Laura?”

“Laura!”

A second Buck hesitated. “Aren’t
you afraid to go about like this in a
bandit-infested land?”

She nodded slowly, in confession.

“Barto and I have both been afraid
for me — for both of us,” she said.
“But what must be, must.” She added,
with a brightening, unmistakable
smile: “But part of our fear is gone
now.” Her voice was soft and thrill-
ing.

Their tones were casual enough,
but in the manner of each was that

of two pioneers who had happened to
meet in a hostile country. Laura Val-
dez was as alert to danger as a young
doe. Carney, too, was on his guard—
with a swift thought for those black
ruffians who had sent him on the run
down the mountain; remembering,
too, El Lobo and his men.

“What’s all the trouble around
here?” Carney asked soberly.

“Too much to tell—in a day—or a
week,” Laura said, with a brave at-
tempt at a laugh that was more of a
sob. “Come with me—if you're sure
you’re not hurt—I heard shots up
there. I saw you coming down the
mountain—"

“That’s past,” assured Buck, and he
reached over for her rifle. “I'm still
able to carry arms, you see,” he added
cheerfully.

S they made their way up through

the rocks and heavy forest, Laura
Valdez was able to tell Carney at
least a little of what he wanted to
know. Her information was more or
less vague.

Since the revolution she and her
brother, her father and a few other
Royalists had come to the castillo as
the safest refuge. And Bartolo, it ap-
peared, since his experiences in
America, had stepped into a mess of
trouble. It was not a dream—all he
had told Buck in America about
treasure under the castle. The trouble
was that others knew, too, and the
family had discovered that to their
sorrow since they had fled to the
castillo when the revolution had taken
away all that was worth while finan-
cially in their lives. They had been
more than willing to call the Castillo
de Montecristo a sanctuary merely—
for them and their friends—until Bar-
tolo had returned from America with
a New World idea of making Old
World wealth come to their aid.

It was true. There was treasure—
in abundance—somewhere beneath
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the castillo. Their real trouble now
was that those others knew it. The
bandit, El Lobo, for one. And the
Moors who had recently come over
from Africa to claim the wealth as
theirs by right! Life, said Laura,
had come for the Valdez family to
be just one bit of dodging one death
after another.

And, she added informatively—the
big thing that showed Buck Carney
why he had been of especial interest—
nobody knew just where was the map
that would show the exact location of
the ‘“treasure chamber” in the vast
maze of mines under the castillo.
It had been stolen from the Moors
who had held it for a thousand
years since their exile from Spain.
The Moors were deadly in earnest
about getting it back. They thought
—and others thought, that El1 Lobo,
the bandit, had stolen it. He showed
too great interest in the mines and
in The Cave that Talks which was
at the mines’ entrance, and where the
remaining Moors were now camping
and trying to ferret out, without the
chart, the treasure-chamber entrance.

THERS still, and of recent date,

apparently, the bandit, El Lobo,
believed that Bartolo Valdez was the
man who was custodian of the valued
map—and that he had taken it with
him to America, possibly given it to
a trusted friend for safekeeping.
So—

“So,” said Laura Valdez to the man
she was not the only one to know was
“closer-than-a-brother” to Don Bar-
tolo Valdez, “we’ve all been working
at deadly cross purposes—no one
knows what step to take next except
to kill whoever really has the map.
You can perhaps realize its serious-
ness since you have been honored by
their espionage since your arrival.
My brother could not meet you as
planned. He was hurt, painfully, as
you will learn. He will tell you how

and why— Oh, please, please don’t
ask me everything! You have come!
You have come! It is enough!”

“Not quite enough,” said Carney.
“The Moors—what have they got to
do with all the mess?”

“Bartolo will tell you—"

“Bart!” said Buck Carney grimly.
“Bart! What happened to him?”

“Hurt,” said Laura, slowly. “I told
you. He came—when I sent for him.
Father was gone—missing—he went
down in the mines—alone—his mines
—he came upon a party of Moors—"
She stopped, looked away from Car-
ney. “Barto went after him — the
Moors—they almost killed him! Wild
Moors from Africa. And our father
is missing yet!”

She stopped suddenly, startled,
looking off into the forest. She laid
an arresting hand on Carney’s arm.

“Listen!”
D flight or quick action,
spoke tensely.

Buck Carney nodded. He had al-
ready caught that flutter of move-
ment that had brought the girl to
attention. On the other side of the
wooded ravine—they had been fol-
lowing its steep up-slope—some one
was on the move. A figure came

CHAPTER V
Don Bartolo

ONA LAURA, poised for

into  sight. “Pancho!”  Carney
breathed. “That one-eyed inn-
keeper!”

The host of the cutthroat posada
was not more than a quarter of a
mile away, headed down the ravine
straight toward them, but it was
plain he had not seen them yet. He
plodded along, the lead-rope of a
loaded burro in his hand.

“You know him?” Laura whis-
pered.

“I ought tol” Carney’s mirthless
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laugh rumbled under his breath. “I
spent last night in his assassin’s den
—as El Lobo’s prey.”

“El Lobo!” Laura whispered awed-
ly. “The bandit! Oh, he is the one
to be reckoned with—I know it now
as well as the Moors!”

Carney did not question her fur-
ther, then, looking down into her
distressed eyes.

“How far are we from the cas-
tillo?” he asked. _

“Not far—just around the next
shoulder—"

“Here! Take the carbine! You're
not afraid to go alone. You've shown
that. Just tell Don Bartolo I've
stopped to pick up a little infor-
mation. It’s about time somebody
found out just who has that map!”

The girl’s eyes were startled.

“Not unarmed!”

“I'll not be unarmed long!” Car-
ney promised. “Hurry—but be care-
ful!l There’s no time to lose!”

For one moment their eyes met.
It was as if they had known each
other always.

And there was no doubt where the
authority lay. Without a word,
Dofia Laura took the carbine as
Buck turned and disappeared into
the brush.

OR a full minute after he left

her, Laura Valdez stood watching.
With this new friend gone, so, too,
was some of her confidence. She
was in the grip of a terror that
left her motionless. She, who had
believed she had become so familiar
with terror that nothing could shake
her any more.

With a sharp start of recollec-
tion, she turned and her eyes swept
the secretive forest. Slowly she made
the sign of the cross. Then she was
running up the trail toward the
castle like a frightened deer—to the
Castillo de Montecristo.

The Castle of Montecristo, to the

Moors, in the days long gone,
before they had been expelled from
Spain, had been more than a castle.
It had been their Cazba K’vair, the
greatest of all their strongholds—
The descendants of those ravaged
blacks had never forgotten—!

ATCHFUL, with her rifle held

ready, Laura Valdez panted up
the trail toward the castle. Not even
here could she relax vigilance. With
all speed she found her way through
a ruined and overgrown labyrinth
of walls. and brush to one of the
monumental towers. She entered and
sped through narrow and twisting
passageways until at last she was
climbing two narrow flights of
stairs. At the head of the top one,
she came to a small door and
knocked. She went in when a voice
was raised to bid her enter.

The small door gave admittance
to a room as big as a church It
looked like a church, with its groin-
ed roof of stone arches supported
by massive stone columns.

In a far corner, by a tall mul-
lioned window, were two men. One
of them was old, dressed in black,
a professional man. The other,
younger, more distinguished in ap-
pearance, lay before the window on
a rough cot—a cot that had been
made by stretching a green cowhide
over a wooden frame and letting it
dry.

He wore pajamas and an old
dressing gown. His head was
swathed in bandages.

“You are better, Don Bartolo,” the
doctor was saying.

“But you need at least another
week of quiet—"

“Quiet?” Don Bartolo shot out.
“When hell’s to pay around here!”

Both men rose as Laura Valdez
came into the room and hurried
toward them. Bartolo reached her
side in a moment.
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“Thank God!” he breathed, when
he felt the warmth of her presence.
“you are here! You got back! When
we heard that gunfire down in the

valley—"

“I've seen him!” Laura cried
breathlessly. “He’s come! Senor
Carney!”

“Buck? Where is he?”
“Careful!”’ warned Dr. Alfredo,

once of the Spanish court, now ex-
iled.

He
patient.
nored him.
edly:

“He’'s gone to find out why EI
Lobo wants him, Barto!” Laura cried
eagerly. ‘““He thinks he may be on
the trail of the map that’s made us
all look death in the face!” Sud-
denly she broke down, sobbing. “But
oh, they’ll kill him! They'll kill
him!”

No one knew better than Don
Bartolo the menace that Buck Car-
ney now faced. His face was drawn
and white as he dropped down onto
the cot, the sudden weakness over-
coming him. It was the first time
Bartolo had been on his feet since
his accident, or his premeditated
fight, rather, with the Moors in the
subterranean depths of the Monte-
cristo mines.

was thinking only of his
But sister and brother ig-
Laura went on excit-

HEN, as suddenly, Don Bartolo

was on his feet again. He leaped
toward a pile of leather packs and
mule harness that lay in an em-
brasure in another window. He
tore at them feverishly.

“Don Bartolo!” Dr. Alfredo cried
out. “For the love of Heaven!”

Don Bartolo turned, a rifle in his
hands, standing proudly erect.

“Sorry, Doctor,” he said, “but it’s
my friend! Out there alone—with
fiends!”

With firm, determined stride, he
walked to the door.

CHAPTER VI
The Snake and the Wolf

UCK CARNEY fell upon big-
ger game than he had started
out after when he ‘left Dofia

Laura.

He was willing enough to see the
one-eyed inn-keeper alone. Some in-
stinct told him that from Pancho
he would find out much that was
puzzling, and an innate sense of
character reading had already told
him that Pancho knew more of the
business that was disturbing the
Sierra Moreno than he had let on.
His business out here right now, for
instance, was not altogether the
peaceful one of taking supplies to
the Moors who had encamped them-
selves in the Cave-that-Talks. As if
they had a right and leave to it that
no man could challenge!

For almost an hour Carney
stalked the one-eyed man, watching
his every movement, with the pa-
tience and skill of an Indian. At
last he circled to head him off in
what appeared to be a likely place
and was laying in wait for his one-
eyed erstwhile host when he made
the startling discovery that he was
not the only one who had spotted
Pancho and his burro on that secret
mountain trail.

Around a shoulder Pancho came
in sight. So, too, did some one else
—E1 Lobo!

The two were walking
along, side by side, with the
burro trailing along behind. They
were at the bottom of a wide ar-
royo, or “wash” when Carney first
saw them. Both men were uneasy.
El Lobo, undoubtedly, because he
was still on the scout. Pancho, for
reasons of his own.

With all the precaution of his In-
dian-trained woodcraft, Carney
edged himself from cover and

slowly
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crawled out, inch by inch, on the
rock ledge just above them. Now,
luck being with him, he would dis-
cover why they had tried to kill
him in the inn! Now he would
learn why, day after day, night after
night, ever since he had come to
Spain, Death had been at his right
hand!

He waited, crouched, as still as the
stones about him. His reward was
swift enough. The hoarse voice of
El Lobo rose to him as the bandit
growled:

“I've a good mind to slit your
gizzard right now, One Eye!”

“Why, El Lobo?” Pancho softly
whined. “When I've always been
your friend!”

“My friend! Death of a rat, you
sewerage-saving cook for friends of
hell! Do you think that I don’t
know that you are now on this trail
for a chance to take from the Ameri-
cano the map that has been stolen
from the blackamoors!”

ARNEY froze. Pancho was whin-

ing in a conciliating tone:

“But what if I were coming to
you, Chief? What if I knew that
the Americano had not the map,
that I knew where it was taken, and
had come to tell you where to
look—"

El Lobo's hand was suddenly at
the inn-keeper’s throat.

“I'll throttle you, spawn of hell!
Where is it?”

Pancho pulled away from the ban-
dit, grinned evilly, as one who rec-
ognizes he has the upper hand.

“I fear not death,” he said, “while
I hold information—The damned
Americano—he does not know—"
With El Lobo’s hand still at his
throat, he boasted: “For pesos, there
is much I could tell El Lobo of
what it is the blackamoor have.
talked since they came not so long
ago to the posada, Tres Serpientes,”

Pancho cackled: “Gypsies, Spanish
gypsies, like Pancho, know the lan-
guage of the blacks of Morocco as
they know their tongue of Spain—
Ha! Ha! EIl Lobo would know?
El Lobo would spend hours and
many pesos on the Americano who
never saw the map of the Moors that
tells of the secret treasure-chamber
in the deep mines of Montecristo!”

UCK saw the giant hand of the

bandit shoot out, grasp the
throat of the inn-keeper. Pancho’s
one good eye popped from its socket.
El Lobo was gritting, with the posi-
tiveness of his election to the right
of power:

“By all the unholy fiends of hell
that have made me the lord of the
bandits of the Sierra Morena, where
then, is that map that would lead
to world treasure? If not in the
keeping of the Americano, where
then—fool!”

The one-eyed inn-keeper’s laugh
came in echoing cachination:

“Find out, oh, lord of all the rob-
bers!”

“If you—if you—"

Carney heard the scream and the
bang of Pancho’s head against a
rock. And EIl Lobo’s gutturals—

“No! Spawn of the gutters! You
but make mirth! You would play
with your lords and masters! I will
not believe that a dog of a filthy
cook could ever get near enough the
secrets of the Moors to look at,
much less possess, the map that
would lead to fortune!” Carney
could see with what viciousness and
contempt he hurled aside the owner
of the posada. “You would make
game of me! The Americano has
that map! Don Bartolo took it to
him! I shall kill the Americano!”

El Lobo dismissed the subject
as swiftly as he had entered it.

“Basta!” he said. ‘“What have you
in your pack?”
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Pancho, hoarse from the release
of his choking, whimpered:

“Cheese, bread, oranges—"

“Sausages?”

“The Moros, to whom I take ra-

tions, will not at Christian sau-
sages.”
“The swine! Anything to drink?”

“The Moros won’t drink our wine.”

“I'll make them drink their own
blood before I'm through with
them!” El Lobo promised. “Go and
bring me some bread and cheese.
Then on your way! And the Lord
on High save you, One Eye, if ever
I find that you do know where is
that which I seek!”

UCK CARNEY heard Pancho

cursing his burro. Presently he
was back with what he had to offer.
El Lobo, in turn, cursed him, but
notwithstanding, began to eat—

No further word was spoken as
Pancho and his burro moved on.
Buck Carney flattened closer against
the rock. After his feed, would El
Lobo sleep?

It was the obvious thing to do in
that land of siestas—wait. But Car-
ney had no time to wait. He must
have his showdown with this ban-
dit here and now—If one of them
should die, then at least Buck should
have learned something of this map
of mystery that so clearly con-
cerned his friend, Bartolo, and for
the possession of which the most
desperate bandit in all Spain was
willing to risk his life and liberty—
to kill anyone who stood in the way
of his possessing it.

Carney had but one uncomfortable
moment realizing that he was the
objective of the merciless “Wolf’s”
present seeking.

Now!—Now was the time for that
show-down !

No man can listen well when his
jaws are working. El Lobo was
totally unconscious of any immedi-

ate danger threatening as he worked
at satisfying his hunger. That was
an added inventive to the husky
American. For hours no morsel of
food had passed Buck Carney’s lips.

El Lobo, with what workings in
his distorted mind no man knew,
had his eyes fixed on a mountain
vista horizon as Buck Carney worked
his way back on the rock ledge
above the bandit’s outdoor dining
room. Noiseless as a cat, Carney
dropped from the ledge and slipped
around in a careful detour to one
side of where the bandit sat.

In Carney’s hand was a long, sharp
rock-splinter he had found—a wea-
pon almost as good for swift work
as a knife.

But on rounding the rock, com-
ing upon El Lobo in the clear, Car-
ney realized opn the instant that he
was up against odds that might well
mean disaster—for him! The first
thing he saw was a long-barreled
revolver glinting in the sun as it
lay on the ground at El Lobo’s side.
The bandit must have borrowed or
taken it from one-eyed Pancho!

UICK as the human hand could

travel, El Lobo snatched at the
weapon. But he was at a disadvant-
age, too—half choked with food, in
an unfavorable position, caught
wholly by surprise.

With his hand on the ground, two
swift finger moves jerked the trig-
ger twice. Both shots missed? And
before the bandit could raise his
hand for a truer shot, Buck flung
his rock. It caught El Lobo in the
chest and kicked him over against
the rock.

Head down, Buck dove for him.
They came together in a snarl so
swift and so compact that they
might have been hammered from a
single piece.

El Lobo’s gripping fingers had
not loosened on the gun. Buck
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Carney’s whole effort—all he had,
and then some—was also centered
on that gun. He got the barrel of
it in his left hand! The barrel
was hot. It was hotter—in the tenth
of a hundredth of a second. For he
had barely touched it before it let
out another blast of fire and a
stifling breath!

Carney felt a smear of flame
across his forehead; then blood. His
hold on the revolver-barrel was slip-
ping when he smashed his right
hand over to clutch El Lobo’s pistol-
hand.

He was fighting for his life. So,
too, was El Lobo. The bandit must
have outweighed Carney by all of
fifty pounds.

With a snarl of rage, El Lobo
lowered his bull head and set his
teeth into Carney’s shoulder! It
was the very pain of this unex-
pected, savage new attack, perhaps
that gave Buck Carney the strength
he needed. In one last supreme ef-
fort he wrested the smoking gun
from the murderer’s hand. Two more
sho., rang out, spitefully reverber-
ating along the ravinel

Two shots—only! But those two
spattered El Lobo's life away.

CHAPTER VII
The Wolf Pack

ARNEY cast one flaming

glance at the man who lay on

the ground. He recoiled at
the thought of touching him. El
Lobo—dead! No doubt of that! But
he must touch him—

The map of mystery—the map that
meant much to Barto, to Laura, to
him, Buck! He must search for it
wherever it might be found. This
dead bandit may have been lying, like
his kind.

His hand went swiftly through EIl
Lobo’s pockets. No map—nothing—
one relief!

Buck’s hand felt cleaner when it
came out from a pocket jingling with
the robber’s gold. Well, that was
that! Now, any moment, he might be
discovered.

With a gesture of repugnance, he
flung down the bandit’s empty gun
and ran across the arroyo in the direc-
tion the one-eyed Pancho had taken.

E watched his trail carefully,

however. No use leaving a trail
another enemy might follow—not in
such a crisis.

On the far side of the arroyo he
picked out a leaning oak that offered
cover in its crotch and at the same
time would give him a view both of
the trail taken by the inn-keeper and
his burro, and the water hole where
El Lobo lay. He crouched into the
tree’s hiding. His jaws clamped shut
on a thought.

Just a little while longer—and he
was going to take a map from Don
Pancho!

Right now he would wait—he did
not have long to wait. As he had
foreseen, Pancho had heard those
shots— He was coming back—com-
ing on a sliding run, exactly like a
snake when it knows there is danger
in the wind. He had left his burro
up the trail for the sake of better
speed. But speed was nothing to the
man’s caution.

