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JAPANESE ROSE BUSHES
The Wonder of the World
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MOULDING A\ :::

MIGH

COMPLETE COURSE
ON ARM BUILDING

GE’I‘ AN ARM of might with the

DING
Lﬂpdl

N GET A1 6
ONLY

INCH
BICEP

strength illustrated and explained as you like
them. Mail your order now while you can

power and grip to obey your phy-
sical desires. In a short time you should c still get this coures for only Z3c.

be able to build your arm from a
scrawny piece of skin and bone to one of
huge muscular size. I don’t mean just a 16-
inch bicep but a 15-inch forearm and a
powerful 8-inch wrist,

,PROVEN, SCIENTIFIC TRAINING!

I assure you that this specially prepared course
will build every muscle in your arm because it has
been scientifically worked out for that purpose.
You should develop a pair of triceps shaped like a
horseshoe and just as strong, and a pair of biceps
that will show their double head formation. The
sinewy cables between the biceps and the elbow
should be deep and thick with wire cable ligaments.
In that arm of yours, the forearm should belly with
bulk, and the great supinator lifting muscle you
should make into a column of power, while your
wrist should grow alive and writhe with cordy
sinew. Send 25c for this course, today, and start
now to build a he-man’s arm to be as beautiful,
brawny and magnificent as the village blacksmith’s.

THE SECRETS OF STRENGTH REVEALED

You can’t make a mnst-ke. The reputation of
the strongest armed man in the world stands be-
hind this course. I give you all the secrets of

I will not limit you to the arm. I can

develop any part or all of your body. Try

any one of my test courses listed below at 25c.
Or, try all 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.” It is a
priceless book to the strength fan and muscle builder. Full
of pictures of marvelous bodied men who tell you decisively
how you should be able to build symmetry an(fstrcngth the
equal of theirs. Reach Out ... Grasp This Special Offer!

FREE 5500 b

JOWETT INSTITUTE
OF PHYSICAL CULTURE

Dept. 86-Beo, 422 Poplar St., Scranton, Pa.
George F. Jowett: Send, by return mail,
prepaid, the courses checked below for
which I am enclosing——

Mouldlnz a Mighty Arm, 250
Moulding a Mighty Back, 250
Moulding a Mighty Grip, 25¢
Moulding a Mighty Chest, 250
“‘Nerves of Stod‘ Moulding Mighty 25¢
Muscles like Iron’ Strong Man tunu ade Easy, 250
SENT FREE! All 6 Books for §
Name Age
Address
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Vol. VIII, No. 3 J. S. WILLIAMS, Editor February, 1934
COMPLETE BOOK-LENGTH NOVEL
THE TERROR OF SIBERIA Lieut. Scott Morgan 10

Plundering Hordes and Valiant Deeds in a Gripping Novel
of the Russian Wilderness

THREE COMPLETE NOVELETTES

THE WHIRLWIND’S REVENGE Johnston McCulley 42
Swashing Blades and Singing Lead in an Action-Packed Tale
of the Highways of Peril

LOOT AT KWANG-KUM Bob Du Soe 78
Corporal Craig of the Foreign Legion Lost His Hand—But
Packed a Mighty Wallop Just the Same!

DESERT OF DEATH Barry Brandon 111
A Tense Drama of Man’s Bitter Struggle Against the
Elements in the Australian Wastes

SIX THRILLING SHORT STORIES

THE GREEN GOD L. Ron Hubbard 56
Chinese Torture and Savage Strife in Tientsin

THE DEATH SHIP George Allan Moffatt 67
Follow the Grim Course of The Flying Crescent

THE AMAITIO CURSE Russ Meservey 94

A Dangerous Man Hunt in Mexico

BILL THE CONQUEROR John Scott Douglas 108
A Western Story With a Punch—and a Laugh

THE AIR BANDITS Lawrence A. Keating 125

Skid Larendon Is Accused of the Wingtransit Holdups
SABERS OF VENGEANCE Capt. J. Winchcombe-Taylor 138

A Breath-Taking Story of Hard-Fighting Men!
THRILLING FEATURES

FAMOUS SOLDIERS OF FORTUNE Illustration 40
Gen. Leonard Wood, Count Luckner and Others
THE GLOBE TROTTER A Department 148

Where Readers, Writers and the Editor Meet

Published monthly by MeTrROPOLITAN MAcAzINES, INC., 670 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y.
M. A. Goldsmith, President; N. L. Pines, Treasurer. Copyright, 1938, by Metropolitan Magazines,
Inc. Yearly, $1.80; single copies, $.15; Foreign and Canadian, postage extra. Entered as second
class matter at the Post Office at New York, N. Y., on Oct. 16, 1931, under Act of March 8, 1879.

Manuscripts must be accompanied oy self-addressed, stamped envelopes, and are submitted at the outhor’s risk. 178

Read our companion magazines: Thrilling Detective, Thrilling Love, The Phantom Detective,
Thrilling Western, Thrilling Ranch Stories, The Lone Eagle, and Sky Fighters



Make mePR OVE that itsEASY

— %

$50 to $75a Week
*The National Radlo l’nau-

pressiory times than I
made befors. I am in the
Radlo perv: b

Runs Suseessful
Radio Busintss
‘T am 8 member of the
firm of South Grand Radio
& Appliance Co., which
runs a very successful bual-
ness. The greater mrt of m rv
success I owe-to N.
Without your- tn.lnmx,
could never hue beeu suc-
o

1 in
J. A. VAUG
Grand Radio & App Co.,
8107 8. Grand Blvd.,
8St. Louls, Mo,

s

Does Radlo Work
“in Spare Time

"I un ting a 120-acre
f-ﬂf' nights a week

I a Badlo class. On
tho oumr nights- I make
calls. Words can-

ress my gratitude to

N. ﬂ Your training pre-
pared me to earn nice sums
of cash in sgge time.’
OBE

lndunnolh lud

Clip the coupon and mail it.
I'm so sure 1 can train you
at home in your spare time
for a big pay job in Raulo
that I'll send you a sample
lesson ftee. Examine it, read
it, see how clear and ecasy 1§
is to understand. Then you
will know why many msen
with less than a grammar
school education and no teche
nical experience have become
Radio Experts and are earn-
ing two to three times thelr
former pay aa a result of my
training.

FREE

SAMPLE
LESSON

Mail Coupon

Many Radio Experts Make
e 840, mg! aWeek
n about ten years the 1o Industry has
$2,000,000 to hundreds of millions r(y)f :lu) e 833

300,000 jobs have been created by this growth and
thousands more will be created by its continued develop-
ment. Many men and young men with the right train-
ing—the kind of training I give you in the N. R. I.
Course—have ste into Radio at two and threo times

thelr former es,
Many u.x. $8, 610, 815 a Week Extra
in Spare klmo st at Once

The day you enroll with me I send you instructions
which you should master quickly for doing 28 jobs
common In most every neighborhood, for spare-time
money. Throughout your Course I send you information
on servicing popular makes of sets. I give gou the plans
and ideas that have made $200 to $1,000 a year for
N. 1. men in their spare time. My Course is

as the pays for itself.

Géot Ready Now for Jobs Like These
Broadcasting stations use o oers, operators, station
managers and pay up to $5, & year. Manufacturers
continually employ testers, inspectors, foremen, engi-
neers, servicemen, buyers, for jobs paying up to $6,000
a year. Radio operators on ships enjoy life, see the
world, with board and lodging free, and get good
besides. Dealers and jobbers employ servicemen, sales-
men, buyers, managers, and pay up to $100 a woek.
My book tells you about these and many other kinds of
interesting B._dlo jobs.

Televh!on. Short Wave, Loud Speaker
Systems Included
There's opportunity for you in Radio. Its future is cer-
tain. Television, short wave, loud s er systems,
police Radio, automoblle Radio, alrcraft Radio—Iin every
branch, developments and improvements are taking place,
Here is a real future for thousands and thousands of
men who really know Radlo—men with N, R. 1. tra 2
Get the tralning that opens the road to good pay and
success,

You Get a Money-Back Agreement

I'm so sure that N, R. I, can train you satls-
factorily that I will agree in writing to refund
every penny of your tuition if you are not sat-
isfled with my ns Instruction Service
upon completion.,

FREE 64-page Book of Facts

Act now, and in addition to the sample lesson I'll
send my book ‘‘Rich Rewards in Radlo,”’ free to
any ambitious fellow over 15 years old. It tells
you where Radlo’s good jobs are. what they pay, tells you
about my Course, wﬁut others who have taken it are doing
and making. Find out what Radlo offers you without the
slightest obligation. ACT NOW!

J. E. Spith, President
National Radio Institute, Dept., 4BH7
Washington, D. C.

famous

The famous Course That Pays for ltself

My Course is not all theory. I'Il show you how to
use my special Radio equipment for conducting ex-
periments and building circults which {llustrate
important erclplu used In such well-known sets
as Westinghouse, General Eloctric, Philco, R. C. A.,

Victor, Majestic, and others. You work out with
ur own hands many of the things you read in our
esson books. This 50-50 method of train makes
learning at home easy, interesting, fascinating, in-
tensely practical, You learn how
sets work, why they work, and how
to make them work when they are
out of order. Training like this
shows up in your pay envelope—
when you graduate. you have all
the training and experi-
ence—you’re not simply
looking for a job where
you can get experlence.

oq ]
can use N. R I. oulunut ln your sparo-time
service work for extra money.

i h?wa"doubled
and tripled

FILL OUTAND MAIL
THIS LOUPON

Nltio 1 Mom{th Dept, )
na ute, Depf, 4BH7

Washington, D. C.

I want to take advantage of your oﬂ’er Send

me your Free Sample Lesson and yo )
““Rich Rewards in Radio.”” I undenund
this request does not obligate me. (Please
print plalinly,)

AME . iaciiserconsassnesssersassonsasssnsenes
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Clean Out Your Kidneys
Win Back Your Pep

Good Kidney Action Purifies Your Blood—Often Removes the Real Cause of
Getting Up Nights, Neuralgia and Rheumatic Pains—Quiets Jumpy
Nerves and Makes You Feel 10 Years Younger.

A famous scientist and Kidney Specialist recently said: “60 per cent of men and women past 85,
and many far younger, suffer from poorly functioning Kidneys, and this is often the real cause
of feeling tired, run-down, nervous, Getting Up Nights, Rheumatic pains and other troubles:”

i

=

If poor Kidney and Bladder functions cause you to suffer
from any symptoms such as loss of Vitality, Getting Up Nights,
Backache, Leg Pains, Nervousness, Lumbago, Stiffness, Neu-
ralgia or Rheumatic Pains, Dizziness, Dark Circles Under
Eyes, Headaches, Frequent Colds, Burning, Smarting or Itch-
ing, Acidity, you can’t afford to waste a minute. You should
start testing the Doctor’s Prescription called Cystex (pro-
nounced Siss-tex) at once.

Cystex is probably the most reliable and unfailingly suec-
cessful prescription for poor Kidney and Bladder functions.
It starts work in 156 minutes, but does not contain any dopes,
narcotics or habit-forming drugs. It is a gentle aid to the
Kidneys in their work of cleaning out Acids
and poisonous waste matter, and soothes
and tones raw, sore, irritated bladder and
urinary membranes.

Because of its amazing and almost world-
wide success the Doctor's p
known as Cystex (pronounced -tox) 1o
offered to sufferers from Poor ney and
Bladder functions under a fair-play guarantee
to fix you up to your complete satisfaction
or money back on return of empty package.
It’s only 8 centa a dose. ask your -
gist for Cystex today and see for
how much younger, stronger and better you
can feel by simply cleaning out your Kidneys.
Cy:.:xu must do the work or cost
no y

New York Doctor
Praises Cystex

Dr. N. T. ABDOU
New York Physician

Doctors and druggists everywhere
approve of the prescription Cystex
because of its splendid ingredients
and quick action. For instance Dr.
N. T. Abdou, New York, Licensed
Physiclan and author of Medicine
and Commerce, recently wrote the
following letter:

“It has been my pleasure to make a study of the
Cystex formula. This prescription impresses me as a
sound combination of ingredients which should be of
benefit to men and women troubled with night rising,
outrefaction of the urine, aching back in the kidney
reglon, painful joints or stiffness—due to insufficient ao-
tivity of the kidneys or bladder. Such functional condi-
tions often lead to indigestion, headaches, high blood
pressure, rheumatic pains, lumbago and general exhaus-
tion—and the use of Cystex In such cases should exert
& very favorable influence. Within 15 minutes after tak-
ing Cystex the color of the urine is changed and the frri.
tating excretions expelled.”’—8igned, N. T. Abdou, M.D,

OW MUCH DO YOU KNOW?

Knowledge is power! The men and women who achieve most in this world . . . the leaders in business . . . '

the folks who are looked up to and most respected in every community . . . are those who have armed them-
selves with KNOWLEDGE |
It is a known fact that a good Encyclopedia . . . books which answer every question of fact . . . is an
absolute necessity in the home of all thinking people. And it's even more important if there are children.
ve your youngsters the priceless advantage of
KNOWLEDGE! ember, @ grammar school educa~

- CAN YOU tion is not enough!
ANSWER COMPLETE Probebly every home would have an Encyclopedia if
T H E 8 E POPRPULAR the cost were not so high. Up to now a good set cost
QUESTIONS? ENCYCLOPEODIA from $756 to $150. But TODAY, an amazing oppor-
What is an Aero- tunity faces you. The famous Popular Encyclopedia
lite? « « « complete in every way . . ., has a limited number
What causes of special editions
w(r:.‘.n:w;'ra tha which are being
rghts of 8 U distributed for

the “give-away”
price of $2.00! To
get your set, SEND
NO MONEY . ..
just use the coupon.

8. citizen?
What Is the right
wni to ventilate
& home?
What is Contra-
band of War?

What are the
symptoms of
sleeping sick-

ness

Who invented
Movies ?

What firm once
employed 115,-
000 men?

The answers fo

these and 20,000

other questions

are revealed in
POPULAR
ENCYCLOPEDIA

3,828 pages. Also
many officlal
maps. A college
education con-
densed! Easy to
understand. You
will be fascinated
by the thousands
of facts it brings
you. Never again
will you have an
opportunity like
this. Maijl the
coupon today.
Supply limited!

Why do we Money refunded if
marry not satisfied.

Where is Man-
churia?

Is Astrology a These two great — . e . . e . Sy
science? volumes contain % BETTER PUBLICATIONS, Inc.

670 7th Ave., New York, Dept. TA-2

Please rush ........ sots of the
POPULAR ENCYCLOPEDIA for
which I enclose $...... in O U. 8.
stamps _(small denom ) (] Money
Order, [J Check, [J Dollar BilL

Name . .

BEETO8 ;- .« s o ive i i 5 wieiatn 5 5 s

O ;s oinies s sovis r7 7 sy |



FROM A FAT MAN...to a HE-MAN ...in 70 MINUTES!
"} REDUcCED My WaAnT

INCHES” ccon™™s.cv

] lost 50 pounds” says W. T. Anderson. “My waist is 8 inches

smaller” writes W.

L. McGinnis. “Felt like 8 new man” claims

Fred Wolf. “Wouldn't sell my belt for $100” writes C. W. Higbee.

' ust a fat

troing stomach. ” 11
L) e

at ease and clumsy—no

pep to do anything1** had no answer

We are so sure that you will reduce your waistline

ACTUAL PHOTOGRAPHS SHOWING THE IMMEDIATE

IMPROVEMENT IN APPEARANCE

)
‘Then Islippedona
Well Belt...a trans-

formation took place...
what_a differehce —
ds seemed to have

len away | "’

ét ieast thre

inches that we want you to . ..
TRY THE WEIL BELT FOR 10 DAYS AT OUR EXPENSEI

We GUARANTEE to REDUCE your WAIST
THREE INCHES IN TEN DAYS s oo

e« Or it won’t cost you one cent . .« . even the postage will be refunded |

YES SIR: I too, promised myself that I would
exercise but it was too much like work —and
it’s darn hard to diet whenyoulike to eat. The Weil Belt was
just the answer — no diets, no gs—1 feel like a new man
and'I lost 8 inches of fat in less than 6 months!

GREATLY IMPROVES YOUR APPEARANCE!

The Weil Reducing Belt will make you appear many
inches slimmer at once, and in 10 short days your waistline
will actually be 3 inches smalles—three inczes of fat gone—
or it won’t cost you one cent!

It supports the saggin
qunckly ives an erect, athletic carriage.

Don’t be embarrassed any longer with that “corporation”
for in a short time, only the admiring comments of your
friends will remind you thatyou once haﬁ a bulging waistline.

THE MASSAGE-LIKE ACTION DOES IT!

You will be completely comfortable and entirely unaware
that its constant gentle pressure is working constantly while
you walk, work or sit . . . its massage-like action gently but
persistendy eliminatiog fat with every move you make.

Many enthusiastic wearers |write that it not only reduces

t but it supports the abdominal l{wps e

muscles of the abdomen and~

digestive organs in place—that they are no longer.fatiﬁued—'
and that it gently increases their endurance and vigor

DON'T WAIT— FAT IS DANGEROUS!

Fat is not only unbecoming, but it also endangers your
health. Insurance companies know the danger of fat accumus-
lations, The best medical authorities warn against obesity,
so don’t wait any longer.

Send for our 10 day free trial offer. We repeat—either you
take off 3 inches of fat in ten days, or it won’t cost you one
pqnna Even the postage you pay to return 'the package
will be refunded!

SEND FOR 10 DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER }

THE WEIL COMPANY, INC.
132 HILL STREET, NEW HAVEN, CONN.

Gentlemen: Send me FREE, your illustrated folder describing
The Weil Belc and full decails of your 10 day FREE trial offer.

Name,

Address
Use coupen. or write your name and address on a penny poss eard.




THE WORLD IS STARTING ALL OVER

AGAIN... wtal ia your fulirn

ust one of 11¢
cnotwd...

Partial List of Subjects

Part 1. How to Get the Best Results.

Part 2. First Steps in Business Efficiency.

Part 3. How to Business with Banks.

Part 4. The Principles of Business Achieve-
ment.

Part 5. How to Write Business Letters.

Part 6. How to Easily Develop Your Mem-

ory.
Part 7. How to Advertise Buccessfully.
Part 8. The Power of Right Thought.
Part 9. How to Make a Favorable Im-

to Become a Suoccessful

Part 11. How to Prepare Sales Talks.
Part 12. How and Where to Find Cus-
tom

ers.

Part 13. Your Health and How to Im-
prove it.

Pmsl‘:. Psychology of Advertising and

esm ip.
Part 15. M ing Men for More Profit.
Part 16. The Faotors of SBuccess in Busi-

ness Building
Part 17. The Mon Value of System.
Part 18. How to Close Sales Buccessfully.
Part 19. How to Collect Mone IK
Part 20. How to Make Yourself Invaluable
in Your Position
Pm 1. Pranlum and Bales Plans to In-

ase Bus!
mezzrdA System of Accounts for Retail
L F‘undnmenula of a Cost Bystem
Manufacturers.
Points of Law Everyone Should
w.

This National Course

has put thousands of others on
the ROAD TO BUCCESS, and it
can do the same for you.
ALL IN ALL
‘““Your Course is all In all to me.”
G. J. Linderoot, Corning, Cal.
UNLIMITED SUCCESS
““Your Course has been an unlimited
success for me.”'—T. R. Schwer, Verona,

1L
WORTH $5,000
‘I wouldn’t sell my Course for 35 000
if I couldn’t get another like it.”
Kotzum, Curtis Bay, Md.
A MONEY MAKER
‘Your Course enables one
money almost from the very
Charles B, Mueller, Greenwich,
BETTER THAN EXPERIENCE
“Your Course gives knowledge which the
annnmmwoudnotl uire from ex
rience tn u!e Bqu Parrish, .?"

Peoria, 1
mPosslaLz TO FAIL
‘Your Course has performed wondm
for me. lf‘ followod it 1s hnpouﬂ)
anyone to exten-
sive bmoﬂu."—Omo '.l‘nno. Hoboxon.

As far as business is concerned, the world came to an end
a few months ago! Four years of depression have made
rich men poor . . . it has pulled all but a few down to the
same level! And now a new world of business is starting!

The Millionaire of Tomorrow May Be
Out of a Job Today!

Today, milllons of men are starting thelr business lives all over
ngain Most all are beginning from the bottom. The same chances

. the same golden opportunities . ... will be within the grasp of
eury man.

Yet it's certain that onl% a few will come through wlth
guccess and riches. The others will be just part of the “crow
drifting, struggllng. plodding, striving . . always hopeful, but’ jnst
missing the mark!

What Makes a Man Successful?

It's not a college education! Many millionaires never went to grammar
school! It's not momey! Ford, Carnegie, Rockefeller, and othg:n were

penniless youths! It's not luck! Many
[] R OR / e

have achieved huge success despite one
LAY

lorlouu

“bad break” after another!

The Secret of Success is Business
Knowledge. You might not know geog-
raphy, algebrn. or history, but you muat
know the A. B. C."s of business. Sounds
simple, yet only one man in five thou-
sand knows them!

Now You Can Discover
These Facts

The A. B. C.'s of business . . . the
Secrets of Success . . . are explained to
{?u in a series of 18 folios, called the

ational Success Course. This course
has been written by a man who is presi-
dent of a $2,000,000 corporation ... a
bho started out in life without

. without education . .. with-

out a penny! He tells you his secrets of
making money, and he tells them so
clearly so simply, so easy to understand ;

every am itious man can grasp
them and make them work!

Now Yours for $1.00

Many smart business men ald $24.00 for the National Success Course.
But we've arranged a special edition . . . complete in every way . . . so
that thousands of ambitious men could take advantage of it todu It
you're anxious to lift yourself above the crowd . get out of the rut .
and steer yourself to financial security . . . we nrzc you to mail the eoupon
without delay.

Beverly House, Inc., 570—7th Ave.,, N. Y. C. Dept. TA-2
PIN A DOLLAR BILL TO THIS COUPON

Formerly $24. 00

BEVERLY HOUSE, INC.
570 Seventh Ave.. N. Y. Dept. TA-2

Gentlemen:

Please rush ........ of the National Success Course,
1 encloee ........ in D Casbh, Check. [J Money Order,
O U. 8. Postage Stamps (small denominations).
NEIB oo vssissnenssspasrsonsvenesosssivesewdsoioaoss erand
AQArosS ...covv0r-tvetccessssscsssisscsssssesnssan L)
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SALLOON TIRES
Rim Tires Tubes
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SEND ONLY $1 DEPOSIT on each tire
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for full with order.

18 months

L NEI_Y HEARTS Join our Club. World's
Greatest Social Ex-
tension Bureau. Happiness awaits

ndents everywhere, seeking congenial mates.
8?1’& reeﬁts. Confidential service. Particulars FREE.

STANDARD CLUB, Box 607-)J, GRAYSLAKE, ILLINOIS

FROM OUR SANCTUM

 The I'ebruary issues of our companion mag-
azines hit a1 new high—containing the best
novels, stories and features to be found
anywhere.

 Just pick up THRILLING DETECTIVE—
and rend MURDER AT HORROR MAN-
SION, C. K. M. Scanlon’s great hook-length
novel. A maze of mystery——a detective that
has the goods! Also, DEATH IY THE
ALPHABET, a novelette by Johnston
McCulley. Many stories and features. 10c¢
at all stands.

‘I Follow the world's greatest sleuth on an
exciting trail in DEATH'S DIARY, a full
book-length novel from the case-book of
Richard Curtis Van Loan in the February
issue of THE THANTOM DETECTIVE
10¢ at all stands. Other gripping crime
stories and features.

q For the air-minded: THE LONE EAGLE
and SKY FIGHTERS—each 10c¢, contain the
very best war-air novels, stories and fea-
tures in any aviation magazines.

¢ For sis and mom: Bring home a copy of
THRILLING LOVE. They'll love it. This
month’s featured novel, HUSBAND
WANTED, by Shirley Manners, tells the
story of a girl whose path to love is strewn
with too many proposals! Many stories and
delightfal features. 10c at all stands.

(L And don't miss the new TIHRILLING
WESTERN—10c—or THRILLING RANCH
STORIES—15¢c. They're great!

—THE PUBLISHER.
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INCHES OF MUSCLE

PUTO

SEND COUPON

American Athletic Appliance Company,
4324 Paul S8t.,, Dept. TG-2, Philndelphia, Pa.

Without obligation and without

Gentlemen :

N YOUR ARMS!

The German Iron Shoe
Muscle Builder . ..

is accepted as the greatest
exerciser made to build
giantlike arms, wide power-
ful shoulders, brawny back
and tremendous chest. John
Filepone added 5 inches to
his arms, E, Peters 1 inch on
each bicep the first week!

You Can Have Strength and
a Physique the Equal of the
Btrongest Professional Aghlete

You can become the center of
attraction wherever you go. The
uestion for you to decide is
that you are going to have mus-
cles that not only look good but
are good. You have to get the
steel sinews. The Iron Shoe will
rh'e you them in a super-state
hat cannot be equaled by any
other apparatus or system. Some
I)upils report having put four
nches on their biceps and got
an increased shoulder spread of
six inches.

SPECIAL FREE OFFER

The Iron Man’s Famous 60-day
illustrated Picture course of ex-
ercise instruction, and the Strength
Resistor is included FREE! The
greatest bod% building offer ever
presented. ollow the choice of
champions and get that grip of
steel. Ring in now on our spe-
cial offer for the lowest priced
and biggest result getting exer-
ciser under the sun. Send for
free fllustrated information. No
obligation.

TODAY /

cost, send particulars about your Iron Shoe
Strength Builder and Special FREE Offer.

Name
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Twelve shots in three
seconds — screaming
men clawed the snow

/
CHAPTER 1 A Complete Book-
Sinister Scream
By LIEUT. SCOTT
ARA SEA and the Arctic had Author of “Hell Bent for Glory,”
given birth to that wind;
though Rand’s sheepskin could see the yellow lights of Tomi-

jacket was three-quarters of an inch noff’s traktir. Warm there, at least,
thick, it stabbed through like a knife and raw vodka has its virtues. He
cut. He ploughed through the knee- kept his eyes on it—and his mind al-
deep snow, a dozen feet behind most pleasantly occupied cursing the
“Swede.” The long, narrow street was smooth-talking Russian in Constan-
deserted—and desolate with the pe- tinople who had convinced them of
culiar air of space and loneliness the glorious opportunities offered
which characterizes Siberia. American airmen by the Soviet au-

At the end of the street, Rand thorities in Siberia. In a moment of

Plundering Hordes and Valiant Deeds

10
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“Avenger of Lo Chang,” etc.

madness, they had taken him seriously.

Cursing the Russian was some sat-
isfaction—and it helped to pass the
time away. Rand did it fluently and
thoroughly. He ran out, eventually,
of cuss words in English, French
and Malay, and was making fairly
good progress in Boer Dutch, when
Swede O’Hara’s bulky figure came to
a halt. Rand bumped into him,

N
SN

A

wiped the ice out of -his eyes and
inquired profanely what was the
matter. “I thought,” said Swede, “we
were the only two nuts in Siberia out
in the open.”

“Well?”

“Look—to your left.”

Blurs, darker shadows in the semi-
darkness of the alley a bit ahead
and to the left of them. Men—per-
haps a dozen of them. Rand strained
his eyes, crouching forward.

He could not make out precisely
what they were doing, but there was
sinister significance in the abrupt, vi-

in the Frozen Wastelands of Russia

1
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§ cious crack of a
& revolver.
{ Swede's eyes,
red-rimmed from
the bitter wind,
questioned him
eageriy.
“It might be
interestin’,”
Rand shrugged.
“Curiosity isn’t a healthy habit. But
—Ilet's investigate.”

and

WEDE began crossing the street

—and suddenly broke into a run.
From the blurs in the alley came a
scream.

A woman's scream—high-pitched,
hysterical. It ceased abruptly.

Rand followed, slipping off his
right mitten. Whoever the men
might be, they were up to some
deviltry.

He yanked out his big .45 auto-
matic, jammed it into the side pocket
of his sheepskin. Easier to get to
it there; and he'd seen times when
that split fraction of a second meant
the difference between life and
death.

It did then. Swede had entered the
mouth of the alley—perhaps a dozen
feet ahead of Rand. The man who
leaped upon him had been crouching
against the wall. A niche there of
a sort, for neither had noticed him.

And Swede would have never no-
ticed him. Or anything else—had
that knife reached its mark. The
three things happened almost simul-
tancously. The black figure leaping

out. A powerful-
AW ly-built man,
fully as big as

Swede. A huge
knife in his right
hand, uplifted,

some unseen
light reflected on
the polished steel.

Swede turning,

having heard the movement behind
him. The knife swooping upward
still higher, and then—downward.
And a sickening feeling in the pit of
Rand’s stomach that Swede couldn’t
make it. That he could not possibly
evade that sure, swift lunge of the
knife.

And then Rand pressing the trig-
ger of the automatic. No time to
take aim. No time even to bring up
the gun. A desperate yank, then two
shots.  Blind shooting. A race
whether the slug would reach the
man before that ten-inch blade had
buried itself in Swede’s back.

The man with the knife froze. A
statue of stone, for a fraction of a
second. He collapsed abruptly—on
his knees, then flat on his face. Swede

grinned. He waved his hand non-
chalantly.

“Good shootin’, kid!”

“Behind you, palooka!” Rand
yelled, leaping forward.

Another man, also appearing

abruptly out of the darkness, hurled
himself at Swede. Knife in hand,
murderous blade driving downward.
But now the blond giant was ready.
Smoothly, his magnificent body
swung into action.

A sidestep, perfectly timed. The
knife passed beneath his armpit. A
hoarse scream of pain as Swede
caught the man’s wrist. The knife
thudded softly on the snow. An-
other sharp wrench, and the man’s
feet left the ground.

WEDE slammed him against the

wall. His right fist created a
short arc. The sharp crack of bone
striking bone—and Rand knew that
the man with the knife would be in-
different to his surroundings for a
while. Men generally were—when
Swede’s big fist connected.

Someone further in the alley, one
of the group, shouted hoarsely in
Russian. :
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“Petrov! Son of a dog, for what
are you waiting?”

An orange flash stabbed the dark-
ness. Rand recognized the report—
a high-powered rifle. And the rifle-
man knew his business. The bullet
struck the wall an inch from Rand’s
face. It ricocheted off with a vicious
whine.

“Down, Swede!” he shouted, “I’ll
take care of that baby!”

Swede dropped flat on the snow,
rolled over toward the wall. Rand
raised the automatic to the level of
his eyes, waited. The tattle-tale
flash of the rifleman’s next shot
would seal his death warrant.

S he crouched there against the

wall, he cursed Swede’s sugges-
tion. The men might be members of
G. P. U, the dreaded Soviet secret
police. Making an arrest, perhaps.
When Swede and he had burst upon
the scene, they probably assumed it
was a rescue party. Which meant
that the two of them would never
get out of Siberia alive. For one
of the men was already dead—dead
from a .45 slug of his automatic.

It had been a question of Swede’s
life or the other man’s—of course.
Only a bullet would have stopped
that knife from entering Swede’s
back. But Rand knew perfectly well
what weight his plea of self-defense
would have in a Soviet court. If it
ever got to a court.

“So damn stupid,” he muttered.
“Mixing into something which has
nothing to do with us. Killing and
getting killed maybe—and without
the faintest idea what the hell it's
all about.”

He shrugged. Too late to retreat
now. A rifleman out there in the
darkness, alert, waiting for some be-
traying sign from him. To wveer
away from the protecting darkness
of the wall meant swift death.

A minute dragged. Another. Then

SIBERIA 13

another orange A
flash. Rand gent- [

ly squeezed the
trigger. There
came a high-
pitched, scream-
ing curse of a
man mortally

Vera

wounded. For a

second it linger-

ed, suspended in the darkness.
Choked off.

“Got him, kid!” Rand heard

Swede’s voice.

“It isn’t a compliment!” he snap-«
ped back. ‘“Stay where you arel”

His eyes tried to pierce the dark-
ness. Black silence. He sensed,
rather than saw movement—darker
shadows among the shadows. Too
vague for accurate shooting, though.
And Rand had no desire for further
killing. He waited, crouching for-
ward. Nothing else to do.

A woman’s voice came suddenly
from the darkness—Ilow, tense.

“Don’t shoot. They're gone.
going to strike a match.”

“Very well,” Rand replied in Rus-
sian. He added, under his breath, to
Swede, “Start creeping forward, big
boy. May be a trap.”

I'm

HE black blotch on the snow that

was Swede moved slowly, like a
huge snake. Rand followed, shoulder
scraping the wall, automatic ready.
Foot by foot, they advanced. Then—
a scraping sound, and the tiny flare
of a match. Rand jerked away from
the wall. Again the woman’s voice,
a bit frightened
now. i g’

“Don’t shoot!
Please!”

She was on her
knees, one hand
holding the
match, the other
supporting the
head of a man;
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no one else, so far as Rand could
see, within twenty feet at least. He
heard movement at his left—Swede
getting up.

“Stick to the wall!” he said sharply.
“A shadow there. Step out in the
middle of the alley—and you'll be a
swell target.”

A low, relieved laugh from the
woman. A touch of hysteria in it.

“You are English?” She spoke in
English.

“Americans,” said Rand.

“Thank God!” she whispered fer-
vently, lapsing back into Russian.

The match went out. Complete
darkness again.
“Say,” Swede complained, “I'm

gettin’ tired o’ this. Looks like to
me those birds are gone.”

“They are gone!” the woman said,
speaking almost perfect English.
“But,” she added bitterly, “they’ll be
back.”

“One moment,” Rand said coldly.
“These men I had in mind wouldn’t
have left so conveniently. Those
boys don’t quit easily. Something
damn funny here; and I am suspi-
cious of things I don’t understand.”

“But,” the woman insisted, “they
have gone.”

“HOW do you know?” Rand snap-
ped. “You can’t see through the
dark. Who were they, anyway?”

“Don’t ask me now—please! It'’s
a long story, and time may be pre-
cious. My father is hurt. Will you
help me carry him up to our room.
You've done so much; won't you do
a little more?”

There was a pause.

“Well,” Swede said truculently,
“what you hesitatin’ about?”

“Don’t be a sap all your life!”
Rand replied impatiently. “We may
be in one hell of a jam right now.
We ought to scram out of here—and
pronto! Before we get in any
deeper.”

“But there’s no harm helpin’ the
woman.”

Rand shook his head. “I don’t like
it. It's very nice to be a gentleman
—sure; but a Russian prison doesn’t
appeal to me right now, and a wooden
kimono even less, Come on; let’s
get out of here.”

The woman said abruptly, “Yes, 1
think you’d better. I'm sufficiently
grateful to you as it is. I suppose
I'll manage somehow. He isn’t very
heavy, and it's only one flight of
stairs.”

“I'm goin’ to help her carry her
old man up,” Swede growled. “If you
ain’'t got the guts to come along, I'll
meet you at Tominoff’s.”

Rand laughed shortly. “You're
reacting exactly as the lady figured
a big boob like you would. When it
gets through your thick Skull that
you owe me an apology, I'll take it.
All" right, pick him up. Tl trail
along with this automatic here.”

“The door is behind me,” the
woman said quietly. “The stairs are
at the left.”

Swede stood still.

“Well?” Rand snapped.

“I'm thinking,” said Swede. “It
comes hard. I'm generally wrong
when it comes to using my head. If
you still wanna scram—well, I'm
ready.” -

Rand grinned in the darkness.
“Ever read ‘Service,’ big boy? He
made a crack: ‘A promise made is a
debt unpaid’ You may as well go
through with it now. I'm kind of
beginning to get curious as to what
this is all about. Go on—pick the
old guy up!”

CHAPTER 1I
Black Silence

HE woman led the way up
the narrow, ill-smelling stairs.
Swede followed, easily carry-

ing the unconscious man in his big
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A shallow gash ran across the right side of his forehead

arms. Rand brought up the rear,
half-crouching, automatic ready,
every sense alert. A trap, maybe,
cleverly arranged by the woman; but
he meant to make every shot in his
automatic count before he went down
beneath some murderous knife or
bullet.

The silence—the dead, black silence
of the house—was oppressive, sinis-
ter. Either no one lived there, or
bitter experience had taught the oc-
cupants to mind their own business.
Rand found himself wishing he had
adopted a similar philosophy. One
lived longer thus—and kept out of
trouble.

“A turn here,” the woman said
softly. “Be very careful please.”

A metallic sound—evidently she
was fumbling with her keys, then
the squeaking of rusty hinges as she
opened the door.

“Better let me go in first, kid,”
Rand said quickly.

Swede  stepped aside. Rand
brushed by him:~ His left hand
reached out, caught the woman’s
shoulder.

“We'll go in together, if you don't
mind,” he said coolly.

“You don’t trust me?”

“No!” Rand replied bluntly.

His hand on her shoulder, they
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entered the room. With an abrupt
gesture, Rand jerked his left arm
over, then around her body. He
swung her close to him, moved to
the left. He felt his back touch the
wall. Her body tensed, but she of-
fered no resistance.

“Okay, Swede. Now do just what
1 say. Lay the guy down first.”

“These precautionary measures
aren’t necessary,” said the woman, a
tinge of contempt in her voice.

“Maybe not,” Rand agreed. “But
I'm alive today because I seldom
forget them. You put him down,
Swede?”

I(Yeah.O'

“Close the door.
standing near it.”

You ought to be

"SHORT pause, then the squeak-

. ing of the hinges again.

“Okay, Larry.”

“Put your back to it.”

“Right.”

Rand raised the automatic.

‘““All right, strike a match!”

Another pause. Swede’s big body
abruptly leaped into relief as he
struck a match. He raised it over
his head. Rand's eyes searched the
room. A glance was sufficient. A
small, bare room. A bed along one
wall, a washstand in the corner, an
old bureau, with a smashed glass, to
the right of it. Nothing else.

“Satisfied?” asked the woman.

“Yes,” said Rand.

He released her. Swede lighted
another match. She ran across the
room to the bureau. An oil lamp
stood on its scarred top. She lighted
it quickly, turned down the wick, re-
placed the glass chimney. Grace in
her movements; quick efficiency.

Rand suddenly found himself won-
dering what she looked like. Hith-
erto, while she was a threat, a pos-
sible danger, he hadn’t given her per-
sonality a thought.

She turned away from the bureau,

holding the lamp in her right hand.
Rand caught his breath. He forgot
Swede. Forgot the man on the floor.
The fight a few minutes ago. Him-
self. Forgot everything except the
flaming beauty of the girl facing
him,

She held the lamp at the level of
her shoulder, the yellow light accen-
tuating her face as a cameo. An ex-
quisite cameo. A dark, proud face.
Beauty there—and yet more. Char-
acter, breeding. The rough peasant
clothes she wore failed as a disguise.
She was an aristocrat. Born so—and
would ever remain so.

She spoke to Swede.

“Will you please put him on the
bed?”

It broke the spell. Rand frowned,
annoyed at his absorption. Women
had left him two souvenirs: gray
hair on the temples and a memory.
He intended it to remain—a memory.

“Well,” he said sharply, “you heard:
what she asked you to do.”

The blond giant shook his head.
He picked up the unconscious man,,
carried him to the bed. His eyes
never left the girl’s face.

“Hell,” Rand said to himseclf, half-
grinning, “this is getting serious.”

He strolled to the bed. A glance
convinced him that on one point at
least the girl spake the truth. The
old man on the bed was her father.
No doubt about it. The same fea-
tures, the same proud expression. A
handsome old man, though priva-
tions and suffering had left their
marks on his face.