He came to a pause for reconnais-
sance on the rim of the arroyo in a
clump of brush, watching, so close to
Buck’s hiding place that the Ameri-
can could have jumped him. Which
the American was tempted to do, but
which was not in his plan.

There would be no benefit in seiz-
ing the little crook and demanding
that he turn over “the map.” He would
simply lie—say he didn’t have it.
There was only one course to be
taken with the one-eyed inn-keeper
for the present—follow him. Watch
for a chance!
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Seeing nothing, hearing nothing
that was out of the way, Pancho,
snake-like, slitheringly, slid down the
side of the wash and started across.
He was half-way to the water-hole be-
fore he saw El Lobo lying there.
Dead. There could be no mistake
about that!

Torn between curiosity and fear,
still the snake, Pancho lingered. Then
he was slinking forward again. Sud-
denly he stopped with a jerk, stooped
and turned and took it on the run in
the direction from which he had
come.

The next moment Carney knew the
reason. A gun banged and a haze of
smoke lifted off to the left! Another
off to the right! Both bullets whistled
close to Pancho’s head! As suddenly
as he had started to run, Pancho drop-
ped in his tracks and crouched.

A couple of riders were jumping
their horses into the arroyo. Others
followed. All of them white—a dozen
or so—El Lobo’s men, Buck knew on
the minute. They must have been
scouting for him all along, following
his trail.

One of the horsemen let out a shout
as he located Pancho. He roused the
fugitive out of his hiding place with
the flick of a quirt. Pancho was talk-
ing with voice and bands, protesting,
trying to explain. But he was driven
on the run back to where El Lobo
lay.

OME of the horsemen had dis-

mounted by the water-hole to
look at their fallen chief. Others
still sat their horses and were mill-
ing about with their carbines, ready
for an attack or a chase.

In his hiding place, Buck Carney
grinned wryly. Small chance of his
tracks being discovered now, with all
that stamping about.

A roar of shouts broke out when
his captors brought Pancho in,
and a fresh burst of excitement. Men

on foot and riders crowded in menac-
ingly. There were signs enough that
El Lobo had died with food in his
mouth. And beyond doubts it was
Pancho’s own gun that lay beside the
fallen robber chief.

They were accusing Pancho of El
Lobo’s murder!

Little time was going to be lost
there by the water-hole. That was
certain. Buck knew how such things
went. He had not spent the years he
had on the Western plains of Amer-
ica without knowing lynchings. But
this was different again. He couldn’t
let them lynch Pancho, without a
word of protest. In the first place, it
was not Pancho’s murder, but his,
Buck’s. Not that that made a great
deal of difference. EIl Lobo’s number
had been up a long time. The prin-
cipal thing now was—

E wanted Pancho himself! He
wanted what that wily inn-
keeper had hidden some place—prob-
ably to sell to the highest bidder—
and he wanted nobody else to find it.
None of the attackers, so far, could
suspect. They were followers of El
Lobo, but the Wolf kept his own
secrets.

There men thought only of swift
vengeance— They were getting
ready—

Buck Carney slid out of the crotch
of his tree as he saw the men by the
water-hole make their first move-
ments.

Without any great excitement, one
of the horsemen uncoiled his rope and
tossed it over a tree branch. He sat
there ready to ride away as others
noosed the rope around Pancho’s
neck.

Across the arroyo echoed Pancho’s
final scream of protest. And the laugh
from his captors as he moved back.

Buck Carney started across the ar-
royo on the run, keeping to cover as
much as possible. He was not taking
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any chances he did not have to take.
But he did not let caution hinder his

speed. One good jerk on that rope -

and Pancho would be beyond saving!

He was almost on the fringe of the
mob when he uttered his shrill cry of
warning :

“Quida’o! Los Moros!”

Look out! The Moors!

It was as if he had hurled a fire-
brand into a pack of wolves. Panic
struck El Lobo’s men—a moment of
circling, quick movement.

UCK spotted a horse with a car-
bine swung at the saddle. With
the excitement at its height, he ran
to the horse. He had vaulted into the
saddle and jerked the carbine free al-
most before he was seen. Only the
owner of the horse was vigilant. He
was one of the men who had been pre-
paring Pancho for his execution. Now
he was after Buck Carney on the run.
Even now it was not a mere get-
away that was uppermost in Buck’s
mind. He was here to get Pancho
out of his mess, and to get Pancho’s
secret.

The bandit on the ground made a
leap for the reins as Buck pivoted the
horse. “Quien—"

The butt of the carbine ramming at
his head broke off his sentence. It
was a glancing blow, but the Span-
iard, never so much at home on his
feet as in the saddle, spilled over as
he bawled and cursed.

It had all happened in a few mo-
ments. But they were big seconds,
stuffed not only with events, but with
perceptions; things that all hands,
with the possible exception of Pan-
cho, had been trained to notice.

That false alarm was not going to
last forever. These men were out-
laws. They were fighters. They lived
on the scout.

With a yell, Buck jumped his horse
through the flurry of men and horses,
rock and brush, sand and water.

In this part of the world they did
not tie their ropes to the horn of the
saddle. That was lucky—for Pancho.
Otherwise, he would have already
been jerked to the tree branch—
and over it—as the horseman who
had noosed him jumped his meunt
twenty or thirty yards away.

All the horsemen were scattering.
It was part of their system in a fight,
and Buck’s one hope of making a get-
away—with Pancho!

Still dazed, Pancho stood with the
rope about his neck. At that moment
he had no more recognition for Buck
than for the man in the moon. As
Buck swung down to collar him and
lift him up, Pancho dodged, dragging
his rope like a frightened dog. In
his panic he jumped right under the
neck of the horse Buck rode.

Buck called to him. Pancho was
deaf. He scrambled. The rope he
was dragging snarled a root, came
taut.

Buck’s mount struck it. It stumbled.
It fell.

CHAPTER VIII
The Captive

EFORE Buck could struggle

to his feet, gun muzzles were

drilled on him. Commands
were barked for him to raise his
hands. The guns backed the orders
up. He raised his hands —and kept
them raised—as he came up from the
ground.

Other horsemen were circling in.
The horse which had tossed Carney
scrambled to its feet and shook itself.
Pancho sat on the ground, the rope
still about his neck. His one eye was
squinting, beginning to gleam.

It was Pancho who was first to rec-
ognize Buck. His tone told that in
the recognition he read some happy
omen to himself,

“Por Dios!”
Americano!”

he cackled. “The
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“Quien?”

“Que'—,'

“It’s the Americano, I say!” Pancho
shrilled. “It was he who killed EI
Lobo! For the map!”

That appeared to be language they
could all understand. The map! Ap-
parently every bandit in Southern
Spain knew what ‘“the map” meant,
for eyes gleamed suddenly, some of
the riders began to show signs of rec-
ognition of Buck. Some of the glances
were more curious than fierce. In the
faces of some was even something ap-
proaching admiration. This Ameri-
cano, then, did know more about the
map than had been told; it was pos-
sible, too, from what Pancho said,
that he had battled El Lobo for it, to
the death. And El Lobo had made
them all believe that he still sought
it! What was the truth! Where was
the map now? Search would soon
show. There were men there who
would make good use of it, even with
El Lobo gone! But groans of dis-
appointment went up as grimy hands
sought quickly through Buck's
clothing—through every possible hid-
ing place—no map was on him! But
he would know where it was. There
were ways of finding out.

They crowded around again.

“El Americano!”

“Que guapo!”

But there was no admiration on the
face of one Spaniard on foot who
rushed in. He choked out an epithet
as he flourished a knife in his hand.
It did not take the smear of blood and
black on his face to warn Buck that
this was the man whose horse he had
borrowed.

The spot was warm. But after all,
as Buck figured it, he might as well
die of a couple of bullets—and swiftly
—as to be cut to ribbons with a knife.
And it would all be in the same cause
—the cause of adventure! Too bad,
though, if he had to die now, that he
would never get near that treasure.

Here went, then—the chance!

As the Spaniard plunged, Buck fell
back on one hand and shot out a
kick. It was one of the first tricks
he had ever learned as to the proper
guard of an unarmed man against an
attacker with a knife. The kick
caught the Spaniard squarely in the
middle. The horsemen roared with
laughter. They liked brutality in
any form, those men, so long as it
did not touch them. No man’s hand
lifted a gun for a shot. Buck’s hand
on the ground found a rock. He
came up with it, shouting to the man
with the knife to hold off, but ready
to make him if it came to that.

Others were calling to the knife-
wielder to hold off. Still others were
mocking him, urging him on. The
voices were guttural, and not too
loud.

All the horsemen were dancing
around, head in. These riders were
horsemen—none better in the world.
And it was not so strange—Buck hav-
ing always been a horseman himself—
that he could sympathize with the
man who menaced him with the knife.

“Brother,” Buck said, “permit me to
explain—"

E was stalling, playing for time.
Murder was in the air, and
there seemed no way out. His words
were broken short as another horse-
man scrambled in—a man who had
been off on the scout. His horse was
smoking.

“Bastal”

He spat out the word—“Enough of
this!”

Steady as a rock, he sat his nimble-
footed horse—a dark man with cold
and level eyes — staring at Buck.
Carney took quick note of the re-
spect with which the others regarded
the man. With El Lobo dead, here
was the new leader—right now, at
any rate. There could be no mistake
about that. And a man who would
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never give in as long as he thought
Carney might know of that damned
map! Carney knew he was facing
even worse struggle than when El
Lobo had haunted him from pillar to
post, from street corner to:forest and
to the inn of the three serpents.

“Pedro!” the new leader snapped.
“Put up your knife. A dead man can
tell no secrets! I want this man!
And you, Americano, drop that
rock!”

E spat out a couple of names,

ordering their owners to tie this
cimarron before he could play any
more tricks.

Cimarron! An outlaw of the ani-
mal world. The epithet burned!

Buck was tied. No easy way of
getting out of those ropes, without
plenty of time! He could tell that
by the expert way in which the job
was done. How was he to get hold
of the inn-keeper now! Hell, here
he was, as excited as every bandit in
Spain over that map they were all
raving about—and he thought he
knew at this minute where it was!
And couldn’t lift a hand to get it!
Pancho must be laughing in his
sleeve—if he was not scared to death
about dying.

The new leader told off scouts.
The men sent on outpost did not
want to go, but they went. There
was a slight diversion—and Buck
Carney’s heart was higher with hope
than any of those outlaws imagined—
when Pancho was picked up in the
brush while he was trying to slip
away, and brought back with his
hands tied behind his back. A little
later Pancho’s burro was also found
and sent in. That was not so bad!
Still a chance!

Sitting in the gravel with his back
against a rock, most of Buck’s atten-
tion was taken up in watching men
scoop out a hollow in the arroyo bot-
tom. Most of it was done with hands

and knives. Presently, without any
ceremony, but with a certain solem-
nity, the body of El Lobo was laid
in the hole and the hole filled. At
the new chief’s orders, one of the
men cut a couple of sticks and tied
them together with a withe in the
form of a cross. It was stuck into
the turned earth.

Buck remembered— There was a
scattering of such crosses along
all the trails of the Sierra Morena.

The simple ceremony over, Buck,
tied hand and foot, was hoisted onto
the burro—Pancho behind, an added
burden to the already over-packed
little animal. The whole party moved
on up the arroyo a mile or so and
into a gulley that tightened into a
gorge between high cliffs. Pancho,
the American noted, did not have his
hands tied. Probably these bandits
who held him and the inn-keeper cap-
tive, held their Spanish confrere in
more or less contempt. They had no
fear of his trying another escape—
as the Americano might, given the
opportunity. But then, they knew
nothing of how much Pancho knew
of what was their life interest, as
Buck Carney did.

ANCHO, before the battle, had be-

lieved El Lobo alone guessed that
he might know something about the
map. El Lobo was dead now—Pan-
cho would have to depend on Buck
Carney if he meant to cash in on any
knowledge he might possess— Or if
he really had the map, his only cus-
tomer was Buck. Once let these
bandits know that he had it, and
they would take it from the one-
eyed man, and toss his body aside
for the jackals.

Buck recognized the strategy of
the bandits’ move up the gorge the
instant he saw the spot. It was a
place that one man could have held
against a hundred, for in one place
the gorge was no more than four or
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five feet across—room enough only
for the passage of a pack animal.

Beyond, it widened to a basin
where there was grass and shade,
water, and a long tilt of smooth rock.
It was time for food and a smoke
when they reached the place, and the
long afternoon siesta. It was a spot
fitted by Nature herself for outlaws!

Pancho’s whisper came to Car-
ney from where the inn-keeper sat
on the burro’s back, behind the
American.

“Hist, Americano!”

Carney growled: “Well?
have you got to say?”

Then Pancho’s whisper: “You
would have the map? You heard me
talk to El Lobo! I did not lie! He
was too sure— Last month I, Pan-
cho, the reviled, took from the Moor,
Abd-el-Kerim, the bit of old paper
that means a king’s ransom—"

Carney growled again: “And now
you would sell it to me?” But it was
well for his bargain that the Span-
ish gypsy on the back of the burro
could not see the gleam of elation in
his eyes!

Pancho spoke for a moment, eager-
ly, swiftly.

“El Americano!” he said then. “I
will place within your pocket the
map! We will bargain later!”

What

UCK CARNEY felt the rustle of
a paper—Pancho’s hand in his
pocket. He laughed aloud. He had
that damned map that had meant
death and destruction! What was he
to do with it now? How use it?
Pancho’s move was not a. moment
too soon. As soon as the bandits ar-
rived at their camping place, he was
moved on to a spot away from Buck
Carney. Carney was never to see the
man again — though at the moment
such an idea fiever occurred to him.
A bandit they called El1 Gaucho—
because, as the outlaw himself told
Buck, he bzid spent a number of

years in the Argentine—took care of
Carney. When it came time to eat,
he fed the American from the point
of a knife. Now a hunk of sausage
or cheese from Pancho’s pack. Now
a hunk of bread. None of them felt
it safe to allow the American the use
of his hands.

El Gaucho made a game of the
feeding, and laughed heartily, pok-
ing the morsels too far to the left or
to the right. :

Buck flattered El Gaucho for his
wit. There was hope to be derived
from this clown—not much, perhaps,
and that little forlorn, but it was
something.

L GAUCHO capped the game by

giving Buck water from a gourd,
pouring it over his face and down his
neck.

The sinister successor of El Lobo
came over to see the sport, but there
was no smile on his face, nor laugh
on his evil lips.

“Amuse yourself, Americano,” he
said tonelessly. ‘“Later, I'm going to
hang you — barefoot —over a little
fire. You shall tell, then, of the
map.”

But he was going to have his siesta
first. From the position of the sun,
it was already about noon.

“Gaucho, amigo,” said Buck softly,
as the unsmiling chief turned away,
“he will never hang me.”

“Why?”

“Because I'm buying that knife of
yours — for one hundred dollars
gold!” Buck's words came in a voice
no louder than a breath.

El Gaucho stretched and loudly
yawned. Others were beginning to
turn in, but there were still plenty
of eyes shifting in their direction.

“Ho!” said El Gaucho. “I will
stake the hands and feet of this
damned cimarron!” More softly than
Buck had spoken, he whispered,
“Where?”
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“At the castillo.”

“When?”

“Moonrise—this night.”

“Bueno!” El Gaucho now roared
aloud, as he hammered home a stake
with a rock between Buck’s hobbled
feet.

CHAPTER IX
The Hot Trail

VEN AS El Gaucho drove

home the stake, it was not

clear, even in his own mind,
just what he would do. He wanted
that hundred dollars oro the Ameri-
cano offered. The prospect of a trip
to the castillo and being smiled on
by Royalists tickled his clown-
ish heart. At the same time he
hated to think of the fun he would
miss seeing this cimarron dance at
the end of a rope over a little fire.

"Anyway, while he was making up
his mind, he might as well have a
little more fun of his own. El
Gaucho was a humorist.

Having staked Buck’s feet, he
pulled out his knife and began to
play with it—a five-inch blade as
sharp as a razor, yet heavy enough
to slit the throat of a steer; needle-
pointed.

“Aval”

He tossed the knife into the air
whirling. It came down so close to
Buck’s face that the point of it al-
most reached an eye before El
Gaucho, quick as a cat, caught it by
the handle.

El Gaucho laughed and performed
the trick again.

“Que bonital”

He said that the knife was his
little sweetheart. Nobody could buy
a knife like that. It was sacred.
He would as soon think of selling
his honor. And he laughed again.

Time after time he repeated his
trick, but as Buck neither laughed
nor winced, nor paid any apparent

attention, El Gaucho tired of that
sport and proceeded to stake down
Buck’s hands as he had his feet.
He paused now and again during
the process to jerk back Buck’s head
and playfully pass the blade around
his throat.

Buck said nothing. He could tell.
El Gaucho was simply trying to
make up his mind.

Most of the other bandits were
asleep—stretched out on the ground,
with their heads wrapped up in their
blankets. They were scattered, each
near his own picketed horse. The
sentinels were too far away to see
or overhear.

The way El Gaucho had him fixed
now, Buck could neither lie down
nor sit up straight. He was only
half-seated, his legs stretched out in
front of him, the weight of his
shoulders supported by his arms
staked and bound behind him. If
he were forced to hold this position
long, he would be too paralyzed for
swift action even if his bonds were
cut.

T looked hopeless. There seemed

no way out for him this time.
Buck tried to face the matter philo-
sophically, realizing that there was
no possibility of aid coming to him.
Which was because he had no long-
lensed eyesight that could look
through rocks and mountains and
see what was happening not so far
away.

For down the trail from the Cas-
tillo of Montecristo a figure was
riding a plodding donkey—what
looked like the figure of an old wo-
man. To all appearances, Don Bar-
tolo Valdez was an old woman. He
was shrouded in a huge hooded
cape. His head was doubly con-
cealed in a big cotton muffler, and a
broken sombrero flapped about his
shoulders. The flea-bitten donkey
on which he was perched was only
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about two sizes larger than the aver-
age burro.

Buck Carney’s friend was not try-
ing to fool himself about how strong
he felt, but he was going to the
aid of his friend!

There was little chance, Don Bar-
tolo believed, of his being attacked
by the bandits who infested the
region, or questioned.

He looked too much like a native.
But then it was no time for taking
chances.

It was not too likely the bandits
would give him more than a passing
glance. Scattered native families
were here in the Sierra Morena—
charcoal burners, goatherds, poach-
ers, even a few small farmers. They
could be useful te outlaws on oc-
casion. They might, at times, go in
for a little outlawry on their own.
In any case the regulars never both-
ered them.

ALDEZ found the trail for

which he was looking. Follow-
ing it, however, was slower than he
had counted on—

He was in a ‘“draw” between two
brushy slopes and a steep forest of
black pine when suddenly he cut
the trail of a party of horsemen go-
ing at a gallop.

He picked up a fresh cork and
smelled it. Aguardiente! EI Lobo’s
men !

He gave his donkey the heel and
let the little animal hit its high
along the trail after the galloping
horsemen.

Back in the bandit camp, El
Gaucho lit a cigarette and sat down
crosslegged at Buck Carney'’s feet.

“Two hundred gold?” he mur-
mured through the smoke. “And
how do I know I'll get it? You may
get shot in the getaway.”

“Bueno!”

“Three hundred!” said El Gaucho.
“You see, I may get hung myself.”

Buck held still, looking at the
man. El Gaucho evaded his eyes.

“That,” said Buck, “is quite true.
This new chief you've got doesn’t
like you, anyway.”

El Gaucho scowled. He drew out
his knife and contemplated it.

“Five hundred!” he muttered.
“Five hundred gold!”

He jerked the knife into the air
and this time—either wilfully or by
accident—missed his catch. Buck
jerked with a half-groan, half-curse,
as the blade nicked the raw flesh
where the bullet had grazed him
earlier in the day.

“Leave the knife where
he said, panting a little.

But he saw El Gaucho suddenly
start and stare. Then the bandit
leaned over and picked up the knife.
He made a pass with it before
Buck’s eyes.

For some reason, El Gaucho was
tremulous with fear. That was plain
to Buck. Had he been spied on?
As yet Carney knew nothing of the
stranger El Gaucho had caught sight
of, staring at him. Who was he?
El Gaucho went on with his bluff.

“Goat!” he growled. “Sewer-filth!
For a little, I'd—"

A cold voice cut in:

“Death—if you make
move!”

it is,”

another

CHAPTER X
The Long Chance

HE VOICE, scarcely more
than a whisper, yet as edged
and deadly as El Gaucho’s

knife, stopped Buck’s heart for the
space of a beat. The words were
such as might have been uttered by
the sinister successor of EIl Lobo.
They might have been aimed at El
Gaucho or at Buck himself. Still—
A memory! Something in that voice!
A thrill started Buck’s heart beat-
ing to make up lost time.
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“Bart!” He whispered it sibilant-
ly—in English.

“Me! Don’t turn your head—
There’s a sentinel looking.”

Then Don Bartolo, dragging his
step a little, came around where
Buck could see him! He had put
aside most of the outer wrappings
he had worn when he left the cas-
tillo. But a blanket was now muf-
fling his head and shoulders, and on
his head was one of the bandits’
hats—big enough to stay on in the
wind—and pulled low.

“Stuck up a sentinel in the mld-
dle of the gorge,” he said. “He's
tied—"

Don Bartolo went to work with all
speed. In a pair of seconds he had
wrenched the knife from the gap-
ing El Gaucho and cut the rope on
Buck’s feet and arms. He kept El
Gaucho covered every minute, never
relaxing, but speaking to him only
by looks and signs.

“Ease yourself, Buck,” Valdez
told Buck. ‘“But keep your general
position. Take this gun. I've got
two more.”

OR the first time since his orig-

inal threat, Valdez spoke to El
Gaucho.

“Turn round, youl!
Americano sits—unless
your throat cut!”

And the speed with which El
Gaucho was tied would have won
for Don Bartolo a prize in any
rodeo.

The stake that had held Buck's
feet now held El Gaucho’s hands—
behind his back, his bound arms
propping the weight of his heavy
shoulders.

“We're right here back of you,”
Valdez menaced El Gaucho softly.
“Move—or bawl—and I'll cut your
heart out!”

El Gaucho quivered as to the
touch of a branding iron as Valdez

Sit as the
you want

lifted off his hat and passed it over
to Buck.

l‘okay?"

“Set",

“Get up and stretch yourself. Have
a look. We'll need a pair of
broncs.”

Valdez did not move as Buck got
up—with El Gaucho’s hat on his
head. Buck’s own movements were
measured—the juice squeezed from
every second, though, and no time
wasted.

His first glance, veiled and casual,
was for the sentinel Valdez had
mentioned. The man was on a bald
spot of the high ridge that helped
shut in the basin. Unquestionably
he was looking this way. But of
what were his thoughts or his sus-
picions there was no sign. He was
motionless, squatted on his heels.

HERE were a couple of likely

looking horses picketed not far
apart down in the general direction
of the gorge. That would have to
be the way they would make their
getaway. The head of the basin
was choked with brush and timber.
The sides could have been ridden
under ordinary conditions. But this
condition was not ordinary. Speed
was going to be needed when the
shooting began, and a chance for
cover.

“Those two horses over there!”
jerked Buck. “Ready? Gol!”

Both men leaped forward. At
their second bound, the sentinel on
the hillside shrilled a whistle. He
was on his feet. He banged out a
signal shot!

The two comrades put on speed.
They separated a little, each headed
for the horse he had selected.

For precious seconds, Buck was
occupied with his animal and the
bandit who claimed it—while hell
was beginning to pop in the little
valley behind him. But his bandit
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was down. He had forked his horse
and built a hackamore—no saddle,
no bridle. He was ready to go!

He jerked his head around to see
how Bart was making it. Bart was
not making it. He was on the ground
—propped up on one arm. His gun
was drawn, but he was not shoot-
ing!

UCK jumped his horse to where

Bart lay and slid from his back.
The horse tried to go somewhere
else, but he was no kicker. Buck
held him.

“For the love of God, ride!” Don
Bartolo pleaded.

“To hell with you!” Buck roared.

He put down a hand. Valdez took
it.

They were not wasting time in
arguments. Buck hoisted him.

“I've only got one good leg,” Val-
dez panted. “The other flopped.”

He put his two hands to the
horse’s mane. Buck mounted. He
had Valdez across the withers of the
animal before it could rear and they
were off at the gallop!

All that saved them in those first
few seconds—and every second
sweating blood—was the confusion
in camp. Blankets must come off
before heads could pop up. Wide
awake on the instant, the bandits
were running then for their mounts,
saddling and bridling. From where
he sat tied and staked, El Gaucho
was bawling his head off.

“Que hay!”

Some one must have put a bullet
into the substitute prisoner by mis-
take.

It took more seconds before El
Gaucho could make the world un-
derstand that he was El Gaucho.

But Carney knew what was com-
ing—and when it did come it would
be fast. That neck of the gorge
where it was only a few feet across!
He must reach it! His horse thun-

dered on, and he took one deep
breath of relief when he passed the
place in safety. As soon as there
was room enough, he turned his
horse to one side.

The first of the pursuers to reach
the spot was the black-browed suc-
cessor to El Lobo.

Carney’s bullet went through his
heart.

l‘Uno,Dl

He passed the information to Don
Bartolo.

Bart, sagging down onto the
horse’s mane, braced as if he had re-
ceived a stimulant.

“Dos!”

Carney fired again.

There was no missing in this
rocky bottleneck, even shooting from
the back of a dancing horse.

“Y tres!”

HREE riderless horses—panic-

stricken horses—rearing, kicking,
striking, as wild to get out of the
line of fire as humans, wheeled and
thundered back the way they had
come.

They left their riders sprawled on
the rocky trail.

Pursuit was blocked. Not for
long, as Carney well knew, but long
enough for any man in such a tight
squeeze to make the most of it.

Which Carney did—

The bandits left behind were still
cursing and trying to get through
the pass when the horse carrying
their late prisoner and Don Bar-
tolo Valdez was panting up the trail
toward the -castillo.

Don Bartolo was all in—he would
be in no physical condition to enter
any frays for some time more to
come. But he was still able to tell
Buck Carney, before they reached
the castle, something of what the
romantic story which had urged him
to send for his American friend was
all about.
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CHAPTER XI
Into the Depths

T WAS a story of which Carney

already knew considerable, but

Don Bartolo expatiated, telling
some of the things he shrewdly
guessed, more that he knew from the
history of his Spain.

It had much to do with the Moors
being back in Spain—and why. They
had come for treasure—treasure of
which they believed they alone knew.

When the Moorish chieftain, said
Bart, was preparing for his treasure
raid into Spain, the only obstacle in
his path, or so he believed, was the
presence at the castle of Monte-
cristo of the Valdez family, who now
had owned the castillo for hundreds
of years.

The Slave-of-the-Merciful and cer-
tain of his followers had had an eye
on the ruined castle in the depths of
the Sierra Morena for a long, long
time. They had already done quite
considerable preliminary exploring
about Montecristo, which for years
had lain there as wild and empty
before the new revolution as most of
the country around it. The Moors
had been able to camp there for
weeks at a time, unobserved.

There had never been any difficulty
connected with their secret visits.
Moors had always been able to come
and go as they pleased in Spain, even
after they had been expelled.

It was only a short run from Mo-
rocco to Spain—one that any kind of
a boat could make between sundown
and dawn. Or they could come over
in the daytime — to sell dates and
coral. Many of them were smugglers.
As for that, there were Moors in
Spain who had never left, but who
lived on—generation after genera-
tion—in some hole in the mountains
where it would have been unhealthy

for Spanish troopers to have found
them.

But of all the Moors who had come
to Spain, or who had continued to
live there, Abd-el-Kerim and his band
were the only ones who remembered
the history of Montecristo or who
now took an interest in it.

When the Moors had ruled Spain
it was not as Montecristo that the
castle was known. It was the Cazba
K’vair—the Stronghold Supreme.

It was a place that could never be
captured. It was as safe to the fol-
lowers of the Prophet as Mecca, The
Moors thought so.

HEN the Spaniards began to
drive the Moors out of other
parts of Spain, a curious change took
place. For a thousand years treasure
had flowed out of the Cazba K’vair
and the mountain under it; now
treasure of other sorts began to flow
back to it. The followers of the
Prophet, on the run, were bringing
their treasures here for safekeeping.
There were tons of it—silver, gold,
gems and ivory, works of art—

An earlier Abd-el-Kerim had been
the custodian of all that wealth.
When it began to look as though the
Stronghold Supreme itself was likely
to fall into the hands of the Chris-
tians, that earlier Slave-of-the-Merci-
ful got busy. For a hundred days
and nights his slaves were busy car-
rying wealth down into the depths
of the mountain. There was a natu-
ral cave down there—two thousand
feet below the sub-cellars of the
castle; a cave as big as any mosque
in Bagdad. When all the treasure
had been transferred to it, the cus-
todian had sealed it up.

No Dog-of-an-Unbeliever would
ever get it. The only known en-
trance to the cave was closed with
upward of two hundred feet of rock
and cement. '

But—just in case of accident to
himself or any successor of his be-
fore the Moors again came back as
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masters—the earlier Abd-el-Kerim
made a map. It was a secret map,
showing just where the treasure lay,
and where the bore would have to
be made to get at it again.

The map had gone to Morocco.

It had been there for five centuries,
until the present Abd-el-Kerim
found it. And now it had been stolen!
Blood was flowing over all Southern
Spain in an effort to get it back!

Don Bartolo’s own father, Senor
Valerio Valdez, once a prince, had
been kidnaped because the Moors
thought he might know of its where-
abouts. They suspected him almost
equally with El Lobo. And at all
events they would hold Don Valerio
prisoner to keep him from interfer-
ing with them.

Where his father was now, Barto
had no idea— But Barto was now in
this present condition of physical
disability because he had gone down
into the mines to try to find him.

Bartolo said solemnly:

“So you see that I did need you,
Buck—even above and beyond treas-
ure! That was what I thought about
first when I sent for you. Now my
sister and I need the only man in the
world who can help us. My father
must be found!”

Carney’s laugh was not mirthful.

“I have the map,” he said simply.
“How I got it will be for a story
another day. The thing now is your
father. Where do you believe he is?”

“Somewhere in the mines,” said
Bartolo. ‘“And I-—/"
“I go into the mines—today,” said

Buck.

They had hardly realized that they
had reached the castle or that Laura
Valdez was there, with her eyes full
of heartfelt thanks for their safety
as she came to meet them,

“And 1,” she said to Buck Carney,
“will go to guide you.”

Buck looked at her a long minute,
then back at Don Bartolo. Bart was

reeling, his eyes already closing with
his weakness. Buck said to Laura
Valdez:

“Yes—we go today!”

CHAPTER XII
The Cave-that-Talks

- HEIR preparations were
swift and simple. Dofia Laura
prepared a haversack with

what they might most need—rope,

candles, matches. And both of them

were armed.

Even while the shaking Don Bar-
tolo was being put to bed after his
faint—he held up till the last minute
—Dofla Laura and Buck Carney were
hastening to a disused wing of the
ruins and making their way through
tangle. Through jungly gardens and
broken walls, they reached a breach
in the ancient ramparts. They found
themselves on the rim of a steep
drop, covered with black oak and
laurel.

Through that dense thicket they
went on, straight down, until they
came to a ruined “templete” or pavil-
ion. The little marble building dis-
guised the entrance to one of the
ancient Montecristo mines. They
stopped to light their candles.

For a shadowy interval they paused
before plunging into the dark that
lay ahead.

“Go back!” urged Buck.

Laura looked at him levelly.

“Do you want to go back?”

With one accord they moved ahead.
Nothing more was said, except an oc-
casional whisper—or warning, or ex-
planation.

But Buck could see that the girl
was right in more ways than one.
He would never have been able to
thread this strange underworld alone
—not, at any rate, without taking
weeks about it. He could see, how-
ever, that Laura was following a
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steady course that took them down
and down—always down to lower
levels—and always in the same gen-
eral direction. He could tell the
direction, in a general way, by the
drift of the strata.

This was a mine all right. And it
was a mine where Moors worked,
‘making their way toward treasure,
regardless of human life if it inter-
fered. It might still be one of the
richest in the world. But before it
could begin to produce new fortunes,
another fortune would have to be put
into it—for modern equipment, for
drainage.

That bugbear of all deep mines—
water !—was here in plenty. Hardly
ever were they out of hearing of
water. It was drip and ripple, and
now and then they would be follow-
ing a swift flow of dark water; again
there would come to their ears the
drone of some far-off cataract—

UDDENLY, both of them stopped

in their tracks as if at a sharp
signal!

From down below somewhere,
there came to their ears the sound
of a steady thudding—muted and
still far down: the sound of heavy

hammers. As suddenly as they had
heard the sound, the hammers
stopped.

Still Buck and Dofia Laura stood
still, holding their breath, their can-
dles tilting in the breeze. A sharper
sound rumbled through the old mine
—louder, louder! Shouts came! Yells!
And the muffled shock of gunfire!

Buck Carney grasped the girl's
arm tightly.

“El Lobo’s men!”
“And the Moors!”

It was a wild guess, but one that
was instinctively correct. Too far
away to see any man of those who
at that moment were hurling them-
selves into a battle to the death, his
reasoning power told him that there

he exclaimed.

could be no other reason for the gun-
fire ahead.

He was right! El Lobo’s men had
come! They had come to the Cave-
that-Talks, to kill off the blacks and
seize the treasure for themselves! If
Moors could do it, so could they—
map or no map! '

The chain of caverns running back
to Abd-el-Kerim’'s treasure-chamber
was a roaring hell of sound. EI
Lobo’s men—all that were left—had
worked their way into the Cave-that-
Talks through one of El Lobo’s old
hideouts. They had taken the Moors
by surprise.

And the Cave-that-Talks was justi-
fying its name!

CHAPTER XIII

Don Valerio

HE Cave-that-Talks had al-
ways been, not so much a
whispering gallery as a thun-

der gallery, a natural and colossal
loud-speaker, picking up every sound
and multiplying it, then sending the
multiplied sound up and around and
back again, often after long intervals,
in rolling echoes.

Such sounds as reverberated from
it now made it thunderous. No liv-
ing soul within the depths of the
mine could keep from hearing what
was happening. It came thus to the
ears of one man, a prisoner.

Back in the hollow of the cave
not far from where the Moors had
worked at their business of trying to
open a way into that long-sealed-up
chamber of theirs, Don Valerio Val-
dez—former grandee, Knight of the
Golden Fleece, once millionaire—had
lain for almost a month as a pris-
oner of Abd-el-Kerim.

Don Valerio had no doubt that the
Moor would eventually kill him. He
had a perfect conception, by this
time, of what the Moor was trying
to do.
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The place where he lay had been
used as a prison before. It was a
place—as he could see each time a
light came in—that had a hundred
chains and links fastened to floor and
walls. One such chain was fastened
to one of his ankles. It was heavy
enough to have held an elephant, let
alone a man,

But now, as Don Valerio heard
that mounting thunder from the
outer caverns, there flashed through
his mind thoughts of the plan that
had been growing there. But it had
formed more as a dream than as
something he could carry out.

“Alil” he called out suddenly and
sharply.

A tall Moor, carrying a torch and
a knife, ran into the place.

“Those are not brigands,
troops!” Don Valerio shouted.

Ali, already touched with panic,
drew nearer and bent his head to lis-
ten. Don Valerio was ready for him.
Using his last ounce of remaining
strength, he lifted his hand and
struck the tall Moor over the ear
with an iron link. Ali staggered. He
stood there swaying. Would he fall?
Would he recover himself?

Already, with flying fingers, Don
Valerio was picking at the cement
that held his chain to the prison’s
damp wall. He had not failed to note
that dampness, nor that the cement
had crumbled.

Ali fell.

With a wrest of his body, Don
Valerio wrenched the long spike free
from its hole in the wall! Except for
the chain and the link on his leg, he
was free— Free to die! But his
enemies would die with him. He
knew how the Moors had been work-
ing with dynamite that they hoped
would open up the still lost treasure
chamber! ,

All the time he had been lying
there in his echoing prison, Don
Valerio had been hearing things—

but

shouts and laughter, queer songs;
screams. Now shots! But, through
it all, he had always heard the sound
of water.

Once, long ago, he had studied
mining at the royal university in
Salamanca. Forgotten things were
now returning to his mind.

Dragging his chain, he picked up
the torch and knife that Ali had let
fall. He hauled himself in the direc-
tion of the dynamite blast the Moors
had prepared, and which his keen
ears had told him about as though
he had seen it.

Yes, there was the fuse. There
were the caps— Searching rapidly,
he found a stick of dynamite in a
cache. He fastened a cap onto the
end of a length of fuse, then kneaded
the cap into the oily, soft dynamite—

THIS was going to be the end! It
would be the end of many things.
It would be just as well. If things
went on as they were, why, he would
be killed, which did not matter so
much now. But Don Bartolo would
be killed! And Laura—

The length of fuse ran out. With
a steady hand, he touched the end
of it to the flame of the torch. Like
a red eye, the lighted fuse began to
retreat in the direction from which
he had just come.

A burst of echoing shouts came
nearer! Don Valerio lifted his eyes.
Abd-el-Kerim was coming on the run
along the gallery where he stood.

Abd-el-Kerim, at sight of the
Spaniard, stopped. His face was like
a jet of black flame. He held a torch
in one hand, but his pistol was in
the other.

There could have been only one
thing that made the Moor hold his
shot just then. The thing was a mys-

tery. And the mystery was—that
Don Valerio raised a hand and
smiled—

From that first outbreak of shouts
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and shooting, Carney and Doidia
Laura made a desperate attempt at
speed. And this was no trail for a
race. It was a maze of traps and pit-
falls. Yet they rushed on.

The thunder of the place, growing
instantly louder, held them mute. A
growing dismay descended on them,
freezing their hearts. Not on their
own account—but for the sake of
him they had come to save.