SHALLOW gash ran across the
right side of his forehead. Blood
still trickled at the lower end. The
girl, returning from the washstand
with a wet cloth, bathed the wound.
Almost immediately the old man
showed signs of returning conscious-
1Tess..
“Won't be long now,” said Rand
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“And if he isn’t hurt anywhere else,
you've got nothing to worry about.”
The girl smiled bitterly.
“Nothing to worry about, eh?”
“Implying,” said Rand—*“what?”
She did not have time to answer.
Swede, standing ten feet away, sud-
denly threw himself in a flying
tackle. His shoulder hit Rand on
the hip. Two hundred pounds of
bone and muscle behind it. Rand
crashed into the girl. Both slid a
dozen feet across the room.

PERFECTLY-TIMED, beauti-

fully-executed muscular reac-
tion. A tenth of a second, perhaps—
but it was sufficient. A man outside
the window had jerked the trigger of
the revolver a tenth of a second too
late. A mad splintering of glass. A
slapping sound as the.bullet buried
itself in the plaster wall—in the pre-
cise spot against which Rand’s body
had been.

The man on the ladder outside the
window cursed hoarsely. With a
single vicious blow of the revolver’s
barrel he smashed the remainder of
the glass.

Rand saw that bearded, animal face
turn in his direction. Slanted, pig-
gish little eyes, venomous with
hatred, glittering with blood lust.
The barrel of the revolver swinging
around. Swiftly, surely. Another
fraction of a second, and it would be
spitting swift death.

Desperately, Rand reached for his
automatic, back in his shoulder hol-
ster, beneath the sheepskin.

“Won’t make it,” he said to him-
self. “Can’t!”

The barrel of the revolver swung
around. The target only fifteen feet
away. Rand’s hand now on the butt
of the automatic. He rolled over
convulsively, half-sick with the con-
viction he couldn’t make it. The
other would get in one shot at
least.
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The shot came. Crack! Something
hot—like the burning tip of a ciga-
rette—touched Rand’s left ear. And
then the automatic in his hand roared
its message of death. The man out-
side the window threw up his arms.
For a moment he seemed suspended
in midair, mouth open, twisted to
one side. His body toppled backward.
A scream, choked off abruptly.

Rand leaped to his feet. He ran
to the window. Below, a black
blotch on the snow. Arms and legs
sprawling out. Like a big black
spider. As he watched, other figures
materialized from the darkness.

Rand’s thin lips twisted grimly.
He ignored the hot blood trickling
down the left side of his neck. The
automatic made a short arc. Cen-
tered. Then spurted flame. One of
the figures below twisted around like
a mad dervish. The others scurried
away like rats. Two blotches on the
snow now. Two big black spiders,

“Damn ’em!” Rand said under his
breath.

E leaned further out of the win-

dow. He thought he saw move-
ment in a doorway at the very
mouth of the alley. Savagely he
aimed at the center of the door. He
did not have an opportunity to
squeeze the trigger. Steel fingers
gripped his shoulders, swinging him
around and away from the window.
Swede’s bronzed face towered over
him,

“Let me go!” Rand said coldly.
“Damn you, will you let me go?”

The giant shook his head.

“Easy, kid! I know you, when
you get started that way. You don’t
scare me.”

The devil was on Rand’s thin, dark
face. He said slowly, dropping the
words out of the corner of his
mouth: “For the last time, palooka—
let go!”

Swede picked him up, shook him
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like a terrier might shake a rat. He
kept it up. The girl watched him,
wide-eyed. He lowered him.

“Thanks,” said Rand. “I'm all right
now.” The killer’s look had gone
out of his eyes.

“TTANGIN' out the window the

way you was,” Swede said apol-
ogetically, “you coulda been popped
off like that.” He snapped his fin-
gers. “Besides, I thought you oughta
go easy on the few shells left in that
gat o’ yours. They might come in
handy gettin’ outa here. For once,
I kinda used my head. Brother,” he
added, grinning, “you’re the most
cold-bloodedly cautious guy I ever
seen, but when you go haywire—"
He shook his head.

Rand touched the side of his neck.
His fingers came away moist, sticky.
The girl approached him, holding a
white cloth. She gestured for him
to lower his head. Rand obeyed in-
differently.

The emotional reaction had left
him weak, cold. He was glad it
didn’t happen often—that snap in his
brain when he turned killer: cold-
blooded, merciless killer. Some day,
he knew, it would cost him his life.
For the chances he took during
those moments were suicidal.

The girl bandaged his head. As he
straightened, he caught fear in her

eyes. Fear of himself. It annoyed
him.
“I am all right now,” he said

sharply. “How is your father?”

The girl’'s eyes widened. She
whirled to the bed. The old man,
forgotten during the murderous in-
terruption, was sitting up, his back
against the head of the bed. He was
smoking a long Russian cigarette,
and seemed extraordinarily cool and
composed.

He gestured carelessly with the
cigarette.

“I am also quite normal—thank

you.” Like the girl, he spoke perfect
English. “That was excellent shoot~
ing my friend.”

Rand grinned. The old man’s cool-
ness was genuine; Rand liked him
instantly.

“Had to be—accurate. The gentle-
man lost because his wasn’t—by per-
haps a quarter of an inch.”

“I appreciate that. I assume that
you're also the gentleman who did
that magnificent shooting in the al-
ley. I lost consciousness a few sec-
onds after you directed a bullet
through Petrov’s filthy carcass. It
saved the situation—temporarily, at
least—for myself and my daughter,
I am very grateful to you.”

Rand waved his hand.

“One of those mad impulses,” he
said coolly.

The old man flipped the ash off
his cigarette.

“Exceedingly mad, if I may say so.
I shall explain by introducing my-
self first. I am Feodor Vladimir
Pavlov, Grand Duke, related by
blood to the house of Romanoff.
This is my daughter Vera. As my
execution has already been coms-
manded, your speaking to me now
will alone probably earn for you in-
definite lodging in our palatial Rus-
sian prisons.”

“Interesting,” Rand murmured.

“UITE,” said the old man. “That,
however, should be the least of
your worries. The Government
doesn’t know my whereabouts. Oth-
ers, who have nothing to do with the
Government but who are, neverthe-
less, equally interested in my per-
son, do know. I am referring to the
rats in the alley—Gurin and his gang
of cutthroats.” |
“And who, pray,” said Rand, “is
Mr. Gurin?”
“A crook—of international promi-
nence. Being a clever devil, and
realizing that further public dis-
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turbance would probably bring the
police, resulting in my arrest and
ruination of his plans, he retreated.
It wasn’t, I assure you, cowardice.”

“I am afraid,” sighed Rand, “I
still don’t understand.”

The old man nodded. “You shall
—presently. First, I wish to acquaint
you with the identity of the animal
in the window. He is—was Kiok,
brother of Agur. Agur is the chief-
tain of Kalmuck bandits who rove
the plains a hundred miles north of
here.”

“The significance of which is—
what?”

“That your lives,” said the old
mobleman, “aren’t worth a kopeck.
Agur will avenge the death of his
brother. Sooner or later, you'll be
kidnaped, tortured and, eventually,
butchered.

“And I know precisely what I am
saying. Messengers probably going
to the chieftain this very moment.
I am not a fatalist, but—my reason
tells me to bow to the inevitable.
Your life—the lives of everyone of
us aren’t worth a kopeck.”

“How tremendously interesting!”
Rand murmured.

CHAPTER III

Kalmuck Revenge

ILENCE for a while. Bitter

cold seeped through the smash-

ed window. The oil lamp be-
gan to splutter, running out of kero-
sene. Rand lighted a cigarette, puffed
on it thoughtfully. The old man
might have spoken the truth. But
he could not see the story as a
whole. Fragments here and there,
weaving a fantastic pattern.

An internationally-known crook—
Kalmuck bandits.—The old nobleman
and his beautiful daughter. What
were they doing in Northeastern
Siberia, anyway?—Kalmuck revenge.

“You will be kidnaped, tortured and,
eventually, butchered.” Damn dra-
matic, but—

“Hooey,” Rand said to himself.

On a sudden impulse, he strolled
to the window. Looked down. He
turned away with a frown. The two
bodies were gone! It spoke of oth-
ers—many others.

Swede’s eyes met his. Questioning.
Rand could not answer his questions.
He turned to the old man.

“What are your plans?”

“I have none.”

“Quitting?”

“Yes.”

“And your daughter?”

“I know. But what can I do?” He
sat up straighter. “Gurin is working
hand-in-hand with the Kalmuck
chieftain. Every exit from the town
is watched—that I know. Should I
venture out openly to seek outside
help, someone will recognize me. It
means—execution.” He leaned for-
ward., “Gentlemen, I'll make you a
proposition.”

He paused. Rand said nothing.

“ E’RE all in the same boat now,

as you Americans would say.
You too have got to get out of
Siberia now. None of us probably
will—but you, at least, are in a posi-
tion to make an effort. I am stopped
—on every side. Would you help
us?”

“You said—a proposition,” Rand
drawled. There was hard suspicion
in his eyes.

“Yes. The mouth of the Ob
River, where it forms its Delta into
the Gulf of Ob is only three hun-
dred miles north from here. A Rus-
sian whaler, captain of which is an
old friend of mine, is awaiting us
there now. Get us to it, and it's
liberty—life for all of us; and fifty
thousand dollars apiece for you.
That’s my proposition.”

“You mean,” Swede cut in, in-
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credulously, “you have all that
money with you?”

“No. I should have explained. Two
months ago, I realized I had to get
out of Russia. My family has been
for centuries one of the wealthiest
in all Europe. I gathered our valu-
ables—family hcirlooms, mostly, and
rather priceless paintings, the total
easily amounting to several millions
of dollars—placed them in a trunk
and buried it near my country

estate.

“rPNHE servant who had helped me

fell into the hands of Gurin.
Under torture, he revealed the
secret, but died before he had a

chance to describe the precise spot
where the treasure was buried.
That’s what Gurin wants; I shall die
before he gets it.”

“I am beginning to understand,
said Rand.

The old man smiled bitterly. “My
original plans were excellent. I'd
made arrangements with the captain
of the whaler. Ordinarily, I wouldn't
have many difficulties reaching the
Coast. Terrible privations probably,
but I'd make it.

“The whaler would bring me to
some European port, I'd get in touch
with some men I can trust in Russia,
tell them the burial place of the
treasure, and they’d smuggle it out
of Russia to me. But—Gurin caught
up with me here. You've seen what
happened.”

The girl spoke abruptly. “You'll
help us? Oh, I know you will. We
need you.”

“Vera!” the old man said sharply.

“But we do!” she cried.

Swede touched Rand's arm.

“What do you say, kid?”

Rand rubbed the stubble of beard
on his chin. He looked at the girl.
He thought of the two bodies in the
alley—removed. The old man might
have framed the Kalmuck vengeance

”"

story—as well as the treasure yarn
—in order to get help, but Rand
doubted it. He knew men.

“It looks to me, Swede,” he said
quietly, “we just have no other
choice. We've got ourselves into a
jam—and this seems to be the only
way out.” He turned to the old
man. “All right, we'll see what we
can do.”

“My daughter and I thank you,
gentlemen,” the old man said with
quiet dignity.

“Save it until we get you out,”
Rand said curtly. “We’ll leave you
now. For an hour, maybe. Don’t be-
lieve that gang would be back so
quickly. Anyway, it’s a chance you'll
have to take. Got a gun here?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Use it. Come on, Swede.”

“Brother,” Swede murmured as
they descended the narrow stairs,
“you sure don't believe in wastin’
time."

“We've got to work fast, if we're
to get out of this damn country
alive.”

“She’s a swell looking
Swede put in irrelevantly.

“That’'s not why I'm doing it,”
Rand snapped.

“No?”

“You go to hell!” said Rand.

jane,”

CHAPTER IV

Somolov

AND slid out of the door into
the alley. He hugged the
wall, moving along it, At his

right, a swishing sound. Swede, mak-
ing the same progress. No other
sound, except the howling of the
wind in the chimneys above. Dark-
ness, silence.

If spies watched their movements,
they were well concealed and knew
their business. Rand strained his
eyes, fingers gripping tightly the
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automatic. No sign, no sound of life.
They were alone in the alley, ap-
parently.

Gradually, they worked their way
to the mouth of it. Out on the street
now. Rand relaxed. Replaced his
automatic. The Kalmucks — Rand
feared them now more than their
Russian leader—seemed to favor the
knife. In the middle of the street,
comparatively light, back-stabbing
was difficult.

£e HERE to now, kid?” asked
Swede, catching up to him.

“Somolov. Let's find out if that
plane arrived. If it did, we'll load
on the old man and the girl, throw
the damn mail out and bee-hive for
the coast. It’ll be a cinch.”

“Yeah, but what if the plane
didn’t come? They’ve been promisin’
it to us for the last three weeks.”

Rand shrugged. “Then we'll have
to hang around until it does. No
other choice. Though I'll admit
we’ll be running a sweet chance of
getting our skins perforated.”

“Which same don’t appeal to me.”

“You wouldn’t kid me, would
you?” Rand murmured.

Two men crossed the street ahead
of them. Rand slipped his hand be-
neath the sheepskin, fingers caress-
ing the butt of the automatic. The

men disappeared in one of the
houses. Rand relaxed. Swede
grinned. “Jumpy, eh?”

“Cautious,” Rand replied shortly.

They paused before one of the bet-
ter houses. Somolov’s home. Yellow
light filtered through the curtained
windows. The President of Work-
ers Council of Kurlov was evidently
at home.

Swede banged his fist against the
massive door. Again. Footsteps with-
in. Clanging sound of bolts drawn
aside. The door swung open. An old
woman looked out, one yellow hand
at her throat clutching the folds of

an old Russian army overcoat. She
stared at them with the dull apathy
of a Russian peasant.

“Somolov,” Swede growled. “We
want to see Somolov. Tavarisch
Somolov.”

Still no sign of comprehension on
the old woman’s face. But she
stepped aside. Swede swaggered in,
Rand behind him. Anton Somolov
sat writing behind a huge desk. He
did not look up.

Swede scraped his feet, coughed.
The fat Russian continued writing.
Swede clenched his fist, then re-
laxed. Nothing left to do but wait
—until the Russian deigned to rec-
ognize them.

Rand wasn’t watching the commis-
sar. Three soldiers sat on a bench
along the right wall. One held a
short carbine across his lap. The
other two were armed with revolvers.
The flaps of their holsters were
pinned back.

A significant detail in itself—as
well as their presence. Reason for
it. The Russian had expected them
to drop in that evening. Rand
didn’t like it. He tried to remember
how many shots he had left in his
automatic.

OMOLOV lowered his pen with

an important flourish, looked up.

“Ah, my American friends! I am
glad you have come. I have news.”

“Good!” said Rand. “You've got
the plane?”

The Russian shook his head. “It
is with much sorrow and regret that
I must inform you of the message
which I have received from the
Executive Council at Tomsk. The
plans for air mail have been changed.
The War Department at Moscow is
unable to spare the necessary air-
planes.”

“Is this final?”

“Unfortunately—yes.”

“Well, I'll be damned!” Rand ex-
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ploded. “We come six thousand
miles upon the invitation of your
Government. We're supposed to risk
our necks flying air mail across
Siberia for you birds—for a thou-
sand a month. Your War Depart-
ment suddenly changes its mind.
What the hell are we supposed to
do now? How're we to get back?”

“You may take up the finances for
your return transportation with the
Executive Council at Tomsk.”

“But, damn it,” Swede cut in sav-
agely, “Tomsk is eight hundred miles
from here.”

The Russian smiled. “Americans
—they are noted for their ingenuity.
I repeat—I am sorry; the matter is
now out of my hands.”

“Oh, yeah?” Swede said grimly.

With two tigerish strides, he ap-
proached the desk, towered over the
Russian.

“So it's outa your hands, eh? Why,
you—"

“Look behind you, Swede,” Rand
interrupted quietly.

The three soldiers were on their
feet. The carbine covered Swede.
The revolver in the hand of another.
The third had the ugly sncut of a
German Luger trained on Rand. And
the expression on the faces of each
unmistakable. They were merely
awaiting a command from Somolov.

The Russian stood up. He pointed
to the door.

“Get out!”

“May as well, big boy,” said Rand.
“We haven’t got a chance.”

S the door slammed behind them,
they heard the Russians laugh.
“The little fat pig!” Swede panted.
“I shoulda pasted him one anyway.”
“Yeah, and get a slug through you
just about a second later. It wasn’t
worth it. After all he was probably
just acting under orders.”
They walked on a while, the soft
snow crunching beneath their feet.

“Well,” said Swede, “this kinda
gums up your plans. What now?”

Rand shook his head. “Trust to
luck, I guess. Big boy, now we are
in a jam!”

Swede grinned. “It ain’t the first
time. How about Tominoff’'s joint.
A drink generally helps.”

“Lead the way, Sunshine,”
Rand.

said

CHAPTER V
Fighting Giants

OMINOFF'S traktir was

low, long, dark, and satu-

rated with the indescribable
odor of wunwashed bodies, cheap
tobacco and alcoholic fumes of raw
vodka. From a side table in the rear,
Rand gave the orders to the fat pro-
prietor. Tominoff waddled away.

“Another fat pig,” Swede com-
mented disgustedly. “I feel like
punchin’ him in the nose—just for
the hell of it. Come to think of it,
I'm in a kinda nose-punchin’ mood.”

“Yeah?” Rand grinned. “Well, lay
off! Save those big mitts of yours
until there’ll be need for ’em. And
I can promise you that.”

He looked around. Men in various
stages of drunkenness sat, leaned or
slept at the dirty tables. Peasants,
a sprinkling of soldiers. Here and
there, a better dressed man — who
might be anything.

At the two tables across the room
from them, a number of Kalmucks.
Broad, squat, powerful-looking little
men. Dressed in roughly-sewn furs
from their moccasins to the wolf
caps. Brown, bearded faces, flat-
nosed, a Mongolian slant to the eyes.
Tough little devils.

They paid no attention to Rand.
Or else were mighty good actors.
The white man at the table at their
immediate left did. A burly, red-
headed man, with the fleshy face of
a brute, long, gorilla-like arms, pow-
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erful torso. He caught Rand’s eye,
stared. Then stood up jerkily.

Rand kicked Swede under
table.

“Here’s where your mitts go to
work,” he said out of the corner of
his mouth. “Got a hunch who this
gent is. And he’s got a mean look
in his eyes.”

Swede grinned happily.

The red-headed Russian reached
their table. Towered over it—a
great bulk of a man. A brutish twist
to the side of his mouth, cold menace
in his eyes.

“I believe,” he said slowly, in Eng-
lish, “I've — er — encountered you
gentlemen before.”

“Possible,” Rand murmured.

“An hour ago, perhaps?”

“Perhaps.”

“In,” the Russian added softly, “a
certain alley?”

Rand lowered his glass. His eyes
interlocked with the Russian’s.

“Yes—Mr. Gurin.”

Silence for a moment—hot, tense.

“Meddlers,” said the Russian,
“generally get in trouble. Serious
trouble, sometimes. Trouble which
might cost them their necks.”

the

AND sensed the Russian’s body
tensing. Saw the Kalmucks,
across the room rise. A dozen of
them maybe. Anticipation already in
their eyes. Hands already reaching
for their knives. Savages about to
be in on a kill. A pack of wolves
closing in on its prey.
Rand smiled at the Russian.
“A warning?” he asked gently.
“A prediction,” said the Russian.
Rand lunged to the right. Gurin
was a fraction of a second too late.
He'd thrown his body against the
table, hoping to pin Rand to the
wall. The table crashed over. Rand
tried to straighten. Slipped. He fell
in the arms of a drunken peasant at
a meighboring table.

The man awoke with a frightened
grunt. He sat up—and sighed sud-
denly.

Something resembling a big black
wasp appeared square in the center
of his forehead. A bullet—intended
for Rand.

HE peasant collapsed, sliding

sideways out of the chair. Rand
rolled over desperately, but the sec-
ond shot did not come. Swede had
gone into action. Head down, hard
fists hammering. A magnificent fight-
ing machine. _

A smashing uppercut sent Gurin
staggering backward. Swede lived
because the Russian dropped the re-
volver. No time to pick it up, for
Swede was upon him. A right, a
left, a right again. Another man
would have gone down; the Russian
merely shook his head. He came
weaving in, gorilla-like arms out-
stretched, fingers hooked talon-wise.

The two giants had the floor. The
Kalmucks stood back, their eyes
glittering. Rand got up, crouched
against the wall. A touch of the
trigger of his automatic—and Gurin
would have gone down with a bul-
let through his heart. But that
which held the Kalinucks from leap-
ing with the long knives kept Rand
from firing.

The thrill of contest. Who was
the better man? The blond, broad-
shouldered giant or the great Rus-
sian bear? Again and again Swede’s
big fists found the Russian’s face,
his body. Blows which could be
heard clear across the room. Bone
striking bone. Again and again, they
snapped the Russian’s head back.
Sent him staggering backward, an
animal-like rumble in his throat.

Swede fighting coolly, scientifical-
ly, a contemptuous smile on his lips.
Making each blow count. Wearing
the Russian down. Playing with him.
Gurin's face becoming a bloody hor-
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ror. And still, in the dead silence,
he came boring in.

Swede—as everyone else in that
room — knew Gurin’s object. The
Russian was a wrestler. Once he got
his gorilla arms around Swede, the
blond giant—big as he was—would
die with a broken back. But Swede
demonstrated another science—new
to that savage audience. The science
of boxing.

His big body was a melody of
grace as he leaped in and out. On
the balls of his feet, half-crouching—
and big fists ever punishing. Cut-
ting the skin, bruising the flesh;
gradually forcing the inevitable.

T came abruptly. Crack! A long

right-cross, two hundred pounds
of bone and muscle behind it. It
landed behind and below Gurin’s
ear. The Russian’s head snapped
sideways. For a moment, his big
body tottered—like a tree undercut
by a woodsman’s ax. His knees stiff,
he fell flat on his face.

And then hell broke loose. A sav-
age yell from the Kalmucks. Long
knives glittering. Wild faces, fur-
ther distorted with bloodlust. Fur-
clad bodies leaping forward. Kill,
kill, kill!

No time to think. To plan action.
The little brown men were upon
Rand. The first died with a bullet
through his skull.

A sidestep, as the ten-inch blade
in the hand of the second sought
Rand’s throat. The man wielding the
knife crumpled. Blood clung to the
butt of Rand’s automatic. The force
with which he had brought the gun
down on the Kalmuck's skull almost
sprained his shoulder.

He leaped forward to meet the
third man. Swung out with the
heavy butt. Missed. The Kalmuck
came up. A flash of steel. The
razor-like edge made - clean slit in
Rard’s sheepskin, His left hand

flashed out, caught the other’s knife
wrist. Swiftly, he jerked up the gun.
And then the Kalmuck's free hand
caught his wrist.

So they stood there, panting, glar-
ing at each other; cold gray eyes,
slanted black eyes.

Swede’s voice rose above the bed-
lam.

“All right, you rats! Come 'n’ get
it!”

Rand risked a glance over his
shoulder. The giant had swung up
a heavy wooden table. He whirled
it over his head, and then in a great
circle at the level of his waist. In
his hands, it was a terrible weapon.
Men went down screaming. Broken
bones. Smashed skulls.

“The crazy palooka!” burst from
Rand’s lips.

Swede had cleared a circle. But
he wasn’'t content with that, He
leaped forward. Another step. Still
another. And over the table swing-
ing, smashing everything in its path,
The Kalmucks scattered like rats.

ND then Rand’s mind jerked to
the man before him. For he
felt the knife wrist slipping out of
his fingers. QOil on the Kalmuck’s
body. As he tried to wrench the
automatic loose. Realizing he could
not hold on much longer to the slip-
pery wrist, the Kalmuck brought up
his knee. Jabbed it just below Rand’s
belt—a vicious, experienced blow. A
red glare danced before Rand’s eyes.
He suddenly realized that his left
hand no longer held the knife wrist.
And then saw the knife. Saw those
ten inches of steel going up and
back—the backward swing of the
pendulum which would end in his
death. Triumph in the slanted black
eyes. The look of an animal about
to kill.
Another Kalmuck at his left. An-
other knife, plunging forward. But
not at himself. For a moment, Rand
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thought he went mad. For the sec-
ond Kalmuck had buried the knife in
the heart of his tribesman.

It wasn’t an accident. Done de-
liberately. The Kalmuck flashed his
white teeth. Rand looked down
stupidly at the man at his feet.
When he looked up again, the Kal-
muck who had averted the death
blow had disappeared.

Swede loomed up before him, still
clinging to the gory table.

“Come on!” he panted. “Follow
me!”

AND’S head cleared. He fol-

lowed Swede, automatic ready
to flame death. It wasn’t necessary.
No one tried to stop them. In thirty
seconds, they were outside. Out in
the clean, cold air.

“Well,” Swede said exultantly, “I
call that a scrap!”

“It isn't over yet,” Rand snapped
back, jerking around with the auto-
matic.

The Kalmuck running toward them
waved his arms wildly. Rand low-
ered the automatic.

“That’s right!” said Swede. “Save
him for Mrs. O’Hara’s son.”

“Lay off!” Rand replied. “That
hombre saved my life two minutes
ago. Though,” he added with a
frown, “I'll be damned if I can figure
out why.”

The man approached them, the
palms of his hands raised in midair.

“Friend,” he said in the odd Rus-
sian used by the Kalmucks.

Rand nodded. “Of that,” he re-
plied in Russian, “I have had proof.”

He saw now that the Kalmuck was
an old man, though he still retained
the vigor of youth.

“I am Kusslo. You are my friend.”

“Good,” said Rand. ‘““But why am
I your friend?”

“You have killed Kiok,” the Kal-
muck said simply. “Kiok killed my
son. You are my friend.”
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“That’s three times you're his
friend, Larry,” grinned Swede, whe
understood enough Russian to fol-
low the conversation.

“At one time,” the Kalmuck con-
tinued with quiet dignity, “I was
chief of the tribe. I go to the great
war. When I come back, my people
do not welcome me. Agur and his
brother Kiok poison the minds of my
people. Into the back of my first
born Kiok stabbed with his knife.
Ay, into the back. For my son was
a great warrior. You have avenged
him. Kusslo is grateful.”

Rand looked thoughtfully at the
old man. His mind raced. The
Kalmuck spoke the truth. No doubt
about it. Hence he could be trusted.
But would he do it? Would he risk
his neck—out of gratitude?

“You have paid your debt of grati-
tude, Kusslo,” Rand said gravely.
“But will you do even more?”

“Speak,” said the Kalmuck.

“I desire a sled and ponies.
these can you provide?”

“Ay, that I can,” Kusslo replied
promptly.

“I desire a driver who knows the
country, for I wish to reach the
waters which never freeze.” Rand
pointed north,

“It is Agur’s country—and you
have killed his brother,” the old man
said significantly.

“That it is,” said Rand. “And Agur
may seek to stop us. And even so,
Agur may die.”

The old Kalmuck’s eyes glittered.

“Then again I shall be chief, and
my son after me, and the son of my
son.”

Rand nodded.

Of

“T SHALL do it!” the Kalmuck

said slowly. “Yes, I shall do it.
My son will help me. My years are
many; if die I must, it is good. to
die so. When do you wish the sled
and ponies?”
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“We have no time to lose,” said
Rand. .
“And that we shall not. You will

come with me?”
“Yes,” said Rand. He turned to

Swede. “Get our trunk, kid. Haul it
up to the girl’'s room. It's only a
little ways, and they won’t take any
action until Gurin comes to, at least.
Which won’'t be for a while yet.
Break out a couple boxes of these
45 slugs, and put our Winchester
together. Come on, brother; mave!
We'll give those hombres a run for
their money.”

CHAPTER VI

Snow Trail

IKE still white death were
the Siberian steppes, locked
in the grip of winter. Smooth

white surface, so far as the eyes
could see. Snow, ice. And God-for-
saken loneliness equalled only by the
Great Barrens of Northern Canada.

The Kalmuck, Pavlov and his
daughter rode in the square sled.
The Kalmuck stood upright, almost
constantly cracking the twenty-foot
whip. The old man and the girl sat
in the bottom of the sled, wrapped in
furs. Swede, Rand and a ycunger
Kalmuck followed, running easily on
wide-webbed Kalmuck snowshoes.

Far to the south, gray Arctic dawn
was breaking. Already six hours on
the trail, yet none of the running
men showed fatigue. Swede O’Hara’s
body did not know the meaning of
the word; Rand’s slim body was as
tough as old hickory, and he’d spent
years on Northern trails; the Kal-
muck had been doing it all his life.
And the three shaggy little Siberian
ponies had the endurance of the gray
wolf.

No one spoke. The great silence
discouraged it—and breath was pre-
tious. One by one, miles slipped by.

Occasionally, Rand would glance

over his shoulder. No doubt in his
mind that Gurin and the Kalmucks
were on their trail—a trail on the
soft snow that a child might have
followed.

No attempt had been made to stop
them when leaving the town, but
slanted eyes had watched them go.
Fur-clad figures running to report
even before they'd gone out of
sight—

On the trail, running men can out-
distance horses. Constantly able to
take advantage of short cuts. Oc-
casional snow-covered dunes, too
steep for the ponies to drag the
sled over, yet, which the Kalmucks
could easily cross. Thus ever gain-
ing, closing in.

And the shaggy little ponies,
though tireless, had to plough through
snow fully a foot deep in places be-
fore their hoofs reached the under-
crust.

Only a matter *of time. Then it
would be a running fight—clear to
the coast. Facing odds of perhaps
ten to one. Bandits to whom fight-
ing was second nature. Fierce little
devils who could not be bluffed,
who’'d fight until their last breath.
Clear to the coast—if they ever
reached it—

AND shrugged. Within the next
few hours, hell would break
loose. They might be lucky—

More hours dragged by. The run-
ners of the sled sang on the snow.
The sled creaked. Bullet-like re-
ports of the twenty-foot whip in the
old Kalmuck’s hands. The ponies
snorting, waving their bushy tails,
tossing their manes. The snow
scrunching softly beneath the snow-
shoes. And the great silence hem-
ming them in. A silence one could
hear. When the sun was high in the
sky, marking the half-passage of the
short Arctic day, Kusslo stopped the
ponies.
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“We rest,” he said to Rand. “We
eat. The trail is long.”

Rand nodded. He approached the
Kalmuck again as he squatted over
the tiny fire.

“You are sure you know the place
he spoke of?” He pointed to Pavlov,
tramping about on the snow, stretch-
ing his cramped limbs.

Kusslo smiled. “When boy, I
speared the walrus there. Ay, my
friend, I know it well.”

“Good,” said Rand.

E walked away. He was rest-

less, uneasy. Glancing back over
their trail, the white emptiness failed
to reassure him. Swede’s big body
loomed up alongside of him.

“What’s the matter, kid?”

“Nothing,” Rand said shortly. “But
I've got a hunch. In fact—"

He gripped Swede’s arm, pointed.
The wise old Kalmucl. had stopped
the sled at the top of a long incline.
From there they had visibility of
several miles. Far away, almost on
the horizon, tiny black specks now
dotted the white. The pursuit was
drawing near.

“Won’t be long now,” Rand said
grimly.

Swede tried the bolt of his Win-
chester.

“Oh, what the hell!” he grinned.
“It'll break the monotony, anyway.
I'm kinda gettin’ bored.”

Rand gestured to the Kalmuck.
He pointed down the trail.

“Yes,” the old man said simply.
“Pretty soon, they catch us.”

Rand stroked thoughtfully the
stubble of beard on his chin. He
looked up the trail, to his left. The
incline continued upward for per-
haps another mile, then the land lev-
eled sharply. The black specks,
when he looked down the trail again,
were already larger. The Kalmucks
were making good time,

Rand jerked his thumb to the sled.
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“All right, Kusslo,” he said sharp-
ly, “we make trail again.”

The Kalmuck nodded, ran to the
sled. Two minutes later, his whip
cracked savagely. The ponies threw
themselves against the traces. Smow
flew beneath their sharp little hooves
as the runners clung to the snow.
The frozen runners jerked loose.
With a lurch, the sled was off.

Fifteen minutes—and they were
over the crest of the incline. Two
hundred yards further, Rand ordered
a halt.

“Come here, palookal” he shouted
to Swede. He motioned the Kal-
muck and Pavlov also to join them.
Then he spoke in slow, simple Rus-
sian that Swede could understand.
“You”—he poked his finger in the
Kalmuck’s chest—‘"‘go ahead with the
sled. And make much speed. You,”
he looked at the Russian—‘can you
use a rifle?”

Pavlov nodded.

“Good,” said Rand. “You stay
behind. And you two.” He ges-
tured to Swede and the younger

Kalmuck. “That's four rifles. Now
when they come over the crest—"

The old Kalmuck grinned. Re-
spect in his eyes when he regarded
Rand. Without another word, he got
up and ran to the sled.

The younger Kalmuck caressed the
stock of his Russian army rifle, his
black eyes glittering.

“I think,” Swede said, slowly, “I'm
goin’ to have lots o' fun.”

PAVLOV walked quietly to the
two rifles the Kalmuck had
thrown out on the snow before he
drove away, picked up one, worked
the bolt. Rand, watching him, said
to himself,

“The old boy's all right. Plenty
of guts—and he’s used a rifle before.”

He raised his voice. “All right,
gang. Break out the ammunition.
Fifteen clips a piece. I want plenty



28 THRILLING ADVENTURES

of lead spilled—and spilled in one
hell of a hurry!”

Again minutes dragged. They
waited, spread out in a line. Each
man on his knees, a small pile of
cartridges ahead of him. Rifles ready,
faces set, grim. When the Kalmucks
appeared over the crest, death would
go on a rampage.

Rand turned to the younger Kal-
muck, kneeling at his right.

“How many warriors think you are
coming?”

The Kalmuck clenched and un-
clenched his hands five times.

“Fifty?"

“Yes.”

AND shook his head. He dis-
carded his original hope—that

enough' Kalmucks might die when
they came over the crest to cripple
their force. Inducing the others,
perhaps, to give up pursuit. Es-
pecially if their two leaders—Gurin
and Agur—were among those killed.

But fifty men cannot be anni-
hilated by five—no matter how
clever the ambush. Ten, maybe, fif-
teen, twenty. Still enough left to
carry on.

The younger
softly.

“They come.”

Rand listened. Heard nothing. His
ears weren’t as acute as the native’s.
He gestured to the other men. Four
rifle butts jerked to four shoulders.

“Not,” he cautioned, ‘“until I give
command to fire.”

Now other sounds disturbed the

Kalmuck hissed

silence. Scrunching of snow beneath
many feet. A guttural voice. A
laugh. And then the first line ap-

peared over the crest. A dozen men,
crouching forward, running swiftly
on their snowshoes.

Amazingly, several seconds went
by before the four kneeling men
were noticed. Now a second line
had come over the crest. One of the

Kalmucks yelled shrilly,
around to unsling his rifle.

“Let ’em have it!” Rand shouted.

The four rifles cracked as one.
Again. Still again. Twelve shots in
three seconds—and at least eight
men writhed on the snow. Murderous
shooting. They kept it up. Firing
quickly, yet with cold deliberation.
Making every shot count.

The twin line of Kalmucks dis-
solved—as if struck by a tornado.
Screaming men clawed the snow.
Others stumbled over them—and
died. The Kalmucks did not have a
chance.

Nothing could withstand that
steady, deliberate stream of lead.

The remaining handful alive made
a dash for the crest—to run into the
third line of Kalmucks, pressing for-
ward, excited by the shooting. A
mad confusion reigned. And ever the
four worked the bolts and triggers
of the hot rifles. And men contin-
ued to fall screaming, clawing the
snow.

Rand saw Gurin’s bulky figure in
the second line. He was the last man
on the right, tugging violently at the
revolver on his hip. Rand swung the
rifle around. With savage delibera-
tion, he lingered, the Russian’s
broad chest clear in the sights. Then
gently squeezed the trigger.

jerking

E cursed under his breath. A
Kalmuck, racing madly for
safety back over the crest, lurched
against the Russian. It cost him his

life. Again Rand worked the bolt,
pressed the trigger—the Russian’s
chest in the sights. A click—the

hammer striking an empty shell.
Feverishly, Rand slipped a new
clip in the magazine. Snapped back
the plate. Worked the bolt. And
jerked the rifle to his shoulder. Too
late. The Russian had retreated be-
yond the safety of the crest—taking
the last dozen feet in a magnificent
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dive. The remaining Kalmucks fol-
lowed his example.

“Like the old days in France, eh?”
Rand heard Swede’s voice.

“I'll say!”

At least a score of men lay dead
or dying on the snow. Several of
the wounded tried to crawl to safety.
A single shot rang out. Another. A
third. Kusslo’s son finishing the
wounded. Fierce exultation on the
Kalmuck’s face. A savage complet-
ing the kill.

Rand opened his mouth to stop
him. Then shrugged. Too late. Be-
sides, the wounded would have
frozen to death anyway. The others
would not pause to take care of
them. Only death stops a savage on
the blood trail.

He stood up.

“Let’s go. A few minutes before
they organize and rush us. Then it'l]
be with ready rifles. Which might
mean another story. Come on!”

They ran after the sled. Every
hundred yards, another man paused,
keeping the rest covered against a
rifleman crawling over the crest.
None came, however. Not the Kal-
muck style. Sneaking up on their
victim in the dead of the night, then
a long knife, burying into the
enemy’s throat, was more their way
of fighting.

INUTE after minute they ran

on the wide snowshoes, Rand in
the lead, the others trailing single
file. On both sides, the parallel ruts
of the sled.

Rand knew that in addition to re-
ducing the enemy’s forces one half,
they accomplished much more.
Slowed up the pursuit. Taught the
Kalmucks respect for the deadly ef-
ficiency of their rifles. They'd in-
vestigate now every possible place
for ambush before venturing reck-
lessly across it. A loss of time.

They soon sighted the sled. The

OF SIBERIA 29

old Kalmuck driving obeyed orders.
He waved his whip triumphantly in
reply to the shrill whoop from his
son, but did not slow up. The girl,
standing upright too, waved some-
thing white.

“Sayin’ hello to me,” said Swede,
running alongside of Rand.

He flourished his rifle. The girl
waved again, unmistakably in reply
to his gesture. Swede smiled happily.

“Didn’t I tell you?”

Rand frowned. The blond giant
was a child. Rand had knocked
around the world with him eight
years. They were as close as only
men could be who had time and
again faced death together, who had
saved each other’s lives. Rand did
not want to see him hurt. There was
a look in Swede's eyes as he waved
again to the girl he did not like—

CHAPTER VII
"The Blizzard

HE old Kalmuck stopped
the sled. Rand ran toward
him.

“It is a bad place to make camp,”
he said angrily.

“I do not stop to make camp,”
said Kusslo. “Look!”

Rand followed his outstretched
hand. The old man was pointing
Northeast. Rand was puzzled for a
moment. Then he understood. He
hadn't noticed the black clouds.
'Way off on the horizon, they hung
like a black pall. And even as he
looked, Rand could see the black
curtain spreading: ugly, sinister.

“Storm?” he asked quickly.

“Ay. Great wind pretty soon, and
much snow.”

“Good!” said Rand.
our tracks.”

The old man shook his head.

“When the great wind come and
the snow, men must find shelter., Or

“It will cover
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they die. Their faces turn black and
they do not feel their fingers and
the fingers of their feet, and soon
they want to lie down on the snow
and sleep. They never awaken.”

“Isn’t that sweet?” Rand mur-
mured in English. He said, “Know
you of shelter here?”

“The hunters make kanus in the
summer—huts where a man may
crawl in when the great wind comes.
If we find one, we live. If none we
see—" The Kalmuck shrugged.