It was as if they were speeding
_into a battle of underground devils;
as if they were already in the midst
of it. Through a twisted cleft and
down a long, jagged descent they
made their way until they reached the
first of a series of great natural hol-
lows in the earth. Laura gasped:

“The Cave-that-Talks!”

ARNEY ran, crouching, but with
his candle held high and his
pistol ready. Suddenly he fired!

The shot came so swiftly it was as
if it had not been a premeditated
shot at all, with no thought of direc-
tion. Yet the shot went true.

There had been a Moor standing
over there on the other side of a
pool of darkness, and beyond the
Moor was a white man—

The Moor slumped over sideways,
groping for support. From his limp
hand dropped gun and torch. Laura
Valdez' cry rang out: “Padre!”

By the flickering light of the
torch, Don Valerio looked as if he
had been challenged by a ghost. He
shot one glance at that running eye
of red at the end of the fuse, then
he labored forward. His drawn white
lips were shouting:

“Run! Run! For God’s sake! To
the higher levell Don’t wait for me!”

It was at that moment that Buck

Carney did what he had already done
once before that day—lifted a mem-
ber of the ancient Valdez family in
his arms. He ran, shouting to Laura.
Laura ran. She led, holding the flick-
ering torch.

Breathlessly they were just climb-
ing back into that steep and ragged
cleft when the explosion came!

T rocked Montecristo! It was to

shake it from depths to dome,
change the entirc inner map of the
mountain—wipe from Southern Spain
the menace of brigands, black and
white!

For, even before the multiple roar
of the dynamite rose to its full vol-

* ume, there sounded from the bowels

of the earth an even greater roar—
the roar of pent-up waters!

Abd-el-Kerim's treasure chamber
was at last open. There no longer
was a need of any map. But in the
course of centuries it had become a
stupendous reservoir!

It took hours for the waters to
pour out of the mine and clear a
way to see what was in the chamber.

The glory of sunset was pouring
down once more as Dofia Laura, hold-
ing to her rescued father’s arm, stood
with Buck Carney on the mine’s rim.

It was true! All that Don Bartolo
had said! Layer on layer, gold, sil-
ver, gems lay flashing in the sunset!
Rubies, emeralds, silver encrusted by
the centuries, but still shining! The
wealth of Montecristo! The Valdez
family had come at last into their
own! And Buck Carney?

Looking down at treasure so great
that it would take months even to
pile up, his glance went once -to
Laura Valdez. She was looking at
him—shyly. All the treasure in the
world was not in gold and silver!
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The Creole Creeper

“Shanghai” Steve Kirby Defiantly Plunges Into Savage
and Pulse-Stirring Combat With the Most
Hated Bully of the Java Sea

A Complete Novelette
By PERLEY POORE SHEEHAN

Author of “Captain Trouble,” “The Leopard Man,’ ete.

E WAS one against four and

they fell on him in the

thick hot blackness of the
tropic night.

“Shanghai” Steve Kirby had no
warning. Not a sound heralded their
coming, for they slid stealthily up the
shed roof to his open window and
into the stuffy room of the squalid
Sourabaja Hotel. Kirby was a marked
man. For two whole days and three
nights, they had followed his trail,
and now—

Dead to the world, in slumber, he
felt their weight as they pounced
upon him and he came up fighting.
The stench of the rum-soaked quar-
tet smothered his first outcry, then
his wits came to his aid and warned
him not to yell. A shout for aid,
for help from “Forty-Fathom” Far-
num or the “China Chick”, would have
brought him a long knife between
his ribs, or a broken skull.

“Belay there ye tough scum,”
growled the leader of the gang as
he fiercely fought in an effort to free
himself from their clutches. “Be a
good sea-farin’ dog an’ no barkin’
mind ye, 'r we’ll slit yer gullet.
There now.”

Kirby lashed out with his right
fist and smashed a face that was
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only a blob in the dark. He heard
a gulp and a nasty oath, and went
down struggling like a pack of fire-
crackers as something was flung over
him. Rope!

He felt the burn of it on his jaw.
Then a thousand ropes. They seemed
to whirl through the air, coil after
coil. From the black void of the
Java skies they fell on him until it
dawned that they were winding an
old dredge net over his head and
body.

TILL Shanghai Kirby kept his
tongue, fighting with a ferocity
that left bruises and drew plenty of
blood from the attackers, until they
had him wound like a trapped lion.
“What in the name o’ the devil
do you think you’ll get here?” he
demanded finally, cursing the pant-
ing four, for he knew in his heart
what they were after. His blood
raced hot and cold. “You're wastin’
your time my buckos.”

“Don’t come none o’ that, Kirby,”
was the answer from a big beast of
a man who leaned over him as he
lay trussed on his bed. “We got
the right room an’ the right lad.
Where’s them two black bullets ye
been huggin’ ’'round’ witcha?”



Like dynamite, Chili John's joint on Trigger Island exploded!

“You’re crazy, whoever you are,”
snarled Shanghai Kirby. “What do
yuh mean—bullets?”

“The poils, Shanghai,” grated the
thug. “Them twin black poils. Eve'y-
body in the islands knows ye gottem.
Shell ’em out.” He laughed softly,
suppressing his heartiness at his own
joke, lest somebody in the thinly
partitioned hall suspect something,
or some light sleeper in an adjoining
room, rousing, become curious.

The four had their orders to work
quietly and to kill only if threat-
ened with failure or capture. Now
they hung over Shanghai’s bed while
Kirby lay motionless determined to
stall, to sell either his fortune or
his life at the highest price he could
get.

“You thick skulls are too late,” he
told them. “I figured you’d try this
—it's the Creole Creeper’s kinda trick,
this dark attack—and I put them
where they’ll be safe.”

“You're a dirty,
lyin’, scurvy pup,”

double-crossin’,
declared the

41

spokesman for the thieves. “Light
the candle, Thumb,” he ordered one
of his mates. “Go easy now an’ we’ll
turn this dump inside out. He's
gottem here. The hog wouldn’t put
’em far away. Look aroun’.”

“Keep away from me,” snapped
Shanghai as they finished probing
every nook and corner, every crack
in the room. “So help m—"

ITH a muffled crash they drop-

ped on him, a pair of them, big
burly, sweat-soaked sons of the islands
and despite his battle they rammed a
gag between his teeth. After that
it was simple. They clawed the salty
rope of the net, working it up tighter
about his arms and middle, ripped
his shirt open and snaked out the
money belt which he wore next his
skin.

Kirby’s black gems from the floor
of the southern ocean were gloated
over for an instant, held on a horny
palm under the flickering candle-
light, and then they lashed his body
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to the flimsy iron cot, and slid over
the window edge into the night—

11

LONG THE WATERFRONT
in Sourabaja it was gener-
ally known that day that

Shanghai Steve Kirby had refused
the equivalent of seventeen thousand
dollars for his twin black pearls. For
two days he had been the toast of
the Java jungle port.

As he went about with his two
ever present companions, a white
man known as Forty-Fathom Far-
num and a lean young Chinese called
the China Chick, Kirby was the envy
of the scavengers that thronged the
dives and joints along the sun-fried
shore.

The story had swept like a typhoon
among the islands. Shanghai Kirby
had plucked a fortune from the sea
floor. The shell men came from far
and wide, following the story and
the trail of Kirby’'s little lugger
across the Java sea to Sourabaja.
Others came too; the riff-raff of the
nations, all colors, creeds and call-
ings, especially the vulture breed, the
Islands’ underworld.

And at its head, the uncrowned king
of the killer clan, came Dirk Synder,
the “Creole Creeper” — named after
those slimy creatures that infested
the dank Louisiana swamps from
whence came this ruthless desperado.

Synder came for his cut; the
cut that he forced from every spine-
less, craven creature from Singapore
to the Solomons. All the shell hunt-
ers, the owners of the tiny boats
that plied the island waters in search
of a scant living, and possible wealth,
paid their regular tribute to Dirk
Snyder. All except one man.

Shanghai Kirby never paid and
when the Creole Creeper cornered
him in the dingy bar at Sourabaja
and smiled his oily, confident grin of

congratulation, Kirby smoked a hand-
made butt and blew a gray cloud
into Snyder’s only eye.

That left orb was a cruel, steely
thing that pierced a timid man's “in-
nards.” The right had gone to feed
the fish years ago when Snyder
tangled with a berserk swamp Indian.
That was before the days of Snyder’s
power below the line. Now the name
of the Creole Creeper shut men’s lips;
they feared and hated him but not one
dared to challenge his rough-shod
reign.

“I hear you made a killin’, Shang-
hai,” Dirk Snyder had said that
afternoon in the sandy-floored bar-
room. “I had a dream ’bout yuh,
too, night before last. Musta been
the day yuh drug ’em up. Let’s see
’em, Shanghai.”

Kirby felt the pack close around
him, heard the grating shuffle of
heavy feet as the human tide en-
gulfed himself and the Creole Creeper.
But Kirby was no man’s plaything.

He had a reputation himself among
the island dens. Given an even break
with pistol, a diver's knife or bare
hands Shanghai was more than a
match for any of them—white, black,
brown or yellow. And they let him
alone. All except Dick Snyder who
feared no risk for he ran none. Snyder
never moved a finger; his crimps and
rum-soaked thugs jumped at his com-
mand.

IRBY smiled disarmingly as he
opened his palm and held it be-
fore the Creole Creeper’s solitary eye.
Snyder’s face twitched with fierce pas-
sion. His eye grew round and bright.
An audible murmur rose to almost
thunder around them, and Snyder
swallowed, wet his lips with
trembling tongue, then ran the fingers
of his right hand through his flowing
blue-black hair.
Two pearls, black as a soft sum-
mer night, nestled on Kirby’s palm;
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black balls of dull fire, their living
lustre seeming to smoke and their
size—men argued, hissing between
clenched teeth—somewhere between
one-fifty and two hundred grains.
God of the Southern Seas! A King’s
ransom in the damn blonde Yank'’s
fist.

“Not bad,” said Shanghai, slipping
them back into his pocket.

Snyder leaned close to Kirby and
almost whispered.

“You been defyin’ me for two
years now, Shanghai,” he snarled, his
face puckering into that snaky look
that had given him the nickname of
the Creole Creeper. “I want my share
o’ these beauties, Mister Kirby. Don’t
forget, I've kept my temper with you
a long time. A man with those on
him ain’t safe in this part o' the
world.”

IRBY laughed softly. “With men

like you around, Snyder,” he
told the ace-thief of the shell terri-
tory, “an honest man ain’'t safe any
place in the world.”

“Be careful, Shanghai,” warned
Snyder savagely, then, “Hey, get
away, avast there, ye dogs,” to the
swarm that hemmed them in against
the bar. “You're no beach bum, Kir-
by. You got brains. I've had men
fed to the sharks an’ you're no better.
Remember, I cut a third on the price
you get for them. You can always
find me at Chili John’s.”

Shanghai Steve Kirby stared Sny-
der in his port eye for a moment
or two, his rage cooling. Then he
reached out a flat powerful right
hand and placed the palm quickly
against the Creole Creeper’s face.
With a shove that seemed not even a
slight exertion he knccked Snyder
twice his length along the bar and
against the wall at the end. When
the seething bully lurched to his feet,
Kirby chuckled.

“That’s the way I cut you, Snyder,”

he said. “When you begin to put the
screws on me I'll bury you the first
shot. Lay off me.”

The coolness of Shanghai Kirby
stunned and awed the crowd in the
barroom. Snyder stared after him
as the tow-headed Yankee walked out
the door.

Then while the suffocating heat of
the tropic day cooled with the last
rays of a blood-red setting sun, that
slid like a melting copper coin into
the slot of the sea, Dirk Snyder
sent word to his man-breakers. He
would not wait to see if Shanghai
Kirby would turn over a cut on the
price of the twin black pearls.

The Creole Creeper took them by
force, and Shanghai Kirby knew what
Snyder took them for, even in the
black of the night, he knew the
hushed voices of the thief’'s ruthless
thugs.

The one-eyed one had made the
first real move.

III

IRBY, TRUSSED UP like a

squirming Octopus in the

net, was released at dawn by
the China Chick, who, reaching
Shanghai’s door, realized that some-
thing was wrong. The grunting of
his white friend and the bolted door
was ominous. 8o the China Chick
went in via the route four men had
taken a few hours earlier in the
dark.

“I was a damn fool, Chick,” swore
Shanghai when the Celestial had un-
wound the miles of net from Kirby's
stiffened body. “Where’s Forty-
Fathom? We’'ve gotta shove off if
that guy pulled anchor.”

The China Chick, quick as a cat
and a terror with a six-gun, spat
from between his gleaming even
teeth when he learned the facts.

“Farnum dead drunk last night,”
he informed Kirby. ‘“We stay Lou’s
joint down stleet.”



44 THRILLING ADVENTURES

Kirby cursed harshly, not at Far-
num’s drunk of the night before be-
cause a pearl fisherman has to tear
it up sometime on shore. With swift
precision he cleared out of the
shambles that Sourabaja called a
hotel and, with China Chick at his
elbow, started for Lou’s joint.

ERE they found Forty-Fathom

and shook him roughly to com-
plete consciousness. From here they
scouted the shore line for a sign of
the Creole Creeper's fast cruiser.
There was no trace of it in the an-
chorage and Kirby learned from a
blousy beachcomber that the Creole
Creeper and his gang had shoved out

during the night some time. Maybe
it was early morning.
“Chili John's dive,” mumbled

Shanghai, remembering what Snyder
had said to him.

“Huh,” snorted Farnum.
are yuh talkin’ about?”

“With his speed,” said Shanghai,
“Snyder is probably at Trigger Isl-
and by now, the sneaking sea slug.
Well—we—"

“Plenty tough place,” cut in China
Chick. “Plenty bad men.”

“Yeh,” laughed Kirby viciously.
“And three more are on their way

“What

there. Come on. We'll pack in some
grub.”
While they stowed breakfast

Shanghai talked. He explained what
he meant to do, providing, of course,
that his companions were willing to
risk the danger that they were sure
to encounter.

“There’s no need o’ yuh goin’ sen-
timental, Shanghai,” said Forty-
Fathom Farnum, swilling vile coffee.
‘“Was there ever a time since we
been pardners that you hadda ask us
to take a hanpd?”

“Aw,” gripned Kirby, his leather
tanned face gleaming with sweat,
“can’t yuh take a joke, you two. I
know if there’'s a fight you two

wrecks’ll be where its thickest. But
get this now. I want Snyder and
the pearls.”

The others grunted assent.

“He sent his bloody terriers to sur-
prise me last night,” concluded Kir-
by growing madder now. “Tonight
we surprise the Creole Creeper, an’ if
Chili John’s dive get’s in our path
we’ll pull it down.”

“Sweet Genevieve,” shouted Forty-
Fathom as they started on a fast run
from the restaurant to the shore.
“Where I love it most is anywhere
there’s a battle royale.”

Shanghai Kirby did not quite share
the attitude of his comrade on the
proposed journey. As they hauled
up the sheet on the lugger and he
eased her nose around the point,
bearing Eastward, he was wrapt in
cold sober thought. The years of
Dirk Snyder’s reign was growing
short.

Iv

T WAS DARK before Shang-
hai’s lugger slid quietly into the
calm waters of Dead Man's Bay.

Through the tropic night that falls
like an indigo blanket over the palms
and the beaches of pink sand Kirby
and his companions had marked the
winking lights on the sloping shore.
The Trigger Island rendezvous of
the Creole Creeper and his snakes.

“Chili John’s joint is goin’ full
blast,” remarked Forty-Fathom Far-
num as they lowered the canvas.
“Lookit the gang that’'s here,
Shanghai.”

The three of them glanced around
the tiny bay where a hundred or
more craft lay at anchor. Power
boats, cats, a lugger or two, a sloop
that perhaps belonged to some
crooked trader, and countless
dhoneys, strange native boats.

The China Chick let the anchor
over without a splash and they
stayed aboard until the lugger had
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swung to her cable’s length, gently.
From up on the shore came the
mingled bedlam of sound that marked
the station with the brand of reck-
less abandon, the haven of lost men.
The canoe, dropped over the side,
Shanghai and his pals lowered them-
selves and paddled quietly toward
the shore. There was Snyder’s high-
powered cruiser in the shadow of the
tree-fringed bank.

“Not too close together now,”
warned Kirby as they began climbing
the hard packed uneven slope. “Sny-
der may be expectin’ us and he'll
know this corner of the globe has
got too small for him and me. Spread
out a little.”

Outside of Chili John’s joint the
tropic night twinkled with the sooty
lights from a score of smaller
crumbling shacks, sprawled about to
make straggling streets and winding
alleys. Dives where the scum of the
Seven Seas could drag the pipe or
gamble to their heart’s content.

From one of them came the hor-
ribly discordant notes of a piano
being beaten dolefully by some
drunken derelict.

ANNED music from a phonograph

a hundred feet to their right,
screamed through the cracks of a
building patched of mud and sand
and thatch. From the waterfront, in
the shadows at their left, Shanghai
saw two brawny sailormen, clad in
nothing more than stagged off whites,
climb staggering toward the Chili
dump. Trigger Island! A right
name for the blot on the ocean’s
bosom.

Holding back, the three visitors let
the drunken deep-water dogs enter
first. And with the opening of the
door came a roar of rough men’s
voices raised in welcome. A moment
later Kirby parted with his friends.

“Around the back,” he said. “This
cur is as yellow as a lime. He'll

try to break for it if I'm Iucky
enough to corner him. Don’t let him
get out.”

“Luck, Shanghai,” said Farnum,
which the Chinese echoed.

And Shanghai Kirby sent his
shoulder against the door of the rob-
ber roost to burst into the long
barroom.

The babble that had filled the
stinking den up to that instant was
shut off as if someone had fired a
gun. The whole joint froze in its
sweltering flesh while a man might
gulp three fingers of Hennessey.
Then Chili John Grunn, or Green
as he sometimes called it, bellowed
like a bull,

v
HANGHAI!” he yelled lustily
in greeting. ‘“Shanghai Kir-
by’'s come ashore, mates.

What'll it be, Steve? Name yore dis-
infectant. Nothin’ but the best stuff
this side o’ the Equator.”

“Haul your blabbin’, John,”
snapped Shanghai Steve narrowly.
He showed no suggestion of the
anxiety he felt. His eyes probed the
crowded place for trace of Dirk
Snyder. “Where’s the Creeper?”

Chili John cleared his throat with
a loud grating noise. Several bleary-
eyed sailormen climbed awkwardly
from chairs and started toward Kir-
by, mouthing half intelligible words.

Shanghai planted himself solidly
with feet spread, moving away from
the bar. He knew he was facing the
pack, and already he had spotted two
of the hellions who had robbed him
of his rightful prizes. Where was
the Creole Creeper lurking and why
didn’t someone speak? The air was
tense, filled with the fumes of raw
cheap alcohol, rotgut liquor and
heavy, strong tobacco smoke. Edging
toward him a half dozen thugs came
cautiously and halted only when Kir-
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by’s swift hand yanked a yawning
black six-gun from the waistband of
his trousers.