He picked up the reins. The
twenty-foot whip cracked. Again
the sled lurched, creaked—and the
runners sang on the snow. The trail
But now an impending bliz-

again.
zard to face.

“Lady luck,” Rand murmured
whimsically, “smile. Boy, how we
need you!”

The air began to rustle. Softly at
first, then with an ever-increasing
velocity. The Arctic wind, giving
warning of the frozen hell to fol-
low. The old man now lashed the
ponies—skillful flicks of the long
whip. The younger Kalmuck con-
stantly veered oif, now to the right,
now to the left, like a bloodhound
anxious to pick up a scent. Some-
times he would disappear for min-
utes at a stretch.

HE wind brought a new sound.

A  sound incredibly lonely—a
sound which made Rand's spine
tingle. The howling of the wolves,
greeting the coming of the storm.
The enormous gray Siberian wolves.
They were now entering their terri-
tory—the tundra stretches, the home
of the reindeer.

The black pall spread. The sky
adjoining it became murky gray.
Swiftly, it grew darker. Still darker.
And ever the wind increased in
velocity.

Until it soon shrieked across the
plains like a lost soul in torment.

Until progress against it became a
bitter fight.

It had scooped up tiny particles
of ice in its mad dash across the
snows; they lashed the skin like
thousands of tiny needles, adhered
to eyelashes, blinded.

“Ain’t this fun?” Swede panted to
Rand.

Rand smiled grimly.

Abruptly, came the snow, driven
by the terrific wind. The world be-
came a swirl of white madness. In
five minutes, Rand knew, they would
not be able to see ten feet ahead of
them. In an hour, they would be
frozen corpses. For the temperature
had been dropping steadily, merci-
lessly.

The younger Kalmuck appeared
suddenly out of a snow flurry. He
waved his arms excitedly, then leap-
ed to the center pony. Pulling its
head down and to the left, he swung
the sled off the trail. Fifty yards.
Fifty more. He paused.

They were before a dome-like
structure, low, squat, resembling a
hillock of snow. Kusslo jumped out
of the sled, and together they dug in
the snow—fifteen fect or so away
from the hillock. They lifted a
square mat of woven branches. The
old Kalmuck motioned to the black
opening. His gesture unmistakable.
It was the entrance to the dome-like
structure—the entrance to a Kal-
muck kanu.

HERE seemed disappointment In
the savage shriek of the wind.
Quickly, Kusslo threw the har-
nesses off the ponies. They Ilay
down immediately, their tails to the
wind. Again the old man pointed to

the black opening.

Rand climbed in first. It was a
six-foot well, at one side of which a
narrow passage went off at right
angles. He wriggled into it crawled
forward on knees and elbows, Black
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darkness, but Rand guessed the con-
struction of the kanu. The other end
of the tunnel should lead into the
hut itself.

It did. Rand crawled until he
reached a step. He crossed it, raised
his hand overhead. He found he
could stand now. Hearing someone
else crawling through the passage, he
tore off his mittens and struck a
match. It revealed Vera's lovely
face, emerging from the black hole.
It was gray with fright.

She scrambled to her feet. Threw
her arms about Rand, forcing him to
drop the match.

“It was a—a cold thing,” she
half-sobbed. “I could see its eyes.
It crawled.”

Her arms tightened about his neck.
Rand felt her soft body against his.
Inhaled the perfume of her hair. He
crushed her in his arms.

OMEONE else, striking a match.
Swede O’Hara, looking at them,
his eyes blue flame.
“First chance you got, eh?” he
said softly.
Rand released the girl. He re-
turned coldly the blond giant’s

glare.
“Grow up, you big sap! You're not
a kid—the girl was frightened.

Jealous, eh?”

Swede leaped forward. His big
hands closed on Rand’s throat.

“Well?” Rand said coolly. “Going
to strangle me?”

He could have reached for his
automatic. He didn’t. Just stood
there, waiting, bitterly wondering
whether those fingers would squeeze.
He was sick at heart. Buddies for
eight years—

Swede stepped back.

“What’s the matter?” Rand asked
bitterly. “Didn’t have the guts?”

The giant struck a match again,
now touching the flame to the tip of
a cigarette. His bronzed face was

set, coldly expressionless. He did
not answer.

The others now crawled through
the opening—Pavlov, the two Kal-
mucks. The latter dragged in sacks
of food and the rifles. Kusslo re-
turned to close the surface opening.

Holed in now. For a day, three
days, a week. Perhaps even longer.
Depended upon how long the bliz-
zard would rage. Suicide to venture
out while it lasted.

Black darkness in the hut. Cold,
yet a livable temperature. They
made themselves comfortable on the
earthen floor. No one spoke. Now
they were conscious of fatigue. Could
feel now the strain of those weary
hours on the trail.

Rand sat with his back to the wall,
listening to the wind howling out-
side. It fitted in with his mood—
cold, savage. He could not forget
the expression in Swede's eyes. A
woman had wrecked his life cnce.
And now a woman had smashed a
friendship of eight years’ standing.
Rand no longer cared whether he
reached the whaler. Did not matter
now. Nothing mattered any more.

His head dropped on his chest.
Like slow poison, fatigue claimed
his body. The howling of the wind
became fainter, more distant. Rand
slept.

He awakened several hours later,
called out the old Kalmuck’'s name,
and asked for the water canteen to
be thrown over to him. H% drank,
smoked a cigarette, then went to
sleep again. The wind still howled.

HEN he awakened again, he felt
fresh, rested. He lighted an-
other cigarette, and heard the girl’s
voice.
“Can you spare one, please?”
“Yes,” he replied.
He could hear her crawling to-
ward him. He gave her a cigarette,
lighted it. She curled up alongside
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of him. Rand wondered what Swede
was thinking.

“I don’t give a damn!” he said to
himself, savagely.

CHAPTER VIII
Mocking Laughter

T was on the third day—so far
as Rand could judge—that the
wind ceased howling.

“Think you, Kusslo,” he said to
the Kalmuck, “it is safe now to make
trail?”

“I do not know,” replied the old
man. “But my son shall be our eyes.
Urlop! Make a circle, as big across
as a man can run in three hours. Per-
haps Agur and his warriors perished
in the great wind. Then you bring
me his head, and it shall hang in our
lodge.”

The younger man replied a gut-
tural assent. Rand heard him work
his way through the passage, his
trailing rifle bumping the walls.

“Will not the snow weigh the
cover so that a man could not raise
it?” he asked curiously.

“No, my friend. The wind is too
great. It sweeps the snow. Never
does it become deeper than the
width of ten fingers.”

Rand frowned. He'd imagined that
the blizzard would bring snowfall of
several feet deep, thus almost to-
tally obliterating the huts. To get
out, he thought they’d have to pierce
the roof. But the width of ten fin-
gers —six inches, perhaps — would
still leave the huts in full sight. If
the blizzard had already quieted sufh-
ciently to permit the Kalmucks to
take the trail, they could not help
stumbling across them.

“And it's a cinch they’ll take a
look-see if we're in one of ’em,” he
said to himself. ‘“Hell, we'll be
caught like rats in a trap! Won't
even have a chance to put up a

scrap.” The seed, once planted, took
root, flourished. With each passing
minute, Rand’s nervousness.increased.
His jaw set grimly, he stared in the
darkness. Death held no terror for
him, but to be caught, helpless, in a
black hole—

“Damn it,” he said aloud abruptly,
“the ponies!”

“What about the ponies?” Pavlov’s
voice questioned in the darkness.

“Nothing,” Rand said shortly.

No use frightening the girl. Be-
sides, the younger Kalmuck may re-
turn any moment now, with the
happy news that the coast was clear.
That it was safe to venture out.
Nevertheless, Rand could not stifle
the thought of those ponies. On
their feet probably now, sharp little
hooves digging the snow for the
green moss underneath. Their brown
hides, against the white background,
visible for miles literally. The Kal-
mucks had good eyes.

“Five minutes more ” Rand said to
himself, “then I'm getting out of
here. I want a run for my money.”

A sudden pounding on the side of
the kanu. Rand leaped to his feet,
his hand darting to the butt of his
automatic. ‘“What is that, Kusslo?”

“Urlop opening the wall door,” the
Kalmuck replied calmly. “Better
so to get out. The storm is no
more.”

LINE of light now streaked hori.

zontally across the side of the
hut. Two more vertical lines. A
two-foot square section, already cut
out, was slowly being pushed into
the interior of the hut. More and
more light, harsh to the eyes used
now to darkness. The section thud-
ded to the floor. A square opening,
like a rough window, through which

they could see falling snow.
“Urlop!” the old Kalmuck called

sharply. No answer. No one at the
opening. A sinister silence.
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“Urlop!” the old man repeated, his
right hand reaching for the rifle
against the wall.

Still silence.  Then — laughter!
Guttural laughter, swiftly increasing
in volume as more and morec men
joined in. Mocking, savage laugh-
ter. The Kalmucks gloating over the
capture.

Swede moved to the opening, rifle
at his shoulder.

“Stand back!” Rand snapped.
“You'll only get your fool head
blown off.”

Swede hesitated, stepped aside.

SHARP command. The laughter
ceased. Gurin’s mocking voice.

“I think,” he said, speaking in Eng-
lish, “we have reached the end of
the trail—eh, Your Highness? Or,
perhaps you still disagree?”

“My dead body is all that you
shall have for your troubles,” Pav-
lov replied quietly, picking up his
rifle. “That what you seck you shall
not get.”

“You value your gold more than
the life of your daughter?”

Pavlov glanced at the girl. She
shook her head.
“You heard my answer,” he said

shortly. “I've nothing more to say.”

A short pause. Then Gurin's voice
again, coldly menacing.

“You’re a stubborn devil, old man;
I give you a last chance to recon-
sider. If you’re putting up a bluff,
let me remind you that the five of
you haven’t a chance. I command
to fire through the walls of the kanu.
Thirty rifles. It wouldn't take
long.”

“You have heard my answer, Gur-
in!” the old man repeated.

Silence for a moment. A muffled
command. Then a terrific volley.
Thirty fingers touching the triggers
of thirty rifles. Mad splintering of
wood, flying earth. Six feet above
the level of the earthen floor, light
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streamed through dozens of jaggeds
edged holes ripped through by the
heavy slugs.

“That,” said Gurin, “will give you
an idea. For the last time—recons
sider! Tell me where the treasure
is buried—your word is sufficient—
and you shall be set free. At liberty
to go where you please. You and
Vera. She is too beautiful to die
beneath Kalmuck rifles!” he added
dramatically.

“What about the others?”

“This is out of my hands. The
two Americans have killed Kiok—
and many more. Their lives belong
to the Kalmucks. They will be tor-
tured, and I shall contribute to that
of the big one. The two renegades
from the tribe shall, too, feel the
bite of hot iron. Why should their
fate concern you?”

Pavlov looked around the hut. His
eyes passed from face to face. They
lingered on his daughter’s. She shook
her head.

“No, damn you!” he shouted sav-
agely.

Gurin cursed. “Very well;
given you your choice.”

“Down!” Rand whispered. “Quick!”

He dropped to the earthen floor,
the others following his example. As
he lay there, Rand was conscious of
the futility of it. Sooner or later,
the hungry bullets would find their
targets.

They waited—awaited the hail of
decath.

I've

ECONDS dragged. Without—si-

lence! Heavy silence, tense, sin-
ister.
“Well,” Rand thought fiercely,

“what the hell are they waiting for?”
Now he heard a murmur of voices.
Gurin's guttural laugh. His voice,
audible now to those within the
kanu.
“Well spoken, Agur. Bullets do
kill quickly, and lack the thrill of
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slow torture.” He raised his voice.

“Pavlov!”

“Yes?”

“Agur has just made a suggestion
—splendid suggestion,” Gurin drawl-
ed, speaking in English now. “Your
food is in the sled. Time isn't
pressing. I'm curious whether the
sight of lovely Vera dying of star-
vation may change your mind.” He
laughed again.

Rand understood the Russian’s mo-
tive. Pavlov's death in itself was
little compensation for his troubles;
above all, he wanted the location of
the treasure. He now hoped that the
suffering of the girl might induce
the stubborn old man to give in.

HE Kalmucks had another mo-

tive. The bodies of those in the
kanu, riddled with bullets, did not
interest them. The same bodies,
lashed to the torture stakes, did.

A cruel bunch of devils, they
would delight in squatting on their
haunches, watching the kanu. Know-
ing that those in it were slowly dy-
ing of starvation. Knowing that
sooner or later their bodies would
be too weak to offer resistance—too
weak to lift the deadly rifles. Then

—capture! Live bodies to feel the
bite of hot iron. The savage has pa-
tience. “Hell!” said Rand. “Like
rats in a trap.”

A mad fury possessed him. He

snatched his rifle, crept to the open-
ing. A sudden thought arrested him.
Sanity crept back into his eyes. Hope.
He remembered Urlop, the old Kal-
muck’s son. Gurin had said, “The
five of you.” Didn't know, then, the
younger Kalmuck was not in the hut.
Still snowing. It had covered his
tracks. The young Kalmuck was out
there somewhere. Free! Gurin and
his gang could not possibly expect
outside help for those within the
hut. Hence would be off their guard.
Urlop had courage and brains.

“Our gaid

slowly.

last chance!” Rand
“Our only chancel”

CHAPTER IX

Tense Moments

D ARKNESS slowly claimed
the day—the long Arctic
night, jealous of the few
hours of light. Rand stood to the
right of the opening, hugging the
wall. Outside, he knew, a guard
squatted on his haunches, rifle across
his lap.

Rand had heard Agur’s instruction
to the guard. They were curt,
grimly eloquent. Shoot first—inves-
tigate afterward. Shoot at the first
suspicious move. His own life would
pay for the escape of the captives.

“Under torture!” Gurin had added.

Cautiously, Rand looked out. The
guard jerked up his rifle. Cold
warning in the slanted eyes. Rand

withdrew his head. He might have
shot the guard. A snap shot with
the automatic. But they had noth-
ing to gain from the death of one
man. The next would simply be more
cautious. A sense of failure, of de-
feat now gnawed at Rand’s heart.
Hours now since their capture.
Weary hours, waiting, hoping. And
still no sign of the younger Kalmuck.

The young tribesman may be in
the neighborhood somewhere, wait-
ing. Waiting with the patience of
a savage for an opportunity to creep
into the camp. A logical explanation.
But equally logical was Rand’s grow-
ing conviction that the Kalmuck had
turned back when he saw the cap-
ture of the others. Turned back to
save his own skin.

Swift Arctic twilight passed, leav-
ing blackness. Several hours yet be-
fore the sky would blaze with the
glory of the Arctic night. A pro-
longed, dismal howl somewhere in
the distance. The gray wolf greet-
ing the night.
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The sound grew louder, louder,
raising the dog-hair on Rand’s back.
The leaders calling the pack to-
gether. If luck was with them, by
morning they would taste the life-
blood of some stray reindeer.

In the complete darkness within
the hut Rand found he could peer
out of the opening now without be-
ing seen by the guard.

At the left, the Kalmucks slept
around the huge fire built from one
of the kanus.

HE howling of the wolves did not

disturb them. They lay there,
dark patches on the white expanse of
the night. Half-buried in the snow,
which still fell gently. Like the
shaggy little ponies. And as com-
fortable.

Rand’s mind drifted. He won-
dered where the Kalmucks had
found shelter during the blizzard.
Would Kusslo’s son come? What
will be Pavlov’s final answer?

He thought of the girl, and cursed
under his breath. Poor kid! Born
the daughter of the Grand Duke
Feodor, with everything the world
had to offer at her feet. Only to find
death on lonely Siberian steppes.
Snow, ice. Bileakness. Poor kid!

His body tensed. He thought he
saw a shadow, behind the guard. A
black figure, coming around the side
of the kanu. It was Urlop, long
knife in his right hand. He paused
over the squatting guard. Rand saw
the knife in Urlop’s hand swoop
downward. In—in to the hilt in the
Kalmuck’s throat. A sighing sound
—so soft that Rand, who expected it,
barely heard it. The guard slumped
forward.

Urlop grinned, showing his white
teeth. He motioned Rand to come
out.

Rand crawled out. Stood on the
snow now, caressing his rifle. A
fierce exultation possessed him. Go
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down fighting—that’s the way a man
ought to die.

“And still,” he said to himself,
“while there’s life there’s hope. Still
a chance—"

The others now stood behind him
—Swede, Pavlov, the two Kalmucks,
the girl. Faces grimly determined,
resolute. Rand sensed their accep-
tance of his leadership. They were
awaiting his commands.

The Kalmucks around the fire
slept on their rifles. Peaceful enough
now. But let one awaken. A cry
of alarm, a shot—and hell would
break loose!

Rand’s eyes failed to see Gurin or
the chieftain. They probably slept
in one of the kanus. Kusslo nudged
him.

“We go with our knives, my son
and I,” the old man whispered. ‘“We
kill with the silence of the wolf.”

Rand frowned, shook his head.
Thirty men cannot be knifed, one af-
ter another, without at least one giv-
ing the alarm before he died. And
savages awake like animals, alert, in-
stantly in full possession of the
senses.

AND'S brain raced. Attack the

Kalmucks now, while they slept?
Kill as many as they could—and
then make a run for it? He decided
against it. The odds were too great.
For open fighting anyway. An am-
bush, perhaps, later on. Further
north, where the country became
rough, rocky. They’'d have more of
a chance.

“Think you, Kusslo,” he whispered
to the Kalmuck, “you can get the
ponies up without awakening the
men around the fire?”

“Yes,” the Kalmuck replied prompt-
ly. “They will recognize their mas-
ter.”

“You are sure?” Rand insisted.

“Ay, that I am!”

Rand’s hands gripped tighter the
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rifle. “Let’s go!” he hissed to the
others. He strapped on his snowshoes,
padded softly out of the kanu, step-
ping over the guard’s dead body.
The others followed, their wide-
webbed Kalmuck snowshoes making
no sound on the soft snow.

Rand led to the left, skirting the
ring around the fire as widely as he
dared without wasting precious time.
They paused at the sled, half-
buried in the snow. Swede lowered
his rifle. Bent down. His big hands
gripped the cross bar between the
two runners. He pulled upward.
Again. The frozen runners came
loose.

AND whirled to the fire, rifle butt

at his shoulder, his heart pound-
ing. There had been some noise. But
the men around the fire, their bodies
weary from the long hours on the
trail, slept.

Now Kusslo and his son moved to-
ward the dark patches on the snow
which marked the ponies. They bent
over them, their hands stroking the
shaggy hides. The ponies stirred,
stood up. Quietly permitted them-
selves to be led. Sweat poured
down Rand’s face.

He didn’t think the trick could
be done.

He motioned Swede to pick up the
loose traces. Pavlov helped in the
rear. Foot by foot, they slowly
moved the sled. Further and fur-
ther away from the fire. Twenty
feet, fifty feet, fifty yards. They
paused.

The two Kalmucks leading the
ponies joined them.

They worked quickly, efficiently.
In sixty seconds the ponies were
hitched to the sled, ready to take
the trail.

Kusslo threw back and over the
hide covering the sled. Leaned
over, fumbling with something at the
bottom of the sled. Rand waved

his hand Time was
precious.

The Kalmuck grinned. He straight-
ened, holding a large leather water
bottle. He grinned again, turned—
and Rand almost cried out. The old
man was padding softly toward the
ring of men around the fire.

Rand cursed, softly but with a ter-
rible intensity. What was the old
fool up to? They hadn’t a moment
to waste—and to take that frightful
risk! He moved after him, then
stopped. Impossible to head him off
now without awakening the devils
around the fire.

Now a dozen feet from the sleep-
ing men, the Kalmuck stopped. Rand
saw him pick up a long wooden pole,
used in the construction of the
kanus. XKusslo lashed the bottle to
the forked end of the pole. He ap-
proached closer the circle of men.
Swung the pole around and over
them. Then, moving very slowly, he
proceeded to spill a few drops of the
liquid in the bottle upon the snow-
shoes of every fifth man or so as he
went around the circle.

Took time to complecte that circle
—and Rand, in his mind, a dozen
times strangled the old man. “Medi-
cine water” probably in that bottle.
Given the superstitious native by the
local shaman.

“Supposed to lead astray the feet
of the enemy,” Rand guessed, grin-
ning wryly. “Magic water. And
the old fool has enough faith in it
to risk his neck—and everyone else’s.”
He shook his head.

impatiently.

USSLO completed the circle. He
moved toward the kanu where
the others slept. He spilled more of
the liquid beneath the opening. It
made a huge brown stain on the
snow. Rand breathed easier when,
still grinning, the old man returned
to the sled.
“You are very lucky, Kusslo,” he
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whispered fiercely. “You are also an
old fool! Come! Already death has
shown too much patience.”

The grin remained on the old
man’s lips.

“I know what I am doing, my
friend. You will understand later.
And then you will say that Kusslo
is a man of much wisdom.”

“Yes,” Rand repeated bitterly
pointing—“of much wisdom!”

One of the Kalmucks at the fire
sat up. Stared at them now. A
shrill cry of alarm lingered for a
moment in the still air. Ceased as
the bullet in Swede’s rifle found the
Kalmuck’s heart.

“Get going!” Rand yelled savagely,
unconscious that he spoke in Eng-
lish. The twenty-foot whip cracked.
The sled lurched off.

“A man of much wisdom!” Rand
panted, running behind it. “Hell!”

CHAPTER X
The Howling Wolves

USSLO drove the ponies to
K the right. There the land

dipped sharply. They were
over it, running madly down the in-
cline before the Kalmucks had a
chance to open fire.

Constantly the long whip lashed
the backs of the ponies, driving them
at a killing pace that Rand knew
they could not keep up much longer.
The snow was too soft.

And then Rand saw the old Kal-
muck’s object. In a few minutes
they were on the bed of a frozen
creek. The terrific wind had swept
it clean of snow. Hard surface for
the sharp little hooves of the ponies.
Not too slippery—and the shaggy
little animals were as sure-footed as
cats. Here they could easily out-
distance running men.

But Rand noticed something else.
The creek winded like a huge snake.
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Sticking to its bed, they were forced
to travel fully half as much again
as their pursuers, who could easily
cut across every loop. Only a mat-
ter of time. An hour, two, three.
Then they'd be surrounded, forced
to fight it out.

He shrugged. The pace the old
Kalmuck had set up forbade think-
ing. He devoted his attention to the
trail.

A new sound now, too, to occupy
the mind. The howling of the
wolves. Faint, at first, then louder
and louder. And then Rand began
to see the gray forms running swift-
ly through the darkness. Now on
their right, now on their left. Huge,
gaunt gray forms. The Siberian gray
wolf, who with a single slash of his

fangs can rip the throat of a
three-hundred pound reindeer. The
largest, the most vicious of the

breed. Kusslo no longer had to use
the whip on the ponies. The gray
shapes were sufficient impetus for

speed.
A cold hand suddenly gripped
Rand’s heart, squeezed. For the

howling of the wolves abruptly took
a new note. First, at the right—a
volume of sound which seemed to
increase every second. Madness now
in the howling of the wolves. It
spread. Now at the right. Now in
back of them.

“God Almighty!” Rand whispered.
“There are thousands of them!”

S he ran he unslung the rifle. But

the gray shapes on either side
had disappeared. Rand thcught he
had the explanation. A herd of rein-
deer picked up by one of the packs.
The others rushing back to be in on
the kill,

Kusslo abruptly swung the sled
to the right. Off the bed of the
creek, on a tiny clearing, backed by
a huge wall of a granite cliff. He
stopped the trembling ponies, leaped
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out of the sled. He gripped Rand’s
arm. “You shall see,” he shouted.
“You shall see if Kusslo is a man
of wisdom.”

The mad howling came closer and
closer. Berserk madness in it. Not
just howling. The wolves had gone
mad! Rand dropped on one knee,
raised the rifle. Kusslo nudged him.

“No,” he said, shaking his head.
“They shall not harm us.”

“What do you mean?” Rand snap-
ped.

“Wait! You shall see.”

HOTS now mingled with the mad

howling of the wolves. Rapid
fire. Rifles emptied quickly. And
then a grim tableau abruptly un-
folded itself at their left. From
around the bend of the creek a dozen
Kalmucks came running. Running
swiftly. And running still more
swiftly, scores of gray shapes came
hurling around the bend.

The Kalmucks stopped, turned.
They had time for one volley. Then
the wolves were upon them. It was

over in two seconds. Gaunt gray
bodies leaping through the air.
White fangs slashing. A man's

piercing scream. Then a horrible
snarling. A fight for the meat. The
kill was over.

The gray bodies paused motionless
as fresh howling came from the left
somewhere. They joined it, racing
madly through the night.

“Let me see that bottle!” Rand
said suddenly, turning to the old
Kalmuck. Kusslo nodded.

“I think my friend is beginning to
understand.”

He walked to the sled, found the
leather bottle, threw it to Rand.
Rand jerked out the stopper. He
poured a bit of the liquid on the
palm of his hand, smelled it. He
wiped his hand on his trousers and
threw the bottle back to Kusslo.

“Yes,” he said quietly, “I'm be-

ginning to understand. Kusslo is a
man of much wisdom, and deserves
to be chief of his people.”

“In Heaven's name,” cried Pavlov,
“what happened? What was in that
bottle?” Rand smiled.

“An old trick—though I doubt
whether it has ever been used for
this purpose. That bottle contained
alcoholic liquid that has the scent of
a she-wolf mixed with it. Trappers
sprinkle some of that liquid on a rag
and make a trail by dragging it sev-
eral hundred yards. At the end of
the trail, they set a trap. Any wolf
which crosses it will instantly follow
that trail—but no longer cautious.
And invariably he’ll be caught in the
trap.”

“I see,” Pavlov said grimly.

“It isn’t difficult to understand. A
number of the Kalmucks had that
scent on their snowshoes. Taking
constant shortcuts to catch up with
us, they’d left these trails for miles.
Wolves—as most wild beasts—have
an instinctive fear of man; but the
Kalmucks carried with them the
scent of a she-wolf. These wolves
were pretty damn hungry. So—well,
you’ve seen what happened.”

“Which means,” said
“that—"

“That nothing stands now between
you and the coast,” Rand said coldly.
“We'll reach it in two days.”

Pavlov,

AVLOV sat down on the edge of

the sled. He twisted his fingers.

“I am not a religious man, but—
thank God! Liberty—life!”

“Thank Kusslo here,” Rand said
curtly. “All right, let's get started.
May as well get it over with.”

He glanced at Swede. The blond
giant had one arm around the girl.
Her head on his chest. She was cry-
inf. “Come on!” Rand shouted sav-
agely. “Let’s gol”

Again the runners sang on the
snow. One by one, miles slipped by.
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Rand ran behind the sled, his eyes
down on the trail ahead of him.
Looking up occasionally he would
see Swede’s broad back ahead of him.

“Now why,” he asked himself
fiercely, “should I give a damn? The
hell with the big dumb palookal”

They paused twice for food and a
few hours of sleep.

“Not far now,” Kusslo said, grin-
ning triumphantly.

It failed to thrill Rand.

IX hours later, the old Kalmuck

stood up in the sled waving his
long whip. He pointed. Rand, who
had fallen behind, caught up with
the sled. He followed the direction
of the pointing whip.

A long, white incline. The ocean
where it ended. And to the right,
resembling a child’s toy ship, three
masts of a schooner. The trail’s end!

Men came to meet them long be-
fore they reached the schooner. Men
who embraced Pavlov, carried him on
their shoulders. Rand lingered be-
hind and spoke to Kusslo. He shook
his head when the captain invited
him aboard. “A little later—maybe.”

The Russian captain looked at him
curiously, shrugged and returned
to the others, waiting at the dory
drawn up on the icy beach.

Rand motioned to the Kalmuck.
Kusslo cracked his whip. And then
Swede came running, waving his
arms wildly. At a command from

Rand, the Kalmuck stopped the
ponies. Rand waited.
“Well?” he said coldly when

Swede approached him.

The blond giant hesitated.

“I—I just got a kind of a present
from Vera.” He opened his clenched
right hand. “These are black pearls,
perfectly matched, and worth maybe
ten grand.” Rand glanced at the
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treasure on Swede’s broad palm.

“They’re worth a damn sight more
than ten grand,” he said curtly.
“Well, what about them?”

“Half of 'em is yours, ain’t it?”

“Not if it's the little girl’s dowry,”
Rand drawled.

Swede stared at him.

“Dowry? What the hell!”

“Isn’t it?”

“No!” Swede exploded. “It's a
gift, I tell you. From the girl. The
old man will have a hundred grand
credited to our account at the Bank
of France in Paris as soon as his
stuff is smuggled out to him. I gave
him our names.”

“That’s swell,” said Rand.
—TI'll be seeing you!”

Swede clenched his big fists, un-
clenched them slowly.

“I'm goin’ to bawl,” he said. “If
you don’t stop it, I'm goin’ to bawl
like hell. Where you goin’?”

“I made arrangements with Kusslo
to drive me to Turukhansk, on the
Yenisei,” Rand replied coolly. “Then,
I guess, I'll drift into China. A swell
revolution going on there now—and
I know just the boys to approach.”

“Good,” said Swede. “They’ll be
tickled pink to get a couple of air-

"

men.

“Well

AND shrugged. “Maybe. I'll write
you a letter.”

“Will you stop it?” Swede said
fiercely. “You know that when it
comes to usin’ my head, I just ain’t!
Listen, kid! How's chances o’ me
kinda—well, kinda comin’ along?”

Rand smiled happily.

“You're a damn nuisance, you big
palooka, but—I guess so! It’ll be a
few months before we can start
spending those hundred grand. In
the meanwhile—I heard it's a swell
revolution.”

Next Month: THE SULTAN OF HELL, An Exciting Complete Book-
Length Novel of Adventure and Intrigue in Borneo, by
Capt. Kerry McRoberts. Don’t Miss It!
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The WHIRLWIND’S

Swashing Blades and Singing
Lead in an Action-Packed
Tale of the Highways
of Peril

A Complete Novelette
By JOHNSTON McCULLEY

Author of “The Mark of Zorro,” “Alias
the Whirlwind,” etc.
T

Miguel Diaz ordered the na-

tive coachman to stop the
carriage and give the horses a breath-
ing spell. They had traveled at a
swift pace along El Camino Real
from Santa Barbara. Night had fallen
and a big moon was up. Yet,
despite the soft breeze that came
from the distant sea, it was warm
after the hot day.

Don Miguel Diaz listened a mo-
ment. Far behind he heard the
squeaking of the wheels of his car-
reta, the big cart that followed his
carriage and brought his baggage,
and some other things of which the
general world knew nothing.

He listened also for sounds nearer,
which might presage danger. He
strained his eyes to peer into the
drifting shadows to ascertain whether
any shadow held menace. Seeing,
hearing nothing to cause him alarm,
he grunted a little and got out of
the carriage.

“I stretch my legs,” Don Miguel
said. ““A pest on this journey! Yet
it may be worth it in the end, both
in revenge and profit. Ha! A few

miles more, and I am at the inn in
Reina de Los Angeles! A bath, some

THE top of the hill, Don
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Sitting in the saddle was a man

change of clothes, a tankard of wine,
and hot food—ha!”

The native coachman said nothing,
having learned long before that noth-
ing was the thing to say at such
a moment. Don Miguel was ever
ready with whip or toe of boot. At
no time did Don Miguel possess a
mild disposition, and after such a
jeurney as this, in the dust and heat,
with his nerves on edge and his
temper aflame, he was likely to re-
sort to violence,.

Don Miguel was middle-aged, un-
married, and had an unsavory
reputation from San Francisco de
Asis to San Diego de Alcdla, and
even back in his native Spain. Men
endured him because of his blood and
rank, but none gave him a hand in
true friendship.



the edge of a mass of rocks.

Don Miguel started to walk along
these, stamping his feet and swing-

A premonition of danger came to
him.

He jerked up his head and
his right hand dropped toward his
sash, wherein he carried a pistol.
guel made a

the

Deep down in his throat, Don Mi-
sound

expressive of
both astonishment and fright. From
shadows near

rocks had
black cloak and had a mask over his
face.

the
emerged a huge black horse. Sitting
in the saddle was a man who wore a
The moonlight glinted from

the weapon he held.
“I can fire quicker than you,” the

wind!”
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Now,
ing his arms to induce blood circu-
lation after the cramping in the car-
riage.

=2
who wore a black cloak and had a mask over his face

The carriage had been stopped at

masked rider said.

“It were the part
of wisdom for you to rest your fin-
gers on your shoulders.”
tion.

Don Miguel was a man of discre-
Moreover,

he had been
many escapades and not a few tight

in
corners, and could think quickly in
an emergency, and to some purpose.

He knew that the pistol of the other
could explode, and a ball tear into

his body, before he could draw his
own weapon from his sash.

He put up his hands, slowly, and

with racing brain.

touched his shoulders with the tips
of his fingers, meanwhile thinking

“You are a highwayman?”
Miguel asked.

Deon
“I am El Torbellino, The Whirl-
“Indeed?

I am honored by your
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attention, semor. I have heard of
the daring exploits of El Torbellino.
But you are wasting your time and
talents, sedor. If you wish my
horses, or my carriage, or even my
lazy native coachman, take them—
for I am not in a position to pre-
vent. But I travel without jewelry
or funds.”

“ OW, then, do you expect to pay
your way?” The Whiriwind
asked, with some sarcasm.

““As to that, I have a friend in Reina
dec Los Angeles who owes me money.
I am going there now to collect it.
Had you confronted me on my re-
turn journey—"

“There may be no return journey
for you, senor!”

“What is the meaning of such
talk?” A trace of alarm was in Don
Miguel’s voice. He was not without
deadly enemies.

“Can you not understand plain
language, Don Miguel?”

“Ha! You know me?”

“And considerable about you,” The
Whirlwind added. “If you have no
purse upon your person, no doubt it
is cleverly hidden in your carriage.”

“Now that I know you for El Tor-
bellino, there shall be no deception,”
Don Miguel said. “I have a purse in
my sash. If I may drop my hand—"

“Draw out nothing but the purse,
senor,” The Whirlwind warned.

Don Miguel moved carefully. He
got out a small money pouch, and
handed it up, and The Whirlwind
took it with his lcft hand.

“Very good!” The Whirlwind said.
“Now, Don Miguel, we'll go to your
carriage, and you may give me your
heavy purse, which no doubt is hid-
den beneath the cushions.”

“You are el diablo in human form!
Ride after me, then.”

Don Miguel turned to walk back
to the carriage. The Whirlwind
rode at his heels. The native coach-

man squawked once when he saw the
masked rider, then stood silent.

“Make haste! Your cart is ap-
proaching,” The Whirlwind said.

Don Miguel had been counting on
that. He had been listening to the
squeaking of the wheels of the car-
reta. Three men were with the cart,
two natives and a white rascal who
was a good man in a fight.

And suddenly, as he came to a small
patch of shadow, Don Miguel gave a
screech for his men to help, and darted
quickly to one side. His pistol came
from his sash, and there was a quick
shot. A roar, a flash of flame, a cloud
of pungent smoke, the evil whine of
a ball flying through the air!

That was Don Miguel’s trouble—
it flew through the air, missing the
target by inches. The Whirlwind had
jumped his horse aside. He did not
fire in return. Don Miguel expected
it—thought that thc next instant
would be his last. Now he scarcely
knew what to do.

“Your pistol is empty!” The Whirl-
wind said. “Mine is ready for firing.
But the blade is better, senor, with
which to punish you for your at-
tempt.”

S he spoke, The Whirlwind re-

turned his pistol to his belt, and
his blade came rattling out of its
scabbard and flashed in the moon-
light.

Don Miguel gave a screech of rage,
and bellowed to his men again, and
whipped out his own blade. He was
not without skill as a swordsman, yet
The Whirlwind was mounted. And
he scemed able to make his huge black
horse respond to his slightest thought.

Blades clashed and rang, and the
wild laugh of The Whirlwind rang
also, to echo back from the rocks and
cause a din that sounded down the
slope and along the highway—there
to be heard by certain troopers from
the presidio at Reina de Los Angeles.
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“A swordsman—you?”’ The Whirl-
wind howled.

He pressed his foe back against
the rocks, held his black horse
broadside, fenced from the saddle,
bending forward and protecting both
his mount and himself. Large glo-
bules of perspiration glistened on
Don Miguel’s face in the moonlight,
and that face grew taut, for Don Mi-
guel knew this man was but playing
with him.

A sudden sweep, another raucous
laugh—and the sword of Don Miguel
was torn from his hand and went sail-
ing away to clatter against the rocks.
Don Miguel reeled back, weaponless,
helpless.

“And now, senor—"” The Whirl-
wind said.

A pistol exploded not far away, and
a bullet sang past The Whirlwind’s
head. Through the shadows, three
men rushed upon him.

II

HE carreta had come up, and
those with it had heard Don
Miguel's cry and the din

of combat upon the heels of the shot.
The natives, armed with bludgeons,
rushed forward because the white
renegade with them flogged them to
it. It was this white man who fired
and almost struck The Whirlwind
with the bullet.

The coachman was out of the fight-
ing, both because he wished so to be
and also because the restive horses
demanded his full attention. The
other three came on. The Whirlwind
bellowed at them, wheeled his horse
and charged down upon them.

His pistol remained in his belt.
He disdained to draw it in this emer-
gency. He was upon the three like a
thunderbolt out of the night. The tip
of his blade pierced a man's shoulder,
and he screeched and turned to run
away. His black horse bumped the

second native and sent him sprawling,
half-conscious, in the deep dust of
the highway. The white man had
tossed his useless pistol aside, and
now held a heavy curved blade.

“Road robber!” he thundered, and
rushed to the atfack.

Once, this man had been of a band
of pirates, and he doubted that any
alive had more courage than he, or
more ability in rough fighting. He
thought well of himself in combat,
and believed all rules of fair fight
were trash. Now he swung his heavy
blade, not in an effort to wound The
Whirlwind, but to maim the horse he
rode.

But The Whirlwind sensed the
move. He parried the blow. His rage
became terrible because of what the
other had intended.

“Scum!” he cried.

The blades clashed again, and the
heavy sword was almost torn from the
grasp of the man on the ground. His
arm was numbed. For an instant he
was helpless. In that instant, The
Whirlwind ran him through the right
shoulder and drew back his blade red.

“Be glad it was not your heart!”
The Whirlwind said.

Don Miguel, in the shadows at the
base of the rocks, was striving to re-
load his pistol. Now The Whirlwind
was upon him, making him drop the
weapon. Don Miguel made a dash to
get his blade on the ground, but The
Whirlwind was before him again, and
prevented that.

“To your carriage, senor!” The
Whirlwind ordered. “I wish your
heavy purse!”

HE two natives who had been with

the carreta had deserted. Ahead
on the highway they had dashed, and
no doubt would not return until called
by Don Miguel, if he ever called. The
coachman stood at the head of the
team, cooing them to quiet. The white
renegade was leaning against a rock,
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moaning as he clutched his wounded
shoulder.

Don Miguel went to the carriage
and found a purse, which he passed
up to The Whirlwind. Then he spoke,
in tones the coachman could not hear:

“Senor El Torbellino, it is possible
that this meeting may be of profit to
you.”

“That was my thought in bringing
it about,” The Whirlwind said. “How
much profit, I shall not know until I
inspect the contents of your purses.”

“To lift my purse will give you im-
mediate profit in a small measure. But
I have a greater profit in mind, if you
are man enough to do me a service.”

“ HAT is the thing you fear to
do yourself, Don Miguel?”

“Did I say I feared? Perhaps it is
only that I must not appear in the
matter. I am willing to pay—"

“Get to the gist of it!” The Whirl-
wind interrupted.