“Gees!” yapped Chili John. “Don’t
start nothin’ Shanghai. Cripes ye’ll
wreck the joint. Ye want the boss?”

Chili made a motion with his head,
toward the wooden stairs at the back.
Shanghai laughed. And one of the
bar flies made a leap for the stair
to warn Dirk Snyder. He never
reached the top.

Snatching a half-empty bottle from
the bar Shanghai hurled it like a
bomb, catching the fellow in the
back of the head and knocking him
spinning over the banister. As if
on signal, like a charge of dyna-
mite ignited by a lightning fuse,
Chili John’s joint on Trigger Island
exploded.

EN tore and swore at one an-
other. Some trying to get to
the front, hurling chairs and bottles.
Guns smashed over the rattle and
clatter and Shanghai Kirby was
plunging through the thick of the
scrimmage toward those stairs. His
swift feet climbed three at a time,
while his six-gun rocked the low-
ceilinged room with thunderbolts.
Diving under tables and behind pil-
lars the scrambling scavengers fired
and ducked, their haste spoiling their
aim, their snarls and cries of raging
pain almost drowning the quick
opening of a door in the upper hall.
Then running feet and the slam-
ming door again. A window crashed
as a pistol roared from the jungle
outside in the dark. Somebody
screamed with frightened pain. The
battle downstairs had become a mad
orgy of drunken misunderstanding
and mistakes. Men crawled to the
door and toppled from windows—
wounded, dazed, delirious.
Chili John, from a position behind
the bar, poked up his head.
“Where is he?” he inquired of a

murderous looking hawk-nosed breed.
“That blood spillin’ Shanghai Kir-
by?’)

The hawk-nosed one whose shirt
was ripped to the shoulder where
blood dripped down his back glanced
toward the stairs, furtively, as the
crashing of a splintered door was
heard. A few of the bravest started
slowly up the stairs.

VI

HANGHAI HEARD the bark
of the pistol outside and knew
that it was Dirk Snyder try-
ing to make an escape through the
window of the building. He had no
time to lose, and as he ran along the
narrow short hall, he leaped clear
into the air and landed with both

feet against the door that had
slammed but an instant before.
Sprawling full length he shot

through into the room and for a few
seconds there was a fierce struggle.
A candle was knocked out and rolled
under a bed, and Shanghai Kirby
clinched with the vicious Snyder.

With his pistol shoved into his
belt he smashed right and left at
the furious robber baron. Snyder
cursed and panted, putting up a
battle that drove Kirby to his best.
Lurching to his feet Shanghai hauled
the fighting Snyder upright and
slammed him against the wall, plas-
tering him with a volley of right
hand punches that sagged the stouter
man.

“I'll kill you, Snyder,” snarled
Shanghai close to the thief’s face.
“Better calm down and fork over my
pearls before me and my pals cre-
mate you and your gang.”

“What?” blurted Snyder, fastening
his arms around Kirby like bands
of steel wire. “I ain’t got your pearls
you dirty double-cr—Oh—ugh—"

Kirby's blow dropped Snyder like
a felled ox, for Shanghai had gotten



THE CREOLE CREEPER 47

the range there in the dark, and now
he scrambled over to yank Snyder to
the bed where he ripped the cloth-
ing from him like a man would tear
the burlap wrapping from a chunk
of beef.

A wallet, carefully concealed in-
side Snyder’s shirt, held the stolen
pearls. Kirby struck a match and
looked at them, but when the creak-
ing of the -stairs reached his ab-
sorbed attention he sprang up shov-
ing the treasures into his pocket.

IRK SNYDER groaned in agony

but Shanghai had stepped out of
the room and just in time. Two
crouching figures at the head of the
stairs half spun about, firing as they
did, and the bullets burned their way
into the panel behind Shanghai.

“You two bit hunks,” yelled
Shanghai recklessly as he fired.

A rising rumble of threatening
voices broke out anew in the bar be-
low, but Kirby knew the fate of men
who hesitate. He had come in and
he had to get out. In two long
jumps he was at the stairs where he
fell back with a slug cutting along
his ribs on the right side. A couple
of quick shots over the banister
scattered the mob below, and a
strange thing happened.

While Shanghai crouched with his
pistol in his fist, ramming fresh
cartridges into the chamber, a sud-
den silence blotted out every sound
in that room under him.

It was eerie, almost weird. He
could look over, cautiously, and see
the cut-throats poised like men
caught by death, stiff, stark, motion-
less. And here, just a few feet from
his gun muzzle he could make out
the side of a face. Chili John him-
self, a big revolver in his claw.
Death must be standing in the door-
way of the joint.

But it was only Forty-Fathom Far-
num and the China Chick, drawn

into the joint by the second flare of
gunshots. Now they stood and they
took it all in. The China Chick
caught sight of Chili John on the
stairs and opened the ball with a
slug that knocked the dive keeper
cock-eyed. Chili John catapulted
backward downward, slanting across
the rail and a dozen pistols stam-
mered the language of the maimed
and the dead.

The joint was in an uproar. Some-
body had taken a pot shot at the
China Chick and the Chinese, wise
and quick as a cat, knowing he’d
better save his lead, ducked, grabbed
a bottle from the bar and hurled it.
Men ducked right and left.

Cursing heartily, Shanghai Kirby
waded down the stairs and into the
smear of broken glass, spilled liquor,
broken furniture and crazy men. He
tried to fight his way through with-
out killing, swinging right and left
with pistol butt and fist.

The refuse of the seas was here
with flashing knives and salt hard-

ened maulies.
¢ ¥
fighting like a stevedore. His
fist caught a flat-nosed hel-

lion under the ear and tore him clear
of the floor. Then Shanghai felt the
shock of men on his back. Someone
pinned his arms to his sides.

China Chick drove a bullet through
a half raised knife wrist and Forty-
Fathom shot the ear off a breed who
was piling in to beat Shanghai’s
brains out with a heavy chair leg.

Shanghai bellowed with pain as
the fiends tore and slammed him
around. Neither of his friends dared
shoot now for fear of hitting Kirby.
The mob had turned its entire atten-
tion on killing or capturing the man
who had bearded the tiger, in his
den. Kirby had to pay. Blows

VII
’EM!” shouted Shanghai,
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rained around him and kicks were
aimed at his face and body.

Forty-Fathom motioned to China
Chick to stand by with ready gun.
Then Farnum hurled himself in and
began cutting right and left with the
pistol barrel. Shanghai’s body was
almost buried beneath the writhing
mass of the Creole Creeper’s thugs.

With a warwhoop like a savage
redman, Farnum tore into the fray;a
south sea drifter who had been a
bum in Colon did a flying leap and
landed in the middle of the tumult.

Sprawling right and left they
broke. Guns were knocked rattling
along the floor and knives whirred,
their dagger points biting deep into
the spongey rum-stained boards.

“E-e-e-0-0-o-www!” It was the
China Chick, sniping a kriss wielder
and bringing a wild scream of death
from the bronze throat.

“Clean ’em!” shouted Shanghai as
he broke loose and dragged himself
out of the tangle of living, dying and
dead. Blood streamed from his face
and arm, and his shirt was plastered
red to his ribs.

Someone staggered and fell across
the dead Chili John Gruhn.

ORTY - FATHOM, nicked and

bleeding in a half-dozen spots,
rushed to where Shanghai staggered
toward the door. The China Chick,
seeing the crisis at hand, pointed his
last shot at one of the lamps over
the bar. The glass shattered and the
whole mess fell sputtering as Kirby
grabbed a lunging sailor by the belt
and hurled him aloft to fall with a
crash on a thug who crouched with
a palmed knife.

“Fire,” came a shout of terror
from behind the bar.

Flames were springing up, swiftly,
licking hungrily at the seasoned, al-
cohol drenched woodwork.

Men, wounded and panic-stricken,
cried hoarsely. Knives flew now like

-

feathers. It was toss-up. Shanghai
felt the hot splash of a blade as it
bit his shoulder. He saw the. China
Chick, pale looking and like a little
child, suddenly double and lean for-
ward. A bullet had got him bad,
maybe. Shanghai swept the Celes-
tial up in his arms as he backed to-
ward . the door watching the pande-
monium that flooded the dive.

Through broken windows men
were diving and leaping to safety.
A surge of human driftwood flung
itself toward them as they crashed
out into the night. And there they
saw the flames breaking through the
walls. Chili John’s place was in
flames. The light from the blazing
matchbox lit the jungle and the
shore. A hundred shouting red-eyed
denizens of the other shacks hung
back in the shadows.

“The water!” shouted Shanghai to
Farnum. “These rats don’t know us
from the others in this light. Quick!”

LIPPING off into the shadows
they skirted around to the shore,
found their canoe and shoved out to
the lugger. Shanghai put the China
Chick down in the little dog hole
they called a cabin and with a grim
satisfaction he grabbed the tiller and
luffed the boat out of the bay.

Behind them they could see the
wild figures of men running in and
out of Chili John’s joint, carrying
others—Dirk Snyder perhaps—and
Shanghai Kirby smiled. His twin
black pearls. They reposed comfort-
ably in his money belt now and—
well it was a long run to Pearl Town,
but they had better set their course
that way.

“We'll get rid of these hoodoos,
Farnum,” he said as they scuttled
through the ocean night. “And then
when we meet up with the Creole
Creeper we’ll have a free hand.”

“Persgnally,” said Forty-Fathom,
painting his wounds, “I thought it
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was a good brawl, but you shoulda
killed that breed Snyder. The fleet
woulda voted yuh a honorary chair-
manship ’r sumpin.”

VIII

LOW AS the lugger was

Shanghai bent her course in a

winding path through the
thousand tiny islands that dot the
ocean surface in the Southern Seas.
He knew that Snyder’s cruiser was
fast; that if the Creole Creeper was
moved to make it a running fight
they would have their hands full and
likely their bodies—with lead.

“We'll keep away from open
water,” Kirby told Farnum, “and
when we come off Macassar we can
duck in and stock up for the run
through the straits. Take care of
Chick, will yuh, Forty?”

Unchallenged they beat up the
wind all night and all the next day
keeping under the green palm
fringed rim of the islands. Then at
nightfall, cutting through a flock of
dhoneys just in from the shell beds,
Shanghai ran into Macassar and an-
chored along the point.

Macassar, almost as tough as the
Trigger Island hangout, was a bigger
settlement, famed far and wide as the
port of missing men. Hot and bald
it squatted on the rock-sand shore
like a boil.

It was the stalking ground of
Death, and filled with the stench of
crawling men. Malays, Chinese, Japs,
Arabs; half-savage blacks from the
jungle tribes, broken white men,
from every corner of the globe. And
over it all lorded a score of tough
skinned Dutchmen, with clubs that
chopped splinters off of brawling
heads.

This was the place where Shang-
hai, with Forty-Fathom and the
slowly recovering China Chick
walked up the street and turned to-

ward Harney’s place. Here the lights
were brightest and the noise loudest.

“Packed,” remarked Kirby as they
looked in. Yes, Harney’s was packed
with two-bit pearlers like himself,
with native divers, white gamblers
and the riff-raff that one finds at
Macassar any night of the year.

Kirby shoved through the motley
crowd, leading the way to the coun-
ter where a couple of fat Chinese
would throw food at them as fast
as they could order. Farnum pulled
up on one side of Kirby and the
China Chick on the other.

They ate hungrily of the best the
simple menu offered.

HANGHAI, however, felt some-

thing hanging over him. Call it
a premonition or what you will. He
kept his eyes on the mirror, fly-
specked and cracked, that covered
the wall behind the counter. Here
he could watch the crowd while he
ate.

“Nervous,” inquired Forty-Fathom
observing his friend’s alertness. “You
ain’t figurin’ that—"

“This vermin infested group of isl-
ands,” said Shanghai, “is too small
for Snyder and Shanghai Kirby. I
know it. And because I'm not a
killer, a murderin’ dog that lives off
the sweatin’ toil of others, this cut-
throat has followed me for years. I
seem to feel him still at my heels.”

“We keep good watch,” cackled
the China Chick. “Me—I think I
hear engine—too.”

“Engine,” repeated Shanghai. “You
heard his cruiser, China?”

“I don’t know,” said the Oriental.
“I go see—have a look maybe.”

“Wait,” Shanghai grabbed his
friend’s bandaged arm. ‘“Stay here
China. We don’t look for trouble.
If it comes we take it standin’ up
o’ course. But I've got my pearls.
Let them start it.”

Men were barging into Harney’s



50 THRILLING ADVENTURES

place and rolling out. A steady
casual stream, loud, often boisterous.
There was the usual talk dropped by
bits as they met, drinking; talk about
pearl beds, and coral, and tons of
shell and prices, and those who
noted Shanghai Kirby’s presence
whispered of the twin black babies.
Men stood and looked at his back.
Hard-boiled weather-beaten soldiers
of fortune like himself, slapped him
as they passed.

“Hyah, Shanghai?
fishin".”

Here yuh been

IRBY finished eating, rolled a

smoke and paid the bill for the
three of them. Then he backed off
and with his friends started for the
door.

That was the signal.

Six sinister figures sprang on them
from the shadows of the long room,
and in a flash Harney’s place was a
milling madhouse. Shanghai heard
the rush of feet and turned, punch-
ing as he leaped. His companions
lashed out with their fists, and the
China Chick following the example
of his chief did not draw a gun
but slid a keen edged knife from
his belt. Into the lunging mass he
plunged hacking right and left, deli-
cately with the point, bringing
throaty howls of pain and fury while
Shanghai and Farnum fought back
to back with flying fists.

“What the hell’'s it mean?” roared
Shanghai. “Hey, Harney.”

But Harney knew nothing, only
that his place was in a panic. Behind
the bar the boss stooped, ready with
a sawed-off shotgun. He saw Shang-
hai’s fist catch a red stubbled chin
and knock the fellow backward
against a post. Another dived in to
bring Shanghai Kirby down, but Kir-
by was in his element. His foot came
up and crashed into the other’s groin,
curling him in agony like a snake.

Not a gun had been fired. Fight-

ing men were everywhere, many of
them in it for the pure joy of physi-
cal conflict, utterly ignorant of rea-
son or rhyme. Slowly but surely
Shanghai’s party battled toward the
door and here, caught completely by
surprise, Kirby felt the stiff jab of a
heavy object pressed against his ribs.

With a rush, he and his friends
were swept out the door and into
the crowded street where Shanghai
beat down the Dutch cop’s club to
find himself surrounded.

“That’s him,” he heard a sharp
voice cry, and something told him
before he looked that his fears were
well founded.

It was Dirk Snyder, the Creole
Creeper of the Islands.

IX

Y PEARLS, officer,” Snyder
was shouting. “This thief
has got them. Search him.

Throw him in the lock-up. Look out!”
Shanghai’s swing did not reach the
leering Snyder and now more of the
husky Dutch cops came, dragging
Forty-Fathom Farnum and the China
Chick, clubbing them into submis-
sion as they fought for freedom.

Kirby’s eyes took in the scene
quickly. Snyder had trailed him
and was gloating openly, confident
in the strength of the bullies who
stood on all sides. Fury-flamed in
Shanghai’'s eyes as he looked the
horde over, but the law gripped him
with iron claws and he could only
curse.

“You dirty half-breed crimp,” he
snarled at Snyder lunging toward
him. “Your pearls, are they? Why
damn you, everybody in the islands
knows these pearls are mine. Here
—Take your hands off me officers.
T'll break that rotten crab’s spine.”

The Dutchmen held him in a vise
and Snyder screamed venomously.

“Yes, they know you’ve got them,”
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he shouted, “but how many of them
know you stole them from Dirk
Snyder?”

“You lie, you tripang eater,”
snapped Forty-Fathom. “I was with
him when he dug them outa shell.”

A scowling vicious face was thrust
out at Snyder’s shoulder. The killer
chief’s head man, a hellion whelped
from the slop of Penang’s alleys; a
barracuda in a sea of scavengers. It
was one of the four who had crept
into Shanghai’s room that night and

robbed him of his prizes. “Bloody”
Tasman, they called him.
“You son of a gun,” he cursed

now, pointing to Shanghai. “You
stole them from Snyder while we
slept at Sourabaja. Give them back
now and we will go away.”

HANGHATI kicked out and missed
Tasman’s belly after which he
was dragged off, fighting desperately
between four of the island’s police.
Down the street they went to the
jail and Kirby fought all the way,
battling like a mad man as they bore
him in and bound him before Snyder’s
grinning face.
“Inside his shirt,” said the oily
Snyder. “He has the pearls hidden
there—twin black pearls. There!”

Snyder reached swiftly and plucked
the folded piece of Kirby's sleeve
in which he had wrapped the
precious stones. One of the dull-
witted policemen whom Kirby sus-
pected as being a part of the plot
reached out and touched Snyder on
the shoulder.

A great crowd had collected in the
street outside and through this the
other police were pushing Farnum
and the China Chick. Snyder’s gang
was there, many of them cut and
wounded, bleeding from the shooting
back on Trigger Island, also from
the brief battle in Harney’s place.

Shanghai swore crimson oaths on
the head of the Creole Creeper's

mother; on the head of the police and
on the thugs who roared at him in
derision. He had been framed, clever-
ly, swiftly and without a chance to
save his black gems.

“Take these ropes off me,” he
snarled. The veins stood out on his
forehead like ridges on a red sandy
shore. ‘““That scum of the Singapore
gutters has lied like hell. You're
robbing me. My pearls!”

The China Chick silent, drooping
now in the grip of a sturdy lawman,
saw Shanghai, and winked slyly.
Then he groaned like a man in pain
of death and he slumped over, slid-
ing from the surprised cop’s fingers
to lay in a sodden heap on the floor.
The cop kicked him savagely rolling
him over against the wall. In that
flash of space, the scene had changed.

“Stick ’em up—don't movel!”
barked Shanghai Kirby, his fist filled
with the gun from Chick’s belt. No
man moved now for sudden death
had stepped into their midst. “It’s
my play and I'm shooting the works.”

Farnum and the China Chick
leaped into action, one unfasten-
ing Kirby’s bonds, the other corral-
ing the weapons of the crowd. Teeth
bared like a grinning idol the Celes-
tial retrieved his knife from a table
near-by.

For a tense moment loaded with the
menace of the maddened Shanghai
the room almost trembled. Scarcely
a breath was heard as Kirby scanned
the faces present. Then he shook his
head and swore feelingly. Dirk Sny-
der had vanished like a draught of
foul air.

UT through the door and down

the littered street of Macassar
went Shanghai Kirby with his two
pals, spread out, like an infantry wave
going over the top. They were headed
for the waterfront and running with
every ounce of speed in their tough
legs.
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X

T WAS A running fight with

Shanghai’s party in the center.

Ahead of them raced Dirk Syn-
der and his thugs, and behind came
the Macassar gang, police and all,
shooting wildly, shouting, but keep-
ing carefully out of range of the in-
furiated Kirby and his two pals.