“In my native Spain, there exists
an ancient feud between my family
and another,” said Don Miguel. “I
have learned that a scion of that other
family lately came to California, after
a quarrel with his father.” ”

“Such things happen,” El Torbel-
lino admitted.

“I go now to Reina de Los Angeles,
to search for this man. I never have
seen him, but there may be a family
resemblance to reveal h=n to me, No
doubt he uses a name not his own.”

“It is usually so,” The Whirlwind
agreed.

“When I find him, I shall grind him
into the dirt. He must be tormented,
goaded, belittled, made a thing for
mockery. His proud spirit must be
humbled so, in time to come, his arro-
gant father in Spain will learn how
his son became as a worm—before he
died.”

“He is to die, then?” The Whirl-
wind asked.

“When I have plunged him to the

depths of degradation, then will I
kill him!”

“Can a hidalgo like Don Miguel
Diaz stain his blade with the blood
of a man who has been plunged to

degradation?”
There was sarcasm in The Whirl-
wind's voice, but Don Miguel

thought best to ignore it.

“It is permissible,” he replied. “No
matter how low the fellow sinks, still
he is of gentle blood.”

“And what do you wish me to do,
Don Miguel?”

“When I have identified my man, I
want you to be the gnat in his eye.
Make a fool of him, use every wile
to make men think he is soft, a cow-
ard, mere good-blooded scum. Make
him a thing for ridicule. We can
arrange details later. There'll be gold
for you, senor, if you can accomplish
this for me.”

“How am I to know when you are
ready for me to do this work?”

“I shall hang my serape from the
window of my room at the inn, with
a knot tied in its middle.”

“If you hang it there, no doubt
I'll see it,” The Whirlwind said. “So
you wish me to be a gnat in this fel-
low's eye?”

“T want him insulted, browbeaten,
attacked but not slain, treated like a
cur—and in such a manner that all
men will know of it.”

“You are an ancient enemy of his
family—that is it?”

“That is it,”” Don Miguel Diaz af-
firmed. None knew it better than The
Whirlwind. For The Whirlwind was
the man Don Miguel meant. And
here he was being employed to be-
come as a gnat in his own eve.

111

“INTO your carriage, and drive

on!” he ordered Don Miguel.

“Whip up your horses! Pick
up your rascally crew as you go
along.”
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“My carreta—"

“Send your natives back for it.
Tell them they have nothing to fear
from me. Begone!”

Don Miguel got into the carriage
and spoke to the coachman, and the
vehicle rolled forward. The Whirl-
wind rode in the opposite direction
until he came to the heavy cart. He
sprang from his horse, looped the
reins over his left arm, and walked
to the carreta. For a time, he was
busy there.

The two natives who had been
with the cart came creeping out of
the shadows.

“Come forward,” The Whirlwind
commanded. ‘‘Drive your cart away.
Pick up the wounded scum beside
the road and carry him with you.
His wound is but a clean cut, and
does not call for so much bellowing
on his part.”

They drove the cart on quickly,
whipping the horses. The Whirl-
wind mounted, and started to wheel
the animal he bestrode—but stopped
abruptly.

The dull thunder of hoofs came to
his ears, hoofs pounding in the deep
dust of the highway. A dozen horses
at least! And there were certain
sounds which indicated armed men.

The Whirlwind did not hesitate
now. He wheeled his mount again,
touched with the spurs, rode like a
madman.

Behind him was a bedlam of cries
as he was seen fleeing through the
moonlight.

LANCING over his shoulder as

he rode, The Whirlwind saw
that same moonlight flashing from
blades. The troopers trom the pre-
sidio at Reina de Los Angeles were
at him.

Sergeant Juan Cassara rode at
their head. In the absence of his su-
perior officer, Sergeant Cassara was
making great efforts to capture The

Whirlwind. The troopers had been
patroling the highway, and had heard
sounds of fighting.

Pistols barked behind The Whirl-
wind as he rode, but no ball came
near. He made an elusive target in
the moonlight, in the cloud of lift-
ing dust. Above the thudding of his
mount’s hoofs, he could hear a sten-
torian bellow as the big sergeant
urged his troopers on.

HE Whirlwind bent over his sad-

dle, and rode, calling upon his
horse for top speed. Around a curve
he went, and quickly left the highway
to enter a deep, dark gulch.

The pursuit thundered past. The
Whirlwind got back into the high-
way immediately. As the troopers
pulled up beyond him, failing to see
him ahead in the moonlight and real-
izing they had been tricked, he dis-
charged his pistol and screeched into
the night. Then he raced in the
opposite direction, where twinkling
lights indicated the little pueblo of
Reina de Los Angeles.

After him the troopers came, but
their mounts could not match the
one he rode. Before he neared the
town, The Whirlwind left the high-
way again. Into an arroyo he rode,
and swiftly along it, until he was in
a position behind some of the build-
ings of the village.

There he stopped the horse, dis-
mounted, stripped off saddle and
bridle and stowed the gear among
some rocks. He slapped the big
black on the rump, and the animal
plunged away through the night.

Now, The Whirlwind stripped off
mask and hat and black cloak, and
hid them in the rocks also. Through
the shadows he went, straight to the
little chapel on the plaza. Saunter-
ing out of the darkness into the
moonlight, he strolled beside the
chapel steps. He stopped a moment,
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bent as though to do something to
a boot. His keen eyes made sure
that nobody was near. Into the chapel
entry he darted. Something thudded
into the poor box.

HEN he went on, toward the inn.

Don Miguel’s carriage was before
it now, but the carreta had not ar-
rived. Natives were hovering about.
Sergeant Cassara thundered across
the plaza with his squad, and stopped
before the inn. Inside the hostelry,
Don Miguel was bellowing details of
the robbery, changing those details
to suit his convenience.

Smiiing, The Whirlwind went to
the rear of the building, stopped an
instant outside the kitchen door. An-
imation fled his face. The man
scemed to change to a lifeless, am-
bitionless clod. Now he was but Pe-
dro Garzo, a stranger who had wan-
dered into the town and had been
given work by Carlos Lazaga, the
landlord.

It was a hard ro6le for him to por-
tray. Only by playing The Whirl-
wind at times could he bring adven-
ture into his life. And this double
life called for great care. None here
to come to his aid if he were cap-
tured.

The disguise, the wild rides, the
clashes with travelers on the road—
these things kept his real spirit alive
and offset the menial labor he per-
formed. And the big black horse he
rode! He was owned by Lazaga,
who had traded for him, and was
so wild none could ride him. But
The Whirlwind had tamed him se-
cretly, had also trained him to do
certain things.

He entered through the kitchen
door, to find Lazaga ard his pretty
daughter, Juanita, alone in the kit-
chen.

“Pedro Garzo! I thought you'd
never return!” the landlord barked.
“We have a rich guest. He demands

the utmost in service. He is Don
Miguel Diaz, a man of prominence
and wecalth. Fill this tankard with
our richest wine. That wineskin in
the corner, dolt] Bestir yourself! Is
laziness your gratitude for me pick-
ing you up and taking you in, giving
you bed and food—"

“Peace, seror!”
begged.

“Did you salt that wild black horse
of mine?”

“I did, seror, and also watched him
for a time.”

“Wasted moments! Nobody could
tame him. He stays in pasture till
I can trade him to some blind fool
who buys a horse from appearance
alone.”

“As you did, senor?”

Pedro Garzo

“No insolence! Bestir yourself!
Take in the wine.”
Pedro Garzo entered the main

room of the inn, carrying the tank-
ard. He apprecached Don Miguel, who
was sprawled on a bench beside a
table. He put the tankard down
before him.

HIS was the moment, Pedro Gar-

zo knew. He looked not unlike his
father, and no doubt Don Miguel
would be swift to note the resem-
blance. Don Miguel looked up at
him, looked sharply. His face paled,
then grew almost purple with sup-
pressed emotion. An instant later,
his countenance cleared, and his eyes
glittered.

“What manner of lout is this?”
Don Miguel cried. “Do you not sa-
lute your betters with bowed head,
and retreat backward from their
presence? Away from me, scum! You
are a stench in the nostrils of a gen-
tleman!”

Pedro Garzo fought to retain con-
trol of himself. His eyes blazed, and
he lowered his head quickly so the
other man could not see.

“I am Don Miguel Diaz, fellow!
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I demand respect
from such scum as you! Away from
me! You smell sour. Perhaps ’tis
swill in your veins for blood.”

“Senor!”

“Ha! You dare dispute it?” Don
Miguel roared. “Insolent! Get you a
cloth, and wipe the dust from my
boots!”

Know you that?

T was the insult supreme. Pedro
Garzo lifted his head, and his

eyes met those of Don Miguel
squarely. Pedro Garzo's face was like
a mask. His voice seemed to drip
venom when he spoke:

“Is the sefior quite sure he wishes
me to clean his boots?”

The threat of sudden death was in
that voice. Pedro Garzo fingered the
hilt of a knife in his sash. Don Mi-
guel hesitated an instant, and then:

“Out of my sight!” he rcared.
“Perhaps you would only soil the
boots more. And do not look at me
in such a threatening manner. I
never saw such insolence before! I'll
take a stick to your back!”

“Does the senor think that would
be wise?”

“What is this? Landlord—Iland-
lord!”
Carlos Lazaga came running.

“What is it, Don Miguel? Has some-
thing displeased you?”

“This servant of yours—this com-
mon scum — dares be insolent to
me! Who is the fellow?”

“A wanderer who passed through
and to whom I gave shelter, Don
Miguel.”

“Keep him out of my sight. Let
me be served by another. That girl
over there—who is she?”

“She is my daughter, Juanita, Don
Miguel.”

“A likely-looking wench. Let her

attend me. Have her bring me meat
at once, and more wine — to my
room.”

“But, Don Miguel—"

“To my room, fellow!” Don Mi-
guel roared. “Let her guide me there
now."”

Don Miguel lurched to his feet,
and the others in the inn shrank
from him. Juanita Lazaga came for-
ward when her father beckoned, and
picked up a pan of tallow dip with
a burning wick in it. Plainly, she
was frightened. But she gained cour-
age when her glance met that of
Pedro Garzo.

v

T THE door which opened into
the patio, off which were the
guest rooms, Juanita stepped

aside and bowed to allow Don Mi-
guel to pass through first.

Pedro Garzo had chance to whis-
per to her:

“Tie his serape in a knot in the
middle, and hang it out the window.”

Then the girl went on, taking the
lead again and lighting Don Miguel’s
way. Into the inn stormed Sergeant
Cassara and some of his troopers, de-
manding wine. Lazaga was busy, to-
gether with Pedro Garzo and two na-
tives who worked in the inn.

Presently, Juanita returned to the
kitchen for meat and more wine,
which she carried to Don Miguel's
room. There, she served him. He
talked as he ate, while the girl stood
back against the wall, as close to the
open door as possible. While pre-
tending to make the room more com-
fortable, she had done as Pedro
Garzo had asked her, though she
could not guess the reason for such
a strange request.

Watching his chance, Pedro
Garzo slipped from the inn and
hurried through the shadows to the
arroyo, where he got the clothes and
weapons of The Whirlwind. Inside
the patio, he dressed swiftly, putting
on the hat and mask, the long black
cloak which shrouded his form, put-
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ting on his sword and thrusting a
pistol into his sash.

He slipped through the shadows
again, until he came to a palm, from
behind which he could look across
the narrow patio and into Don Mi-
guel’s room.

Juanita Lazaga was still standing
against the wall, stepping forward
only now and then to refill Don Mi-
guel’s wine mug. Don Miguel was
through with his eating now.

“You are a pretty wench,” he was
saying. ‘“Your age? Ah, just the
proper age! ’'Tis not often I look
twice at a girl of the common peo-

ple. You should feel proud.”

“Si, Don Miguell”

“Come here, and sit upon my
knee.”

“Oh, no, Don Miguel!”

“What is this? You refuse such
a request from me? Come, come, my
girl! What is a kiss?”

“I—I am wanted in the kitchen, if
you are through eating, Don Miguel.”

“Let others do the kitchen work,
pretty one. You should not soil your
hands.”

As he spoke, he got possession of
one cof those hands, and drew her
toward him. Laughing boisterously,
he pulled her down to his knee.
With the other hand, he tilted back
her head, then bent his own, as she
turned white and shuddered and
tried to avoid the kiss he intended to
give.

“Pardon, serdor!” said a voice at
the door.

ON MIGUEL growled and thrust

” the girl from him. Juanita La-
zaga gave a cry and crouched back
against the wall. The Whirlwind
stood in the doorway.

“What are you doing here?” Don
Miguel cried. ‘“Who are you, fel-
low?”

“I am El Torbellino, senor.”

“The highwayman! You have

robbed me once already tonight. Is
there no law in this land?”

“Send the girl away. I desire to
talk to you.”
“Begone,

cried.

“And you will tell nobody of my
presence here, girl!” The Whirlwind
ordered. “If you do, and trouble
comes for me, it will be the worse
for your father.”

wench!” Don Miguel

“I—I have not seen you, seqor,”
Juanita cried. Then she fled in-
to the patio.

“Now, Serior El1 Torbellino, what
does this mean?” Don Miguel de-
manded.

“I cannot understand you, Don
Miguel. I have been watching, and
your serape hangs through the win-
dow, with a knot in it, as you ar-

ranged.”

“What? This is strange,” Don Mi-
guel said. “I did not hang it there.
That wench—"

“Would she also tie a knot in it,
senor? Perhaps it was but an acci-
dent. Yet here I am, as you wished.”

“Very well! The man I meant—
he works here at the inn. I heard
him called Pedro Garzo.”

“I know him, Don Miguel.”

“He’s your man! Goad and tor-
ment him. Make him a thing for
mockery! Do your work well, then
come to me and collect.”

“I shall take my pay, Don Miguel,
no fear.”

“Grind him into the dirt!”
Miguel ordered.

Don
“Be a gnat in his

eye! Now, get out before somebody
finds you here. If that girl gives the
alarm—"

“She will not do so, Don Miguel,
fearing that I may harm her father.
And a word in your ear, Don Miguel.
This Juanita Lazaga is a nice girl in
every way. I dislike to see such
harmed. My sword is ever ready to
defend such. I am understood?”
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“There are oceans of girls,” Don
Miguel said. “I shall forget this one,
if you insist.”

“I insist, seror.”

“Do the work I have instructed
you to do, El1 Torbellino. My pay
will reward you. Now, begone!”

HE Whirlwind slipped from

the room and into the darkness
of the patio. Like a shadow, he went
to the wall and scaled it. And a
short time thereafter, Pedro Garzo
slipped through the kitchen once
more, and into the big room of the
inn, where Sergeant Cassara and his
troopers were guzzling wine.

In time, the soldiers went to the
presidio. The town loiterers drifted
out and away. The lights were ex-
tinguished save one torch which al-
ways burned through the night.
Juanita had gone to her bed, and
Lazagza, yawning, approached Pedro
Garzo.

“Straighten the tables and
benches,” he ordered. ‘“Clean the
tankards and wine mugs. Then sleep
in front of the fireplace, ready to
attend if any night guest comes off
El Camino Real.”

The sounds in the plaza died down.
All was quiet by the time Pedro
Garzo had finished his work. He
stood at the window and looked into
the moon-drenched night. He could
see the bulk of Don Miguel's car-
riage, and the carreta beside it, with
the two natives sleeping beneath it.

The lights had been extinguished
in the houses across the plaza and
in the huts of the natives. Pedro
Garzo wandered to the door. A mo-
ment he hesitated there, watching
and listening. Then he slipped out,
and closed the door behind him, and
followed the wall of the inn to the
rear.

A few moments later, it was El
Torbellino, The Whirlwind, who
darted swiftly from shadow to sha-

dow, from dark spot to dark spot, as
he left the plaza and made way to
the presidio. Things were lax there
in the absence of the commanding
officer. From the barracks room
came sounds of snoring. There was
no guard stationed.

The Whirlwind slipped beside the
building until he came to a door,
which opened at his touch. Into the
building he went, using extreme cau-
tion. Into a corridor he slipped,
and along it. At a door, he stopped
to listen again.

There was only faint light in the
corridor, coming from a single torch
far in front. The Whirlwind opened
the door beside which he stood, and
entered a room. Heavy snoring came
from a couch in a corner. Through
an open window, moonlight streamed
into the room, to reveal Sergeant
Juan Cassara in heavy sleep.

The Whirlwind crossed the room
swiftly, noiselessly. His left hand
touched the sergeant on his shoulder.

“f YASSARA'! Cassara! Come awake!
Make no noise!” i

Sergeant Juan Cassara was an old
campaigner. To come from deep
sleep to a knowledge of danger, with
his faculties instantly alert, was no
great task for him. He jerked up,
sat up in his bed, rubbing his eyes.

“What—what—" he mouthed.

“Be silent, and listen!”

“Who's there? I can see nobody.
Is that you, José? What is the
trouble?”

“Make no sound, Cassara, or you
die! This is El Torbellino.”

“What! You dare to come here
and—"

“Listen, fool! I do you a service,”
The Whirlwind said. “I bring you
a chance for advancement, promo-
tion, perhaps a money reward.”

“What is this you say?”

Sergeant Cassara sat on the edge
of the couch. Now he could see
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The Whirlwind standing at the
side of the window, could see him
faintly in the moonlight, and saw
also the pistol The Whirlwind held.

“A certain Don Miguel Diaz has
ccme to the pueblo,” The Whirl-
wind said.

“You robbed him on the highway,”
Cassara accused.

“I took a purse from him.”

“He is a prominent man. We'll
run you down for the robbery. Your
day of fate is close at hand, El Tor-
bellino.”

“T ISTEN, fool! Don Miguel
brought with him a carreta.”

“Is it something new for a hidalgo
to travel with baggage?”

“There is more than baggage in
the carreta. It has a double floor.”

“What is this?”

“Take some of your troopers and
investigate quietly. Two natives sleep
beneath the carreta, but surely you
can handle such.”

“And what shall I find?” Cassara
demanded. “What excuse have I for
molesting the baggage of Don Mi-
guel Diaz?”

“For some time, Sergeant, you have
been wondering regarding certain
smuggling activities, have you not?”

“Ha! Teal!”

“Tea,” The Whirlwind agreed.
“Those of noble blood who love to
drink the stuff pay dearly for it. But
they do not wish to add the tax.”

“It is easy to smuggle.”

“Between the double floors of Don
Miguel’s carreta you will find plenty
of tea, Sergeant.”

“Would such a man-—-"

“Are you an imbecile?” The
Whirlwind demanded, “Don Miguel

Diaz is a good-blooded rascal. He
has more rank than money. He
is a man who spends freely. He

thinks it not beneath him to smuggle
tea from San Francisco de Asis to
his rich friends in San Juan Capis-

trano and San Diego de Alcala. It is
at once a lark and profitable.”

“Under my very nose!” Cassara
exclaimed.

“The offense is such that a man’s
rank would not protect him.”

“Were His Excellency, the Gov-
ernor, himself smuggling tea, we'd
put him in custody.”

“To have courage enough to arrest

such a man as Don Miguel — that
would bring you praises from high
quarters.”

“It would, indeed. Also, I have
heard some gossip to the effect that
His Excellency, the Governor, has no
particular love for this Don Miguel,
having lost heavily to him at cards
and dice.”

“With both of which Don Miguel
is more than adept,” The Whirlwind
suggested.

“If you are leading me astray—"

“You can seize the two natives,
and make your examination quietly,
can you not?”

“It shall be done, El Torbellino.
Why should you bring me this in-
formation—you, an outlaw yourself?”

“El Torbellino is an outlaw—si/.
He pretends to be nothing else. He
has a dislike for men who pose as
one thing and are another.”

“We agree in that, El Torbellino.
I thank you for this information, if
it is true. But, for your robberies
and other sins, I'll capture you and
string you by the neck, if I can.”

“That is to be expected,” The
Whirlwind replied.

v

HROUGH the night, down
the hill from the presidio
and to the plaza went Ser-

geant Juan Cassara and certain of
his men. The big sergeant was not
certain whether this was a jest, but
it was something too big to be ig-
nored.
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They slipped toward the inn,
quickly surrounded the carreta, and
seized the two natives sleeping be-
neath it. Two of the troopers led
them to the presidio, where a cor-
poral was to make pretense of ques-
tioning them as though suspecting
they were men wanted for rebellion
against the governor. Hence, if
nothing came of this search, nobody
would know it ever had been made.

Cassara and the others searched
swiftly, and swiftly did they unearth
the evidence. Sergeant Juan Cassara
was astounded. He sent back to the
presidio for the remainder of his
troop. He put a guard over the car-
reta. He surrounded the inn. Then
he entered and called for lights, and
made quite a din, which seemed to
shock a certain Pedro Garzo, who
looked as though he had been sleep-
ing in front of the fireplace on the
packed earth floor.

Lazaga was aroused. Lights burned.
The din and clatter brought the town
awake, and curious persons hurried
across the plaza. Don Miguel Diaz,
having been called mysteriously, ap-
peared in the main room of the inn,
fully clothed, his blade at his side.

“What is this turmoil?” Don Mi-
guel demanded. “Is it possible for a
man to get some sleep?”

“I am Sergeant Cassara, in charge
of the soldiery here,” said the big
man before him.

“And what is that to me, fellow?”

“You, serior, are under military ar-
rest.”

“What is this? Are you mad? Mili-
tary arrest? And for what, fellow?”

“For smuggling tea, seidor. It is an
offense against the present laws.”

HE charge caused consternatiou.
Those in the inn crowded for-
ward, and more men came in from
the plaza. The flickering torches re-
vealed an unusual scene. Don Miguel
Diaz stood back against the wall, his

face a picture of rage, his hand fum-
bling with the hilt of his sword.

“Where is your officer?” he de-
manded.

“Away on a mission. I command
here in Reina de Los Angeles, sefor.”

“This mistake will be the end of
you.”

“There is no mistake.
found tea in your carreta.”

“I know nothing of it.”

“Do you know anything about your
carreta having a double floor?” Cas-
sara demanded. “You have been
watched, senor. Your perfidy was
reported to me."”

“What man dared make such a re-
port?”

We have

“ IS name I will not reveal at
present, since he did us this
turn.”

Don Miguel began to storm. He
invented new names for dull-witted
soldiers. He enlarged upon his blood
and rank and standing in the world.
Sergeant Juan Cassara stood before
him like a rock and let him rant.

In this confusion, it had been a
simple matter for Pedro Garzo to
siip from the room unseen. And it
was just as simple, at the proper
moment, for The Whirlwind to re-
turn. Watching from the kitchen,
standing carefully back in the sha-
dows, The Whirlwind waited.

Into the kitchen from the patio
slipped Juanita Lazaga, her eyes
wide with fright. When she saw
The Whirlwind again, she gave a lit-
tle squeal. “I—I thank you, Senor
El Torbellino, for what you did,”
she whispered. “In Don Miguel’s
room, I mean.”

“Say nothing of it,” The Whirl-
wind begged.

“Are you not in danger here?”

“Danger is a thing I love.”

“Never could I understand how
cne man could be two,” she said.

“Do not try to understand, sefiorita;
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some things are better when not
understood. Now, if you'll slip
away—"

She smiled at him, and ran into
the patio again. But perhaps she
came back later, furtively, to watch
from a distance.

In the big room of the inn, Don
Miguel was still blustering. He re-
mained standing with his back to
the wall, between the fireplace and
the kitchen door.

“Come, Don Miguel!” Cassara said,
finally.

“Where do you wish me to go?”

“To the presidio. Where else? To
the room we have there for pris-
oners.”

“You would dare conduct me—me!
—to such a place? The governor
shall hear of this! You’'ll be kicked
from his army, run out of the coun-
try, perhaps imprisoned yourself at
hard labor in return for insulting
a"

“Enough of talk!” Cassara stormed.
He motioned, and his men fell back
toward the door which opened into

the plaza. He beckoned for Don
Miguel to follow.
“One moment, senors!” said a

voice at the kitchen door.
There was The Whirlwind con-
fronting them.

E held a pistol in his hand, and

menaced them with it. Across
the room, some of the troopers made
ready to spring forward.

But Sergeant Cassara held up a
hand.

“Do not fire!” he bellowed. “Sol!
We have two criminals here, eh?
El Torbellino, is it? Now, my pretty
highwayman—"

“Not a move, or I fire!” The Whirl-
wind snapped. “Keep your men quiet
a moment, Sergeant, and be quiet
yourself. I would look over this
pretty smuggler.”

“Arrest this man!” Don Miguel

cried. “He robbed me on the high-
way. He entered my room here at
the inn—"

“To prevent you insulting a sefio-
rita,” The Whirlwind said. “Don Mi-
guel, you have a blade at your side.
Draw it.”

“NOU think I would fight with
such scum?”

“’Tis I who lower myself by fight-
ing with a common smuggler of tea,”
The Whirlwind said. “On guard,
rat!”

Now Don Miguel forgot all else
except this masked man before him.
He bellowed his rage, and whipped
out his blade. The Whirlwind deft-
ly transferred his pistol to his left
hand, and got out his own sword, and
wheeled back so that the light from
the torch would not be in his eyes.

“Hold off your men, Cassara, while
I attend to this business,” he ordered.
“You owe me that much. When I
am done, make your play at me.”

“If you kill my rich prisoner—"

“I do not intend to slay him,” The
Whirlwind said.

Thinking the other off guard for
a moment, Don Miguel Diaz made a
foul attack. But The Whirlwind was
not off guard. He side-stepped neat-
ly, and his blade came up. Steel
rang—steel clattered against the wall.
Don Miguel Diaz was unarmed.

Don Miguel reeled back against
the wall. r12z had not brought his
pistol with him from his room. He
was helpless, powerless to aid him-
self. His face paled, and the perspi-
ration stood out upon it.

Like the darting tongue of a snake,
the blade of The Whirlwind went
in and out. It slashed Don Miguel's
garments to ribbons. It seemed like
a live thing with the light from the
torch dancing along it. Its point
touched Don Miguel here and there,
just enough to cause a sting and
draw blood.
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Don Miguel started to slip along
the wall, but The Whirlwind forced
him back to the edge of the fireplace.
The blade darted in and out again.

“Soldiers, save me!” Don Miguel
howled. “WIill you let this highway-
man slay me?”

“Cease your bellowing, craven!”
The Whirlwind cried. “Attend me!
Here is a bit of cloth! Stoop, Don
Miguel Diaz, and wipe my boots!”

“Scum!”

“Wipe my boots, or I blow you to
hell!” The Whirlwind said.

He brought the pistol around in
his left hand, so its muzzle cov-
ered Don Miguel's heart. The lat-
ter saw glittering eyes through slits
in the mask The Whirlwind wore.

“At once, seror!” The Whirlwind
barked.

“Rather than do such a thing—"

The blade darted forward again.

Its point ripped down Don Miguel’s
left shoulder, and bit slightly into
the flesh above the heart.

“TN an instant, I fire!” The Whirl-
wind said.

Don Miguel sobbed and stooped,
picked up the cloth, and wiped it
across one of The Whirlwind’s boots.
Instantly, that boot spurned him, so
that he sprawled on the earth floor.

“You are not fit even to wipe my
boots,” The Whirlwind said. “Why
do you blink so, sedor? Is there a
gnat in your eye?”’

“You—you—" Don Miguel began.

“Do not speak what is in your
mind, else this pistol shall speak al-
so,” The Whirlwind warned. “Ser-
geant Cassara, here is your prisoner.”

“Very pretty!” Cassara said, as he
lurched forward. “But it does not
excuse you, sernor, for your misdeeds.
You are my prisoner also.”

“You think so?”

“Seize him, men,
away!”

and cart him

HE Whirlwind laughed as they

surged forward. He gave a quick
spring, and tore the torch from the
wall, and hurled its flaming bulk
into their midst. Through the win-
dow he sprang, with pistol balls fly-
ing about him, and dropped to the
ground outside unscathed.

As The Whirlwind had antici-
pated, the troopers got in one an-
other’s way. They were compelled
to run through the plaza door and
around the building to get at him.
And The Whirlwind, stripping off
cloak and hat and mask and blade as
he ran, vaulted the patio wall, stuffed
the things into a recess bechind a
clump of brush, and darted through
the kitchen door.

And it was Pedro Garzo, eyes
seemingly wide with wonder, who
stumbled and staggered out of the
way of the soldiers, as they rushed
through the kitchen to make search
in the arroyo behind it.
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Knives flashed. The automatic spat again and again

A Fast-Mow’ng Story of Chinese Torture and Savage
Strife in the Native Quaiter of Tientsin

By L. RON HUBBARD

Author of “Danger Ahead,” etec.

WIFTLY Lieutenant Bill Ma-
hone of the Navy Intelligence
pulled his automatic from its
shoulder holster and crawled along
the side of the coffin, screening him-
self from possible guards.
Against the dark sky he could see

the outline of the mound which_

marked the tomb of General Tao Lo,
and around it the many unburied
coffins which might or might not
house the dead of Tientsin.

It was a dangerous mission that
had brought Mahone venturing into
the night. He had convinced his

56

commander that they would not be
able to stop the constant looting and
murdering that had cast a reign of
terror over the city until the Green
God was back in its temple.

Tientsin’s Native Quarter was half
in flames, the dead were heaped in
the gutters. The Chinese were con-
vinced that their city would fall, now
that their idol was gone. Before long
these fanatics might sweep into the
International Settlement and wipe it
out.

Mahone had received a slip of
paper that one of the natives in the
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Intelligence Department had brought
in. It had been found in the Native
Quarter, and the Chinese ideographs
had read, “A jade calling card for
General Tao Lo.” The general had
been dead for a year, but Mahone
was convinced that the Green God
had been hidden in his tomb.

Now Mahone, disguised as a Chi-
nese coolie, had come alone to try
and get the Green God from the
general’s tomb and save the city be-
fore it was too late.

S he crawled along the side of
the coffin a cry rang out directly
above him and he felt the bite of a
knife in his shoulder. With a spring
he catapulted away and looked back.
A dark figure leaped to follow him!
Mahone’s automatic spat fire and the
shadow by the coffin screamed in
agony. In front of him he could see
other shadows rising up like ghosts.
The faint light fell on the blades of
many knives. Vicious snarls were
hurled at Mahone as the guards
swept down on him.

Knives flashed. The automatic spat
again and again. There seemed no
end to these ycllow fanatics. Bodies
hurled their fighting lengths upon
Mahone.

With his empty automatic he
clubbed and beat about him. He
could feel the impact of his steel
crashing down upon skulls, arms,
bodies. Chinese were sweeping over
him in a stifling mass. Knives bit
into his flesh like white-hot irons.

He felt men go down upon him,
beside him, as he brought his gun-
butt down. But each time he struck
another screaming demon leaped to
take the empty place. His arm was
aching with exertion. He was bleed-
ing from many wounds, but he fought
on relentlessly.

Feet kicked him in the face, talon-
like hands sought his throat, knives
lanced in for his heart. His hand

was sticky from the blood of crushed
skulls,

By rolling over and over he man-
aged to baffle the knives which flashed
above him. Suddenly he brought up
against a coffin. Then, protected on
one side, he tried to gain his feet.

But each time he rose as high as
his knees, a body would launch it-
self into him, pinning him again to
the ground. He was partially pro-
tected by the inert Chinese he had
either killed or knocked unconscious,
and hope that he might be able to
escape welled up within him,

His left hand fell upon the hilt of
a knife and he snatched it up, lash-
ing at the air before him. He felt
that blade catch again and again,
but each time he pulled it from the
flesh it had met and threshed out
for new targets.

The knife blade was growing sticky
and he felt a hot trickle of moisture
running down inside his sleeve. The
salty stench of blood was in his nos-
trils as he fought.

He was almost exhausted when the
rush stopped momentarily. He sprang
up and stood for an instant looking
about him., Then the charge closed
in again and the fiendish impact of
bodies almost forced him to the
ground once more.

With a leap he gained the top of a
coffin lid and stood there a moment,
thrusting down into the mass below
him. They were closing in at his
back. He felt a knife gash his thigh.

ITH the barrel of his pistol

held tightly in his hand he beat
down into the writhing shadows
which struck up at him.

He sprang clear of the clutching
hands and struck the ground running.
A swelling roar of sheer rage met
this tactic as the guards saw their
quarry escaping. With one accord
they plunged after him.

Running with all the speed he
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could wrest from his tired body,
Mahone dashed around the corners
of the grim boxes, and skirted the
mounds.

Suddenly a shot rang out ahead of
him, to be followed by another. Ma-
hone zig-zagged and tried to change
his course. Flame burst out at him
again.

A bullet caught him in the shoul-
der, whirling him about. He lurched,
stumbled, tried to catch himself.
With the momentum of his speed
carrying him forward, he plunged,
almost horizontal into the side of a
coffin.

The yells grew dim in his ears
and he felt himself slipping into
the dread black of unconsciousness.

HEN he regained his senses he

felt himself held tight between
two wooden walls which crushed at
him. He tried to move his arms but
he found that they were bound to
his sides. His legs were lashed out
straight and he could not bend his
knees. Not a foot above his face he
could feel the presence of wood.

Suddenly he realized where he was.
He was bound tightly in a coffin,
The heavy lid had been placed above
him. He was sealed in. And the
smell of rotting flesh was making his
senses reel.

He was helpless in the hands of
the men who had stolen the Green
God, turning Tientsin into a bedlam
of murder. Did they think he was
dead? Would they leave him there
beneath that heavy lid to die?

Although the lid was not nailed
down, as Chinese coffin lids never
are, its weight was sufficient to re-
sist any effort to move it from the
inside, even if his hands were free.

Straining his arms into his sides
and then out again, he found that he
was powerless to release the strong
ropes which held him.

He stared up inte blackness, a pan-

icky sense of failure taking hold of
him. He had failed in his mission
to return the Green God to its proper
place in the temple, and in that fail-
ure he was about to die horribly.

The fetid air closed in upon him
and seemed to weigh down and pin
him in his gruesome confines.

Then, through the thick walls of
his prison he could hear the mur-
mur of voices. He pressed his ear
to the wood to hear better.

The soft, cultured accents of a
Chinese gentleman came to him. “If
this foreign devil knew where to find
the Green God, others will also come.
We will take it to the House of So-
Liang and hold it there for the mas-
ter when he comes for it. You will
stay here, hiding in a coffin, and
when the messengers come, tell them
to go to the House of So-Liang.”

Mahone’s heart raced as he heard
those words. They thought he was
dead, and they were about to remove
the Green God to a well-known lair
of thieves in the outskirts of Tient-
sin. Then he had been right about
the whereabouts of the Green God.
If he could only get loose!

But his heart plunged sickeningly
as he heard the next words. “You
will bury this foreign devil so that
his fate will forever remain a secret.”

They were going to bury him
alive! He knew what that meant.
Slow suffocation, going mad trying
to breathe the poisoned air, buried
alive and upright as the Chinese dead
are buried. Suffocation standing up-
right!

HE cultured voice came yet again.

“He is bound securely and the
devils within him will be thwarted
in their attempts to escape. Thus
we will be pursued by no demons.
Have the men dig the grave.”

Mahone heard the clank of a crude
pick striking rocks and the scrape
of a shovel picking up the dirt. He
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was lying there powerless, listening
to the rattle of tools as they dug out
his own grave.

They were digging a hole four feet
square and eight feet deep. They
would lift his coffin up and carry it
to the opening. They would tilt it
down and slide it upright into the
hole. Then he would hear the rattle
of stones and dirt coming in on top
of him. And he would be sealed in
forever, buried alive!

The thought gave him terrible
strength and he threshed about in
an effort to free an arm. Although
freedom from this coffin would only
mean a ready death at the hands of
the fiends who were about to bury
him alive, it was better to die fight-
ing than passively. He struggled
furiously.

After what seemed ages, he felt
his coffin lifted up and felt it lurch
as men carried it along. The silence
was broken only by the soft footfalls
of the bearers as they carried the
box to the open grave.

But as they picked him up, another
surge of strength had caused him
to lift his arm upward with a jerk.
The violence of the move caused the
bonds to bite deep into Mahone’s
flesh, but hope flamed within him.
For he had felt something give. Only
a fraction of an inch, but it meant
that one of the knots was faulty.

WORKING feverishly, afraid lest
his movements betray him to his
pall-bearers, Mahone repeatedly threw
his arm toward the lid. And each
time he felt it go just a little farther.

They were setting him down again
and he knew that they were beside
his grave. Mahone gritted his teeth
against the rope burns on his bare
wrist and threw up the arm again.
This time there was only a slight
resistance. Straining it up he felt
the bonds give, come loose. His arm
was free!

But then he realized the futility
of the movement. The Chinese were
all about him and before he could
raise that lid, providing he could lift
it from the inside, they would strike
down upon him and there would be
no question as to his mortality.

Nevertheless, he reached across his
body and fumbled for the knot which
held the ropes about his other arm.
Pain shot through his hand as the
savageness of his efforts tore a nail
from his fingers.

They were lifting the head of the
coffin now in preparation to sliding
it into its upright position in the
ground. Mahone paused in his attack
on the second knot and tried to push
up on the lid with his loose arm.
But the weight was too great and
the wood did not give the slightest
distance.

Mahone felt the box coming up-
right and knew that strong arms
were holding the lid in place. He
sagged down slightly and his feet
touched the bottom of the coffin. He
tore again at the other knot.

IS coffin was being held vertical.

There was a moment of inac-
tion. Then Mahone found himself
plunging down through space. The
coffin hit with a heavy thud which
jarred the timbers. Mahone’s knees
buckled under him as he hit and
banged against the lid.

His hand had been jarred loose
from its work on the knot, but now
he returned it feverishly to the task.
He knew not what he could do, but
he knew that if he ceased to move
the terrible silence of that grave
would close in upon and hold him
helpless from sheer terror.

Above him he heard a shovel scrape
and a quantity of loose dirt struck
against the top of the box, rattled
down along its sides. Another shovel-
ful followed. And once again Ma-
hone heard that awful sound of the



60 - THRILLING ADVENTURES

gravel and sand striking against his
gruesome prison.

Then his other arm came free.
Thoughts of escape flashed through
his mind. Then he gave an inaud-
ible gasp of relief as he hit upon
a possible plan.

He threw his weight against the
vertical lid. With a slight creak
it fell a short distance back from
the top of the box. Mahone put his
two arms above him, plugging the
opening the lid had left.

Gravel rattled down swiftly. It
brought the dust in upon him and he
choked from the suffocation of it.
He felt sharp stones hit against his
forearms as he held them up. The
weight of the dirt coming from above
was painful.

THEN the rattling stopped and
Mahone knew that he was im-
bedded in the grave and that the
Chinese above him were filling in
what remained of the hole. Soon
there would be just a mound up
there to mark his grave.

Mahone knew that he was rapidly
exhausting the oxygen in the small
space and that he must work quickly
before the stale air rendered his
strength useless.

He withdrew his forearms and felt
dust and stones crash down over his
body into the coffin. He stepped upon
the pile they made and clawed at
the loose dirt above him with fran-
tic fingers.

Little by little the dirt came down
and crept up on the floor of the
coffin. And as it crept up, Mahone
stood upon it and brought more
down. He was rapidly opening a hole
outside the coffin and he prayed that
he would be able to reach the top
before the fetid atmosphere robbed
him of his strength.

Then he was able to project his
body part way through the hole left
by the sagging cover and he quickly

opened enough space on top of the
coffin to allow him to leave the in-
terior behind him.

The dust which hung thickly in
the darkness was in his throat and
the dirt itself was through his hair
and clothes. Finally he found that
he could crouch on top of his for-
mer prison and he clawed up and
up until he could finally stand. A
good sized chunk of dirt came down
with his fingers and cool air sud-
denly swirled in about him.

He was free! With his arms laid
out along the surface he pulled him-
self up part way and then he stopped
to listen. He realized that even
though the others might be gone
there would still be a guard here
to inform messengers as to the where-
abouts of the Green God.

But the night lay still and heavy
among the graves and he pulled his
long body all the way up to stretch
thankfully on the ground to rest.

As he lay there a low voice fell
upon him. As nearly as he could
guess, it was on the other side of
the tomb of General Tao Lo.

With the one thought in mind that
he must get to the House of So-Liang
to recover the Green God, Mahone
climbed to his feet and prepared to
slip away.

A shrill cry split the night behind
him to be followed by still another.
Mahone took to his heels and ran
rapidly among the mounds, trying
to put distance between himself and
his pursuers.

E could hear their calls less than

a hundred feet behind him and

he knew that even in this darkness

a running man could easily be seen.

But his strength was going fast and

he knew that he would not hepe to
last very long at the present pace.

Putting every ounce of energy into

one burst of speed he raced across

the dark plain. Ahead of him he
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could see a mound of fair size and
he darted around it. The calls of
his pursuers were perilously close,
but he threw himself at full length
on the ground and waited breath-
lessly. At his hand he could feel
the side of a coffin and he hugged it
closely, praying that he might not
be discovered.

He heard the rapid patter of run-
ning feet coming closer to him. Sev-
eral shrill cries came from the vicin-
ity of the large mound.

E was certain that the rasping of

his breath would cause him to
be discovered for the baffled cries
were coming close to his hiding
place.

Pressing against the side of the
grim box, Mahone prepared to leap
at the throat of the first man who
discovered him.

He had not long to wait for a
Chinaman rounded a corner of the
box and stood there staring down,
too startled to cry out. Mahone
sprang for his throat, closed vise-
like fingers about the man’s wind-
pipe. There was no outcry, only
a choking sob.

Something flashed down out of the
convulsing yellow hand and Mahone
laid the body on its back and stooped
to pick up the man’s weapon. It
was a long, sharp knife.

Gripping the hilt, Mahcne crept
on. The sounds of the searchers
were growing faint as they worked
their way from the mound.

Soon they would discover the ab-
sence of one of their number and
Mahone slid rapidly along, trying to
put enough distance between himself
and the others before that time cf
discovery came.

Ahead of him flickering lights told
him the position of the Native City,
and still cautiously, lest he be fol-
lowed, he made his way toward
them.

Once in the outskirts he felt eas-
ier. Although he was bloody and
dirty, he was still possessed of the
yellow dye and his black hair. And
filthy Chinese, gashed and blood-
stained, were all too frequent in
these days of rioting and murder.

Walking along the wall of a
muck-filled street he came upon
a marketing square. Slipping through
the excited crowds and stepping over
an occasional corpse in a gutter,
Mahone found himself in the street
of the House of So-Liang.

Above him the sky glowed faintly
red by the light of burning Lomes,
and in his ears came the roar of a
far-away mob running amuck.

He knew that the one chance of
restoring a semblance of order to
the Native City and of saving the
International Settlement lay in re-
placing that strange Green God back
in its temple. Chinamen, convinced
that the city would fall during its
absence, were, themselves, bringing
about the downfall of Tientsin.

BLACK opening in the wall

loomed ahead and Mahone found
that he was on the threshold of the
House of So-Liang which passed as
an inn but which was, in reality, the
hang-out of the most vicious thieves
in all this city of thieves and mur-
derers. To enter might mean death,
but not to enter mecant the flaming
ruin of the city. Mahone felt of the
knife in his tattered coat and
plunged into the darkncss.

A streak of dirty light and a babble
of voices met him as he turned a cor-
ner in the dark alley. A low doorway
opened in the wall and Mahone
stepped through.

A squalid scene met his eyes.
Ragged, evil Chinamen with darting
eyes sat cross-legged along the walls
or about a blanket in the middle of
the floor.

About the blanket the men sat play-
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ing some gambling game with short
pieces of colored bone. Some of them
glanced up as Mahone entered and
then looked back to their play. On
the blanket Mahone could see rings
and gold coins. The thieves were
gambling away their loot.

Mahone took a seat with his back
to the wall, pretending to drop his
head in sleep. But in reality it was
to hide the betraying gray of his

eyes.
Watching covertly he waited for
some sign.
A Chinese officer entered and

spoke to two men at the gambling
table who immediately picked up
their stakes and left the play.

But Mahone had heard just enough.
The voice had been the same as that
at the graves!

HE yellow trio walked back

through the room and mounted
the rickety stairs at a far corner. Ma-
hone watched them pass up out of
sight. He heard a door slam over-
head and the sound of straw-slip-
pered feet on the planks.

Waiting until he could rise unno-
ticed he walked toward the stairs.
He had reached the first step when
he heard a door slam above him. It
was too late to stop now and he went
on up.

Steps came down to mecet him but
he dared not look up for fear the
descending Chinaman would notice
the gray eyes. Mahone felt a hand
snatch at his shoulder and he looked
up with an involuntary jerk. It was
the Chinese officer again.

The Chinaman stared at him for
a second before Mahone lowered his
head again. But that second was
enough, for the officer had seen the
betraying color. With an oath he
leaped down for Mahone.

There was no stopping now or ar-
guing. Mahone picked up the other
as though he were a child and threw

him down to the first floor. The
Chinaman screamed out an order and
as one, the gamblers and men alang
the walls rose up to race toward the
stairs.

Mahone whipped out the knife in
his coat and braced himself to mect
the rush. To race on up the stairs
would be useless. He was trapped
and he could only try to fight it
out with these howling demons be-
low.

The first reached him, a shimmer-
ing blade ready to swoop down upon
Mahone. But the American’s knife
flashed and came back into position
for a second strike. The first China-
man fell back impeding the progress
of his mates.

Two men snatched a* Mahone but
the deadly knife flashed down twice.
The two had barely time to fall back,
clutching at their throats, before the
horde swept upon him.

The flickering yellow light glittered
from drawn blades. Chinese were
swarming up over the railing, trying
to get at his back. To evade these,
Mahone gave ground slowly. His
knife was a streak of metal which
seemed everywhere at once.

E looked down into yellow faces,
bloodshot eyes and foam-flecked
mouths which snarled. He withstood
the lunges of the filthy bodies as
they pressed him up and back.

His right hand clenching the re-
peatedly striking knife, he sent his
left fist into the mass, felt his
knuckles striking home.

A knife gashed his arm and he
whirled to see that the Chinese were
pouring over the railing, getting at
his back.

Pressing himself to the wall and
fighting now on three sides at once,
he inched up, trying to get above the
end of the railing. Once there he
could turn and meet them only from
the front.
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In the mass below he saw an arm
swing up and a flash ef hurtling
steel. He shrank back just in time
to avoid the thrown blade. It quiv-
ered in the wooden wall beside his
shoulder.

He was steadily creeping up. One
last Chinaman stood above him. He
flashed down with his knife and
missed. Yellow hands tore at his
throat. A knife gashed his leg from
below.

Utilizing a precious sg¢cond, Ma-
hone reached out and seized the
writhing body above him. Turning he
threw the Chinaman straight into
the faces of his assailants below.

OW he could hold out as long

as his strength would last. He
was fighting them away from him in
front. Now and then he kicked out
at a jaw with his foot and felt the
crunch of bone under his toes.

His knife lanced down to meet a
leering face which sprang at him.
He felt the steel rasp into flesh and
bone, but the Chinaman jumped back
and plunged down, Mahone's knife
still in his face.

Weaponless now, Mahonc resorted
to his two fists. Hammering relent-
lessly at the mass which pressed up,
he managed to keep those death-
blades away from his vitals and those
tearing yellow hands away from his
throat.

He knew that he could not last
forever, for where he was one, they
were many more at their call

He became conscious of a bellow-
ing voice shouting from the mass be-
low. One by one the snarling faces
drew away.

Suddenly he was left alone on the
stairs and he stood there, his arms
hanging wearily at his sides staring
down. Dully he wondered what had
happened, but then he knew.

The Chinese officer was standing
at the foot with drawn automatic.

The last Chinaman out of range, the
officer prepared to fire.

Mahone stared down into that black
muzzle for a fraction of a second,
then he turned to leap up the stairs.
He expected to hear that fatal shot
at point-blank range any instant.

But he had almost reached the top
before the pistol barked. Untouched,
Mahone leaped up to the top and
gazed wildly up and down the hall.

That second’s hesitation cost him
dear. For above him he glimpsed an
upraised club which was descending
with terrible speed. He raised his
arms, trying to ward off the blow,
but he was too late.

For the second time that night
he was unconscious in the power of
these maniacs who had plunged
Tientsin close to the brink of de-
struction.

When he awoke he tried to rise,
feeling himself forced down to the
floor once more. He was weak from
loss of blood and the fight on the
stairs.

Dazedly he looked up and found
that he was in a large room which
was ornate in its decoration. He
reasoned that he was on the second
floor of the House of So-Liang for
they would scarcely bother to carry
him any further.

Silk draperies were folded against
the walls and the single lamp in the
middle of the room shimmered from
the dull colors of the light material.
Seated in a chair at a table beside
him was the Chinese officer. Kneel-
ing at his head were two guards, pre-
pared to hold him down.

E saw the light glance dully
from their stained teeth, and
the odor of their filthy bodies was
strong about him. Once more he
tried to move, but the Chinese officer
at the table pointed an automatic
at his stomach.
“Foreign devil,” leered the officer,
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“I do not know how you found our
hiding place, but I do know that you
will live to regret it, even though
you do not live long. While we wait
we will amuse ourselves with you.”

Mahone closed his lips tightly but
said nothing. He was a prisoner again,
and he probably faced a more awful
death than he had in the grave. While
he was yet alive there was hope,
though he wondered if it would not
be better to let that automatic belch
death at him.

“You wanted to know the where-
abouts of the Green God.” The Chi-
nesc officer’s voice was smooth and
deadly. “Many men would like to
know this. You have seen the Green
God? No? Well, look at it before
you die.”

A third guard who stood against
the light silk hangings was ordered
to fetch something from across the
room. It was a silk-wrapped parcel.

The Chinese officer pulled back the
wrappings and Mahone found him-
self staring up at a blaze of green
light,

HE Green God was jade, probably

twenty pounds of the finest jade.
But that was not the key to its value.
For about its neck, hanging down
over the fat green chest was a string
of large pearls which glowed in the
light. And the eyes glittered from
the red fire of two huge rubies On
the fat, folded hands there were im-
mense diamonds.

In spite of his peril, Mahone
gasped at this show of brilliance.
Never before had he seen anything
to cqual it. No wonder the Green
God had been the source of so much
murcder and rioting!

He had only to reach up and take
the thing, return to the Headquarters
of Naval Intelligence and peace
would reign once more over Tientsin.
But the barrier there was as invisible
as it was awful. Death by torture!

The Chinese officer replaced the
wrappings. “Now that you have seen
it, it is a pity that you will be unable
to tell about it.” He gave the third
guard an order and the Chinaman
left the room.

Mahone waited tensely for his re-
turn. He dared not think of the fate
which awaited him for Chinese tor-
ture is known for its exquisite
cruelty. He lurched up once more
but strong arms held him tightly. He
resorted to the better course of al-
lowing his strength to return to his
racked body. Perhaps there was some
way out of this. And again, perhaps
not. Even if he got out of the room
he would never be able to reach the
street alive!

A door slammed in back of his
head and the guard approached the
officer, two items in his hands. Ma-
hone saw that they were a rat trap
full of terrified rodents and an old
earthenware pot.

Shudderingly he wondered what
manner of torture could be devised
with these two objects, but he was
not long in finding out.

The Chinese officer stepped to his
side and drew back the coolie coat
cxposing Mahone’s white abdomen.
The American tried to roll sideways,
but the guards held him still.

The third guard went out again
and returned with two men. These
took their places at Mahone's legs.
He kicked at them but they gripped
him and held on tightly.

HE officer then took the cage of

rats and carefuily blocking the
edges of the vessel, held up one end.
He placed the door of the rat cage
inside the pot and the third guard
poked at the animals, making them
enter the vessel.

Mahone's flesh began to creep as
he felt those sharp claws racing over
his abdomen. Something like terror
was beginning to crawl over him. He
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watched the officer lash the vessel
tightly to his stomach.

It was not until then that Mahone
knew what was about to happen to
him. For the Chinaman picked up
an unlit pitch torch from the floor
and carefully applied a slow-burning
match to the head.

Mahone knew that they would
press that torch to the top of the
pot. He knew that the vessel would
become untouchably hot. And that
the heat would throw the enclosed
rats into a panic. The rats had only
one method of escape. They could
not claw and tear their way through
the heavy pot, but they had some-
thing soft and resisting below them.
They would tear away from that heat
and rip into Mahone’s stomach. They
would lay bare his skin and burrow
deep into his intestines!

The awful realization of the hide-
ous death he was about to meet gave
Mahone new strength and he twisted
about, attempting to dislodge the pot.
But the leering Chinamen about him
pressed him back with a force born
of cruelty.

HE torch was flaring up now,

sending new shadows leaping
about the room. The Chinese officer
came slowly to Mahone’s side and
touched the top of the earthenware
pot with the flame. He held it there
for a moment.

Close above his head was the silken
curtain. Mahone fought down the
terror inside of him and thought rap-
idly. He knew that silk was highly
inflammable. If there was only some
way to get loose!

The claws were plunging deep. In
a second it would be too late. Agony
gripped him, and the air blurred red
with pain. He threshed out with his
right arm and threw one of the
guards slightly off balance. He
twisted his wrist with a violent jerk,
The rats were going deeper.

He felt his arm come free, felt
coarse fingers attempting to regain
it. Heaving up he snatched at the
light silk. With a shimmering billow
it suddenly tore loose from its hang-
ings. Mahone brought his arm down,
lashing the silk across the torch.

His action had been so rapid that
the officer had had no time to reach
for the automatic or withdraw the
torch.

Flame shot up from the drape.
With a cry the guards jerked back.
Mahone reached up again and ripped
down another drape, throwing it over
the first.

Then he was free beneath a pyre
of flame. His hands caught at the
pot. It withheld his efforts for a
moment and then came away. With
a quick slap at his middle, Mahone
knocked away the burrowing rats.

He leaped up away from the flames
which had almost engulfed him. He
saw that the silken robe of the officer
was on fire, that the guards were
beating at the flame on their own
clothes.

Mahone jerked down other draper-
ies and wrapped them around him
tightly to stifle the tongues of fire
which licked at his trousers. Then
he jumped to the task of throwing
everything inflammable on to the
roaring blaze he had started.

WO objects on the table caught

his attention and he jumped
through the red heat to snatch them
up. One was the Green God, the
other was the automatic pistol of the
officer.

Unnoticed in the bedlam which had
arose, Mahone plunged through the
door. He had yet to beat his way
through the mass of thieves and mur-
derers below. At the head of the
stairs Mahone stared down.

The Chinese on the first floor had
heard those screams of the officer and
guards and they were surging up the
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stairway to meet him. Mahone
plunged down to meet them half way.
He shot straight into the mass of
yellow faces.

Still charging down he shot again
and again. But there was no cutting
through that mass. The automatic
clicked empty and Mahone stopped
to let them reach up to him.

For a second time that night he
was using the butt of a gun for a
club. He felt himself hampered by
the twenty-pound Green God under
his arm and he shifted it about. Then
he realized its value, for the wrap-
pings had become undone and the
idol was hanging by two feet of
heavy silk. Mahone swung it about
his head like a sling, felt it crash
on faces and bodies before him.

Slowly they gave way before him
until he was almost at the bottom of
the stairs. Unnoticed by the yelling
Chinese, smoke had begun to creep
down the stairs to them. In a mo-
ment the whole structure would be a
mass of flame.

I E glimpsed a tongue of scarlet

shoot down through the ceiling
ta be followed by others. The floor
would not hold out much longer, and
he must get through!

A blazing roof beam crashed down
on the mob. He fought, whirled
around to stare up.

Now was his chance! With a mad
lunge he threw himself among them.
Above him he could see the upper
floor starting to come down.

He was running a race with fire,
for if that beam crashed before he
could make the door, the fate of the
Green God would forever remain a
mystery, and death would be even
worse than the torture he had just
escaped. The Chinese were still star-
ing up, unable to comprehend what
was taking place. Mahone was among
them, half way through to the
door, when the far corners of the

room plunged down. Then the en-
tire mob began to race for the door.

But Mahone had the start on them
and he saw the black opening loom
up in front. Behind him he heard
a terrific crash as the entire ceiling
came down. A burning beam struck
him a glancing blow on the shoulder.
Dying screams beat upon him,

The night was cool outside as Ma-
hone plunged on down the twisting
alley. Now if he could carry this
burden safely through the Native
City, Tientsin would be restored to
normalcy.

In the street the howling mob was
racing by, intent on loot and mur-
der. Mahone dashed in among them
and screamed as loud as any. He was
racing in the direction of the Inter-
national Settlement. At a corner,
Mahone left the crowd and ran on
toward his goal. He bent his steps
to the office of Naval Intelligence.

WILD, blood-spattered being
crashed through the door of the
N. L office and lurched to a stop in
front of the commander’s desk.
The commander drew a pistol and
backed away. Then he threw the gun
down and came forward. “Mahone!”
Mahone sagged against the desk
suddenly aching with weariness.
“Yes, Mahone,” he answered. “I
haven't got it in my hip pocket, but
here's your Green God!” He drapped
the silken parcel on the desk and
drew back the wrappings.

Undamaged, the Green God sat
there smiling contentedly.

“You'll have to get it to the
temple, Commander,” Mahone can-
tinued. “I'm done in.”

“Mahone!” cried the commander,
dazzled by the brilliance of the idol.
“You've saved the city!”

But Lieutenant Bill Mahone, N. I,
slumped to the floor to stare up at
the grinning god. “I hope he ap-
preciates all I did for him tonight.”



The Death Ship
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Crayton grabbed a coil of stout rope

Follow the Grim Course of The Flying Crescent in One
of the Most Gripping Sea Stories in Years

By GEORGE ALLAN MOFFATT

Author of “The Devil From Devil's Island,” “Pirate Gold,” ete.

EARILY and grimly, all the whanging of the boom, flopped
gray and black in the sha- weirdly in the dismal rain.

dowy darkness of the late Near the fore hatch three men
afternoon, her sails heavy with the stood silent, their faces drawn and
cold, dismal rain that lashed against eyes staring at the dead man lying
her rigging and beat a dreary melody at their feet, his body still twisted
of death on her decks, The Flying and distorted from the last spasm of
Crescent plowed laboriously, on a anguish before life had slipped away
starboard tack, through the iron gray from the pain racked body.
seas. “You'll need to give me a hand at
From the saturated canvas, water sewing him up,” one of the three
trickled to the deck and ran down men said. “It’s me fingers that’s get-
and over the wire rigging in little ting weary sewing the bodies of dead
rivulets of gleaming, silver gray. men up in the cursed canvas.”
Amidship, a spanker, hauled to stop He was an old man—the ship’s

67
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carpenter, and in his hand was
the palm and needle. At his feet lay
the canvas for the dead man’s shroud
and the old iron to weigh the body
down.

“It’s a death ship, this devil of a
tub,” the second man, a seaman, said
in a whispered voice; ‘“and I ain’t
feeling well meself, and you can get
someone else to help sew 'im up.”

The third man laughed. It was a
cold, inhuman laugh—stark and bit-
ter. His face was haggard and
drawn; his eyes sunken and a steel
gray. The seaman looked at the hag-
gard face, at the sunken eyes—at the
ghastly grin on the lips when the
laugh died away.

He looked only once and then
turned and fled.

“I'll say ’'tis a great crew I'm ship-
ping,” the haggard faced man said.
“It takes two men to sew a corpse
up and no two men to be found.”

“Aye, Captain,” the old carpenter
replied grimly, “and it's lucky you
got any crew left with men falling
to their death out of the rigging like
as if a ghost was killing them. It’s
nerve racking for even an old salt
like me to be sewing these poor
laddies up every day.”

THE face of Captain Crayton, a
face young, though ghastly and
old looking as it stared at the body
of the dead seaman, relaxed a little.
The grin of pain left his lips.

“Bill,” he said quietly, “it’s only
men we can depend on that die. Now
there aren’t none left to kill and
‘Red’” Murray can do as he likes
with the ship.”

“Sure, and he's in the forecastle
now talking with the scum we have
aboard,” old Bill replied. “And the
men are terror stricken and—"

“Just as he wants them,” Crayton
broke in curtly. “But stove your
moaning and slide the canvas under
this chap.”

Easily, without effort or without
any visible emotion, Crayton raised
the body of the dead man up as the
old carpenter slid the canvas under
him. The rain fell around them with
the dreary monotony of a funeral
dirge. Crayton sewed quickly, with
the deftness of an old seaman.

HE sewing done, he lifted the

body to the rail and let it slide
into the foaming sea. He knew that
behind him furtive eyes watched his
every movement; he could hear the
low mumble of curses that came
through the rain-laden air, cursing
him for his callousness, for bringing
men out to die on that strange ship
of death.

But for the men in the forecastle,
Crayton had nothing to do with their
sailing on the ship. He should have
known, back in Wenchau, where he
signed on as captain of The Flying
Crescent, that all is not well when
the captain is given a picked crew.
Not picked because the men were
sailors, but picked because they were
riff-raff, the scum of the China Sea
—a crew that would do as the own-
ers, a small concern of questionable
reputation, wanted them to do.

It was Jim Crayton’s first berth as
captain. He was young, still in his
late twenties, but the sea had been
his life—his home. It had been the
life—the home of the Craytons for
two generations before him. At
twenty-five he was a first mate, and
at twenty-eight he was given a ship
—The Flying Crescent.

Life had seemed bright to him the
morning he sailed out of Wenchau
with his first command. The Flying
Crescent was an old hull, water
soaked and leaky, but that made no
difference to Crayton. She was his
first command. It made no differ-
ence to him that the riff-raff in the
forecastle were a complement of hu-
man beings that at best had two
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hands and two feet and were breath-
ing.

E didn’t know that the first mate,
Red Murray, a huge, scowling,
red-headed bulk of human flesh, sat
in his cabin and drank whisky and
wondered how much trouble he would
have with the kid of a captain in
carrying out the orders of the own-
ers—to sink The Flying Crescent.
The old ship had served her day and
insurance to the crooked owners was
far better than a water-logged hull
left to rot away in some back water.
But Crayton was young and this
was his first ship. He pampered her,
caressed her, and drove her through
the China Sea as no man had done
for many years. She fairly flew, as
if conscious that again a hand that
caressed her, loved her, was sending
her forward into the piling foam at
her forefoot. She flirted the sprays
about her head, trampled the broken
seas at her quarters, and carried her
canvas with the stately grace she
had done of old.

And the wind, as if catching some-
thing of the dying glory of the state-
ly old queen, blew out of a smiling
blue sky, a fierce weight in its bosom
to send her along at a speed she had
not known for many years.

For two weeks the wind blew
strong and happy. The old ship
roared through the seas proudly,
leaking but little now, responding
like the crack she was to the hand
of youth that had suddenly taken
her helm.

But at the end of the two weeks
things started to go wrong. Red
Murray, scowling and full of bad
whisky, put the proposition of sink-
ing the old ship up to Crayton.
Murray had no fear of talking blunt-
ly and openly. He had no fear of
the crew and Crayton was a kid cap-
tain, and if he refused, it would be
a small matter to handle him, He

had been shipped because he was a
youngster and because Red Murray
knew he could be taken care of
easily.

But Red Murray had failed to
reckon on two things. The first was
that Crayton was honest—and behind
him was the tradition of generations
of the sea; the second was more
fatal than the first. Crayton was a
youngster in the eyes of the old sea-
man, but he was a youngster with a
powerful right. As a result of the
conversation, Red Murray was picked
up off the floor of the chart room,
his body limp, his eyes glassy, and
his chin numb from Crayton’s right
fist.

It was not until some time later
that Red Murray came too enough to
realize what had happened. At first
he blinked groggily, and then the
scowl left his face and the cold,
ruthless light of murder came in his
eyes. But he said nothing, did not
go near the captain again.

AND after that the old ship ran
into days of calms. The wind
that had come out of the blue sky
died away, as if it had done its best
to send the old queen along and had
suddenly tired of its effort. The Fly-
ing Crescent rolled wearily in the
calms. It was hot, stifling and sticky.
Ahead faint breezes blew, but always
out of reach.

Then out of the night a gale came,
whistling and roaring.. The old ship
picked up her canvas, flew again,
with seas roaring at her bows. And
it was on this night that the first
man was killed. A broken royal came
down and killed him. Not an un-
common mishap, but when Crayton
examined the dead man, he saw that
the royal had not been completely
broken by the wind.

His face set and his eyes narrowed,
Red Murray stood at his side,
grinning maliciously. The man killed
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was a white man, a man Crayton
knew he could depend on to stand
by him when the final test came be-
tween him and Red Murray.

“Men dying like this,” Murray
sneered, ‘‘isn’'t good for the morale
of the crew.”

Crayton said nothing. He turned
and went aft and sent old Bill, the
ship’s carpenter, to sew the body up
and heave it over the rail.

ND from that night on, with the

blood stain on her deck, The Fly-
ing Crescent became a living night-
mare to Crayton. Murray's tactics
were obvious, the tactics of a man
that struck in the dark and would
not come out in the open to fight.
The crew started to mumble and
growl and Murray did nothing open-
ly to stop them, and at night he
spent much time in the forecastle.
Twice Crayton went there and or-
dered him out. Red Murray went
with a sneer on his face and his
tongue silent.

Two nights later another man died
in a mysterious way. No one knew
how it happened. The second mate,
an old man, got mixed up in the
windlass and was killed. The death
was mysterious. Crayton could not
understand why the old man had
fooled with the windlass in open sea.
If Red Murray knew, he said
nothing. The sneer remained on his
face and he worked silently, taking
his orders from Crayton without a
protest.

That night the dismal, cold rain
started to fall. The gale blew harder
and The Flying Crescent plunged
through the broken seas grimly, with
her ancient rigging straining against
the wind and her gray, black body
lunging forward helplessly—desper-
ately, as if the death that had come
on her decks was a forewarning of
her own end.

She carried her canvas in face of

the gale gallantly, but now there was
something grim and dark about her
manner; she fairly flew through be-
fore the gale, as if fleeing from the
terror that gripped her.

Jim Crayton did not sleep. Thin
lines creased his young countenance,
and his eyes were sunken, and a
haggard, desperate look came on his
face. Suddenly, it seemed that he
had become an old man. His first
command! If he failed in that and
lost his ship, there would be no more
commands; yet deeper than that fear
was the tradition of the sea within
his bronzed, powerful body. He was
the third generation of Craytons that
had sailed these seas—and he was
to be the first an accusing finger of
scorn might be raised against.

ND then came the night when

the man fell from the yards, fell
to his death on the deck and no man
would help the old carpenter sew
him up. By now the crew was
in open mutiny; their faces were
blanched with terror. They were
sailing on a death ship and to the
superstitious mind of a sailor, this
brought a fear and terror that a
landsman cannot understand.

These things flashed through Cray-
ton’s weary mind as he heard the
bundle of canvas with the body and
the old irons strike the water. In
the beginning there had been four
men among the crew that were white
under the skin. These men, Cray-
ton had hoped, would fight with him
to save The Flying Crescent and
their reputations.

Now three of them were dead and
only old Bill, the carpenter, was left.
He was old, but the sea was in his
veins and painted over his rugged
old face. His eyes were blue and
frank.

He did not fear death; he looked
on young Crayton as he would have
his own son.
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But one man out of fifteen! And
those fifteen half-breeds and Chinks,
men little above the instincts of
beasts who knew no such thing
as reputation and were ruled by
the primitive passions, the greatest
of which was fear.

Red Murray was different. There
was the beast about him—the cunning
and the deadliness of the cobra, and
if this cunning failed, there was
power and strength in that body to
drive it through a sea of attackers
with great fists and hands that could
use a gun with unerring deadliness.

Murray was playing the game with
craftiness. Somehow his hand was
behind these three deaths. He knew
the childlike mind of the men in the
forecastle; he knew to what ends ter-
ror would drive them. It would be
mutiny, no matter if it were covered
with a veneer of frightened men; yet
a mutiny that Red Murray would be
free of—unless the terror failed and
he had to drive the men on.

“Sure, me lad,” old Bill said as
they backed away from the rail, “it's
now that the men will strike. This
death is the breaking part of the
cord for them.”

ROM the forecastle came the ris-

ing growl of fear-stricken men.
The terror of death had laid its cold,
clammy hand over the ship—a death
that came out of the night un-
heralded, unseen.

Crayton turned and walked aft,
with old Bill close at his side. They
went in the chart room.

“It’s sleep you need now, me lad,”
old Bill said quietly. “By tomorrow
Murray will strike. Tonight he will
let the scum shiver in their terror
and do what they can, which won't
be much. Tomorrow it will be dif-
ferent, because when Murray strikes
there will be guns.”

Crayton lay down wearily. He
closed his eyes but he did not sleep.

Old Bill went out on deck. Cray-
ton’s head whirled from sheer ex-
haustion. He had no intention to fall
asleep but unconsciousness came over
him slowly—drowsily.

UTSIDE the night fell. The

darkness came in a gray, deepen-
ing mist. The rain stopped and the
gale gave way to a light wind, but
the wind carried the old Flying
Crescent through the rolling waves,
like a gray phantom ship of death.

There were no running lights out.
The crew huddled in the forecastle
fearful to step out on deck lest the
strange death would strike them.
Broken, chattering, trembling wrecks
of human scum, they crouched in the
bunks, their eyes wide and their fear
ready to lead them to anything. Red
Murray was with them. Crayton
knew he was therc but the hour for
him to strike had not come.

An hour passed. The gray mist
gave way to darkness, but overhead
the clouds were breaking and a
moon, racing by them, cast soft,
bluish shafts of light down on the
water-soaked canvas of the old ship
and down on the poop decks.

Silently and grimly The Flying
Crescent plunged on in the night.
No sounds came from her deck—no
lights Shone from the windows of
the cabins aft.

Then out of the darkness slinking,
dark figures moved on the poop
ladders. A low mumble of subducd
chatter broke the stillness. There
was a soft call in the darkness. The
man at the wheel answered. Down
in the waist a door slammed and
something crashed.

The helmsman left the wheel, crept
forward stealthily, with a knife
gleaming in his hand. Old Bill was
not ten feet away from him. He
had heard the subdued chatter of
voices; he had heard the slamming
door. He started for the chart room,



72 THRILLING ADVENTURES

but as he did, the creeping form
leaped at him and together they went
to the deck.

LD BILL fell on his back and

sent his right up at the man's
chin. The knife came down but an-
other blow knocked it from the
killer's hand. And then the night
was full of dark figures hovering
over old Bill.

He did the only thing left to do
and he did it excellently. He let
out a whoop that could be heard in
every part of the ship. It cut
through the sleeping consciousness
of Crayton like a knife. And before
he was fully awake he was on his
feet, dashing to the side of his
friend. He plunged into the center
of a raving, fear-stricken mob—
wrecks of men that had suddenly be-
come demons of rage and murder.

Crayton did not stop to survey the
milling sea of humanity around him.
His right shot out with a crashing
bang and knocked the man on old
Bill three feet back. And then in
the split second that followed he
took in the situation. The presence
of the captain and the blow that had
sent the helmsman three feet back-
ward halted the enraged mob.

Above, the wind thrummed in the
rigging and the roar of the running
sea mingled with this thrumming
sound. Crayton saw that no hand
was at the wheel. He smiled grimly.
It was just as well that no hand
touched it for a while. The ship
would come back to the wind.
There was danger that getting back
might do damage, but it would cause
enough commotion to force the crew
into rational sense.

In front of him the mob was ad-
vancing again, with knives glistening
in the night. Crayton’s eyes search-
ed for Red Murray but he was no-
where to be seen. Again a grim,
haggard smile came to the young

captain’s lips. Red Murray was play-
ing safe. The men would kill
Crayton and then turn to him to
guide the ship to some port. The
grim smile twisted itself into a
snarling, bitter grin,

His hand had grabbed a coil of the
mizzen topgallant halyards. He threw
a knot in the end of the stout rope.
Old Bill was on his feet and he did
likewise. Rope in hand, Crayton
walked into the middle of the surg-
ing crew, the rope lashing out vi-
ciously to the right and left, striking
heads and bodies. He flailed the crew
mercilessly, driving them back to the

rail. Knives dropped from hands.
Men grunted in pain and then
screamed.

N and on Crayton flailed them.

By this time the ship was all
awind, her sails thundering and her
gear clashing. The rope in Crayton’s
hand struck out with a fury that was
greater than the anger of the winds.
Crayton drove the scum of human
wrecks back and back, cursing them
bitterly. At his side was old Bill,
yelling at the top of his voice at
every lash of the rope in his hand.

Suddenly the crew saw what was
happening to the ship. This was a
greater driving force to them than
the rope in Crayton’s hand. Crayton
yelled to old Bill to take the wheel.
Then he drove the men from brace
to brace, forcing them to haul up
tacks and sheets until the ship
leaned against the wind and her
ancient prow nosed its way through
the waves once more.

And after that the men slunk back
to the forecastle, beaten and afraid.
Crayton knew that never again would
he have to beat them. He knew that
the next time Red Murray would be
at their head and the mate would
come armed and it would be sixteen
men against two.

But Crayton wasted no time think-
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ing of this. He went back to the
wheel where old Bill was acting as
helmsman.

“It’s me or Murray now,” Crayton
said quietly. ‘“He let those poor
devils try the mutiny themselves
and they failed, and they won’t try
it again alone. But Red Murray will
lead them, and we can’t fight sixteen
men armed—"

“TDOED MURRAY will see that they

are armed enough,” old Bill
broke in grimly, “and he won’t wait
very long.”

“If he waits a half an hour,” Cray-
ton answered grimly, “he will wait
too long.”

“Don’t you go getting killed,” old
Bill said with a worried note in his
voice. “If there is any dirty work
to be done better let me do it.”

Crayton shook his head slowly.

“Red Murray murdered those three
men,” Crayton said, “and you can't
murder three men on a ship without
leaving some trace.”

“You damned fool,” old Bill grunt-
ed, “you ain't—"

“If I arrest Red Murray and take
him into port, he'll make a fool out
of us,” Crayton said. “We have no
proof that he murdered those men
or was behind this mutiny, and tak-
ing an innocent man into port under
arrest isn't pleasant when they get
through with you. He murdered the
second mate in that windlass and he
sawed the royal mast to kill ‘Dutch’
Scroggins, but we couldn’t find evi-
dence. That chap tonight was pushed
off the main mast and I'm going up
there. If I can prove that Murray
killed the chap, we might do some-
thing with this crew; if I can't
they’ll get us before morning.”

“But ye ain't trying anything
alone,” old Bill protested. “They’ll
kill you bcfore ye get twenty feet
away from here.”

“Keep that wheel steady,” Crayton

said. “I'm going up the main rig-
ging and see what I can find.”

“You damned young fool—"

But old Bill had no chance to fin-
ish his tirade against Crayton. The
young captain was down the poop
ladder and onto the deck. Crouch-
ing low, his right hand gripping a
revolver, he crept through the dark-
ness. He knew the time for bare
fists was over and his gun was ready
for quick action.

Shadows moved obliquely—gro-
tesquely around the hatches and
near the forecastle, shadows that

looked more like animals creeping in
the dark than men. Now and then
a shaft of bluish moonlight would
cut down through the strained and
creaking rigging of the old ship.
Once the shaft fell on a man crawl-
ing for the cover of the hatch.

RAYTON crept swiftly now, his

crouching form hugging the rail.
He twisted a little, threw his arms
up, and the next second he was
scurrying up the rigging with the
agility of a monkey.

The wind whistled through the
canvas and the yards moved a little
back and forth. The rigging was
wet from the four-day rain, but Cray-
ton’s hand held to it firmly as he
made his way up to the mainmast.

His hand gripped the peak halyard
as he drew himself up astride the
mainmast. For a moment he rested
there, his eyes straining through the
darkness.

Then he saw it, saw it as the shaft
of moonlight shot down through the
canvas, lighting the crosstrces. It
was a piece of cloth fluttering in the
wind. Crayton could see that the
cioth was blue and that it was stuck
on the rigging of the crosstrees.

His body stiffened. His hands
went for the throat halyard, but as
he did a leaping tongue of red flame
came up at him from far below;
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there was a deafening roar, and then
Crayton was conscious that a bullet
had cut through the rigging near his
head.

BOVE him the piece of cloth

waved back and forth in the
wind. Another flash of red came
from the deck. Another thundering
explosion and another bullet cut near
him.

He flattened his body over the main-
mast, hiding it from the aim of the
man below. For a little while he lay
there, not a muscle moving, and then
he stuck his head out. The deck
below was dark and empty. Then
from behind the hatch came the
leaping flash of red, and the bullet
buried itself in the mainmast a few
inches from his head.

His gun roared, but he realized the
utter futility of a duel with the man
hiding behind the hatch. The flash
of his gun brought more bullets up
toward him, and then he heard a
wild yell. Coming up the rigging
were two men, knives in their mouths
and guns in their right hands.

Crayton twisted his body around
and waited for them. The leading
man sent a bullet toward the main-
mast and as he did, Crayton’s gun
belched fire. The man stiffened,
swayed on the rigging a moment and
then fell backward into the sea. The
other man was scrambling down the
rigging frantically.

And then Crayton’s body went up-
ward. His hands gripped the rope
of the throat halyards and with a
mighty pull he got his body up over
the crosstrees. A bullet smashed a
pulley near his hand. Another cut
a rope over his head.

His hand went out for the piece of
cloth flying in the wind. He was
conscious of the straining and crack-
ing of the yards and the rigging of
the old ship as The Flying Crescent
plowed through foaming sea. A bul-

let caught him somewhere on the
shoulder. There was a stinging,
burning pain. His fingers closed
around the cloth, pulled it away from
the rigging.

There was a deafening roar in
Crayton's ears. His head swam
crazily and something on his right
temple stung like a bee. His body
swayed on the crosstrees, His
hands groped for the halyard rope,
caught it, but were too numb to hold
on.

Then he was slipping off the
crosstree, slipping down into the
vast darkness below, but his hands
were working. He was like a prize
fighter knocked senseless but still
fighting. His fingers gripped some-
thing cold and sharp.

And then he was shooting down-
ward into a pit of jet black dark-
ness.

Down and down he went. His
hands burned. It seemed to him that
he had fallen miles. And then his
body crashed against something hard.
The blow brought his senses back
with a snap. In a flash he knew
what had happened. He had been
stunned by a bullet creasing his head
and in that stunned state, his hands
had instinctively, largely from force
of habit, reached for the backstay
wire.

E was on his feet with a leap.
His senses were still groggy
but he was able to move his body. He
realized that his gun was no longer
in his hand. He saw a form rise up
from behind the hatch, saw a gun
leveled at him. With a flying leap
Crayton went through the air.
There was a blinding flask of red
in front of him. His face seemed
to be on fire with a burning, stinging
pain. A roar that almost split his
ear drums followed. And the next
second he crashed into a body, the
force of his leap sending the two
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men to the deck in a fighting, kick-
ing mass of human flesh. Over and
over they rolled. Crayton knew that
the man grappling with him was Red
Murray and he knew that it would
be a fight to the death of one of
them.