Forty-Fathom Farnum, lean and
fast as a darting snake, forged ahead.
He saw the dory first where it
showed in the growing light of
early morning. Close behind came
Shanghai Kirby with the Chinese
near him. Farnum shot as he swung
off to the left where he spied a light
canoe pulled up on the beach off the
point. It was closer to the Creole
Creeper’s cruiser than Snyder’s own
dory on the shore.

Snyder saw too late. He turned,
leaped into the sliding boat while
Bloody Tasman whipped a gun out
and fired a warning slug at Farnum.
They were hard pressed and he saw
in a flash that the Macassar bunch
had deserted them. With a shrill
yell of rage he emptied his gun at
Shanghai and the yellow man.

“Halt,” shouted Shanghai and
raised his pistol, but they were
swinging out across the water like
frightened dock rats, Tasman
fumbling for cartridges.

“Cut ’em off, Farnum!” bellowed
Kirby seeing Forty-Fathom already
going after the fleeing crooks.

Snyder saw it too, saw the ragged,
half-naked white man speeding
through the shallows and with a
maniacal scream he pointed away to-
ward the myriad tiny islands along
the Celebes coast. The two brutes
at the dory’s oars swung the boat
around and rowed desperately at the
nearest island.

Shanghai, reckless, inflamed by the
dirty trick of fhe island bully, was
paddling like a machine, while China

Chick kept the fleeing thieves dodg-
ing and ducking his lead, It was a
race now for the island and with a
satisfied grin Kirby nodded. The
island was showdown land for the
Creole Creeper. A silent vow formed
on Kirby’s lips. It was Snyder or
himself from this day forward. One
of them would never come back.

Across the lightening water they
sped, gaining with every stroke of
the paddles. This was no lugger
against a speed boat. Kirby laughed,
his eyes flashing with the nearness
of the twin black pearls.

The dory, even then, was sliding
up on the beach. Kirby fanned a
shot at them as he saw Snyder
and Bloody Tasman leap out with
their evil companions and run wild-
ly through the shallow water to the
shore.

“Duck, Chick,” he shouted, as the
enemy turned there.

WO of the brutes opened fire on

Shanghai’s canoe, but instead of
hiding, Shanghai rose up and the
sound of gunshots rang out like one.
A bullet tore a strip of Kirby's belt
away, but one of Snyder’s five
crumpled in the sand. The others
fled into the jungle brush.

“There,” cried Kirby, pointing as
they ran the craft onto the shore.

He ran, as he called out, on the
trail of crackling branches and scat-
tered leaves. Dirk Snyder’s shining
black hair bobbed ahead of them, now
and then, as the island bandit fran-
tically fled. With a sweep of his hand
Kirby shouted back to Forty-Fathom.

“They’ve separated,” he called back.
“Take them, Farnum.”

Forty-Fathom had run his canoe
ashore a hundred feet further on.
Now he went diving into the tangled
undergrowth in pursuit of the hired
killers, while Shanghai and Chick
cut after the Creole Creeper.

Somebody was running with Sny-
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der and a few minutes later, crash-
ing their way through the trees, they
discovered that it was the vile Tas-
man. A few yards beyond the pair
were swallowed up in the choked
jungle and vines. Like hunted ani-
mals they had disappeared and
Shanghai halted with China Chick
by his side.

“They can’t be far,” he said, pant-
ing from the strain of his fight and
pursuit. “Here. There’s a hill or a
mound 'r something. This way.”

The two climbed through the brush
up a steepening slope and Shanghai
searched, climbing around on the
rocky coral outcropping until he
came to a sudden halt and pointed.

“A cavel!” he said. ‘“That's where
they went.”

China Chick never hesitated, but
flung himself down through the
matted growth with Shanghai and
they stood for an instant at the en-
trance to a gloomy cavern, musty,
damp and with its walls perforated
by millions of tiny holes such as
coral always forms.

ROUCHED low they started in.

No sound but a low murmur as
of wind greeted them. No footsteps.
Nothing. But once inside they both
realized that the darkness was not
as black as it had seemed from out-
side. And they began running as
fast as they could through a narrow
echoing passage.

The cave was like a burrow, a ver-
min nest, dug out of coral and it
wound first right, then left, twisting,
turning until with a dive into an
abrupt angle Shanghai Kirby, with
the Celestial at his heels, came out
into full view of Dirk Snyder.

A bullet whistled past his brow
and chopped coral onto Chick’s head.
The crash of the exploding car-
tridge rocked the strange dungeon,
then a fierce blast of the pistol battle
thundered and shook the earth.

Smoke filled the weird tomb. And
Shanghai heard the wvoice of Dirk
Snyder cursing Bloody Tasman for a
fool.

“Drop those guns,” barked Shang-
hai leaping into full view on the
edge of what he now saw was a
ledge of coral below which lay a
dark underground pool. “Come
through, Snyder. I want my pearls.”

The Creole Creeper’s eye glittered
in a strange light that Shanghai now
saw was a reflection from the far end
of the water. Somewhere the sun was
driving down in there, a shaft of
golden light like a blade of sharp
metal.

Through the filmy layer of smoke
that drifted upward they heard Sny-
der’s voice.

“One step, Shanghai,” it said. “You
make a move toward me an’ you'll
never see the lousy black pearls
again.”

XI

HE CRUEL leering face was
screwed up into a vicious
snarl and Shanghai Kirby

saw Snyder’s hand emerge from
the shirt front holding that folded
piece of his cotton shirt. He saw
Snyder edging backward cautiously,
his glaring eyes boring into Kirby'’s.
In half extended clawing hand lay
the pearls and Snyder’s bitter biting
words came to the American adven-
turer like the toll of a funeral bell.

“What the Creole Creeper loses,”
he hissed, “no man gets.”

Like a man who springs from the
torment of hell Shanghai Kirby
leaped at Dirk Snyder. But it
was too late. A yell of triumph
streamed from the wretched killer’s
lips and he flung the pearls far out
into the bottomless watery grave.

For a single insane second Kirby
hung in the very air. All four of
them in fact were gripped by the
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realization of what had just hap-
pened. The price of a king’s ran-
som was sinking again into the sea
from whence it had come.

Shanghai jumped and his powerful
fist arced over in a killing swing that
landed on the Creole Crecper’s jaw.
Snyder shot out, backward, limp,
into space, then fell without a mur-
meir into the water below. Shang-
hai knew the China Chick had
moved, too, was tangled with Bloody
Tasman some place on that ledge.

But his eyes would not let him
look. He was watching, fascinated
now, creeping slowly toward the
waters’ edge, seeing the pearls. Clear
as a spring that water, and in the
piercing shaft of sunlight he could
see the spotless floor of sand. Sink-
ing slowly downward, gone forever
now—the pearls.

“God!” breathed Shanghai, follow-
ing fortune’s urge.

Far out like a falling rocket he
shot, hitting the water with no
more splash than a spear. Down—
down—down—he clawed and kicked.
It had been months since Shanghai
Kirby had done a ‘“skin dive” and
here he was with pants and a flapping
shirt and shoes, fighting like a demon
for depth, already spent with the
battles of the past forty-eight hours.

EFORE his eyes were the pearls,

sinking lower — lower always
while he strained every muscle in
his body.

He saw small fishes darting here
and there, curious, snapping at the
rag that wrapped his precious pearls,
then jerking away to shoot away into
the shadows of the grotto.

Still he swam, desperately now, for
his unpracticed lungs were bursting
with the pain and his head reeled
with the pressure as he reached the
depths. .

Ten feet—fifteen—twenty—thirty—
always there it was, just beyond his

grasp—a fortune in the palm of a
hand—thirty-five.

Vivid sunlight now and the ocean,
the tunnel to the southern sea floor.
Shanghai kicked his last half con-
scious stroke, closed his eyes—and
his fingers fastened around the rag-
wrapped pearls and—white sand.
Bottom!

Mad with pain and half-dead he
shoved with all he had and felt him-
self pushing upward, tortured by the
desire to open his lips and breathe.
Up he came, years it took him, years
of agony, of despair and still he
fought for the prize that was his.
He saw the shadow of the coral ledge
and the darkness of the dome above,
then was aware of a dull splash. He
gulped a dying breath and with the
cool air rushing into his crushed
chest he struck out for the ledge. He
was alivel!

OANING with the agony of the

punishment he had taken he
climbed out on the coral and felt,
back of him, a movement in the
water. He turned and rose dripping
to see the China Chick knifing the
depths. Far down, below there, he
saw the distorted picture of Bloody
Tasman waving arms and legs like a
bunch of crimson seaweed ripped
loose by a swift current. Chick had
played his part.

“China!” Shanghai almost toppled
over, shouting, “Quick!”

The big hand of Kirby reached out
and clutched the slim brown fingers,
slid to the wrist, then Shanghai
yanked with all his power throwing
the yellow lad out upon the coral
ledge with only feet to spare.

Like a torpedo the giant body of
a barracuda, killer of the seas, shot
past under the shelf, his gaping jaws
set for the lure of living flesh.

“Damn!” breathed China Chick.
“Pletty close.”

Shanghai threw an arm about
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Chick’s dripping body and they
turned their backs. A barracuda is
not particular who furnishes his
meals. Still weak and staggering a
little Shanghai Kirby led the way
with China Chick behind him; back
through the winding coral grotto to
the sun-splashed jungle and the outer
air. Soon they were trotting over
the trail they had come, through the
jungle, and Shanghai raised his voice
in a shout.

“Hey Farnum,” he called eagerly.

VOICE some distance on an-
swered, and when the two came
out on the shore they found Forty-
Fathom seated on the sand smoking
a Spanish cigarette which he said he
had found in a coat under the dory's
thwart.
“The pearls?” asked Forty-Fathom
in a manner that indicated he took
them for granted.

Shanghai patted his pocket and
smiled.

“Good,” said Farnum, inhaling
deeply. “Where’s Snyder an’ that

killer of his?”

“They—well,” Shanghai shrugged
lightly, “it was a toss-up, pardner,
an’ they lost. The Creole Creeper
has cashed his last chip.”

Forty-Fathom gestured across the
water toward Macassar.

“He had a nice craft there,” he
chuckled. “We oughta do something
about that, Shanghai.”

HE town on the tip of the Celebes

was already slumbering in the
rising heat of the tropic morning,
and Shanghai Steve Kirby looked at
Dirk Snyder’s cruiser.

“We'll borrow that,” he said with
a laugh, “for the run to Pearl Town.
Snyder’ll never need it any more.
He's one snake that has trapped him-
self.”

Scrambling into a canoe they
paddled across to the side of the
trim cruiser and crawled aboard.
There was nobody there and not a
hand was raised from the shore or
the craft that lay at anchor around
them.

It was the law of the islands; the
survival of the fittest.

The cruiser’s engine roared, and
the anchor was raised. Backing into
the clear Shanghai Kirby opened her
wide and swung into the west for the
Straits. A grim smile played around
the corners of his mouth.

“The devil has gone to his doom,”
he muttered.
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JUNGLE RENEGADES

Desperate Strzfe on a Perilous Quest in the Heart
of the African Wilderness

By REX SHERRICK

Autnor of “The Maffia Doom,” “The Battle of the Chairs,” etc.

HE FATE of a man he had

never seen was in Dick

Colby’s hands. He looked
out of the little hotel window onto
the glaring street of Yaounde. The
light of early evening glistened on
the faces and bodies of swarms of
blacks.

He was in the very heart of
Africa.
Colby was on edge. Not afraid,

mind you, but he had traveled a
good many thoudsand miles on this
secret mission,r and now he was
waiting. For whom? Colby did not

58

know. Somewhere, out of range of
his vision, black fingers beat a
rhythmic tattoo on some crude drum
and the faint, weird strains of twang-
ing strings made barbaric discord
with a savage voice that rose and
fell like the chanting of some great
jungle demon.

A Bamoum chieftain cantered
through the crowded street unmind-
ful of the shouting, scrambling na-
tives who flew from beneath his
plunging horse's hoofs. Colby turned
from the window and rolled a ciga-
rette with the dexterity of an Ameri-
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can cowboy. As he struck a match
and held the flame before his face
there was a soft tapping at the door
of his room.

“Come in,” said Colby without
moving.

The door opened swiftly and a
tall, sparsely built man entered. He
gave Colby a sliding glance and shut
the door. The American noted the
soiled pajama-like costume and the
pith helmet. A bulge inside the
waistband hinted at a weapon of
some sort. A frigid silence seemed
to frost the very walls of the little
room.

Neither man had spoken so much
as a word. The visitor was almost
as dark as the natives in the street
down there. Colby wondered what
he was; hardly a white man.

HEN the newcomer moved. He
was staring into the eyes of Dick
Colby as one of his long arms rose
slowly to his helmet and drew it off.
Colby saw the high forehead and
the thick black hair with nary a
kink. He was aggravated by the
silent ceremony and snapped a fin-
ger as he spoke.

“Come on,” he demanded.
all the ranygazoo? If you—"

He cut his words short as the
man jerked something from inside
the helmet and shoved it forward,
holding it out for Colby to observe.

It was the torn half of a photo-
graph.

Dick Colby’s eyes were riveted on
the picture.

The lower half of a jungle view;
it showed the body of a white man
from the waist down with the legs
bound tight with creeper thongs that
wrapped him to a gnarled and
twisted tree trunk.

Unconsgiously Colby tensed him-
self, then from his inner pocket he
drew a case and extracted something

llw hy

which he tossed on a table near his
visitor. The man picked it up,
glanced at Colby, then laid his torn
fragment beside it. It was a per-
fect match. The picture was com-
pleted.

“I knew it was you,” declared the
visitor now with manifest relief.
“Suppose everythin’s accordin’ to
Hoyle.”

“If you mean—the price,” broached
Colby, “yes,” then he roused himself
from his absorption in the picture
on the table. He turned on his vis-
itor suddenly. “Why all this damn

secrecy? Where’'s Vanderlin and
what’s the matter with getting
started right now? Who are you,
anyway?”’

“You can call me Smith,” he said,
his tone placative as he raised a
hand for quiet. “You read the let-
ter didn’t yuh; so you oughta know
how secret this business is. Don’t
blame me. I'm only riskin’ my life
for the sake of Vanderlin. Take it
easy. There’s four hundred miles of
jungle between you an’ him. We
start at seven in the mornin’,”

COLBY frowned and his blue eyes
blazed with a new anger. Four
hundred miles of jungle.

Turning on the man, who lied
when he said his name was Smith,
he started to speak. But Smith was
at the door.

“I'll have everything ready at
seven,” he said, and he was gone
silently.

As the door closed Dick Colby
swung on his heel. His eyes fell on
the torn photograph. The picture,
complete now, was of a white man
bound to a jungle tree, and pinned
against the trunk by a score of sav-
age spears. For the hundredth time
Colby stared at the tilted face of the

dead man. It wasn’t the millionaire
Herman J. Vanderlin. But who was
it?
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II

IKE the black tribes of this
French Mandate of Came-
roun, Dick Colby was up at

dawn. He was ready for Smith when
the latter arrived at seven, and was
made to realize at once that this
mysterious wanderer in South Af-
rica’s wild places knew what he was
doing. .

“We make the first hundred miles
by auto,” said Smith as he directed
the packing of Colby’s baggage in a
rattling, noisy car.

It took them two whole days to
make the journey from Yaounde to
Ayos, which crouched on the bank
of the winding river Nyong. There
the two white men, for Colby was
positive now that Smith was one of
those ‘“forgotten men,” there, at
Ayos, they secured carriers, six pow-
erful blacks. Fording the river, they
struck the well-defined trail.

Smith was walking in the lead,
Colby behind him, and after them
the burden bearers, swinging along
singing a monotonous chant to which
their bare feet kept time. Smith was
wearing a belted pistol now, like
Dick Colby, and one of the blacks
carried a high-powered rifle that the
pale white man had just brought
from the States.

“How many miles can we make in
a day?” inquired Colby casually as
they tramped through the chattering
‘jungle.

“All depends,” replied Smith, with-
out turning his head. ‘“Maybe twenty.
Sometimes twenty-five 'r thirty. It’s
the rivers that’ll slow yuh up.”

Dick Colby smiled grimly at the
thought., The Vanderlin family had
placed a lot of faith in him. If
Wall Street should learn the plight
of the fabulously wealthy operator
the front pages Wwould blazen the
news across the United States like a
tornado. More than one stock would

drop with a crash. Fortunes would
be swept away overnight.

But the secret that had been sealed
between that far-off jungle prison
and the palatial Park Avenue home
was known to only ten humans, and
Dick Colby had been selected as one
of the ten.

As a mere kid in the World War
Corporal Richard Colby had won
the Croix de Guerre and the Dis-
tinguished Service Medal. He had
later outsmarted a Mexican firing
squad, and even taken a fling at ex-
ploration in the Arctic.

And here he was beating it down
into the Cameroun jungle carrying
fifty thousand dollars in American
money with which to ransom the
great Vanderlin.

By noon of that first day they
reached a clearing, and Smith called
a halt to eat. They had crossed two
narrow black streams. Colby won-
dered aloud how far they had come.

“’Bout fifteen mile,” stated Smith,
ordering the natives to prepare a
fire so that they could make some
tea.

OLBY noted that the black men

beat around in the tall grass with
their spears as if to scare away any
serpents or wild beasts that might
be lurking. As they built the fire
and sat down he tried to get Smith
to loosen up, to tell him more about
the Sultan who had captured Vane
derlin and had forced the American
to write home for the ransom.

“Oh, these tribes,” said Smith
readily, “ain’t as dumb as you might
think. They’re Mohammedans, yuh
know; smart like the Arabs up north.
This Sultan of Dja sees a chance to
get some real money an'—"

Colby cut in suddenly.

“Wait a minute,” he saild. “How
is it that you, a white man, are rep-
resenting this black hellion, Smith?
I don’t savvy the—"



JUNGLE RENEGADES 61

“Me,” said Smith astonished. “I
ain’t representing no nigger. I was
one o’ Vanderlin’s guides on his
hunting expedition. The tribe killed
the other two. I'm Vanderlin’s man.”

“Well, then,” continued Dick
Colby persistently, “how come this
coon let's you loose? Why wasn't
he afraid you’d inform the civil or
military authorities?”

Smith stared into Colby's face for
a long silent minute.

“You wanta know?” he answered
in an undertone, letting his eyes
waver and probe beyond the edge of
the clearing. “He ain't let me outa
sight of his runners. Haven't you
heard them keepin’ up with us in the
jungle? They escorted me into
Yaounde an’ they’re escortin’ you an’
me back. One false move an’ I'd
a-been a dead man.”

Dick Colby did not say any more.
He glanced past Smith into the
fringe of the jungle. There was
something treacherous, deadly, in its
dark silence. He raised his eyes to
the gap of light, hot sky. On the
stiff, bare topmost branch of a vine
choked naked tree he saw a giant
bird perched motionless. A vulture.