E had no time to worry about the

dark figures that moved over
them. He had no time to realize that
the minute he was free from Mur-
ray’s body, fifteen bullets would bore
through him. He thought of only
two things. The piece of blue cloth
in his pocket and the powerful arms
of Red Murray that gripped for his
throat. It was an unmerciful fight.
Red Murray, fresh and with brain
clear, fought with the cunning of a
beast. Crayton, his brain still in a
fog, fought desperately, with inhu-
man strength against almost hopeless
odds.

Back and forth they struggled on
the deck, moving closer and closer
to the forecastle. Red Murray’s gun
had fallen from his hand. The mate
sought desperately to gouge the
young captain’s eyes out and then to
get a death grip around his throat.

Crayton kept Murray under him,
lashing out with right and left. But
the old strength was gone from the
blows. The blows landed but Mur-
ray grunted a little and then worked
his hands harder and faster. Cray-
ton was weakening slowly. He knew
the struggle could not last much
longer.

Then suddenly his body was being
raised in the air. He heard a cold,
brutal laugh come from Red Murray.
The next thing he knew he was be-
ing hurled through the air, through
a door. He landed on the floor of
the forecastle with a sickening thud.
He lay there, unable to move, the
wind knocked out of his lungs.

He saw the huge body of Red
Murray come bulging through the

door. He saw a knife gleam in the
mate’s hand. And then Crayton
came to life weakly, with one last
effort. He doubled his numbed legs
under his body and then gave a
lurching push forward.

His hands reached out and caught
Red Murray by the ankles; his body
rose up slowly, in a hunched up ball,
and the hands gripped the mate’s
ankles, gave a quick upward pull and
Red Murray turned a complete som-
mersault, landing in the far corner
of the room on his head and
shoulder.

Crayton staggered back, his body
swaying weakly. He saw Red
Murray jump to his feet. He saw
Murray come lunging toward him.
Crayton wondered vaguely why some
of the crew hadn’t shot him as he
stood alone, swaying back and forth,
Then he was conscious of a lurch-
ing sensation under foot. Some-
thing was happening to the ship, but
all this came to him in a flash and
then was forgotten. Red Murray was
on him.

RAYTON’S right shot out, the

blow starting from his toes and
carrying all the weight of his body
behind it—if not a great deal of
strength. Red Murray’s head snapped
back. With a bellow of rage, the
mate came in again, his powerful
neck and shoulders down, his long
arms reaching for the swaying body
of the young captain.

Again Crayton swung his right.
Red Murray’s head snapped back but
still the bellowing, raging mate was
boring in. Crayton side-stepped the
long arms, side-stepped in a daze.
He knew his right and his left were
shooting forward, striking some-
thing; he knew now that there were
others in the room, watching him—a
sea of weird, ghastly faces swimming
in front of his eyes.

He backed away and went against
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the wall. He shook his head to clear
his befogged brain, but all the time
he was shooting his right and
left out mechanically—like a punch-
drunk fighter.

Then suddenly he saw the huge
face of Red Murray directly in front
of him. He saw the square jaw and
the heavy chin.

ITH a groan, Crayton hunched

his body forward, shooting his
right out in an overhand haymaker,
throwing the full weight of his body
against the blow.

There was a loud smack. Every-
thing reeled and danced crazily in
front of his eyes. The room was
turning upside down. His knees
buckled and it was only with an
effort that he remained on his feet.
His right shot out no more. There
was no one in front of him.

Then slowly his brain cleared and
the room stopped turning upside
down. His eyes clcared. He saw
sprawled on the floor in front of him
the inert body of Red Murray.

Somewhere near him a voice called
out:

“You did it, laddie.
you did it.”

Crayton turned slowly. Backed in
the corner was the crew and stand-
ing in front of them, a revolver in
each hand was old Bill.

“I becketed the wheel, laddie,” old
Bill called out, “and came fore to see
that it would be a fair fight. Red
Murray will listen to the birdies for
some time after that last blow.”

Crayton blinked a little and then
shook his head again.

“Get thc weapons from the crew,”
he ordered old Bill, “and after that
I will show them something that
made a good ship a murder ship.”

Five minutes later the weapons of
the crew were all piled up in a cor-
ner and Red Murray was tied secure-
ly hand and foot.

Sure as hell

Then Crayton took the piece of
blue cloth from his pocket.

“The chap killed this afternoon,”
he said to a crew that was trembling
with fear, “was killed by a man push-
ing him off the crosstrees above the

mainmast. The man that killed this
chap wore a blue shirt. The dcad
man wore a brown one. When the

killer lay flat over the crosstree,
waiting for the poor devil to come
up, a piece of his shirt caught in the
ropes. In his hurry to get down,
the killer forgot that he had torn
his shirt.

“Now there has been a great deal
said about this ship being a hoodoo
ship—a killer. The ship is as fine a
queen as ever put her nose through
these waters. The killer happened
to be a red-headed first mate that
was hired to see that the ship was
sunk. He put the proposition up to
me, and I sent him to the floor to
listen to certain birds sing for a
while.

“ A FTER that he decided to play a

cunning game. He didn’t have
the courage to strike himself; so he
killed three of the crew to put fear
in your hearts and make you crazy.
He figured you men would do what
he was afraid to do openly. Kill me
and old Bill. If you had done that,
he could have sunk the ship without
much trouble and many of you would
have gone down with it because live
men talk and dead men don’t.”

Crayton walked over to where Red
Murray lay on the floor, his eyes
watching the young captain with a
look that was glassy and fear
stricken.

“As I said, the killer lay on that
crosstree and when he fled after kill-
ing the sailor, left a part of his shirt
up there. And if there is any doubt
who owned the shirt, we’ll see if it
doesn’t fit this torn part out of Red
Murray’s shirt.”
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Crayton kneeled down. The crew,
pale faced and staring, watched him.
On the front of Murray’s blue shirt
was a piece torn out. The piece in
Crayton’s hand fitted the torn part
exactly. A low growl rose up from
the throats of the crew. Crayton got
up and put the piece of cloth in his
pocket.

“Take Murray aft,” he said to old
Bill, “and lock him up. He may
talk when we get to port, but if he
doesn’t, this cloth and other evidence
I can get against him and the
crooked owners of this ship will be
enough to send him over the road.”

Old Bill grinned and motioned for
two of the crew to help him. The
men jumped forward eagerly, all
fight and all fear gone from their
eyes.
d E'LL dump these arms over-
board,” Crayton said. “I don’t
think we’ll have any more use for
them this trip.”

The crew jumped forward to carry
out the captain’s orders, but he
waved them back. He gathered the
arms up himself and carried them
out of the forecastle to the rail and
dumped them overboard. When he
returned Bill was waiting for him.

“Ye don’t need to fear letting these
lads get their hands on arms now,”
he said. “You've made a bunch of
men out of human wrecks, and you
won’t have any more trouble with
them on this trip.”

And Bill spoke with the wisdom of
the sea and years behind the mast.
The crew of human wreckage taken
on at Wenchau developed overnight
into men that had suddenly found a
new leader—a man to bring back to
their warped souls something that
had long since died.

ND the next day the sun broke
forth on a smiling blue sky,
with not so much as a stream of a
passing cloud to hide the sunlight;
and out of this blue, cloudless sky
blew a strong wind that filled the
sails of the old Flying Crescent and
sent her roaring happily through the
green waters.

She was like a fine race horse try-
ing her paces. She leaned and bowed
and soared, thrumming with the
wind's stress, speeding to her port of
destination, with piles of foam at her

forefoot. For once again she was the
queen of other days, a glorious,
beautiful thing, a thing of rosy

tinted ivory beauty, with the grace
of a Dbeautiful woman, delicately
framed against a background of blue
green satin.

And at her helm stood a young
man, his body weak and his head
bandaged, but his eyes flashing, and
his pale face aglow with the sheer
beauty of a great old ship, a ship
that he had saved from a watery
grave that would have buried his
reputation and all that he had known
ard loved in life with it.

Coming—
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LOOT at
Kwang-Kum

Corporal Craig of the
Foreign Legion Lost His
Hand-But He Packed
A Mighty Wallop
Just the Same!

A Complete Novelette
By BOB DU SOE

I

Author of “Escape,” etc.
“ OU are next, Cabo,” the
medical orderly nodded,
and Legionnaire, Corporal
Craig, stepped forward with a grim
smile.

The Médecin Major, a terse be-
whiskered little man, examined the
inflamed and swollen hand that Craig
held out to him and his brow puck-
ered with a frown. “Bad—very bad,”
he muttered.

Corporal Craig, with all his Yan-
kee nerve, continued to grin, “Yes,
Major, sure feels like it.”

“Can you tell me how you hap-
pened to receive a bayonet wound in
your hand?” demanded the major.
“And a French bayonet, at that?”

The corporal had a fair idea but
he had no intentions of relating his
suspicions to the major. “I fell on
the cursed thing,” he lied. “It's a
wonder it didn’t puncture my liver.”

The major’s glance met the steady
gaze of the hardened, sun-tanned sol-
dier before him and his frown deep-
ened. “You fell on it,” he repeated.
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Craig raised his hands. He

“Bon Dieu, do you think I am a
fool? Do you think I know nothing
of wounds?”

“Why, I hope not, Major. I march-
ed a hundred kilometers through this
cursed jungle the last three days just
to have you patch it up.”

“So—? Very well, it comes off at
the wrist.”

“Hell, is it as bad as that?”

“Can you not see that gangrene
has already set in? A few hours
more and it would have been the
whole arm.”

The grin was gone now from the
corporal’s face. The muscles in his
lean jaw stuck out like knots on a
log and the clear blue of his eyes
darkened with anger. “All right,” he
growled. “Chop it off.”

Thec major motioned toward a long,
white table and spoke to the orderly.

“Never mind that.” Craig thrust
out his hand. *“I said chop it off.”

The major shrugged. “Very well,
if you think you can stand the pain.
Drink this, I don’t want you to faint
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was thinking fast—playing for time

and make a sorry mess of things.”

Craig drank the cup of cognac and
set his jaw. He did not faint; he
was not that kind, but his face grew
white beneath the tan and he came
very near being violently sick before
the ordeal was over. Every stab of
pain carved the vivid memory of that
bayonet thrust deeper and deeper
into his brain.

In the uncertain light and the con-
fusion of the hand-to-hand fighting
that had completed the capture of
Kwang-Kum he had failed to recog-
nize the man who had made the
lunge. There had been no question
of the uniform he had worn, how-
ever, nor of the skill with which he
had made the thrust. He had been
a member of Craig’'s own company,
determined to put him out of the
way, and a man to whom murder was
no obstacle.

The najor filled the cup with cog-
nac twice more before he had fin-
ished with the last bandage. He was
no stranger to the bravery and the
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iron nerve of these men of the Legion
but this particular job got a little the
best of him. He felt the need of a
drink himself. “Report tomorrow
morning,” he ordered. “Better go to
your barracks and take it easy.”

RAIG swayed just a trifle and
managed to grin. He was quite
drunk now, though the major would
not have guessed it. “Yes, sir, tomor=
row morning,” he replied, and touch-
ing his képi with his good right
hand, he left the hospital.

In the caserene at the far end of
the barracks he sat down at an empty
table and ordered more brandy. He
unbuttoned his tunic, removed his
képi, and wiped the large beads of
sweat from his forehead. It was not
often that he gave way to his feel-
ings in this manner but he had been
through a large slice of hell in the
last three days and the loss of a hand
is a bit beyond the condolence of an
oath.

“You salo, I have been looking all
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over the place for you,” a tall, young
Belgian approached the table. “How
is the hand?”

“Hello, Faudre.” Craig shoved for-
ward the bottle. “The hand? I don’t
know. You will have to ask the
Médecin Major. He’s keeping it for
a souvenir.”

“Sacré, you do not mean he—"

“Yes, that’s what I mean.”

“Bon Dieu, that is tough. And you
still have no idea who it was that
tried to stick you?”

RAIG eyed the young Belgian a
moment before he answered. For
nearly five years, ever since that first
day at Bel-Abbes, they had been the
best of friends. ‘“Faudre,” he finally
spoke. ‘“You didn’t do it, did you?”
“Me? Sacrébleu, are you mad? Of
course I did not do it!”

“I know you didn't. Just wanted
to hear what you'd say. But that
lcaves one of only two others who
did do it. There were but five of
us, you know, who mopped up that
temple with Lieutenant Leclair. With
the lieutenant dead there are only
four of us left—Vanel, Pelissier and
ourselves.”

“Then you mean it was Vanel or
Pelissier! Bon Dieu, I wonder! I
almost forgot, too. I was looking for
you because the captain wishes to
talk with you.

“I have an idea it is about the
lieutenant.”

“About the lieutenant, eh? Then
that settles it. The lieutenant was
murdered.”

“Murdered!
sible!”

“No, it isn’t, You remember when
we hid that idol in the temple the
lieutenant told us to say nothing
about it and then started to leave?”

“Yes, I remember.”

“And then do you recall that Pelis-
sier and Vanel followed him and that
when we caught up with them they

Sacré, it is impos-

were standing there waiting for the
lieutenant to die?”

“Yes, that is all true, and it was
then that Vanel took the map,
that Leclair carried to direct us to
the temple, but they both swore they
saw the lieutenant drop as they
turned into the corridor.”

“Zut, do you believe everything
you hear? Faudre, that idol was
gold. Understand, gold. We all saw
enough to know that, and with the
lieutenant out of the way, and my-
self, too—I guess they would have
tried to get you—if they had dared,”
Craig waved his good hand.

“Well, that ought to be explana-
tion enough.”

“Bon Dieu, I see it now! If you
could only prove it to the captain.”

“I'm not going to try. Neither am
I going to say anything about the
idol. I've got a score to seitle with
one of those dcgs now, and while I
am at it I'll square that little debt
for the lieutenant, too.”

“My friend, I am with you.” The
dark, sober eyes of the Belgian sud-
denly hardened. “And now, if you
are not too drunk, you had better
report to the captain. We will talk
this over when you return.”

I

APTAIN MONET glanced
up from his desk as the
orderly ushered Craig into
his presence and his sharp, black
eyes, peering from beneath his bushy

brows, missed no detail.
“You have lost a hand, Corporal,”

he spoke with feeling. “Too bad—
too bad.”

“It might have been a leg,” Craig
replied.

“Yes, that is one way to look at
it. Or it might have been even worse
—Lieutenant Leclair, for instance.”

Craig did not answer. Faudre had
been right; he was to be questioned
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again regarding the death of the
lieutenant,

“I have your statement,” the cap-
tain went on, “that you were present
when Lieutenant Leclair was killed.”

“I was in the temple, but I was not
near him when it happened. As I
reported, I did not know he had been
shot until I reached the entrance and
found him dying.”

“Yes, I understand all that.” Monet
twisted his mustache in thought.
“But suppose you go into it again
with a little more detail.”

“Well, there isn’t much else, mon
Capitaine. My orders, as you know,
were to take the temple, and we
charged. We were driven back twice
and most of my squad had been killed
when Lieutenant Leclair came to see
what was holding us up. He had
a sack of grenades and on the next
charge we used them and succeeded
in getting inside the building.

“After that nothing remained but
the mopping up. There being only
five of us, the lieutenant included,
we stuck pretty close. There were a
half-dozen dingy dark rooms in the
place and we went through all of
them to see if any of the Tonkins
were hiding there.

“‘rTYHE devils had all cleared out
and the lieutenant headed back
toward the entrance. I was in the
rear and when I entered the main
corridor I found the lieutenant dying
from a bullet wound over the heart.”
“And the other three men—Faudre,
Vanel and Pelissier, did they see
nothing, either?”

“I questioned them at the time,
and you have talked with them since.
Pelissier says he saw him fall as he
approached the entrance. That is
all.”

“But could you swear that what
he says is the truth?”

“No, I could not. The shot was
fired before I entered the corridor.”

“But you heard the shot, did you?”

“I heard a score of shots, mon
Capitaine. There was firing going on
all around us. Whether I heard the
shot that killed the lieutenant or not
I couldn’t say.”

HE captain stuck his hand into a
drawer of his desk and brought
out a single, tarnished bullet,
“Take a look at that,” he said, and
held the bullet out for Craig to ex-
amine.
The corporal recognized it at a

glance. “From one of our Lebels,
isn't it?”
“Yes, and also out of the dead

body of Lieutenant Leclair.”

“Bon Dieu!” Craig did his best to
appear surprised. “You—you mean—
he was murdered!”

“That’'s what I mean,” snapped
Monet.

“But you have no proof—the bul-
let might have been a stray.”

“Correct.” Monet tossed the bul-
let back into the drawer. “Well, I
suppose it will have to rest at that.
However, I am not satisfied, Cor-
poral. Keep your ears open—and
your mouth shut. It looks suspicious
-—very suspicious.”

“I will keep a close watch,” Craig
replied. “And while I am here, Sir,
I would like to mention this—this
wound.”

“Very well, what about it?”

“It is only that I hope it will not
alter my standing with the company.
It is the left hand, you see, and it
won’'t make any difference in my
duties.”

“You wish to remain in active serv-
ice, is that it?”

“Yes, mon Capitaine, I wanted you
to know in case—"

“I understand. Your spirit is com-
mendable. I will see what can be
done about it.”

Craig thanked the captain with
a very proper salute, groped his
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way out of the office and went back
to his table in the canteen.

Faudre was still there, waiting for
him. “Was I right? Was it about
the lieutenant?” he inquired.

“Yes, you were right, and so was
I. It was about the lieutenant, and
Monet has the bullet that killed him
—a bullet from a Lebel.”

“Sacré, then there is no doubt!”

“No, none. The only question is,
which one of them did it, and how
can we prove it?”

“It will be impossible unless one
of them gets drunk, mad or some-
thing and talks.”

“That’s an idea. I'll remember that.
And now I have a bit of work for
our little woodpecker. Call him, will
you? He is here at the bar.”

OUSSANT, a mild-mannered little

Swiss, came in answer to their
summons. He seated himself at the
table and from under his tunic he pro-
duced the latest example of his skill,
a tiny statue of the beautiful Joseph-
ine that he had carved with the ut-
most pains from the broken butt of
a rifle.

Michelangelo, with a block of the
purest marble and the living model
to inspire him could not have pro-
duced a piece of work more per-
fect.

“For you, mon Cabo, 1 will make
it ten francs,” the little man ca-
ressed the beautiful Josephine with
tender affection.

Corporal Craig shook his head.

“No, Toussant, the thing I want
is very simple—nothing artistic
about it at all, just a plain wooden
hand.”

“Your hand! Ah, mon Cabo, I had
not noticed. I am most sorry.”

“Nothing for you to grieve about,
Toussant. It's business. I'll give you
ten francs for a new fist.”

“Sacré, I would not think of it!
I will make you the hand, yes. But

I want no money, my friend; I would
not think of it.”

“No money! What about that place
you are going to have some day in
Paris—that swell studio with all the
million dollar ladies hanging around
sipping cocktails?”

“Zut, that is but a dream,
friend—a dream.”

“Well, have a drink, anyway.”

“Ah, a drink—yes, to be sure. And
tell me about the hand, do you want
it open so that you can perhaps wear
a glove, or do you actually want the
fist, as you said.”

“Make it a fist,” Craig replied,

my

“and make it good and big. The
heavier the better.”
“I understand, mon Cabo. Now

your other hand, let me have a look
at it.”

“Oh, they don’t need to match.
Just be sure it’s a fist, that’s all.”

“You will leave that to me,” the
little man studied the corporal’s one
good hand with a practiced eye.
“When the wound is healed I will
have a new fist for you that will be
the envy of the Legion.”

III1

RAIG and Faudre were still
seated at the table in the
caserene later that afternoon

when two Legionnaires entered
through the door opposite and ap-
proached the bar. One of them was
Vanel, a short, thick-set man with
coarse, heavy features, and the other
was Pelissier.

Jean Peclissier was an entirely dif-
ferent type from his companion. He
was slender, high-strung, and even in
the sackcloth of the Legion he was
something of a dandy. However,
there was a weakness about his mouth
and chin, and an evasion in his wide
watery eyes that did not encourage
confidence.

Vanel caught sight of Craig and
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Faudre, and after a word to his com-
panion the two left the bar and
crossed the room to the occupied
table,

“We heard about the hand,” Vanel
spoke first. “Tough luck, but I sup-
pose you will get a soft billet now
at Headquarters—and maybe another
stripe, eh?”

“Neither.”
sharply as he spoke.
with the company.”

“So? Well, maybe that is best—
better for our purpose, anyway.”

“You mean on account of the
idal?”

“Sure, what else? When we get
the chance to pack it away it will be
better if we are all together.”

“Very considerate of you. But sup-
pose we are not?”

Craig eyed the man
“I am staying

ANEL returned the corporal’s

stare. “I think we had better
agree not to return to the temple un-
til it is convenient for all of us. We
are good friends, but one cannot tell
what might happen.”

“Suppose one of us stops a bullet—
or a bayonet, for instance?”

“That is a different matter.”

“I see, tough luck for the one who
gets it but a bit of good luck for
the rest.”

Vanel shrugged impatiently. “Well,
why not? Sacré, this is no different
from picking a few sous off a dead
native. If you survive the battle you
get your share. If you do not, some-
body else gets it.”

“Sure, only the difference here
would be in how one or the other of
us came to meet up with this bit-of
tough luck.”

“What do you mean?”

“You don’t understand, eh? Never
mind, it wouldn’t make any differ-
ence if you did, What are you go-
ing to do with that map you took
from the lieutenant?”

“Keep it, of course. How else could

we find our way back through that
cursed jungle? The temple was
blown up—so was the whole village.
We must have something to go by.”

“I suppose so, but why should you
be the one to hang on to it?”

“Because, I had sense enough to
get it when we had the chance. Is
that not enough?”

RAIG was playing a difficult role.
He was no saint. He had agreed
to share in the loot back there in the
jungle. It was part of the game.
However, he had not suspected then
as he did now that the spoils had
fallen into their hands as the result
of a deliberate murder.

“No, Vanel.” He shook his head.
“As you say, we are all good friends
but one can never tell what might
happen. Better give the map to me
and I will make copies of it for the
rest of us.”

Vanel was not clever. He felt
himself stumbling into a trap but
he was not quick-witted enough to
think of a way out. The idea did

" not appeal to him; that was plain,

but there was no way he could grace-
fully refuse He took the map from
an inside pocket of his tunic and:
handed it to Craig.

“You see,” he demanded of the
others, “I am no longer responsible
for it.”

Craig put the map into his own
pocket, just a bit relieved. He had
not expected to get hold of it quite
so easily.

Pelissier did not seem any more
pleased about it than Vanel and the
corporal wondered what they would
do when they discovered that he was
going to keep the map for good. Not
only that, but he had no intentions
either, of making the copies he had
mentioned.

The bugle blared shrilly over at
the barracks and the crowd in the
caserene ‘gulped their drinks and
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made a hasty exit. Craig went stum-
bling after them, cursing the terrific
pain in his arm. He had never suc-
ceeded in drinking himself into un-
consciousness like some. He would
have to bear his torture without aid,
unless he made an appeal to the
Médecin Major, and he would never
do that.

Captain Monet met him as he ap-
proached the barracks and inquired
as to why he was not in the hospital.

“Not for me,” Craig replied. “If
it is just the same with mon Capi-
taine, I would rather keep busy.”

The captain shrugged. “Very well,
the replacements will arrive tomor-
row from Saigon. Until we decide
what to do with you, you can work
on them.”

v

HE replacements were the
usual assortment of Germans,
Russians, Austrians, with a

few half-breed Spaniards, Italians
and the Lord only knew what else,
and when Corporal Craig found his
squad again recruited to full strength
he willingly followed the captain’s
suggestion.

Four hours each day he drilled
them on the double, as if their three
months training at Bel-Abbes had
been nothing. The rest of the time
he lectured them on the finer points
of soldiering with the Legion and
made them practice all he told them.

Much as it displeased Vanel and
Pelissier, he drilled them the same
as he did the bleus. It was an easy
way to keep an eye on them and the
harder he worked them the less time
they had to think about the maps
they so far had not received.

When Vanel began to make impa-
tient inquiries Craig put him off with
vague promises and watched him the
closer.

As the days passed his arm grew

better and finally Toussant presented
him with his fist of wood. Craig ex-
amined the hand with delight. It
had been carefully stained and pol-
ished.

There was a leather sleeve and
strap to hold it in place, and every
wrinkle of finger, knuckle and even
the nails had been cleverly carved in
their proper place as if it had been
cast in a mold.

“By heavens, Toussant!” he ex-
claimed, “that’s a work of art.”

“I am afraid it is a little large and
a bit heavy,” the little man apolo-
gized. “But you wanted it that way,
mon Cabo, so 1"

“Perfect!” Craig declared.
let’s see how it works.”

“One moment, there is something
else,” Toussant made sure no one
was observing them. “You twist
the thumb—so, then you lift it out
and there is a hole—see?”

“A hole! Sacré, that’s clever!”

“At first I thought you might fill
it with lead.” The little Swiss shared
the corporal’s delight. “But how
much better to fill it with gold—or
a thousand franc note, eh, mon
Cabo?”

Craig was thinking of neither. It
was the possibility of hiding the map
that had occurred to him, almost im-
mediately. He, too, cast a hasty
glance around them and twisted the
thumb back into place, He ques-
tioned Toussant rapidly, and was as-
sured no one else knew the secret
of the hand.

“Come,

FAUDRE sat opposite Craig at a
table in the caserene that evening,
his eyes glued on the corporal’s
wooden fist, “A clever piece of
work,” he declared. “Sometimes I
could swear the cursed thing actu-
ally moves.”

Craig took the block of wood in
his one good hand and stroked it

fondly.
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“No, it doesn’t move, but did you
ever think what an awful blow I
could land with the thing?”

“Yes, like a blow from a club.”

“And no knuckles to bark. I won-
der how Vanel would like to feel it
just once alongside his thick skull.”

“Zut, that swine will never stand
up and fight like that. I think he is
satisfied now that he has lost that
map. Keep an eye on him. The next
time he may use a bullet instead of
the bayonet.”

“He will not try anything here.
But what makes you think he is sure
about the map?”

“He said so. He asked me yester-
day if I had received my copy yet.”

“And what did you tell him?”

“I told him no and that I was be-
ginning to think we never would. I
thought it best to agree with him—
might learn something.”

“YOOD idea. But when the com-

\A pany moves you must tell him
you finally got it. When he doesn’t
get his he will start something and
then we can settle the affair.”

“But the company may not move
for weeks, maybe months.”

Craig shook his head. “If I am not
mistaken we will be on the march
in a very few days. We have a new
lieutenant. He arrived this morning.
Colonel Beauchamp will inspect the
company tomorrow morning.”

“Bon Dieu, is it possible!
will they send us?”

“Back into the jungle, where else?
They might even send us back to
Kwang-Kum to lay for that long-
haired devil, Meng. No one knows
the ground there better than Com-
pany Ten.”

“You are right. And then the se-
cret of the temple, eh, Yank?”

Craig nodded slowly and stroked
his fist. “Yes, but I am only guess-
ing. Who knows the plans of the
Conseil de Guerre?”

Where

v

O word had reached him as
a result of his appeal to the
captain and the next morn-

ing Craig reported for inspection
with the company still wondering
what they had decided to do with
him,

Most armies, he knew, would con-
sider a soldier with only one hand
unfit for service but that was not
the case with the Legion. He re-
membered old André Bessone, the
peg-legged drill sergeant at Bel-
Abbes, and the one-armed corporal in
charge of the Bureau de Poste. Not
that he wanted to soldier like that,
but it eased his mind to recall them.

“Garde a vous!” barked the new
lieutenant, and the already perfect
line grew a bit more rigid. The
colonel, with his aide, came strutting
across the parade ground then, and
when Captain Monet had properly
received him, the inspection began.

The parade of gold braid was fol-
lowed by the usual lecture on valor
and discipline, to which no one paid
the least attention, and then suddenly
out of the drone of words Craig rec-
ognized his name.

“Corporal Craig, two paces front!”
the captain ordered, and then, out of
another burst of flowery oration,
Craig learned that he was to be re-
warded for something or other by a
promotion to the rank of sergeant.

It was no small reward with which
they had honored him, but what was
more, he realized that he was safe.
A sergeant did not labor with his
hands, nor necessarily carry a rifle.
He could do his fighting with a re-
volver, and to command he needed
only a strong pair of lungs.

He listened while the order was
read aloud, then at the captain’s
signal he saluted and took over the
position of sergeant of the platoon.
There was a brief drill after that,
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and finally dismissal with strict or-
ders that no man was to leave the
post.

“A sergeant! Bon Dieu!” ex-
claimed Faudre. “And you were right
about our leaving, too. When they
refuse us the walkout that means we
march.”

“Yes, we march. Might as well
make it clear to our good comrades
now where we stand. The next time
Vanel mentions the map you can tell
him I have decided that two of them
are enough and that you and I will
be the ones to keep them.”

“And when I tell him that, we can
look for trouble.”

“Good, that’s what I've been wait-
ing for. But don’t argue with them
yoursgelf. Send them to me.”

The blare of bugles and shouts of
the room corporals brought Company
Ten to life a good hour before day-
light the next morning. There was
nothing unusual about that but when
the men realized those shouts called
for full packs—ready to march, there
was an immediate uproar.

“Snap into it!” ordered Sergeant
Craig. “Down on the parade ground
in ten minutes!”

HEN the ammunition and ra-

tions had been added to the
mountainous packs the men resembled
so many beasts of burden, but that
was the Legion. In columns by three
the company assembled, and then
came the command. “En avant—
marche!”

Out through the great wooden
gates they swung, with the drums
and bugles cheering them on. Later
Captain Monet gave the order to
march at ease and the long, man-kill-
ing march was begun.

All that day they tramped steadily

through the dripping, steaming,

jungle. At the end of the first hour
their lean faces were streaked with
sweat, and the inexperienced bleus

had begun to worry with their packs.

Two hours and the rivulets of
sweat had turned to streaks of mud.
At the end of the third hour their
mouths hung open and their backs
began to bend. It was then that the
sergeants and corporals took up the
burden of encouraging them—urging
them on.

“It looks like you had missed it
this time,” Faudre ventured a word
with Craig when they made camp
that night. ‘“This is not the trail to
Kwang-Kum.”

“NTO,” the sergeant agreed, ‘“we

left that trail when we turned
off at the river. Tell me, Salo, what’s
all this quiet talk with Vanel?”

“Nothing. A lot of soft soap. He
has been very friendly since we
started the march. I told him this
morning that you had given me the
copy, as you said, and he has been
trying to get me to let him see it.”

“So, that's it. I am afraid that
wasn’t such a good idea after all.”

“Why not?”

“I don't know, just feel that way.
Watch yourself. They’re a bad pair,
those two—damn bad.” ‘

“Zut, I am no infant.
care of myself.”

Late the third day the column
came abruptly upon a small village at
the fork of two streams and there
Captain Monet gave the order to halt
and stack arms. The tents were
pitched, a guard was posted, and the
rest of the company was put to work
cutting out the trees and vines at the
edge of the clearing.

“Sacrébleu!” a bearded, old veteran
exploded with wrath. “Do you know
what that means, you enfants?”

Craig heard him and grinned to
himself. He knew what it meant.

The powers on high had decided
that they needed another outpost,
and Company Ten was there to build
it.

I can take
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VI

ONSTRUCTION of the new
C fort began next morning
with the first rays of dawn.
A. squad under the direction of
Monet marked out the location of the
stackade and buildings while the rest
continued with the clearing. A
launch would come laboring up the
river in a day or two with supplies,
tools and other equipment, and by
that time most of the logs would be
cut and ready.

There was work for everyone—
tasks that demanded experience and
skill, and at the head of it all was
Captain Monet. His keen eyes missed
nothing, and his alert brain was a
jump ahead of every problem.

The sergeants had their duties,
also. With a company composed en-
tirely of anciens their part would not
have been difficult but there were
bleus to contend with and their dis-
taste for this inglorious labor was
apparent. They had left Bel-Abbes
in far away Africa with high hopes
of battles, medals and prompt pro-
motions and their disgust was only
natural.

It was during the second night on
the site of the new outpost that the
treachery Craig had feared gave the
company a sudden and decided shock.

Craig himself was stupefied with
mingled rage and grief. The startled
shouts of a sentry brought him from
his tent and the corporal of the guard
explained between oaths that there
had been a murder—one he was sure
of, and possibly three.

Craig felt his blood turn cold.
“Who was it? Who was killed?”

“Faudre. His head crushed. They
must have done for Pelissier and

Vanel, too. They are not at their
posts.”
“Faudre!l Damn their rotten

hearts!” Craig ran to the picket line
and down on his hands and knees he

examined his old cepain with fever-
ish hope. It was no use; the corporal
had been right. Faudre was dead.

“What is it? What has happened?”
Captain Monet hastily joined them.

The corporal answered him. Craig
was fighting back the lump in his
throat that threatened to choke him.’
He knew what had happened as
surely as if he had been there to wit-
ness it.

Faudre had been stretched cold,
then searched. His tunic was unbut-
toned; his pockets were inside out,
and the lining had been torn from
his képi.

“Nom de Dieu!” the captain swore.
“And the other two are missing!
That is strange work for a Tonkinese
—unless they dragged them away to
search them.”

RAIG took the captain by the arm
and led him aside. “The natives
had nothing to do with this, mon
Capitaine. They would never have
taken a dead man’s ammunition and
left his rifle. In the first place they
would not have used a club. They
would have knifed him.”

“You are sure about the rifle?”

“Yes, and another thing, there was
no fight. No one heard a sound.”

“But you can’t mean that the other
two killed this man, robbed him, and
deserted!”

“That is what I mean,” Craig de-
clared. “I have known thenr all a
long time. I know those two swine
had it in for him. Maybe they did
not intend to kill him but that is
what happened and after that there
was nothing they could do but clear
out.”

“Sacré, and we dare not go after
them, either.”

“Why not, mon Capitaine?”

“Because the jungle is alive with
bandits and we cannot spare the
men.”

“Then let me go alone. I will
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bring them back. Faudre was a
friend of mine.”

“Impossible. If they did not kill
you the Tonkins would. They are
not worth it. And, they will never
get out of the jungle, anyway.”

“But they have rifles and ammuni-
tion. If the bandit, Meng, gets his
hands on them—"

“Yes, yes, and if I let you go it
will only mean another pistol for
Meng in addition to the rifles. No,
let them go. We will probably find
their heads somewhere in the brush.”

Craig dared not argue further. He
saluted and walked away. He could
not tell the captain that he blamed
himself for this thing that had hap-
pened to Faudre. Neither could he
tell him now of Leclair or of that
bayonet thrust in the dark. The
chances were good, too, that the de-
serters would escape. They would
avoid the trails entirely and head
straight through the jungle for the
ruins of Kwang-Kum.

HE corporal of the guard threw

a blanket over the lifeless body of
the young Belgian and Sergeant Craig
went blindly back to his tent. He
stood there a moment, cursing, strok-
ing that wooden fist, then he sud-
denly made up his mind. They could
call it desertion if they wanted to.
They could disrate him and sentence
him to the penal battalion, but he
was going. He owed it to Faudre
no matter what the cost.

Hurriedly he made sure of his re-
volver, filled his pocket with ammu-
nition, and slung his bidon over his
shoulder. There were a couple of
tins of sardines in his knapsack, and
shoving these in his other pocket he
peered cautiously out of his tent.

Monet was not in sight, and boldly
he stepped out into the company
street and approached the nearest

sentry. The guard saluted, and when

he turned to retrace his steps Craig

slipped across the line and disap-
peared into the jungle,

VII

LL that night Craig fought his
way laboriously through the
tangle of vines and under-

brush, guided by occasional glimpses
of the moon as it filtered down
through the dense growth above. At
daylight he came out on the bank of
a black, sluggish stream with confi-
dence that he had traveled in the
right direction. The river was the
Song-koi and somewhere above, a
day’s march, or maybe two, lay the
ruins of Kwang-Kum.

The going would have been easier
by dugout, but that would have been
suicide. It was dangerous enough to
follow the path along the bank but
Craig knew he must take this chance
if he hoped to ever reach the ruins.
Nothing would have given the cut-
throat Meng more delight than the
capture of a lone Legionnaire,

Craig was not attempting to trail
the deserters. His plan was to reach
Kwang-Kum first and lay for them
there. He was sure they, too, would
keep well out of sight and that
would give him a good chance to get
ahead of them. It bothered him a
lot, the disgrace of desertion that
hung over him now. He was no
quitter, and yet there would be no
distinction when the unforgiveable
charge was placed on his record.

Whenever he stopped for a few
minutes rest he listened and scanned
the river closely in both directions
but not once did he catch a glimpse
of the two men he felt certain were
somewhere along the bank of that
stream with him. Whether he had
passed them or had not yet overtaken
them he had no way of knowing.

Just before dark he took a last
look at the map and shoved it back
in the hole in his wooden fist.
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Guessing his location as near as pos-
sible he judged that by midnight he
would be within a mile or two of
Kwang-Kum. He could only guess at
what he would do then. It would all
depend upon the movements of the
others. He ate his first can of sar-
dines; drained his bidon, and pushed
on. The jungle seemed to take on
new life as night fell. A dozen times
he would have sworn there was some-
one following at his heels, and twice
he stopped, gun in hand, ready to
fire. Nothing happened, however, and
finally the strange cries and the
cracking of rotten limbs ceased to
startle him.

OURS later the path began to

widen gradually and Craig pro-
ceeded more cautiously. The ruined
village must be somewhere near-by
or else he had missed it entirely.
Feeling his way, peering intently into
the darkness ahead, he kept on, ex-
pecting each minute to find himself
on the edge of the clearing. The chal-
lenge that was suddenly flung at him
from almost within arm’s reach
caught him completely by surprise.

“You heard me! Drop that gun!”
the gloating voice of Vanel came
from somewhere in the deep shadows
of the jungle. “Drop it, and get your
hands in the air or by le bon Dieu
I'll drill you through the middle!”

Craig cursed himself for a blunder-
ing imbecile. Desperately he tried to
make out the source of that voice but
Vanel was well hidden.

“All right, you pig-headed fool,
here goes!”

Craig dropped the gun. He knew
Vanel was not blufiing. Could he
have located him he would have
fought it out with him but there was
no use defying a rifle in the hands
of a killer whom he could not even
see.

“Now the hands—up with them!”

Craig raised his hands. He had

discovered Vanel at last, crouched in
the deep shadow of a fallen tree at
one side of the path.

“You were right, it is him,” an-
other voice sounded near-by, and Pel-
issier came out of a clump of under-
growth on the opposite side of the
trail. ‘“He is not so smart, this salo.
In fact quite dumb.”

RAIG swallowed an oath, The
rascal was right. He might have
known they would be laying for him,
They had realized he would follow
them. They had managed somehow
to keep ahead of him and when they
felt the time was ripe they had sim-
ply hidden beside the trail and waited
for him to come along.

Vanel came forward and picked up
the revolver. “Now, you cursed liar,”
he growled, “where is that map? We
knew you’d come sneaking after us.
Thought you’d get it all yourself
maybe? Well, we fooled you.”

Craig was thinking fast; playing
for time. “What do you need a map
for now? Where is the one you took
from Faudre?”

“We didn’t find it. That doesn’t
make any difference, anyway. Come
across and be damn quick or you
will get what we gave him.”

“So you admit it, you murdering
swine! Faudre is the second one
you've slaughtered on account of
that cursed idol. I suppose I'll be
the third.”

Vanel laughed aloud. “A good
guess, mon Sergent. And this time
we will not be pressed for time. If
you do not feel like talking we will
take the time to make you.”

Craig saw a trace of hope. He
felt sure he could locate the village
and the ruined temple now, without
any trouble, but if they were de-
termined to have the map they would
not kill him until they had at least
made a thorough search for it.

“You yellow rat, you couldn’t make
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me do anything,at all,” he retorted.
“If you want that map, try and
find it.”

ANEL leveled the revolver., “I'll

wait just two minutes and then
you'll get a slug through your thick
skull!”

“A lot of good that will do you,’
the sergeant scoffed.

“He is right,” Pelissier put in.
“Better make him tell us.”

“Zut, you are weak-livered again,
that is all. But go ahead—search
him.”

Pelissier ripped the tunic from
Craig’s back and went hastily through
the pockets and lining. He felt for
the sergeant’s money belt then; found
that he did not have one and made
him remove his boots. He pried off
the heels and separated the soles with
his bayonet but there was no trace
of the map.

“Strip him and tie him up!” or-
dered Vanel.

With his clothes strewn about on
the ground and his hands tied behind
him with his own belt Craig stood
there helpless, wondering what would
come next.

“You've got it
dog!” Vanel fumed with
“Where is it?”

“Go to the devil!” Craig answered
with contempt.

“By le bon Dieu, I said I would
make you tell, and I will!” Vanel
sprang forward and landed a cow-
ardly blow on the sergeant’s jaw.

Craig went sprawling backward on
the ground.

“Now talk, fool! Where is it?”
Vanel shoved the revolver in his belt
and picked up his rifle. “Speak, I
say! Where is it?”

Craig answered with a defiant oath,
then he felt the point of a bayonet
against his naked chest. He flung
himself over on his side and tried
to gain his feet but the bayonet

somewhere, you
rage.

caught him in the back and pinned
him down.

“Ah, let him alone,” Pelissier in-
terrupted the torture. ‘“He hasn’t
got it or we would have found it
in his clothes.”

“Shut up!” Vanel turned on him
angrily. “If he hasn’t got it what
did he come here for? He will
tell or I will kill him!”

“Then kill him, you blood-thirsty
fool, and get it over with. We don’t
need the cursed map, anyway.”

“Why don’t we?”

“Because the ruins can't be far
now. When we find the village it
will be easy enough to locate the
temple. It will be daylight before
long, too, and if there are any na-
tives around we’ll be trapped like
rats.”

Vanel hesitated a second, then
with an oath and a final vicious jab
of the baygnet he followed Pelissier
who had already started off along
the path.

VIII

RAIG lay there several min-
utes, cursing with the pain
from his wounds. He real-

ized finally that Vanel had left with-
out actually killing him and for that
he was forced to give thanks to Pel-
issier.

The actual hiding place of the map
had not occurred to them, and they
had overlooked another very im-
portant thing in tying his hands.
Heaven bless the cleverness of that
little woodcarver.

A few twists of the stump of his
forearm and Craig pulled it free
from the sleeye that secured his
wooden fist. With the block of wood
between his knees he freed his good
hand and then laced the leather
sleeve back in place. The gashes
Vanel had carved in his side and
back with the bayonet were bleeding
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freely but he could not stop now to
attend to them.

When he had gotten into his
clothes Craig immediately took to
the trail again on the heels of the
two loot-mad deserters. A half-kilo-
meter farther on the path ended
abruptly on the edge of that clear-
ing he had sought for so many hours.
There in the faint gray of approach-
ing daylight lay the deserted
shambles of Kwang-Kum.

As Pelissier had said, it was easy
to make out the few streets and the
various buildings, easier than any of
them had thought it would be, and
making his way carefully through
the ruins, Craig headed straight for
the temple. He heard an exalted
shout as he moved from one pile of
debris to the next and took it for
granted that the two who had left
him back there to die had found the
spot they were searching for.

Another cry followed that but he
gave it no thought until a minute
later as he approached the entrance
to the temple he beheld the limp
body of a man lying face down on a
pile of stones. It was Pelissier.

“Sacré, another one!” Craig gasped.
There was no need to examine the
body. Pelissier had met the same
fate that had befallen Faudre. His
skull had been crushed from the
blow of a gun-butt. Could they have
quarreled or was it that Vanel had
planned it that way from the very
first?

EIZING the dead man’'s rifle, Craig
crept cautiously into the temple.
Most of the roof had fallen in, part
of the wall had crumbled, also, but
he gained the corridor and worked
his way along toward the chamber
back of the altar where they had hid-
den the idol.
An angry exclamation came from
Vanel in the room beyond and Craig
peered cautiously through the door.

In a ray of light that shone down
through the battered roof Vanel
stood cursing with increasing rage at
the ugly idol propped against the
wall. He scratched viciously at the
tarnished gold with his bayonet, then
standing erect he spat at it with
another stream of violent oaths.

RAIG, too, emitted an exclamation
of astonishment, then a scornful
laugh. The scratches made by Vanel
with his bayonet had revealed in an
instant the true worth of his prize.
The thin veneer of gold had peeled
from the worthless body of bronze
like blistered skin.

Vanel whirled around with a snarl
of hate. His swarthy face was
twisted with unreasoning fury. His
fists were clenched. “You—1" he spat.

“Yes, me!” Craig covered him with
the rifle. “And your ruthless mur-
dering has been for nothing. Take
that gun from your belt, muzzle first,
and drop it on the floor.”

Vanel stared stupidly a moment
at the rifle pointed toward his breast,
then he suddenly burst into a roar
of insane laughter. Deliberately seiz-
ing the butt on the revolver, he
jerked it out.

Craig pulled the trigger of his
rifle. He pulled it twice but the
faint clicks of the hammer were

drowned in another shout of mad
laughter. ,
“Fool! Imbecile!” raved Vanel.

“As if you had brains enough to trap
me! There has not been a bullet in
that gun for hours. Pelissier—he was
another stupid dog like yourself.”

Craig had not thought to examine
the rifle. He knew the villiany of
the beast before him. He had not
been greatly surprised at finding the
body of Pelissier, but it had not
occurred to him that Vanel’s treach-
ery toward his own companion had
been so surely planned.

It would seem now that there was
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nothing for him but to face the
point-blank fire of that revolver but
if he had to die it would not be
without one last struggle. With all
his strength he suddenly hurled the
rifle, bayonet first, and leaped aside.

The revolver roared and a bullet
tore a half-inch groove across the
back of that wooden hand. Blindly
he threw himself forward, determined
to seize the weapon before it spoke
again, and then he beheld the ghastly
sight of his enemy struggling to pull
that long needle bayonet from his
side.

The steel came free, and cursing
horribly, Vanel stooped to recover
the revolver he had dropped. His
fingers closed on the butt and he
raised the muzzle to fire but a hard,
hairy fist caught him square on the
jaw and he sank back with a groan.

RAIG took the weapon from his
limp hand and stood there wait-
ing for him to move. His own knees
were on the verge of caving in and
he backed over against the wall. How
long he stood there he never knew,
but when the haze cleared from his
brain Vanel still lay where he had
fallen. The bayonet had done its
work.

Slowly Craig thrust the revolver
into his belt, and kneeling down he
removed the tiny metal disk of iden-
tification from around Vanel’s burly
throat.

The idol, pop-eyed and grinning,
stood near-by and he glanced at it
with a shake of his head. He started
to rise, then abruptly he stopped and
stared again. The light from above
shone full on that ugly face now,
and the stupid gaze of the thing
seemed to suddenly challenge his
own with a flash of brilliant green.

Puzzled, he took his knife from
his pocket and dug at one of the
gleaming eyes with the point of it.
A pale green stone as big as one of

the buttons on his tunic dropped into
the palm of his hand and lay there
glistening.

E could only guess at the un-

questionable value of the stone,
and yet the possession of it did-not
thrill him. The cost had been too
great.

He dug the mate to it from the
other eye, and removing the thumb
from his wooden fist, he dropped
them into the hole for safe keeping.
The map he had kept so carefully
hidden there was no longer of value.

When he had dressed his wounds
as best he could, he took the rifle
that had belonged to Pelissier, also
Vanel’'s, which he found resting
against the wall, and went back
through the littered corridor to the
mound of rocks outside. Here “he
stopped long enough to collect an-
other of the little metal disks, then
headed back along the path through
the jungle.

* & *

Captain Monet was inspecting the
half-completed stockade at the new
outpost three days later when a
working party brought a ragged, de-
lirious sergeant of the Legion in
through the gate and carried him to
the temporary hospital.

“He got them all right, mon Capi-
taine!” one of the soldiers called ex-
citedly. “Brought in their guns and
tags!”

Monet had thought at first that the
disabled man was someone injured
in handling the heavy logs they were
bringing from the jungle. He left
the stockade when he realized the
truth and hastened to the hospital.

“Sergeant Craig!” he exclaimed.
“Bon Dieu!”

Craig opened his eyes at the fa-
miliar voice and nodded weakly to-
ward the two dirty rifles laying on
the floor.

“I had to do it, mon Capitaine—I
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knew it was them. Lieutenant Le-
clair and Faudre—the brute, Vanel,
killed them both.”

The captain nodded. “So you fol-
lowed them to the ruins at Kwang-
Kum.”

“Yes, but how did you know?”

“Because Vanel, Pelissier, Faudre
and yourself were the four men with
Lieutenant Leclair when he was
killed. I knew there was some con-
nection when you disobeyed my or-
ders and went after them. And Le-
clair, you know, was killed at Kwang-
Kum.”

Craig tried hard to meet the cap-
tain’s gaze.

“It was not—desertion.”

Monet shook his head. ‘“No, we
will call it a breach of discipline. We
will discuss that when you recover.”

Craig closed his eyes with a sigh

of relief. When he opened them
again the captain had gone, but in
his place stood an anxious little man,
cap in hand, staring down at him
with deep concern.

“Toussant!” the sergeant spoke,

and held out his wooden fist. ‘““Take
it—keep it for me.”
Carefully Toussant unlaced the

sleeve, and as he did he noted that
groove across the knuckles, “It has
been damaged, mon Sergent, I will
carve a new one for you.”

Craig shook his head. “No, I want
it back just as it is—sort of a sou-
venir, you know. And, Toussant.”

“Yes, mon Sergent.”

“That dream of yours—the studio
in Paris with all the beautiful ladies
sipping cocktails. It’s yours now—
the real thing. There in that hole
under the thumb.”

.
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S HE heard the report of the
gun Pete Henley sprawled

: flat, clinging to the hot Mex-
ican sand. He saw a bullet kick up
a squirt of small pebbles, knew some-
one was finding the range. When
the second bullet whined, he rolled
quickly, was back where the first
shot had spattered the sand.

He did not wait for the shrill
scream of another bullet. He
crouched to his knees, dug his toes
into the sand, dove for shelter be-
hind a small boulder. He reached it

just as a third bullet smacked against
the opposite side of the rock.

Henley knelt, snapped the heavy
Colt from his holster, clicked off the
safety catch, hefted the gun, waiting,
listening. Those bullets had come
from a rifle—he knew better than to
try shooting it out with the longer-
range weapon.

The boulder behind which. he
crouched was not large, but Pete
Henley was not a large man; he was,
in fact, one of the smallest United
States Secret Service operatives in

94 -
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the Department of Justice, and one
of the coolest. Because of his stam-
ina and resourcefulness, he had been
sent down into Mexico on this case.

As he waited, sticking close to the
rock, nerves alert, a fourth rifle shot
cracked, but from the opposite direc-
tion of the first three reports. There
was no warning whine of a bullet,
no thud of lead into hot sand.

N a few moments a shout came up
from the slope on his side of the

boulder, some seventy yards to the
east. The shout was followed by a
sombrero bobbing up the rise into
sight; then by the tall angularly
powerful figure of Mark Oliver, ex-
bank manager, who had led him
down here.

“Hey, Henley!” Oliver called as he
approached. “I heard some shots.
Did you see anybody?”

Pete Henley stood up, holstering
his Colt, eyeing the lined features
of the ex-bank manager with shrewd
appraisal.

“Somebody used me for a target,
Oliver,” Henley admitted. Hiding
the distrust in his gray eyes, he
asked: “Didn’t you just fire your
rifle down in that gully?”

“Sure I did!” Oliver exclaimed
gruffly. “After I heard those shots,
something dashed through the brush
and I tried to pot it. I missed.”
He strode up to Henley, leaned his
rifle against the boulder.

“Probably some Mexican bandits
spotted us, Henley, and shot at you.
We’'d better move on until night.
We’ll get to the ruins early in the
morning.”

“Find any water?” Henley de-
manded.

“No water,” Oliver answered
sourly. “Damn those two guides!

If they hadn’'t deserted us, we’d
have caught that crook Andres by
now! We'll run onto water, though.
Let’s go, Henley!”

Pete Henley, looking away quickly
with veiled eyes, went to the brush
behind which he had dropped their
two packs. Picking up his own,
tossing the other to Oliver, he traced

after the tall ex-banker. They
trudged across the flat, traveling
southeast.

As they scrambled down the gully
up which Oliver had just come, Hen-
ley noted that it made a horseshoe
bend back around the plateau. A
fast-moving man could shoot over
the ridge from the west, then run
along the gulch out of sight and
appear up the east slope. There had
been time, between the first three
shots and Oliver’s appearance, for
just such a trick.

Henley dropped a few paces be-
hind, following Oliver.

As they trailed across the sandy
flats, climbing rocky foothills that
terraced each other in higher, nar-
rower plateaus of rocks and scrub
trees, Pete Henley’s mind retraced
their steps.

A private banking house, specializ-
ing in Mexican loans, had been
fleeced out of two hundred thou-
sand dollars by its Mexican cashier,
Andres. Andres had absconded with
the cash, and Mark Oliver, the bank
manager, had come to the Federal
authorities in San Francisco with
information about the hiding place
of Andres.

HE reasons Oliver offered for be-
lieving Andres had gone into
Mexico were logical, but in one par-
ticular rather weird. Henley had
never quite believed the whole story.
“Andres and I've hunted down in
that country during our vacations,”
Oliver had explained in his gruff,
evasive manner. “It’s a wild spot,
but we liked it. There’s supposed to
be an Aztec treasure in an old ruins
north of Mescala—something Cortez
missed, I guess. Anyhow, Andres
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and I hunted for it twice, and he’s
tried to get me down there again
every year since. But I wouldn’t go
back. Not for plenty!”

And when Henley had asked why
he wouldn't go back, Oliver's face
had gone sour and his dark eyes had
become smoky.

“Ever hear of a thing -called
amaitio?” he had countered. “It's a
native curse of some sort! It’s local
and applies only to the region about
that particular ruins. The legend
is that a man goes in, but never
comes out!”

Mark Oliver had shuddered visibly
and his jaw had tightened.

“I got near the spot once,” he had
claimed, grimness in his harsh voice.
“Once was enough!”

HE rest of his argument was that

a man like Andres, a Mexican
who had stolen two hundred thou-
sand dollars, would brave even a na-
tive curse in the hope of finding that
Aztec treasure.

“Andres is down there right now!”
Oliver insisted. “He’s probably
dead, too. But the money he stole
will be there with him!”

The amaitio curse had seemed a
fake to Henley, and the small de-
tective had told Oliver as much.

Another thing that didn’t seem
to fit the whole story, to Henley’s
shrewd mind, was the relative ease
with which the officials had induced
Mark Oliver to lead Henley down
to the old Aztec ruins. There was
an incongruity between the bank
manager’s apparently stark fear of
that particular Mexican locality, and
his righteous determination to catch
the thief and effect the return of
the stolen two hundred thousand
dollars.

But Henley had mentioned this
phase of the case to nobody.

“I'll go down there with you,
Henley,” Oliver had agreed finally.

“TI feel it’s my duty. I trusted that
damned Mexican cashier. I'd like to
throttle him myself with my bare
hands! I'll go. But I'll have to re-
sign my position here with the bank
first, in fairness to them. I don’t
expect either you or I will get out
of those ruins alive!”

He had made this declaration in
front of Henley and Henley’s su-
perior in the Department of Justice
district, with several police officers
and a group of bank officials present.
Hearing him, Henley had lifted
shaggy eyebrows and shut his mouth.

And while Mark Oliver was re-
signing, becoming an ex-bank man-
ager, and buying his outfit for the
tough trip, Henley had spent his
time in a manner not usually as-
cribed to detectives—Pete Henley
had prowled around three days in
the Mexican department of the
Museum of Natural History.

Henley kept his gray eyes on the
broad shoulders of Oliver as they
climbed higher, deeper into the
mountains.  The steady driving
power of the ex-bank manager, and
his sure-footed, rapid progress, made
the smaller detective sweat.

HE country through which they

were trailing became more deso-
late, in spite of the thickening trees,
each mile. The scrubs became taller,
with heavy foliage that shut out
vision ahead and behind. The
boulders became larger and larger
until each one assumed the size of
small, rocky slopes up which Henley
struggled with difficulty.

They found water—a trickle ooz-
ing from the mountain side, disap-
pearing under a cracked rock—and
went on again, scarcely stopping to
drink and refill their canteens.

“We may reach those ruins before
sundown,” Oliver growled over his
shoulder. “I think we’re closer than

I figured.”
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Without waiting for an answer,
Oliver hurried ahead, his long legs
weaving around the smaller, jagged
rocks, crashing through underbrush.

Henley’'s senses quickened, his
nerves tightening. He let Oliver get
thirty yards ahead of him and began
darting keen glances behind and from
side to side as he followed.

HEY scrambled over a steep,

ragged series of jutting boulders,
and as Henley reached the top
Oliver’s rifle cracked, the long barrel
aimed skyward.

“Damned eagle!”
shouted.

Oliver’s rifle cracked twice more
in rapid succession.

Looking up, Henley could see no
bird in the sky.

“Missed!” Oliver growled. “The
flying devil wheeled into the trees!”
He lowered the gun, turned upon
Henley. “Too bad those natives took
your rifle along with the mules last
night. You might have had a crack
at him, too.”

“I'll stick to the Colt,” Henley
said shortly, and patted the holster
at his hip. “I didn’t even see your
bird, Oliver.”

“Yeah?” Oliver's tone was gritty,
suddenly cruel. He touched the
heavy revolver slung from his own
belt.  “Forty-fives are good for
blasting at short range, but a rifle’s
surer.”

“Still thinking about that amaitio
curse business?” Henley demanded.
“You’d need a revolver for that, I
imagine.”

Oliver spat against a rock. “You'll
see, Henley!” He showed no fear of
the death legend now. “Come on.
It’s not far from here. Watch out
for snakes, too.”

He turned, strode
thick trees.

Henley followed again,
sensing danger acutely,

the ex-banker

through the

warily,

They were on a plateau, but en-
tirely different from the sand pla-
teau where Henley had been shot at.
It was as though they had walked
suddenly into a different world.
Even the soil felt different, softer,
springier under foot.

The trees were densely grown,
making progress difficult. The thick
canopy of leaves overhead shut out
the light. A few yards within the
tangled growth and they went for-
ward in semi-darkness. The vague,
tall form of Mark Oliver slid in and
out of darker shadow between tree
trunks wrapped with vines. Henley
began to trot intermittently to keep
Oliver in sight.

As they went ahead, Henley got
the feeling that they were circling,
winding right and left. He took out
his pocket compass, but the gloom of
the tangled forest kept him from
reading the small needle.

He put the compass back in his
pocket, loosened the Colt in its hol-
ster, keeping one hand on it, and
hurried after Oliver.

SICKLY, musty odor pervaded

the snarled woods, became more
pronounced with each step. The
nauseating smell carried with it an
unnamed feeling of death, jungle rot
and decayed flesh.

Henley lost Oliver for a moment,
as an unseen vine caught his throat,
held him back. He tore free, ran
on, stumbling.

The nauseating, musty odor sharp-
ened, became the fetid stench of hu-
man decay, of gnawed flesh mangled
and cast aside.

The vague figure of Mark Oliver
fled through a patch of greenish-gray
gloom, retreated along a twisted,
narrow path between thick tree
trunks.

Henley broke into a sweating run,
ducking low to keep his body clear
of looping vines and low, snarled
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brapches., He ran with the Colt in

his hand.

Oliver disappeared again, as though
snatched away into blackness. Dou-
bling his speed, Henley ran on,
crashed into a tree, spun off at right
angles, still following the narrow
path.

His breath, with the fetid stench
in his nostrils, came in hard, rasp-
ing gasps. He hit another tree, spun
off, twisting, lunged abruptly into
bright, blinding sunlight.

E speed of his driving legs car-
ried him twenty yards into the
open before he could stop.

Blinking, squinting in the sun’s
sudden glare, he saw Oliver's lank
figure hurrying across the barren
plateau toward a crumpled, half-de-
molished heap of ruins. Oliver was
some sixty ya-ds off on his right,
a third of the way across the open
space between the edge of the thick
forest and the vine, and moss-cov-
ered ruins. As Henley watched,
Oliver’s revolver snapped into his
hand, pointed upward, crashed into
the startled stillness three times in
quick succession.

Almost immediately, from one of
the crumpled towers of the ancient
Aztec temple, a rifle barked.

The bullet whined above Henley’s
head, smashed through branches and
leaves behind him in the jungle-like
forest.

A second shot made a fountain of
small stones at Henley’s feet. He
whirled, raced, zigzagging back to-
ward the rim of woods.

As he dove into the shelter of
trees, a third bullet whined, hit him,
knocking him flat against soft, musty
earth,

He sprang up, swore, tearing off
his pack, and backed further into
the gloomy shelter of the woods.

A few feet away, the stretch of
barren plateau surrounding the Aztec

ruins made a white, brilliant glare,
and across it he saw Oliver walking
rapidly, directly toward the crum-
pled temple.

Then Oliver dashed for one of the
arches, disappeared.

Henley, swearing softly, bandaged
the bullet wound. The lead had
torn through the upper muscles of
his left shoulder. When he had a
handkerchief and a bandanna ad-
justed so that the flow of blood was
almost stopped, he began to move
along the rim of protecting trees,
watching the ruins, listening for
sounds.

The barren between the forest and
the temple was almost a hundred
yards across. It circled the ruins,
making a sort of grim green and
gray island of the forgotten mass of
stones and heavy vines. A few
trees, taking root in a crumpled
tower, stood like sentinels guarding
the ancient gods.

Sliding behind the outer trees,
keeping his eyes on the ruins, Hen-
ley stopped suddenly.

He stared, squinted and stared
again.

HE ground, a reddish gray blotch
near the temple, seemed to be
He rubbed his hand over

moving.
his eyes. When he looked once
more, the movement of sand and

small stones stopped.

He thought of mirages and shook
his head distrustfully. Those apti-
cal illusions of the desert required
dry air. The forest surrounding this
narrow strip of barren sand was
tropical, saturated with moisture.
There could be no mirage here.

As he looked again at the reddish
gray earth across the plateau, a
shrill, piercing cry broke the sticky
stillness. The cry came again, and
died abruptly in a scream.

Henley broke from the fringe of
trees in a run. He bent over, re-
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valver gripped in his right hand, and
raced for the ruins. Sand spurted
back from his pounding feet, but no
whine of bullets or bark of rifle
came from the silent temple.

The sandy barren, as he sprinted
for the arch through which Oliver
had disappeared, became suddenly
softer, reddish in color. He panted
across the last stretch and pounded
under the arch on solid rock.

LOWLY, he glanced bhurriedly

about. Grass and weeds grew
thickly from cracks in the stone flag-
ging and from the cracked walls.
Spider webs made shadowy patterns
i the dull corners of the ancient
court. A long, spotted snake slith-
ered away into a tangle of brush
near a stone stairway.

Henley hit the stairs two at a
time, came out on a balcony from
which broken, stone-arched doorways
led into uncertain corridors. A
hairy tarantula slid across the bal-
cony, like a squat, ugly velour hat
pulled on a string.

The sound of the scream seemed
to have come from higher up. Hen-
ley ran down the middle corridor,
found stairs, raced up them, and
came out on another balcony that led
to a flat, railless walk connecting
with a different part of the ruins.

As he went across this narrow
stone, unwalled passage, a low, gur-
gling sound caught his ears. It
came from ahead of him.

He hurried on, through a doorway
without a top, and came into a walled
room where only half the ceiling re-
mained. He stopped abruptly, then
leaped forward.

On the stone floor a man in dirty,
blood-stained corduroy trousers, torn
shoes and ragged shirt lay gasping,
gurgling, clutching at a knife wound
in his chest. Under the portion of
the room that was covered, a blanket
trailed from a portable folding cot,

and several cans of food, unopened,
were stacked in a corner.

The man on the floor turned his
head, stared at Henley.

“You're Andres?” Henley de-
manded, leaning over him.

The Mexican nodded, breathing in
short, quick gasps.

Henley bent closer to him, kneel-
ing, lifting Andres’ head. ‘

“Who stabbed you, Andres?” Hen—
ley asked tersely.

The man on the floor, black eyes
staring, moved his lips.

“You're the—detective?” he asked
weakly. Blood came from his mouth
as he spoke.

“I’'m a United States Federal dick,”
Henley admitted rapidly. “But I
want to help you now, Andres. My
job is to keep you alive and bring
you back to Frisco. It’ll be better
than dying here. Who stabbed you?
Oliver or a native?”

Andres seemed suddenly to gather
courage and strength—the last ef-
fort of a dying man. He struggled
te sit upright. Henley helped him,
bracing his back with an arm. More
blood came from the Mexican’s lips,
drooling bubbly red from punctured
lungs, as he spoke, and his eyes
blazed with final fury.

“Mark Oliver killed me!” he cried
feebly. “I told him where—the
money was hidden and he—stabbed
me. He’s gone for the money now.
It's—in these ruins. God—it hurts!”

HE gripped his chest, squeezing
the gaping flesh together.
“Oliver double-crossed—me!” he
cried again. “He and I stole the
money—together. He sent me down
—here—promised to meet me—we'd
go to South America. He signaled
when he—came. Three shots in—

the air. I saw you—scared—tried to
kill you. TI—look out for—the .-
amaitio—"

Andres collapsed, quivered, stop-
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ped breathing. Blood oozed from his
mouth, and from the knife wound.
Then that stopped, too, but for the
slow seeping of cooling red over the
stained shirt.

Henley stretched the dead Mexi-
can on the stone floor, spread the
blanket from the cot over him, stood
there, staring grimly down at the
stilled form.

He turned suddenly, gray eyes
slitted, and went quietly, stealthily
out of the half-covered, ancient room,
across the stone connecting passage,
down the balcony steps.

T the lower balcony he hesitated

listened, looked down into the
court. There was no sound. There
was no one in sight. The same hairy
tarantula slid its ugly, poisonous
body back across the stone flooring
into a darkened corner.

Henley went silently down the last
flight of stairs and across the court
to the high, arched entrance. The
fringe of the forest across the bleak
plateau stood etched in vivid, sickly
green. Oliver might be crouched
behind one of those trees now, rifle
poised, waiting for him to appear.

Or the murdering ex-bank mana-
ger might still be digging out the
stolen money, somewhere within the
ruins. Standing flat against the wall
of the arched entrance, holding his
Colt in his right hand, Henley waited.

A voice called to him suddenly and
Le spun toward the court. Mark
Oliver was watching him from the
top of the balcony steps.

“Hey, Henley!” Oliver shouted
grufly. “You got here finally, eh?”
He started down the stone stairway,
carrying his rifle and an oblong
package wrapped in soiled, stained
canvas. “I heard Andres shooting
at you on the plateau, but I guess
the thief didn’t notice me!”

As he advanced, Henley saw blood
on his shirt, blood on his right sleeve
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and on his trousers. The sheath
knife was back in its leather case,
and his revolver was holstered.

It flashed into Henley’s mind that
maybe Oliver thought he had just
reached the ruins, had not explored
the temple. There was, too, the pos-
sibility that Andres had lied, even
while dying. Criminals had lied be-
fore, facing death—lied for venge-
ance. But the blood on the man
—Andres’ blood!

“You don’t need to hold that Colt
on me, Henley,” Oliver growled as
he crossed the court. “I've got the
money Andres stole, right here in
this canvas. I had to kill him to
get the information, but it was in
self-defense. Look at the damned
blood on me!”

“I see it,” Henley admitted grimly.
“You get cut up much?”

“A couple of scratches.”

Oliver held out a long, powerful
arm, displaying several still bleed-
ing fingernail gouges. The ruthless
nerve of the man was astounding.
But the crafty, barely veiled glint in
his dark, shifty eyes was murderous.

“N/OU’'D better stand where you
are, Oliver!” Henley ordered,
and kept the Colt trained on the ex-
banker. “I'm not sure of you yet!”
With a harsh snort, Oliver leaned
his rifle against the court wall and,
ignoring the revolver pointed at him,
stepped closer to Henley.

“Take the cash, Henley,” he said
hoarsely. “You can have the reward
and the glory. I don’t want the re-
sponsibility of carrying it back to
Frisco! Hell! I've known you
thought I was in on this theft from
the start—"

As Henley’s left hand gripped the
canvas wrapper, Oliver’s fist knocked
the Colt aside. The blow had the
speed of lightning. The gun did
not even go off.

At the same instant, Oliver’s right
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fist swung in a quick, hard arc at

Henley’s head.

HE detective ducked the blow

with the agility of a panther as
he dropped the money and swung
the Colt back at Oliver. But he was
too close to the stone wall of the
arch. His head hit the stone with
a sharp crack that stunned.

Mark Oliver’'s powerful arms were
around him, pinning both hands to
his sides, before he could recover.
And the hot, grating voice of the
ex-bank manager was in his ears:

“You damned dumb cop! I was in
on this racket from the start! I
figured it out, and engineered it!
And now I'll be free!”

Henley felt himself being lifted
bodily, carried through the archway
out into brilliant, blinding sunlight.
Oliver had managed to pick up the
canvas wrapper containing the
money, and had wrenched the Colt
from Henley’s grasp. But his arms,
encircling the detective like a man
carrying a sack of flour, made the
mad urge to fight back futile.

“Free!” Oliver bel]lowed. “You un-
derstand that? TI'll go back to the
States a rich man! I'll draw them
a picture of this damned temple, and
make ’em a map so they can come
and find your bones! And the bones
of Andres, too! Dried bones, Hen-
ley, with no meat on them! The
ants’ll do that!” He laughed with
weird, insane glee.

“You didn’t believe my yarn about
the amaitio curse, did you?” he per-
sisted, gloating over the horror to
come as he carried Henley out
nearer the reddish gray sand sur-
rounding the ruins.

“You'll believe it now, Henley!
You'll scream and writhe with fear!”
He twisted Henley around so the de-
tective’s gray eyes stared straight
ahead at the plateau. “It looks like
red sand, that strip out there, Hen-
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ley! Red sand! Haw! Haw! Haw!
Ants. Little red carnivorous ants!
Millions, billions of ’em! Worse
than cannibals, those red devils. The
natives call 'em amaitio.”

Squirming with his right arm
only, Henley tried to get his hand
and arm free for an instant. He
looked down at the reddish earth.
The whole ground, for a space of
thirty yards across, was beginning to
move, to writhe like some livid vol-
canic lava.

“I took three shots at you back on
that other plateau!” Oliver’s voice
roared. “While I was supposed to
be scouting for water. I'm glad
I missed! Haw! Haw! Haw! This'll
be more fun. I'm going to break
your leg so you can’t run. Henley,
and then I'm going to pitch you in!
The ants’ll finish you in ten minutes!
They eat from the outside in. You'll
stay alive to see your own bones,
Henley. Haw! Haw! Haw!”

LIVER reached the edge of the

seething mass of reddish man-
eaters, stopped, twisted Henley in his
arms, reaching for one of the detec-
tive’s legs. Oliver still held the Colt
in one hand, the money in the other,
but a hard, backward jerk of an
ankle crotched inside his elbow
would snap the knee joint.

As Oliver's forearm swept down-
ward, Henley broke free with his
right arm, swung his fist with all his
might. The position was awkward,
the blow nothing to Oliver,

But Henley's fist, aimed with
deadly forethought, landed squarely
on the nose of the murderer holding
him. A quick, throbbing squirt of
blood came from the broken skin,
ran down Oliver's face, down his
shirt. He cursed, bent over, shaking
his head. The blood spattered the
ground, and drops of it hit the red,
writhing mass of amaitio.

With a tremendous heave, and still
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cursing, Oliver pitched Henley away
from him, out into the center of the
seething morass of ants. The small
detective hit, cat-like, on hands and

knees.

E was on his feet in an instant,
lunging toward the arid, rocky
plateau, with Oliver’s voice bellow-
ing at him. “I'll cripple you with
the Colt, you—"
The automatic
blasted.

A slug ripped Henley’s trousers,
seared the flesh, but drew no blood.

Battering at the ants swarming
over him, Henley staggered through
the red, clinging mire. The second,
crippling roar of the Colt seemed to
sound perpetually in his ears.

But the blast never came. Even
the ants clinging to him seemed un-
certain of their living meal. They
dropped off, a few at a time, and
then in numbers, as Henley fought
for the safety of the arid plain be-
yond. And suddenly, as though at
some unspoken command, the red
mass of death before him parted,
split away, leaving a path.

He stumbled a few yards further,
stopped, turned and looked back as
a wild, frenzied cry of stark agony
shrilled across to him.

For a moment he stood frozen,
petrified at the sight.

Where, a brief moment before,
Mark Oliver had stood, blasting at
him with the Colt, was. now a
scarcely distinguishable outline of a
human figure cloaked from head to
foot in writhing red.

The shrill, weakening cry of agon-
ized horror persisted. Mark Oliver’s
ant-covered arms flayed. The Colt,
lost from his grip, slashed through
the air, lit almost at Henley’s feet.
The canvas package of money fol-
lowed, going past Henley’s head with
the frenzied force of the flaying
arm. Another shriek of terror poured

in Oliver's hand
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from Oliver's mouth, smothered,
muffled, as the ants poured into his
throat. Henley could barely make
out the shrilled words:

“Henley—God !—Shoot me ! Shoo—"

Henley stooped, snatched up the
Colt from the sand. As he stood up
again, the horrible, unrecognizable
form of Mark Oliver sagged, stag-
gered, groping blindly, and slumped
down into the seething mess of ants.

Henley’s Colt roared once and Oli-
ver’'s hidden body jerked. He fired
again, saw the terrible figure stiffen,
shudder, and collapse. He stood for
a moment, holding the gun, watching
the mound of ants mount higher and
higher over the tortured body, bury-
ing it in seething red.

HEN he turned away, holstered

the Colt, and, picking up the
canvas-wrapped money, plodded
across the bleak plateau toward the
rim of trees, muttering grimly,

“Blood!” he said over and over.
“Blood would draw those ants! And
I didn’t believe ’em at the museum,
even when they warned me. Blood!”

At the edge of the wall of trees
he paused, turned and looked back.

The ant hill, still visible across the
plateau, was diminishing. And even
as he watched, awed by the sight,
the red, swarming bier of Mark Oli«
ver disintegrated, flattened, became
once again the strange stretch of
reddish gray sand he had thought
was a mirage. Only a few visible
streaks of white, fresh bones glis-
tening in the late afternoon sun
marred the illusion.

Pete Henley turned away, tearing
himself from the sight, and hunted
out his discarded pack. Then, hold-
ing his pocket compass and some
matches, with the stolen money
slung at his back, he slipped, with
a final shudder, into the dank cool-
ness of the thick trees and began
the trail out.



Bill the Conqueror

A wizened desert rat weaved a .45 in hxs hand

ol

There’s A Real Punch—And a Laugh—in this
Unusual Story of the West

By JOHN SCOTT DOUGLAS
Author of “The Ghost Patrol,” “Hoodoo Hack,” etc

¢C RY?” A sparkle came
into Bill Tanner’s china-
blue eyes and he made

smacking noises with his wide,
humorous mouth. “Why, yuh ding-
busted ole buckaroo, if I don't wet
my whistle, I'll jest nachally dry up
an’ blow away!”

A skeptical glint came into Ed
Sather’s gray eyes and his heavy,
gray-streaked eyebrows knitted as
he looked first down the deserted
board street flanked by bleached
buildings and then up at the three
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tarnished silver bars over the door
of the bar.

“Takin’ a bunch o’ critters tuh the
city shore dries a hombre up,” Ed
conceded. “But yuh’ll only get one
nip, yuh long-laigged cow-teaser!
Yuh ain’t responsible with more’'n
that under yore belt!”

Ed pushed open the swinging
doors of the Three-Star and Bill
eagerly followed. Inside he saw Ed
reach for the ceiling. Bill's china-
blue eyes bulged and his rangy body
stiffened as he quickly observed that
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everyone in the saloon had their
hands similarly raised. The reason
was swiftly evident to him.

Back to the bar was a wizened
desert rat with bleared blue eyes
and a business-like .45 weaving in
his gnarled hand.

“Stick ’em up!” he snarled at Bill.
“I been comin’ here tuh spend my
diggin’s for nigh ontuh twenty y’ars
and now this-here town’s goin’ tuh
pay back some o’ them diggin’s.
Pronto!”

ILL'S big, powerful hands were
twitching; but they didn’t move
either for his gun or the ceiling.

“Do as he tells yuh,” Ed muttered
out of the corner of his mouth;
“cain’t yuh see the ’rat’s loco?”

Still Bill stood frozen. He was
thinking; and that was a slow
process for him. Ordinarily he
would have obeyed. But a strange
transformation had taken place in
Bill’'s simple soul. After accom-
panying the cattle train to the city,
he and Ed had gone to see a for-
tune teller.

The fortune teller had informed
Bill he was a reincarnation of
William the Conqueror. He had
been greatly impressed, though he
didn’t understand too well what the
prediction meant. Now, faced with
death from the gun held in the wav-
ering hand of the desert rat, it
occurred to him that he might ac-
curately test the truth of the for-
tune teller’'s words.

Someone shuffled uneasily in the
back of the saloon. The desert rat’s
bleary eyes shifted just momentar-
ily., And in that moment Bill’s
twitching hand went for the gun
swinging at his hip. His hand closed
on his hawgleg but his twitching
fingers were working overtime.

The .45 cracked, jerked the holster
at Bill's hip as it fired through the
leather, and crunched through the
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floor. The crash of sound split the
ominous silence of the bar, working
on the taut nerves of the men who
had faced death from a madman.
Everyone jumped—everyone, includ-
ing the desert rat. His revolver
slipped from his nerveless fingers,
clattering on the floor.

He dived for it. Ed Sather was
familiar with the etiquette of such
occasions. He disregarded the gun,
but hurled himself at the desert rat
as the latter’s hand touched his gun.
A bullet ricochéted from a beam in
the ceiling with the thin, high-
pitched wail of a speeding arrow.

And then Ed’s hand closed on the
desert rat’s wrist, twisting it vicious-
ly, and the gun dropped to the floor.
A dozen willing hands assisted Ed,
and the struggling desert rat was
soon overpowered. Four men were

delegated to escort him to the

sheriff’s office.

“X7OU shore took us out o a
ticklish situation,” the bar-

keep grinned at Bil. “How about

you and your pard havin’ drinks on
the house?”

“Sure,” said Bill, throwing out his
chest like a pouter pigeon’s. “Yuh
ain’t seen nothin’ yet, hombre!
It's lucky for that rat I didn’t lose
my famous temper!”

Ed wiped the perspiration from
his scrawny neck with his bandanna,
and his gray brows converged.

“Yuh mean it’s lucky yuh never
got yore shootin’ iron out o’ yore
holster or yuh might tuh shot yore-
self in the hoof,” remarked Ed sar-
castically. “Danged if I didn’t
think yuh had palsy!”

“Huh!” snorted Bill. “I didn’t
see yuh pullin’ yore gun!”

Ed grunted. “Some of us gotta
have sense! But thar are times
when a guy with a number six
sombrero has his uses!”