T

they had covered practically

a hundred miles. Tt was slow
going through the dense jungle. The
trail was getting rougher, narrower.
There were streams. Now and then
they had come upon a big jungle cat
or a drove of vicious wild zebus that
had to be beaten out of their path,
or killed.

In the second tiny village they
reached, the carriers from Ayos de-
manded their pay and turned back.
Smith gathered a new crew and they
went on. Each day Dick Colby be-

came more and more suspicious of
his guide. Smith was furtive. He

III

THE end of the third day

seldom looked you straight in the
face, and he never talked unless a
direct question was fired at him.

The first time he offered a sugges-
tion Colby knew that he had made
no mistake. The man was up to
something.

“What do you wanta lug that bag
for?” asked Smith, pointing to the
small pigskin case that Colby kept
in his left hand. “Why don’t yuh
let one o’ the blacks carry it?”

Colby laughed lightly.

“You and I both know why,
Smith,” he said. “Suppose one of
these boys let it drop in some river?”

MITH shrugged his shoulders and

grinned. He tried to hide the sat-
isfaction that Colby’s vague expla-
nation gave him. So that was where
he carried the fifty grand. Good
old U. S. A. currency, the best money
in the world. His stride seemed to
become more elastic, his long legs
took new strength.

Behind him Dick Colby swung
along, his ears filled with the almost
deafening chatter of lecng-tailed mon-
keys and the scream of countless
brilliant birds who swept through
the tops of the trees with a rush of
wings like the roar of an airplane
motor.

Swift  slithering  snakes slid
through the tangled undergrowth
along their trail. Small frightened
mammals were off like shadows into
the darker distances at their ap-
proach. Swarms of buzzing insect
life flooded the foliage where streaks
of dark green and piercing shafts of
tropic sun drenched the misty arch
through which they pushed.

Most of their night camps were
made on the edge of tiny native vil-
lages cleared in the jungle. Here
they were treated as guests of the
local headman, or sub-chief.

Colby could understand none of
the conversation that went on be-
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tween Smith and the tribe, but he
gathered from Smith’s jargon of kin-
dergarten English and motions and
the sign talk of the chief that there
really existed somewhere farther
south a Sultan who ruled these far-
flung tribes.

“Just the same,” Colby told him-
self as they took the trail in the
early morning, “I'll be ready for
Mister Smith. If he starts anything
I'll give him the works.”

S they piled up the miles and the

hours upon hours the tension
between the two white men tight-
ened. Each was striving to hide it
from his companion. Few words
were spoken. Whenever they stopped
to rest, which was often, or to build
a fire and eat, Colby caught Smith’s
eyes again and again focused on the
pigskin case.

If he but knew it the germ of the
idea only developed in Smith’s crafty
mind on the fifth day. The half-
way point. And on that day, Colby
with a spirit of recklessness, turned
his tricky kodak on the guide beside
the campfire.

“What’s
Smith.

Colby, who had here and there
along the trail, gotten the camera
from its case that hung over his
shoulder and shot views of the
country, merely laughed.

“Just a picture for me to take
back home,” he said jokingly.

Smith growled something beneath
his breath and scowled blackly.
Colby pretented not to notice his
annoyance. But the incident once
more strengthened the ransom car-
rier’s conviction that he had best be
on guard every moment. Why
should a rough and ready customer
like Smith object to having his pic-
ture snapped? (

The question was soon forgotten
on the ever winding trail. In the

the 1idea?” demanded

middle of the afternoon they came
to a deep dark river moving slug-
gishly between sloping muddy banks.
To cross it they had to go over a
flimsy crude bridge woven of vines
and lashed to the trunks of trees.

One at a time they crept over this
perilous foot path where a mis-
step or a loss of balance as the
bridge swung like a slack wire,
would have hurled a man down
thirty feet into the gaping jaws of
mammoth crocodiles that seemed to
wait. Baited traps to snap on hu-
man prey.

Colby sent the blacks across first
to test the bridge, then motioned
to Smith. The guide looked down
at the slithering reptile monsters
whose crusted backs and snouts were
close packed beneath the threads
that formed the bridge. There was
no danger. And Colby, who carried
the fifty grand, knew that he was
safe on that bridge while he held
the pigskin bag.

NCE again they settled down to
the steady stride fitting the pace
of the black men. But this day they
did not reach a village by nightfall.
Smith went on until the party came
to a clearing, and here the natives

. beat and chopped the grass and brush

for a camp site.

“You ever been in Africa before?”
inquired Smith as they smoked by
the blazing fire after supper.

“Not this part,” said Dick Colby.
“I was in Morocco for a while, but
they’'ve got too many dialects there
for me. Why?”

“Oh, nothin’,” replied Smith, his
face in a shadow. “Guess I'll cork
off.”

Dick Colby looked across the fire
at his white companion. The faces
of the negroes, or Bamoums, were
daubed with fiery highlights. Shov-
ing back from the fire, Colby rolled
himself in his blanket and closed his
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eyes. His ceiling was a blue-black
sky, his walls the jungle fringe
where a hundred pairs of glinting
golden eyes were now focused on the
aura of light that blazed in the cen-
ter of the clearing.

Iv

OLBY woke with a start.

: The big logs on the fire

still crackled and sputtered.
Bright embers glowed. For a quick
breathless moment the American lis-
tened with keened ears, rising half-
way on an elbow. As he blinked his
eyes and stared across the fire to-
wards where Smith’'s body should
bulk on the matted grass, his hand
mechanically moved to his throat
for the feel of the kodak strap.

He always slept with that strap
around his neck and the camera in
its case close beside him. Now his
fingers slid habitually down the strap
and Colby sat up with a start.

“Gone!” He spoke half aloud as
he leaped to his feet. “Gone! And
the pigskin case.”

Smith was gone, too. What had
awakened Colby? There were the
motionless forms of the black boys.
Sleeping or playing possum? A
white man never knows.

Colby let out an oath that would
have scorched lips less used to trail
hardships. He was fumbling around
in the grass for his— Ah, he had it.
The flashlight. With a click he
snapped it on and swept the area
around the fire.

“But why the camera?” he de-
manded of the African sky, and even
as he spoke he knew the answer.
That picture he had shot of Smith.
So that was it. Well, it was his
own fault for kidding Smith, for
diverting his attention to the cam-
era.

He glanced at his watch, then
shouted to the blacks. Six stupid

natives arose lazily, rubbing their
eyes, staring. Colby pointed to the
trail of rope sandals on the narrow
black ribbon of trail leading south.

“Come on,” he cried, “snake a leg.
Ketchum thief.” He motioned and
urged them to action. But the blacks
remained grouped now, close, shak-
ing their heads.

The jungle tribesmen will not hit
a dark night trail even in their own
haunts. Night holds its terrors for
the simple aborigine mind. Dick
Colby’s carriers refused to budge.

“To hell with you, then,” swore
Colby starting off on a dead run
along the jungle trail, his flash
lighting the way and his pistol grip-
ped in the other fist.

Unmindful of what prowling men-
aces might block or flank his head-
long rush through the hissing jun-
gle, Dick Colby set out to overtake
the fleeing Smith. If Smith had
known the real reason for Colby’s
rage and racing stride he would have
thrown the pigskin case to the winds
and dived into the tangle of the for-
est keeping only the smaller camera
case,

OR the camera was only a blind.

A dummy, Colby called it, when
he had it made especially for this
purpose. It was nothing more than a
hollow shell, a money bag that looked
for all the world like a genuine
kodak. And cleverly hidden beneath
its innocent looking frame reposed
fifty thousand-dollar bills in Ameri-
can cash.

It could not be that the man
called Smith had guessed at Colby’s
secret of the money hiding place.
Then why—the question tormented
Colby as he ran now—why had the
man bothered to take the supposed
camera with him when he fled with
the other bag—the one he should
have believed held the money?

Had Colby known Smith better,
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known more of his past history, it
would not have struck him as
strange. Stranger indeed was the
fact that Colby had wakened from
his sleep by the fire, that he had not
been killed there in his camp. Mur-
der and Smith were not strangers as
the police of Algiers could have told
Colby.

So, because, even in the vast length
and breadth of Africa, Smith
trekked always with one eye on his
back trail he had grabbed Colby’s
camera as he fled with his loot, not
even suspecting that it was the
camera held the loot itself.

The camera, to Smith, was evi-
dence. It held a picture of him, of
his face, and Smith was leaving
nothing behind him this time. When
he got far enough away from the
scene of his crime he would hurl the
plagued kodak, case and all, into
some deep dark jungle pool.

Smith was a wanted man! And
now he was plunging like a wild
thing through the darkness. Creep-
ers and trailing, hanging vines
snatched at him, throwing him right
and left, knocking him down to rise,
panting, and run on.

Trailing the staggering footprints
behind him, fresh and strong, Dick
Colby’s even rapid strides, aided by
the flashlight, ate up the distance.

“He can’t be very far ahead,”
breathed Colby. “I'll cut his head
start down damn soon.”

Colby would get him if he had to
run all night.

v

IERCE raging hatred of the
underhanded coward drove
Colby in a mad race through
the night. Dodging the branches of
trees and the tangled network of
hanging vines, the roots that
sprawled across his path, the sting-
ing, cutting blades of reed-like grass

that grew sometimes over six feet
tall, he battled his way. His plight,
the realization that he was practi-
cally alone in the damn jungle, that
the ransom money, a fortune, had
been taken from him like candy from
a child, filled him with a kind of
terror that put wings to his feet.

E did not shout nor call out. He

knew better than that. Nor was
his terror the kind that breeds from
fear of the blinking oval eyes that
dot the night blackened jungle.

Swift startled beasts crashed
through the dense growth at the
coming of his flashlight, at sight of
this strange man creature that flamed
as it ran. The snorts and grunts of
the jungle folk echoed his passing,
and with each hundred yards or mile
he knew not now how far he ran,
he wondered what kind of monkey
man he now pursued.

“I'm still on his track,” he panted
mystified by the speed of the man
he chased. “Through the dark he
can travel as fast as this!”

It seemed hours to Colby who
soon began to run softly, on his
toes, where the growth permitted.
And while he ran as silently as he
could he listened, his ears strained
ahead for a trace of sound; the
beating of a man’s body rushing
through the narrow path.

No sound came back to him
but the noise of his own passage
through the forest. Not until he
broke out into a wide strip of tree-
less ground, a stretch of plain hid-
den under the still depths of giant
grass.

“It’s him,” he almost shouted, as
the sound of stumbling feet came
back to him.

Colby could picture as he ran the
desperate Smith, clawing for air in
his spent lungs, forcing his weak-
ened legs to drag feet of lead. For
that is how Dick Colby felt. His
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body ached with the gasp for breath,
and his head reeled with the pace he
had set for himself.

In spite of his pain, the misery
of his tortured flesh and bones, a
savage smile was graven on his lips
as the sound of Smith’s staggering
steps echoed back to him. The
flashlight on the trail showed him
the weaving, drunken zigzag path,
crossing and recrossing the ribbon
of bare black earth.

Then without warning it broke
off and was gone. The sounds died
away to nothing and Dick Colby
came to a dizzy halt, playing the
light around like a man searching
for a way of egress from some mys-
tic chamber. Bracing himself to
steady his trembling legs, he stared
at the end of the trail. Silent, per-
plexed, his smile gone, he whipped
the light beam back and forth.

The crackle of half-dry grass
magnified in the tense stillness.
Colby turned his light and his head,
saw the tall grass at the trail edge
climbing back erect, filling in slowly
a cleft that a few minutes later
would be practically obliterdted.

With a shout of triumph he flung
himself into the high grass, reach-
ing above his own head, and with
a stumbling recklessness he fairly
swam through the waving sea of stiff
grass.

VI
HE chattering of a thousand
monkeys penetrated Colby’s
dim consciousness and he

sucked in a deep breath, staggering
weakly. His eyes squinted narrowly
into the blackness before him and
something drew them downward.
Water! Black water. He had
sense enough to throw his flash on
it. A narrow stream. He peered
down dully, slowly aware that the
muddy bank was even now show-

ing trace of recent passage. Water
was oozing into a man’s footprint.
Smith must be just beyond.

Colby took an iron grip on his gun
and jumped in forgetful of all else
but the man he wanted. Fighting
like an animal he reached the oppo-
site side and struggled up the slip-
pery bank.

Far down the merest skeleton of a
trail now before him he heard a wild
snarl, and, with a deafening roar of
thunder that sent the apes and par-
rots into a torrent of noise, a pistol
shot crashed like a cannon through
the halls of the forest. There was
the swift, “tsk-tsk-tsk” as the bullet
slashed its way through leaves and
grass. Colby heard the slug sing
past him and he sent his flash beam
as far as it would go.

T the same instant he raised his

own pistol and blazed. The boom
of the gun rocked his ear drums,
shook him to life, and he started
running. In the ray of his light he
caught the glimpse of the man he
meant to catch or kill. For Dick
Colby there was no quarter now. It
had to be a jungle end. Deathl!

Smith saw him, saw the black-
shattering splash of the light against
the tree trunks and the vines, the
glint of the pistol, and the floun-
dering legs of Dick Colby closing
in on him, driving him to madness.

He made a gesture to throw the
camera from him, Heard Colby’s
hearse, strained throat shout some-
thing. With the camera case shoved
under the arm that held the pigskin
bag he clutched his revolver and
ducked behind a tree trunk, firing as
he dropped.

“You sneakin’ half-caste,” barked
Colby viciously as he threw himself
flat, shooting from the ground.

Shots echoed back and forth,
crazy shots fired by men whose
lungs fought for life, whose bodies
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heaved with the toil of living. Bullets
ripped young branches from knotty
trunks, several creepers from roots
that were buried in dark, dank un-
dergrowth. Then followed a thick
heavy silence and one man rose stiffly
on hands and knees to creep forward
up the gradual slope of the trail, his
eyes fixed on the bole of a distant
tree. It was Dick Colby.

MITH, a sinister black shape in

the jungle gloom, skulked back-
ward, keeping the tree between him
and Colby. Glancing swiftly over his
shoulder, jerking his fox face, Smith
felt his way, retreating, to draw the
oncoming American into his trap.
But Colby was stepping into no
more traps. He had halted and was
carefully reloading his pistol.

Ready once more, he started for-
ward, his eyes alert and his ears—
Stop! What hell-sent fiend sent that
scream from the pit of Hades? Over
the somber funereal solitude of the
forest came a hideous ear-splitting
cry. Smith! No, not a man alone.
Some sharp-clawed denizen of the
jungle had blasted that cry from a
crimson steaming throat. Then
Smith!—

Colby jumped to his feet and ran
like a sprinter. At the edge of a
little glade he blundered to an un-
steady halt. A pistol shot rang out.
Colby blazed his light in a wide arc.
The cruel spitting snarl of a big cat,
mingled with a scream like a person
in the agonies of death.

Colby’s light caught the flurry
of a mottled gray beast. He heard
the strangling cry from Smith, the
beating of the ground, the leaves,
then he dove forward and with the
aid of his flash sent a volley of slugs
into the threshing, snarling giant
leopard. c

The thing threshed out with saber
claws, turned, losing its hold on the
throat of the man, to bite at itself

in a fary of pain.
other bullet left.

He kept his gun on the beast until
it wilted, jerked spasmodically, then
lay quiet.

“Great God!” breathed Dick Colby,
laying hold of the big cat’s tail and
dragging the body from above the

Colby had an-

silent Smith. “Did he get you,
Smith?”
“Listen—" Smith’s voice was a

thin whisper that rasped on the end

of the single word. Dick stooped
quickly. “Colby — that ransom —
stuff—"

“Yeah,” said Colby, looking at the
life blood spurting from the fellow’s
throat. “I was—hog—wanted all—
listen—the Sultan ain’t—in on it—
see Riton—and—Jongrey—got trade
station—same place—holdin’ Vander-
lin.”

A crafty gleam flashed into the
dulling eyes of the stricken Smith
and he gasped.

“Want me to—" Colby began but
stopped as Smith spoke,

“Keep away from—there— They're
—gonna kill—yuh both—beat it with
—the dough.”

Colby turned his head and rose.
Stepping away, he picked up the
camera case.

After he had recrossed the last
stream he paused to listen to the
deep throaty growl of a leopard
somewhere near in the jungle. The
mate of the one he had killed.

It was jungle law.

VII

OR days Dick Colby wandered

in the jungle. From that night

when he had lost his trail in

the dark he had no idea how far he

had strayed from the route on which
they had been camped.

However, with daylight he con-

tinued hiking. He had a pistol and

plenty of ammunition. There was a
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good knife in his pocket and he had
the precious camera case once more
hanging around his neck.

He had gathered enough in his
days with Smith to know that many
of the trihes through Southern
Cameroun were safe for him to meet.
He followed a route pointing south-
west by the sun. Stopping now and
then at the clusters of Bantu huts
that formed the tribal villages in
clearings or on the edges of the jun-
gle he made signs and asked the
direction of the Sultan’s palace.

“Djal” he told them. “Sultan—
Djal!”

HEY fed him, curious, mumbling

among themselves and made signs
pointing to his head. Then they
pointed the trail and he went on.

As he pushed forward fighting his
way through tangled thickets, his
clothes became torn to shreds. He
was a ragged, half-starved creature
whose bared flesh became darker and
darker with the suns. In the cool
dampness of the jungle trails he
shivered. Thorns and branches tore
at his face and body, covering him
with bloody wounds until he be-
came a veritable native, scarred and
blackened, heedless of pain or
fatigue.

Once in broad daylight when he
lay on his belly to drink from a
clear shallow stream he saw his re-
flection in the water. And he
laughed. It was the first time Dick
Colby had laughed since the time he
had pretended to snap the photo of
the unfortunate Smith.

“A regular sure-enough jungleer,”
he admitted, ‘“tattooed ’'n every-
thing.”

Colby did not know how long it
took him to reach the town where
the Sultan of Dja lorded it over his
choicest subjects, but he noted with
considerable alarm as he emerged
from a broadening trail into a roll-

ing grass-covered plain that several
blacks were waving their arms fran-
tically as they ran toward him,

Here the trail across the grass-
land was wider. A score or more of
stark naked tribesmen were prancing
out to greet him. Colby saw the
spears they waved. Then he heard
their shouting.

In a few minutes they had sur-
rounded him and were staring stu-
pidly, babbling in wonder at his con-
dition. This was evident in their
expression and the way they ap-
proached and stared at his scars,

“White men,” said Colby. “Here—
this place—palace—white men?”

They nodded and pointed the way
to the town where Colby, walking
with his naked escort, could see a
score of Bantu grass huts and a
couple of buildings that looked like
’dobe. More substantial. One of
these was taller than the rest. The
Sultan’s palace, Colby assumed.

THE natives were flocking out to
meet them. Some wore bits of
sketchy clothing, but most were
naked like those who surrounded
him. When they reached the first
of the huts Colby halted.

“You take me—white men—two
white men.”

One of the black fellows nodded,
his ugly face frowning.

He held up three fingers.

Colby caught the correction. Three
white men. Then they did know
about Vanderlin. A few steps
farther on and they were standing
before the less impressive of the
two whitewashed mud buildings. A
heavy-set bearded man in gray silk
pajamas stood in the doorway.

“Well, what the hell!” this man
called out. ‘“Are you a white man
'r some new kind of medicine faker?”

“I'm white,” answered Dick Colby,
walking over to the speaker. “Or
I was. Anyway, I'm lost. The tribe
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in the next village, a thousand miles
or so, it seems, told me there were
white men here. Honest, mister
whatever your name is, but I was
never gladder to see a white face
than I am yours.”

“How the devil do you happen to
be wanderin’ around this end of the
world? My name’s Riton.”

WAS part of an expedition that
came into the Belgian Congo,”
said Colby calmly. “We were split
up all galley west by a tribe of can-
nibals and I've been running in cir-

cles ever since. Where is this
place?”

“Cameroun,” said Riton, “where
yuh from?”

“Texas,” said Dick Colby, then he
laughed heartily. “But I guess I
don’t look much like Texas now,
heh?”

“I thought yuh was a scarecrow,
first off,” replied Riton.

He seemed to be guarding some-
thing, fending Colby off, and the
lad from the States broke the bars
down with the universal man chal-
lenge. “You haven’t got anything to
smoke ’round here, have you?”

Riton jerked a glance backward
through the arched doorway. A
voice from inside had called. “What’s
the excitement? A nigger get killed
'r one o’ them die from the sleepin’
sickness?” Leaning down close to
Colby’s ear Riton spoke.

“I’'m takin’ yuh inside,” he ad-
vised, adding, “only we got a cracked
old bird here with us. He thinks
he’s rich an’ we're humorin’ him.
Ain’t got long to live. Agree with
him. He’s the damnedest liar in two
continents.”

“That's my specialty,”
Colby. “Is he harmless?”

“Sure,” answered Riton, leading the
way inside where the hot daylight
was cooled in the dark shadows of a
low ceilinged room.

agreed

“What did you say your nams
was?”

“Colby,” repeated Dick cheerfully.

“Shake hands with my partner,
Mike Jongrey,” said Riton, “and also
Sir Herman Vanderlin.”

They shook hands all around
stifly, Jongrey measuring the new-
comer and casting a swift sidelong
glance at his partner. Riton smirked
and spat on the floor.

VIII

OLBY wanted to lie down

and sleep, but he knew he

didn’t dare. He waited until
after supper, served by a black wo-
man with a short calico skirt; naked
from the waist up.

The four men ate in silence, ex-
cept Vanderlin, who watched Riton
and Jongrey steadily and kept up a
stream of questions. How were
things in the United States? What
was the market doing? Had they
solved the farm question? And so
forth.

The moon came up, and with it
came a messenger from the Sultan
of Dja. Riton, who appeared the
head man of the team, translated the
word, His highness commanded the
visitor to appear at the palace.

“We'll go over first,”” said Riton.
“You bein’ a fellow American, we
don’t want yuh to get in any jam.
We pull heavy with this monkey.”

At the door Riton turned and
mumbled in Colby’s ear.

“Keep an eye on him,” he said,
meaning Vanderlin, “We’ll be back
in a second.”

No sooner had they faded from
view when the fear-graven face of
the millionaire Vanderlin appeared
close to Colby's. There was plead-
ing in his eyes.

“Can you help me to get away
from here?” he begged. “These men
will murder me. They have been
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holding me for a ransom that will
never come. Please!”

OLD your horses, pardner,” said
Colby. “Have you got a gun?”
“They keep everything padlocked
here,” said Vanderlin. “Oh, my God,
if there was only—"

“Listen,” said Dick Colby. “It
may be just possible that this pair
of hellions are trying to catch us
on the sneak. Here. Watch at the
door.”

Vanderlin leaped to the door. He
was really an active, able-bodied
man. But against a pair of armed
brutes he had never had a chance.
Now he leaned out, watching.

Dick Colby picked up a heavy
wooden home-made chair and with
hand and foot pried the back legs
apart.

“Quick,” called Vanderlin. “Here
they come.”

Colby heard the crunching steps
that instant, and a moment later the
big Riton stepped through the door,
his hand close to the weighty gun
belt. A smashing blow on his skull
dropped him like an ox and he fell
forward as the slower Jongrey en-
tered the house.

Colby came down with the chair
leg in a swift arc, but Jongrey’s eye
had caught a glimpse of his fallen
partner. With a lurch he swung
aside, throwing out an arm and
grabbing for his pistol.

As he moved Dick Colby felt the
club batted from his grip, and he
plunged in to close quarters. Van-
derlin, seeing the groaning Riton
climb snarling to his feet, leaped
on him and there was a fierce double
battle on. Vanderlin, the score
evener now, fought like a wild man.

Colby heard the clatter and slap
of a pistol smashed from somebody’s
fingers. The thud of blows, and the
oaths filled the room. Jongrey was
a bigger man than Colby, but Dick

was fighting for more than a ran-
som now. It was his life.

His fingers were locked over
Jongrey’s wrist bearing down on the
gun hand, while he himself sought to
extricate his right hand from the
tangle of flashing bodies and reach
his own belted pistol.

He heard the banging of the other
pair as they smashed against the
thick wall. His right hand tore free.
His gun was in his hand. He could
shoot. Then with a vicious curving
swing he brought the gun up be-
hind Jongrey’s head and—Jongrey
wilted to the floor.

It was only a short jump to where
Vanderlin was fighting a losing bat-
tle against Riton. The jungle crook
felt the brush of Colby as the new-
comer slammed against him. There
was the crunching sound of metal
against bone and without a whimper
Riton" was out of it.

Then Colby worked like lightning.
They got ropes, jungle-made of
roots, and bound the two man-beasts
like swine, gagging them with rags
ripped from their own shirts.

“Now,” ordered Dick Colby, grab-
bing the renegades’ pistols, “through
that window, Mister Vanderlin,” he
indicated.

UT into the pale moonlight Colby
and Vanderlin climbed. They

dropped to the ground softly, dis-
appearing into the undergrowth at
the circular outskirts of the village.
A short tortuous run through the
dark and they were free. The wide
grassland lay before them. Colby
plunged in, calling Vanderlin after
him.

“You've got a lot of walkin’ to do,”
he warned. “Can you hold out?”

“I walked in,” said Herman Van-
derlin. “Come on.”

For hours they ran and walked,
halting only brief moments to gather
breath. Long ago they had reached
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the jungle trail and were racing
eagerly along, looking back now and
then, pausing to listen.

T would be morning before any
pursuit would start, and before

that Dick Colby would be prepared.
He would have a whole tribe of
spearmen as carriers on the return
journey, carrying nothing but spears
and watching the back trail.

Neither tried to talk while they
ran. They needed the wind to put
ground between them and the vil-
lage of the Sultan of Dja. When
the dawn threatened far away in the
east, and they could smell the cook
fires of a village not far ahead of
them, the light twinkling through
the network of trees and vines, Dick
Colby drew Vanderlin to a fallen
trunk. “Sit down gentle,” he ordered,
“and get your breath. Take it easy
and don’t get panicky. If your heart
is okay we’'ll make it.”

When he could speak the million-
aire sportsman turned to his com-
panion, his face pink and puffy.

“You're a nervy youngster, Colby,’
he said with feeling. “I don’t know
just how I'm ever going to— Say,
by the great guns! Do you know—
Say, I'll bet you don’t really believe
that stuff about me being held for
fifty thousand dollars ransom by
those two ruffians. Do you?”

“Sure,” nodded Colby, laughing,
“but you told me yourself that you
didn’t think the ransom would ever
get there.”

“Well, I didn’t, ’'s a fact,” said
Vanderlin. “My goose was cooked.”

“That’'s where I was ahead of
you,” continued the blue-eyed Yank
adventurer. “I knew the ransom
would get there.”

Vanderlin looked at Colby’s half
serious expression and frowned.

“You knew it?”"

“Sure,” said Ditk Colby, swinging
his camera case around before him

’

and unsnapping the lock. “Take a
quick look.”

He had the kodak in his fingers,
pressed a hidden button and away
came the back. Inside, packed flat
and smooth, was a large stack of
American bills.

“Fifty grand,” said Colby. “I'm
the fellow your family sent to col-
lect you C—O—D.”

“And you didn't pay,” Vanderlin
was shaking his head in utter con-
fusion. It was like a miracle.

O,” said Dick. “I had too tough

a time getting it there to give
it up to a couple of crooks like they
were.”

“Well, I'll be—"

“I know it,” agreed Colby, “but
you can tell me this. Who was the
gent on the photo—the fellow full
of spears—that half of photo you
enclosed with your ransom request?”

“I never knew,” said Vanderlin.
“It was before this awful thing hap-
pened to me—those renegades over-
powered me. We had come upon that
poor fellow as you saw him in the
picture. I just made the picture, and
those devils thought it would be a
nice suggestion to send the upper
half to my wife as a warning.”

“Look,” said Colby, rising. “This
tribe up here is going to stage a
breakfast. We're just in time. And
we can hire an army to cover our
retreat to Yaounde.”

“But I haven’t got™a nickel,” said
Vanderlin, forgetting.

“I have,” assured Dick Colby, as
they hurried along toward the wel-
come fire. ‘“And by the way, I'm
not exactly sure who this money be-
longs to. What do you think?”

“What do you care,” laughed the
millionaire, clapping his rescuer on
the shoulder. “If you spend that
getting us back I'll see you are pro-
vided with some more.” Dick Colby
grinned, and smacked his lips.
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HE DEVIL FIsH

Treachery, Peril and Breathless Adventure Stalk the
Decks of the Schooner Spindrift in the
Region of Dead Man’s Isle

By CAPT. KERRY McROBERTS

Author of “Mounty Justice,” “Legion of the Frontier,

ROM where he leaned against

the lee-rail of the little auxil-

iary schooner, Spindrift, Lane
Yancey studied the rugged line of the
distant islands tc the north. He
watched that far-flung shore-line,
strangely fascinated. Like a sleeping
snake it lay outstretched along the
edge of the horizon, deadly and still.
A sleek, fat snake, gorged with cank-
erous, gangrened blood of lost and
forgotten men. The terrible penal
settlement of New Caledonia—to
which only the most desperate of
French criminals are banished!

71

’

ete.

He pictured the sweltering planta-
tions where condemned murderers
and degenerate felons worked out
their endless sentences, the unfath-
omable forests where stark, watchful
natives lurked in the shadows of the
trackless jungles, the barrier of
shark-infested reefs that barred es-
cape by way of the open sea—

Suddenly his eyes tensed, narrowed
against the blinding glare of the calm,
still waters.

- “What do you make of that, skip=
per?” he called to the bronzed, broad-
shouldered man at the wheel on the
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little bridge just above him. He
pointed to the northwest, where the
gray land mass merged into haze at
the edge of the Coral Sea.

“Looks like a piece of wreckage!”
he added.

Jerry Desmond—Captain Jerry to
the members of his little crew—
turned quickly, peered in the direc-
tion indicated. Glass in hand, he in-
tently surveyed the distant object
lying low in the water. “Huh!” he
grunted. Swung the wheel hard over.

“What do you make of it?” Yancey
repeated.

HE skipper shook his head grave-

ly. “Dead men, looks like to me,”
he announced. “They're generally
dead, Yance—when we pick 'em up in
the sea like this.”

Yancey was on the bridge by now.
He took the telescope from the skip-
per’s hand, glued it to his eye. He
saw the object was a raft, very small
—across which two almost naked men
lay sprawled.

“Two poor devils who've tried to
escape from the convict settlements,”
Desmond surmised. “They often put
out to sea without sufficient food and
water—and die like this.”

He rang for half speed ahead, then
for the engines to be stopped. Short-
ly they drew alongside the raft with
its lifeless burden.

The crew of Tahitian boys clustered
at the starboard rail. Pete Randall,
the second officer, threw a rope over
the side. One of the crew slipped
down, stepped gingerly onto the raft.
He grabbed onc of the men, shook
him, knelt closer, shouted out some-
thing in his native tongue.

“They’re still alive” the skipper ex-
claimed.

He called down to Randall: “Get
’em on board—quick as you can.
We'll try savin’ the poor devils.”

Yancey stared hard at the pitiful
bundles that lay stretched out on

deck a few minutes later under the
shade of a deck awning tended by
Jack Duval, the half-caste bo’swain.

Contrasting types they were. One
strong-muscled, hulking, massive—
built like a gorilla. The thick black
beard he wore, and the hair on every
part of his visible body, made him
look more like an ape than a man.
The other was obviously of a better
breed—tall, slim, firm-muscled.

The beast-like one recovered first.
He drank greedily of the water of-
fered him. Glazed eyes cleared as he
looked about him, saw the deck of the
schooner. He said nothing—only
stared dumbly at the limp form of
his companion still lying unconscious
beside him.

“Where do you two hail from?” the
skipper snapped sharply.

The man only grunted. Jack Duval
asked him the same question in
French. Even then he gave no answer.

HE other was coming round now.

He moved slightly, lifted his head.
Smiled feebly as his eyes met those
of Yancey.

“Bonjour, m’sieurs!” he said slow-
ly, thanking the men about him—
“Je vous remercie!” The words edged
out through dry, swollen lips.

“That’s all right,” Yancey said
cheerily. He pointed to the ape-like
man at the other’s side. “Can’t your
partner speak?” he asked.

“Ah, Anglais!” the man exclaimed.
Then he broke into almost perfect
English. “I must make my thanks
for your so timely arrival. Water, it
is finish. We almost finish, too. I—"
he glanced up into the bronzed fea-
tures of Captain Desmond. “Where
are we, M’sieur Capitan?”

“If you came from the convict set-
tlement,” the skipper replied sternly,
“you haven't come far., There’s the
island over there.”

The man raised himself on one el-
bow, gazed at the distant shore.
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“But we aré not escaped convicts,”
he smiled grimly. “You mistake,
M’sieur Capitan. We are from the
schooner Rapanui—got away from
the wreck three days ago, after that
so terrible storm. This”—he pointed
to the hairy man at his side—"is by
naree Pierre Gaspard, one of our
seamen. I myself was first officer of
the Rapanui. My name is Antoine
Latouche. You must not think we are
escaped convicts. Eh, Pierre?”

HE other nodded. “Oui,” he
growled, watching his companion’s
lips.

The skipper grunted. “H’'m!” he
observed. He had noticed the marks
of the leg-irons on their ankles and
knew they were lying. “However, I'll
give you the benefit of the doubt,” he
said. “There’s a reward offered for
the return of escaped convicts—but I
want no such blood-money.”

Latouche’s face lighted up. He
staggered to his feet. “You are a ver’
kind man, M’sieur Capitan,” he
bowed. “Merci!—we thank you great-
ly"l

“The bo’swain will give you some
clothing,” the skipper concluded. He
had not the heart to send these poor
brutes back to the misery of their
island prison. “You will lend a hand
with the crew when needed. When
we arrive at Brisbane, if you two get
ashore without my seeing you, well
and good. If not—well, I'll have to
report you. Understand?”

Latouche nodded. “I understand,”
he said. “Oui,” agreed the other.
Duval took the two new arrivals down
below as the captain ordered. They
were to be under his care for the rest
of the trip. Desmond put the bows
of the Spindrift back on to her
course. It had been just another in-
cident in the day’s work.

As the little schooner headed
across the changeless ocean, Yancey
stood at the rail and watched the dis-

tant islands fade into the murk of the
tropic twilight. The island eof the
dead—of the dead-alive!

Since the day six weeks before,
when he had accepted the invitation
of his old friend Captain Jerry to ac-
company him on one of his periodical
tours of the trade stations in the Fijis
and New Hebrides, never had Yancey
experienced such a feeling of awe
and dread as now surged through
him. Until today the South Seas had
held only glamor and beauty, the
charm and mystery of perfumed isles,
exotic and alluring. Now, there was
a new note in the air, a discordant
harmony.

Somehow—since the two fugitive
criminals had been brought aboard—
the ship seemed different. That hor-
rible, beastly grin on the face of the
animal-like man below. The crafty,
smile-masked eyes of Antoine La-
touche. The ghastly prison’s deaden-
ing hand had seared them both with
its loathsome mark, poor wretches!

I1

R two days the Spindrift
plowed her way across the
Southern sea. Gaspard and La-

touche had settled down to the rou-
tine life of the schooner. The third
night, Yancey had relieved the skip-
per for a spell at the wheel, as had
been his custom. It was a moonless
night, but the sky was ablaze with
stars.

He heard voices and looked back to
see a tall, slim shadow in conversa-
tion with Randall, the first officer,
who stood on the bridge behind him,
silhouetted against the rail at the
head of the companionway. It was
not one of the Tahitians. The skip-
per was below in his bunk. It could
only be Antoine Latouche.

What was he doing on deck?

When he looked again, Latouche
had gone. Randall was alone. Yan-
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cey gave no further thought to the in-
cident.

An hour went past. The first of-
ficer was not now in sight. A short,
squat figure suddenly loomed up be-
side Yancey. It was Jack Duval.

“I'm takin’ over now,” the half-
caste announced abruptly.

“You're what?” Yancey snapped.
“What’s the big idea? The skipper
takes over after me. Who told you
to take this trick?”

HE tone in the bo’swain’s voice

was firm. “Orders,” he said sim-
ply. “I'm takin’ over—that’s enough.”

As he spoke he glanced quickly
over Yancey'’s shoulder. Yancey turn-
ed quickly. But he was not quick
enough. Two great hands flashed out
of the shadow of the binnacle, jerked
him suddenly away from the wheel.
Duval shouldered in, grasped the
wheel firmly, swung the schooner
sharply about on her course:

Taken by surprise by the sudden
maneuver, it was some seconds before
Yancey could recover his balance. He
had recognized his assailant as
Pierre Gaspard, the silent, brooding
convict with the ape-like build. With
all his available strength behind the
blow he struck out straight into the
brutish face before him.

But the powerful blow provoked
nothing but a grunt. Hairy, steel-
muscled arms reached forward,
circled Yancey’s body. He was pow-
erless in their crushing embrace.
Slowly he was being lifted high into
the air—was being rushed to the side
of the rail. His breath was leaving
him. He could not struggle free from
the monster’s death-grip.

Why ?—What?—His
swirling madly—

He felt himself being held poised
in the air above the rail—had the
vague impression that the powerful
muscles were tensing for that final
effort to heave him far out over the

brain was

side of the vessel, like a useless bur-
den, into the dark depths beyond—

A sharp, commanding voice stayed
the mad rush of the murderous
beast.

“None o’ that! No killing! I said
no killing, you—!"

Yancey recognized the voice—Pete
Randall’'s. The first officer held an
ugly revolver in his hand. His eyes
gleaming like pin-points, he had
bounded to Yancey’s side. The beast-
man uttered no sound—but slowly he
set down his burden, obedient to the
imperative voice and the threat of
the menacing revolver.

As Yancey felt his feet on the firm
deck again, he did his utmost to wrig-
gle free. A great hairy hand took
him aroun