The subtlety of that remark was
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lost on Bill Tanner. He shrugged
and up-ended his glass.

They walked out, got the broncs
they’d left in town when they'd de-
parted on the cattle-train, and start-
ed out across the parched, undulat-
ing range toward the Bar-Y.

“That thar fortune teller shore
knew what he was spealin’ about
when he tole me I was a carnation
o' Bill the Conqueror and could
conqueror whatever I come up
agin!” "said Bill

“N/ UH mean he tole. you yuh was

the reincarnation of William
the Conqueror,” corrected Ed. “Re-
incarnation’s a word some o' them
fakers use tuh make yuh believe yuh
got the spirrut o’ some dead an’
gone hombre in yore veins.”

“All right,” agreed Bill, irritable
at having his knowledge questioned,
“but I got the blood of Bill the
Conqueror in my veins an’ nothin’
can stop me now thet I know it.
Did you see me wing those two big
hombres back thar in the Three-
Star?”

“They was only one an’ he was a
miserable critter an’ drunk,” inter-
rupted Ed callously. “Besides, if
figgers don't lie, ’bout ten million
people got William the Conqueror’s
blood in thar veins an’ so thet thar
card-sharp prob’ly didn’t have tuh

juggle his paste-boards none tuh
give yuh thet result.”

“Huh!” grunted Bill. “Yore
jealous!”

They rode the rest of the way to
the Bar-Y in silence. After Ed had
reported to Brad Upson, his boss, he
went to find Bill.

Bill was sitting on the steps of the
bunk house with a group of gaping
cow-pokes about him. He was wav-
ing his .45 about to emphasize
the points in his yarn.

“—An’ jest as me an’ Ed steps off
the train, thar rides down the main
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street a band of about twenty masked
bandits. Hardest-lookin’ bunch of
bad hombres me or Ed’s ever seen.
Wall, right in front o’ the bank, they
draws rein, and six o’ them runs in-
tuh the bank. Five or six men tries
tuh stop ’em. These bad hombres
drop ’em in thar tracks. Bang—
bang—bang—

“Ed, he ducks for cover behind the
Three-Star, chased by a flock o’ lead.
But me? I jest stands thar in the
center of the street, and my trigger-
temper’s up.”

“Wasn’t yuh scared?” demanded
“Shorty” Quillan, a barrel-shaped,
snub-nosed cow-hand.

Bill's guileless blue eyes widened,
and he tapped his chest with his
45. “Me scared? Say, ain't I
jest been a-tellin’ yuh that thet thar
card-sharp in the city tole me I was
the carnation o’ Bill the Conqueror.
After knowin’ that, nothin’ couldn’t
raise no goose-flesh on me!

“I jest unpacks my ole shootin’
iron in the midst of that swirl of
lead, and begins pickin’ off them
bandits, careful-like. I knows some-
one has tuh have courage if they’s
tuh be stopped; and I seem tuh be
the only one around.

“ AAL, I drops six men in about

six shots, and then things
commence tuh get hot. Back down?
Not the carnation o’ Bill the Con-
queror! I jest reloads thar in the
center o’ the street, and starts bangin’
away agin. One guy after another
drops from his hoss, until twelve
hombres lay thar in the dust. The
other two turn tail.”

Shorty Quillan’s snub-nose wrin-
kled. “What about the six in the
bank, Bill?” Bill lowered his lashes
with becoming modesty, and rose.

“Waal, I had tuh go intuh the bank
and throw lead intuh them, too. Of
course !—Ain’t thet right, Ed?”

“Shore ’nough!” replied Ed sar-
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castically. “But yuh fergot tuh tell
’em how yuh ran out o’ slugs an’ had
tuh grab a hoss an’ bring back the
two bandidos who escaped, with yore
bare hands.”

Bill’s wide, humorous mouth tight-
ened. “Waugh! Did those hombres
put up a scrap! But it clean slipped
my haid at the moment.”

ILL nodded solemnly to himself
for several seconds as if mentally
reviewing the stirring events of that
day. Then: “See yuh all later, hom-
bres. I got tuh water my hoss now.”
As he ambled away, a lean, awk-
ward figure in his high-heeled riding
boots, a clean-faced youngster said
admiringly: “Whew! Ain’t he a
maverick for yuh, though? I allays
kindda thought Bill was full o’
wind. All cackle and no egg!”

Shorty Quillan rubbed his hand
across his snub nose, and steered a
stream of tobacco juice across the
porch. “Jim Boyle,” he addressed the
youngster, “yo’re new here and yuh
got a lot tuh learn.” He turned to
Ed Sather. “Was thar a mite o
truth in that pack o’ yarns he was
a-givin’ us, Ed?”

Ed grunted and sat down. “Bill’s
gettin’ wuss since he met that thar
card-sharp! His yarns was bad
'nough before!”

The youngster asked quickly:
“Yuh mean thar wasn’t no truth a-tall
in his yarn?”

Ed snorted. “I wouldn’t say that,
Jim. Bill jest makes 'em taller and
taller, thet’'s all! He starts with
facts but his imagination’s too durn
active. He come intuh the Three-
Star an’ a desert rat who'd got too
much likker under his belt was hold-
in’ everyone at bay. Anyone but an
ijjit would ’'a’ reached fur the ceiling.

“No tellin’ when thet desert rat’s
hawgleg might go off! But Bill’s so
hepped on what the fortune teller
tole him that he goes for his gun.
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His han’ shakes so that his gun goes
off in his holster. The desert rat’s
so surprised thet his hawgleg goes
off, an’ I hop him. Thet’s all!”

“I thought so,” grunted Shorty.

“Why not pretend we believe his
yarn, an’ have some fun with him?”
demanded Jim, his blue eyes glowing.

Ed Sather chuckled. ‘“Not a bad
idee!”

So the cowboys got their heads to-
gether and plotted ways and means
of stringing poor Bill.

From then on, Bill was asked daily
to repeat his yarn of how he'd saved
the bank. The yarn grew with each
telling. Finally it developed that
Bill had attacked forty bandits single
handed, killed twenty, driven the
other twenty out of town, only to
discover that they’'d run off with the
pretty store-keeper’s daughter, which
necessitated another fight in a well-
protected box-canon.

The girl had fallen in love with
him; but he had told her he couldn’t
marry her because he was faithful
to the memory of a past dead sweet-
heart.

HE more the boys on the Bar-Y
kidded Bill about his exploits,
the bigger they grew. He lacked
the sense of humor which might
have enabled him to see he was be-
ing made fun of. He gloried in his
new-found admiration; and began to
believe himself “un muy valiente
cabellero”—a very courageous fellow.
They sent him on all sorts of
idiotic missions to save damsels in
distress and free neighboring ranch-
ers from a siege by bandits. But
still Bill was too dull to realize he
was being made the laughing-stock.
Brad Upson finally had to put a stop
to sending Bill out on quixotic
missions because he was getting no
work done. But the kidding still con-
tinued as a welcome diversion from
the usual ranch routine.
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For weeks before the Star-City
Rodeo, the cowboys instilled into
Bill’'s head that he was the onfy
one on the ranch who had a chance
to win the Hagenback Trophy for
the Bar-Y. The Hagenback Trophy
was given to the best all-around
cowboy.

“Don’t keep a-worryin’ me about
this Hagenback Trophy,” Bill final-
ly protested. “Don’t yuh realize a
carnation o’ Bill the Conqueror
couldn’t fail tuh bring back thet
trophy?”

“Waal,” said Shorty, ‘“‘we
want tuh be sure!”

“Yeah,” agreed Ed Sather solemn-
ly. “Bar-Y’s never won thet thar
trophy, and we’re the joke o’ the
other ranches hereabouts.”

“Don’t yuh worry,” said Bill con-
fidently. “I cain’t lose!”

jest

SO it was with some delight that
the other cowboys followed Bill
into the Star-City rodeo office, and
insisted that he spend his year’s
savings on entering every event
listed except those open only to
cowgirls and Indians. Bill was very
pleased at the confidence they ex-
pressed in him before the man who
took the fees; and he boasted that
the Hagenback Trophy was as well
as Bar-Y property for the coming
year.

So the Bar-Y aggregation sat to-
gether in the stands to watch the
fun. They didn’t think much of
Bill’s ability on a bucking bronco,
and they anticipated he'd take a
good many nasty falls. Shorty
wasn't taking place in any of the
events, having broken his wrist two
weeks before; and Ed Sather felt
he was a little too old for the broncs.

What was their disappointment
when Bill, trying as no entrant at
the rodeo was trying, came out sec-
ond in the calf roping contest.

“Jest fool's luck!” snorted Shorty.
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“They give him a easy calf!l”

Bill came in second in the 114
mile relay race, due entirely to the
first rider’s cayuse jumping the
fence and the second rider’s bad
luck in losing his horse when he was
making his last change, thus moving
Bill up two places.

Once more Shorty complained
that Bill had gotten a small steer
in the steer bulldogging contest,
thus enabling him to come in third
for the last prize.

“TF they didn’t collect our guns

.at the gate, I'd like to stir some
dust under Bill's hoss and give him
something to think about,” said Ed
in disgust. “To think of that ijjit
takin’ three prizes! Waal, we’ll see
some fun yet.”

“What's the idee of takin' our
guns at the gate?” demanded Shorty.

“No one cain't carry ’em this
year,” retorted Ed. “Last year some
o’ the boys in a Siwash spirit o’ fun
nicked one o’ the jedges. Just a
stray—but jedges is sensitive, So
no one’s carryin’ guns.”

“Bill is,” said Shorty.

“Oh, Bill!” grunted Ed. “No one
pays no ’tention to Billl Everyone
knows he’s jest a harmless cow-
poke.”

“Let 'er buck!” cried Shorty. “I
want to see that big buckaroo land
on his neck. What'd I come here
fur?”

But Ed’s face and Shorty’s grew
longer and longer as the day
dragged to its end without Bill be-
ing thrown. He did nothing spec-
tacular; but the breaks seemed to
be with him. He had three third
prizes, two seconds and one first.

“I'm tryin’ tuh uphold the honor
of the Bar-Y,” Bill said solemnly
when he joined them.

“Yo're doin’ great!” said Ed sour-
ly. “Jest keep it up, cowboy.”

The breaks continued to be with
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Bill. The cowboy who had taken
the most firsts on the opening day
broke his arm on the second day of
the rodeo. Another heavy con-
tender for the Hagenback Trophy
was internally injured by a fall and
was turned over to a saw-bones. And
Bill went blithely on, believing the
Bar-Y was strongly behind him. He
took second and third prizes in
every event he entered that second
day.

“ EBBE he’s better than we
thought he was,” said Jim.

“Naw!” snorted Shorty. “He’s
jest luckier!”

But on the third day, they looked
forward to one of the last events.
Riding of the bucking man-killers,
Outlaw horses that had never been
ridden after numerous trials. The
riders in this event were selected as
a result of their showings in previ-
ous trials.

Bill Tanner, on the basis of quan-
tity of placings, rather than because
of any proved excellence, was in-
cluded in this group of riders.

“That’ll be William the Con-
queror’'s Waterloo,” grinned Ed,
whose history was a trifle weak.

All that day, they waited for that
event.

And when the numbers were
drawn, they learned to their delight
that Bill had drawn Undertaker, a
big black horse with the meanest,
shortest temper of the whole group
of man-killers.

The event before the man-killers
was a chuck-wagon race. The as-
sorted  chuck-wagons  thundered
about the track, stirring up clouds
of dust, the horses urged forward
with cracking whips. The chuck-
wagons stopped before the judge's
stand, and the cowboys piled out of
the wagons and began setting up the
kitchens. One stove and parapher-
nalia was ready for cooking to be-
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gin; a second; a third. That event
concluded, the announcer bawled: into
his® me gaphone:

“The next event on the program,
lad-ees and gentle-men, is the riding
of man-killers. Undertaker coming
out of the chutes, ridden by William
Tanner!”

Undertaker came out, jack-knifing,
his nostrils dilated, his teeth bared,
his eyes showing the whites. And on
his back was Bill, waving his som-
brero, but not looking his usual
cheerful self.

All eyes were on him as the man-
killer bucked with squeals of fury,
pawing the ground, swirling dust
from the arena floor, Ed and Shorty
sat on the edges of their seats, their
mouths open, their eyes intent.

And suddenly their attention was
diverted by the sharp crack of a
pistol. A white mushroom of smoke
rose above the judge’s stand, and
one of the three judges was crum-
pled across his stand, blood trickling
down the side of his face.

HEY saw what had happened.
One of the chuck-wagons was
manned by strangers to the region.
These strangers had stored guns in
one of the stoves. They had known
that thousands of dollars in cash
prizes would be kept in the judge’s
stand for distribution on that final
day, and had laid their plans.
When Bill Tanner had come out
of the chutes on the man-killer, all
attention had been diverted for a
long enough space for the drivers
of the outlaw chuck-wagon to gain
the judges’ stand unnoticed. They
had planned to take the money
quietly; but by force, if necessary.
It had proved necessary; one of the
judges had refused to give them the
cash prizes. He’d paid with his life!
Ed’s heart turned cold within him
as he saw the robbers brutally club
the remaining two judges, and rifle
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the drawer in the stand containing
the money.

Unconsciously, he reached for his
gun, only to remember that it had
been checked at the gate as he had
entered.

Weaponless! Not only he, but
every man in those stands! Thou-
sands of witnesses to a brutal crime
which everyone was powerless to pre-
vent because there was not a gun in
that crowded arena.

Not a gun? Ed thought of Bill,
whom everyone considered such a
clown that no effort had been made
to take his weapon. Let a clown
have his moment of bravado! That
was the popular attitude of those
who knew Bill—and he was well
known. One gun in the whole place,
and that was carried by a cowboy
at this moment riding a man-killer!

Ed’s eyes darted back to Bill, and
cold fingers of terror crept down his
spine. Bill had had two assistants
to help him off the man-killer
should he find himself unable to
manage the brute or to keep the
vicious Undertaker from stomping
Bill to death should he be thrown.

HERE were Bill's assistants

now? Down at the end of the
field! Paralyzed into inactivity by the
unexpected trend of events! A lump
choked up in Ed’'s throat, and his
eyes glazed. “My God!” he muttered
brokenly. “When Bill’s thrown, that
man-killer will mangle him!—And I
liked the big hombre, liar though he
was!”

It came to Ed with a sense of
shock that Bill had not yet grasped
leather, though his head was being
snapped viciously as the big black
bronc jack-knifed, head down, rear
feet kicking in the air. White-faced,
white-lipped, Bill was sticking on.
Sticking on! Ed’s eyes blurred.
Not only sticking on! He was beat-
ing that man-killer with his som-
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brero! A fool stepping in where
angels fear to tread!

“Un muy valiente caballero!” said
Shorty, gripping Ed’s arm until Ed
winced. Shorty had called Bill that
before in fun; but now there was
a catch in his voice.

“Y OOK!” cried Jim, his eyes shin-
ing. “He’s directing that man-

killer!” Something snapped in Ed’s

brain, and his mouth trembled.

Jim was right!

Bill was trying to direct the buck-
ing course of the man-killer, Only
one hand was allowed on the reins
—but how he was using that one
hand! The chuck-wagon containing
the armed robbers was flying across
the field toward the gate, and toward
it was plunging the outlaw.

He saw the flying chuck wagon as
some new kind of torment, and thun-
dered toward it with a squeal which
sent shivers racing down Ed’s back,

The robbers saw it, too. They
banged away point-blank at Bill as
he charged down on them, and one
bullet jerked his sombrero out of his
hand. Bullets whistled and whined
about his head, and still he bore
down on the outlaws.

Jim clapped Ed on the back. “His
gun!” he said vibrantly.

Bill's gun was in his hand now.
They could see it flashing. The
driver of the chuck-wagon crumpled
in his seat. Another man grasped
the reins as the horses started to
plunge, terrified by the squealing
man-killer.

And at that moment, there was a
hopeless mélée of horses and men.
Undertaker crashed into the team
—Ed saw space under Bill as they
collided. Somehow, miraculously,
Bill was still in the saddle, his gun
in his hand, clinging to his bridle.

One of the team horses fell under
the force of that assault. The two
lead horses reared and plunged and
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kicked —then broke away, running
down the field.

Bill’'s gun flamed almost in the
face of the new driver as a slug of
lead pinged past his head.

The two remaining outlaws jumped
out of the shattered wagon as it
started to totter under the plung-
ing of the two remaining horses in
the team.

Undertaker saw them, and the
whites of the outlaw’s eyes shone as
it bore down on them, squealing.
One man was struck by the horse’s
thest, to be sent spinning fifty feet
in the dust. Unconscious, The
second outlaw was struck by flying
hoofs, his leg broken.

And he would have been trampled
into the dust if Bill hadn’t jerked
backward on his bridle, bringing the
big black up on his hind legs on the
verge of a backward fall. For a
terrible moment, he balanced there.
Then he fell forward, and started
to buck and kick and squeal with
fresh fury to dislodge the already
shaken Bill.

But his assistants had recovered
from their temporary stupor; they
dashed down the field, and one of
them lifted Bill clear of his saddle,
while the other caught the bridle,
and raced away with Undertaker.

HE stands thundered with ap-

plause. The announcer was talk-
ing with the judges. He stepped
back to his microphone.

“In the opinion of the judges,
any further exhibition after what
has transpired would be not only
anti-climax, but an affront to good
taste. In view of the number of
prizes taken by Mr. Tanner, and in
view of his outstanding accomplish-
ment in preventing the runaway of
four desperate robbers, the judges
are of the opinion that he should be
given not only the Hagenback Tro-
phy for the best, all-around cowboy,
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but also the first prize of $500 for
riding man-killers. Is this decision
agreeable to all those present?”

There was a moment of silence.
Then shrieks of applause, a deaf-
ening thunder of stomping feet—
ear-splitting in its intensity.

“Any opposed?”

Not a sound could be heard.

“Then Mr. William Tanner wins
the Hagenback Trophy for this year,
and with it, the heartfelt thanks of
everyone present for the courageous
way in which he has endangered his
own life to bring four outlaws to
justice!”

HEN the Bar-Y boys escorted
Bill to a bar to celebrate, Bill
was a strangely humble cowboy.

“Yuh know, hombres, I don’t think
I'm no carnation o’ Bill the Con-
queror, after all. Bill the Conqueror
was never scared and I was scared
stiff. Honest I was! Yuh know, I
couldn’t ’'a’ gone through with it
‘cept I knew every one of yuh be-
lieved I could ride that thar man-
killer, and I jest couldn’t disappoint
yuh.

“An’ I knew every danged one o’
yuh was expectin’ me tuh do some-
thin’ about them bandits. So I had
tuh come through again because yuh
was countin’ so heavily on me. But
I felt pretty shaky on thet man-
killer with no one tuh take me off
should he buck me. I reckon thar
ain’t much in what thet card-sharp
tole me, after all.”

Ed looked at Shorty. Shorty
rubbed a big hand hastily across his
eyes. Jim looked sheepishly at the
ground, and swallowed hard. Ed’s
gray eyes glistened when he raised
them to Bill's.

“Yo're a danged liar, Bill. Strikes
me, after what I seen today, thet
yuh got the blood o’ about ten Bill
the Conquerors imn yuh. Ain't I
right, yuh ding-busted buckaroos?”
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“I saved this slug for you,” Carey rasped fiercely.

A Tense Drama of Man’s Bitter Struggle Against the
Elements in the Australian Wastes

A Complete Novelette
By BARRY BRANDON

Author of “The Speed Demon,” “On to India,” ete.

blazing sun went down, the some nugget big enough to halt every
five men crowded about the man in his tracks, his eyes bulging
campfire and Masters divided the with the staring light that has looked
day’s heap of dust and nuggets. Five on raw gold since the beginning of
ways; an equal share to each of the man.
five partners. Day after day they hacked and
On a tiny scale he weighed the dull sifted, backs burned through their
yellow fragments wrested from the shirts, hands torn and bleeding, fight-
stubborn earth. Day after day they ing the pangs of hunger and thirst,
toiled, sweating, stifling in their fran- And night after night they hunkered
tic search for treasure, crowing craz- around their tiny fire and gloated
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I :VERY night, when the ruthless ily as one or another stumbled upon
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like mad men over their spoils. Then
Bergen died. The foothills of the
Musgraves took their toll. Bergen
never should have been permitted to
come; he was a thin, frail fellow
when they started on the journey
across the devilist Australian desert.

That night the four men sprawled
about the embers of their fire and
a new light flickered in the eyes of
each one. Bergen was gone. In a
shallow gravelly grave they had bur-
ied him that afternoon. The same
tormenting thought hammered now
at the minds of those who remained.

Masters was the first to speak. For
a long while there had been no
sound. Only the tick and crackle of
the fire, and the awed breathing of
the weather-worn gold hunters.

AL CAREY looked up from the

red of the fire as Masters cleared

his throat with a harsh rasping

sound that grated on the nerves of
each man there.

“Too bad about Bergen,” mused
Masters, his dark eyes gleaming pe-
culiarly. “And there’s his share o’
the stuff, too. Jus’ when we got
about 'nough to stake us good. Obh,
well—it only means we gotta split
his share four ways. Huh, whadde-
yuh say, partners?”

Carey said nothing. He waited for
someone else to speak. He was watch-
ing Masters covertly, studying the
bigger man’s features as they were
high-lighted by the flickering aura of
the fire. There was something in
Masters’ face that Carey had not
noticed before. What it was he could
not decide, but it set him to think-
ing.

“Split it up, sure,” agreed Win-
throp. “It’s too bad about Bergen,
but that was the way of it, wasn’t
it—when we came in? If anybody
cashes, the others divide his stuff.
Come on, Masters, measure it out.”

Hal Carey felt a strange sensation
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creeping over him now. He was one
of four; four men of various ages,
types, and no doubt — characters.
They were portioning out the dead
Bergen’s gold dust, all eyes riveted
on the scales, on the hard, claw-like
hands of Masters, who dropped the
stuff from the blade of his keen skin-
ning knife into the sacks, one by one.
And Carey wondered as he watched
if the others were thinking the same
as he,

On the instant he caught the eyes
of Winthrop he thought he saw the
New Englander’s face twitch, and the
sharp gray eyes fix themselves on him
like those of a wolf; a lean, gaunt,
famished lobo. Did Winthrop’s lips
part, showing slavering white teeth,
or was it some weird trick of the
fireligh t? Carey bent his head, picked
up the makings and began rolling a
cigarette. Was it possible that his
own face had looked like Winthrop’s,
that the other man had caught the
same half-savage gleam in Carey’s
eyes?

“Too bad about Bergen,” said the
fourth man, known as Storms, as if
he had just remembered that one of
their original five had gone over the
Great Divide. “A man has gotta have
guts to beat this damn game.”

Carey said nothing; only reached
for his thick canvas sack as Masters
finished dividing the dead man’s gold.
That night, he knew, he was going
to roll into his blankets with his
pistol ready in his hand. Something
had changed every man in the party.
Something had stirred in his own
brain.

ORNING came, and with it—

with the flaming brightness of
the rising sun—a deep sense of re-
lief. It was mirrored in every face.
By mid-day Bergen was practically
forgotten. Such is the grip of the
precious yellow god men have wor-
shiped in every corner of the world.
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For days the four of them con-
tinued to hammer and peck away at
the earth, despite the warning of
Bergen’s death. Their food and water
diminished all too rapidly, still they
clung to the digging, reluctant to
turn their backs on the fabulous
wealth that lay hidden beneath the
scarred surface of the Australian wil-
derness. Little by little they grew
leaner. Half-starved, worn, their
bodies burned almost black through
their scanty clothing, they fought
Dame Nature and their lust for gold.
Until Storms shuffled off. For a week
he had been talking to himself, and
that afternoon, raving like a lunatic,
he dropped his pick and ran blind-
ly down the hill slope toward the
desert.

HEN they reached him it was
too late. The tiny trickle of
water that Hal Carey forced between
Storms’ cracked lips was wasted.
Masters snarled at Carey for a fool.
“Couldn’t yuh see,” he hissed, his
own mouth dry and thick. “Yuh
wasted good water on ’'im. He's
dead!”

It was true. Storms had gone over
to join Bergen. The others stared
from his spare form to themselves,
the fierce heat of the desert’s edge
making the others swim crazily in
each man’s eyes.

“I've got enough,” said Hal Carey,
soberly, his whole consciousness
steeled against the argument he ex-
pected. “I came here to rip a stake
out of this land and get back where
humans can live. I'm going.”

Winthrop squinted at him through
half-closed lids, and then turned to
Masters, the biggest man of them all.
Masters glowered on them both, his
lips working queerly, his big hands
hanging from his waist by thumbs
hooked over the beit.

“I'm with Carey,” declared Win-
throp at last. “We got enough, Mas-
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ters. Let’s bury him and pack the
stuff outa here.”

“An’ God knows,” added Carey, be-
fore Masters replied, “whether any
of us’ll ever get to Adelaide—alive.”

“No guts,” snapped Masters, shrug-
ging his heavy shoulders. “I could
pack it all out alone. What is it?
’bout twen’y thousan’ dollars worth
o’ dust.” He glared at his two re-
maining partners. It was a three-way
split-up now. “Git a spade, Win, an’
we’ll shove him down under.”

Carey could not get Masters’
words out of his head. For hours at
a time, as the three of them trudged
wearily across the inferno called the
Great Victoria Desert, he found hime
self glancing over his shoulder; back-
ward toward the low hills of the
Musgrave Range, where they had
buried Storms and Bergen. Gradually
the blue haze faded from their view
and for miles, endless, invisible miles,
they were surrounded by the white-
hot, wavering sand, that in the dis-
tance seemed to sizzle and steam like
the lid of a blazing stove.

Masters was the self-appointed
leader of the little party., He was
the bigger man, possessing a cast-
iron constitution, tough and hard as
rawhide, weather-beaten by the suns
and winds of many South Sea coasts.
Now he walked in the rear. One, two,
three. Carey, Winthrop and Masters.

ELDOM a word was spoken. Each

man’s mind dwelt on the same
narrow thought. Gold. Gold! Gold
on your shoulder. Water. Water.
Watch your water. Keep your can-
teen hangin’ on your shady side. One
of these days the Stuart Range would
come into view, and they would be
able to call out to the Government
agents stationed at the lookout. All
they had to do was watch the water
and the starvation rations that were
left. Masters was a tyrant now. The
real man under his buckskin hide
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was. coming to the surface. He drove
his two companions like pack animals.

“Keep agoin’ yuh laggards,” he bel-
lowed at Carey and Winthrop. “If
we don’t make the Station in a few
days the sand flies 'l crawl yer
bleedin’ flesh, Pick 'em up an’ lay
’em down there, Winthrop.”

Winthrop tried to keep up the
pace. He was carrying equal weight
with Carey and Masters, but some-
how he couldn’t keep going. As the
days passed he began to stumble, he
staggered drunkenly under his load,
and began to beg to be allowed to
drink what water remained in his
canteen.

“NTIX,” snapped Masters. “Lookit

Hal Carey. Him an’ me's bearin’
it, ain't we? An’ if you drink yourn,
then where do we head in. We gotta
share ours with yuh, huh? Keep your
hands offa that, Winthrop.”

“Let him take a swallow, Masters,”
said Carey’ dully, balancing himself
against the physical impulse to hurl
himself on the hot sand. “Maybe
we'll come to some water. Anyway
it’s all your fault. We shoulda struck
along the Musgraves to the Alberga
River an’ followed it down the water
route to the Gulf.”

“Yeah,” Masters snarled. “My fault,
eh. Think I'm takin’ the chance of
the water route and have our stuff
stolen on one o' them damn crook
scows. G'wan. Anybody but a ninny
can cross this whole hellangone
desert. Get up outa there, Winthrop.”

The weakened man raised his head,
and braced himself to rise from the
sand. His eyes wandered away south-
ward as if seeking something. Was
it green trees in the Stuart foothills
that he saw, or was it that deviled
torment of the man lost on the
whitened wastes—mirage? He shook
his head feebly and his lips, parched
and bleeding, moved listlessly. Then,
with a desperate effort he climbed to
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his feet and staggered drunkenly
along, shaking his head like a man
who tries to fight off the effects of
a lethal punch.

That night they made camp beside
a tantalizing shallow pool of tepid
water crusted about its rim with
crinkled ridges of glaring white salt.
The desert night fell upon them at
their tiny fire like a dark monster
swoops down with silent black wings
to carry off its helpless prey. At
midnight Masters and Carey sprang
to their dog-tired limbs at the sound
of Winthrop’s voice.

“Look!” shouted Carey starting to
run as he shoved Masters. “It’s Win!”

Aimless, yet strangely fascinating
in its spinning, weaving pattern, they
saw the figure of a man dancing
across the darkened desert, his voice
raised to the unresponsive blackness
above, a voice broken into a babble
of meaningless sound, hoarse croak-
ing gutturals, high pitched screams.

Winthrop had gone stark raving
mad. When they caught up with him
Carey, first, they forced him to lie
down. But Winthrop offered little
resistance. He had passed the stage
where a man comes back.

In the blue-black desert night
Carey and Masters faced each other,
solemnly. It was a waste of effort to
speak., Each man knew that he was
worth ten thousand dollars—if he
could get out of the great salt desert
alive.

T‘HE added ounces of the precious
yellow dust made the going worse
for Carey. The bigger man, Masters,
scoffed at the weight. Carey kept his
eyes on Masters now. Sometimes he
thought it was just imagination, that
Masters was the same man who had
started on this treasure expedition,
the same Masters who had led him-
self, Bergen, Storms and Winthrep
into the vast unknown wilderness of
Australia’s last frontier. Still he could
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not get the idea out of his tortured
brain. There was an uncanny, cruel
something in Masters’ eyes, in his
every move, his manner.

Since there was only two of them,
the last two, the strongest of the
quintet that had started, they had
plodded on together, doggedly. Some-
how they had lost their bearings in
a night march. No longer were the
long shifting shadows that marked
the hill range on the horizon on their
left, the guide markers they had
counted on to steer their course to-
ward the Stuarts and the Govern-
ment station. Now they traveled by
the sun alone, checking their- route
by the stars at night.

HEIR food was almost gone. Of

water there was but a swallow or
two in the canteens. Ragged, burned
a flaming red, sweat-streaked, their
feet a mass of blisters, Masters and
Carey halted in mid-afternoon of the
seventh day. Falling where they
stopped they propped themselves,
their chins just clear of the desert
floor. Carey was hard put to keep
his eyes open, but he glanced side-
wise at his companion.

Masters lay with one hand canopied
over his eyes, to shield them from
the glaring sun as he peered into the
southern distance. Somewhere in that
direction, hidden by the wavering
horizon line must be the peaks of the
Stuart Range. There was a station
there. It was outfitted by the South
Australian government for the use of
just such travelers as Masters and
Carey. At the station there would be
water and food and rest.

“Carey,” Masters spoke as he took
his hand from his eyes. “We're on
the right line. I think I can see the
peaks.”

Hal Carey, his own eyes practical-
ly blinded by constant staring at the
ever retreating horizon, was lying flat
on his belly now with his face hid-
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den in the crook of his arm. He
shielded his head from the sun’s
burning rays with a remnant of shirt
he had pulled up over his back. His
answer to Masters was a grunt of
relief.

“Good,” he managed to mutter,
“we ought to make it in a couple of
days. If we can hold out.”

There was a peculiar tone to his
words, husky and strained as they
came from a parched throat. Young
and confident of his own endurance,
he had no doubt of making the final
leg of the trek himself. Or was he
merely assuring Masters that they
faced the worst part of the journey?

Masters was made of leather and
iron. He had seen a lot of the world,
and the world had made him hard—
hard and cunning. He had seen his
share of the gold grow from $4,000
worth to $10,000. And they were
nearing the hills. What thought ham-
mered at his brain that made his
eyes narrow and small? Carey did
not know the look in the other’s eyes
for the younger man slept. They
were within arm’s reach of one an-
other and Masters crawled quietly
until he was right over his unsus-
pecting partner. Something glinted
and flashed in the sunlight as he
raised his sunburned hand over his
head. With a dull thud it struck
the motionless head of Carey.

“ A ND so Mister Carey,” Masters

grinned horribly as he struck.
“I think I'll' make it all right alone.
I can use this twenty thousand very
neatly.” His words were followed by
an hysterical sort of laugh.

He threw himself over the limp,
unconscious form of his partner. One
hand lifted Carey’s revolver from its
holster. The other wrenched away
the canteen from the helpless man’s
belt.

There was a demoniacal grin on
Masters’ dirty, hairy face as he stood



116

up. He put the canteen to his ear
and shook it. There was a faint
tinkling inside. Water! His lips
cracked with his smile, a diabolical
leer.

“Very decent of you Carey,” he
said to the body at his feet. “I'm
damn glad you saved it. Just enough.
I'll make it now, sure.”

He shuffled stifly over to the sacks
of gold and caressed them with a
trembling hand.

“Mine,” he said. “All of it!”

ITH a thick chuckle of triumph

Masters tossed the bags of yel-
low dust together. He then deposited
Carey’s canteen with the heap, and
with a sneer of satisfaction returned
to his late partner’s body. Carey’s
small knapsack was still on his back
where it hung by its web harness.
This Masters removed.

“All fixed up easy,” he mused as
he began transferring the bits of
hardtack and some crumbly flint-hard
prunes that had been scrambled in
the bag with a handful of small dried
beans. “A bit of a rest now an’ I'll
be ready to pack outa this hell hole.”

Hurling his companion’s empty
canteen aside Masters finally rose to
his feet. He never glanced at Hal
Carey. The fanatical light in his eyes
seemed to have softened somewhat.
Carey was out of the way and if that
blow hadn’t finished him completely,
he would never be physically able
to overtake a man as fit as Masters.
And Masters had twenty thousand in
gold. The sacks were lashed to-
gether in a manner making it a bal-
anced load, front and back over your
shoulder.

Masters heaved them up and set
his face toward the south. Then he
paused, glancing toward the man on
the desert’s floor. The cruel grin re-
turned to his face, and he jerked
Carey’s pistol from his own belt. Ex-~
tracting the cartridges, all but one,
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he flung the gun toward its uncon-
scious owner. With a shrug, as if the
action dismissed the incident from
his life like a feather flits by on the
wings of a wind, the last survivor of
the Musgraves gold party bent for-
ward, his feet kicking tiny spurts of
sand.

He had gone a dozen yards, per-
haps more, when he heard his name
called. It was like a ghost voice
dropping on him from the skies. But
Masters spun about dizzily under the
glare of the sun. It sounded like
Carey and—by God! What manner
of man is this by the Hell-bender
of the Antipodes?

Hal Carey was still lying in the
sand, but his body now was half
raised, propped on straight arms,
And he was looking across the inter-
vening space straight at Masters.

“Hey Partner!” called Carey in a
voice that flattened out on the sand
in a dead echo. “Masters!”

The deserting partner stood for a
moment, as if under a spell, then
slowly, with lagging steps he began
walking back toward the dazed Carey.
Twenty feet away he halted,

‘ HAT happened?” demanded
Carey stupidly. He blinked his
eyes, and Masters saw him put a
hand to the back of his head, to the
place where the brutal pistol butt
had thudded. Gradually the weak-
ened man’s eyes focussed on the pic-
ture before him. He was seeing the
bags of gold that Masters carried.
Swinging painfully around he looked
for his own, then for his canteen, his
revolver. Lastly his small pack. They
were gone—NO. His pistol lay on
the sand. And he grabbed it up.
“You—"" he began, unbelieving, but
forcing himself, that it was real, was
the truth. It had happened finally.
“You tried to—"
“No,” shouted Masters, and at once
his voice became calm. “And—yes.
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It was me, Carey. Sure. I hit you
over the head an’ was leavin’ you.
But I left you your pistol—with one
slug in it. There ain’t enough grub ’r
water for both of us. Hey—don’t be
a damn fool. You couldn’t hit me
with that in a million years. You're
fog-eyed. That bullet’s for you to
use on yourself.”

Carey stared at the man who had
been his partner. This was no time
to argue. It was time to think, and
swiftly, of life or death. No Yank
was going to lay down there in the
Australian desert and die while a
double-crossing skunk got away with
his gold.

“XRJOU can’t get away with it, Mas-
ters,” said the grim Carey. “You
may be a bigger man, maybe better,
but the Montana Careys don’t quit
like this.” He wiped a salty stream
of sweat from his eyes. “I ought to
burn your guts witk this last slug,
but I’'m showin’ you that I can match
wits and tricks, as well as legs and
heart, with you—you dirty dog.”

Masters laughed openly, his crack-
ed lips, hideous with their peeling
skin and bloody scabs.

“All right,” he said. “I gave you
your chance to take the easy way
out. Now I'm giin’ you the chance
you're askin’ for. If you think you
can get the best of Jack Masters
you're further off your nut than I
thought. Come on.” He slung half
of the gold sacks toward Carey.
“Grab hold o' them, and begin
walkin'.”

The American rose unsteadily to
his feet and as he straightened up
his brain flashed him a warning, a
message that crashed into his dulled
consciousness like a driving spear
point. Masters had him, had him
beaten. He had the food and the
water, and he was only snatching at
this chance to let Carey pack half
the dust weight—for as far as he

117

could drag his legs—without food or
water. Well, all right. If he had to
go without these, he was going with-
out the gold.

“I can’t, Masters,” cried Hal Carey,
letting himself fall back onto the
sand. All the cunning in his make-up
was called into the sham for Carcy
could not boast of slyness as part of
his character. But he made it look
good. “I was a fool,” he half sobbed
as he settled on the sand. “You win,
Masters. Maybe you are a better
man. Anyway you've got me licked—
too smart for me—too smart. Go
ahead, Masters. I hope the desert
buries you.” )

“Quitter,” taunted Masters, grab-
bing up the gold and starting off
alone. “I knew you didn’t have the
guts for gold.”

Carey slouched in the desert and
saw him go, saw his ten thousand
dollars melt away against the heat
riddled distance. When Masters’ fig-
ure became a mere drifting speck on
the desert Carey crawled to wrinkle
in the sand where he scooped him-
self a hollow large enough to offer
some protection from the fast slant-
ing rays of the brassy sun. Here he
closed his eyes.

NY man who has attempted to

sleep in the heart of the great salt
barrens of Southern Australia in
broad day knows the ordeal that Hal
Carey faced. The brassy sun was a
cauldron of red flame. The glisten-
ing white salt pack of ‘the arid
wastes reflected the glare and magni-
fied a hundred times. Sleep was im-
possible. Even to lie with his worn
body half buried in the sizzling sand
was hell on earth. Carey managed it
only because he knew it was an abso-
lute necessity. He must rest. Physical
pain was nothing. He had Masters
to defeat. For it was a battle now,
a battle of wits, strategy and courage.
A fool would have shot it out with
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the ruthless devil, Byt Carey meant
to use his head as well.

Masters still was to be reckoned
with. His was a brand of raw cruel
courage. He was crafty, cunning and
his strength from the start had been
the greatest of the five.

It would have been easy for Mas-
ters to send a slug into Carey’s heart.
That would have ended everything.
But Masters’ code was built on his
own conceit. He was leaving Carey
to the torturing heat and mocking
desert.

FTER all, Carey mused, it wasn’t

a bad bargain at that. Despite
his lack of water and food, he felt
that he had a chance to win through
to the Stuarts. Masters, he believed,
had forgotten that Carey still had
the charts upon which they had
mapped their trail across the barren
wastes.

“I can make it,” said Hal Carey,
talking aloud to himself. “By travel-
ing at night, light like I am. Then
somewhere between the river and the
Stuart Range I'll catch him.”

When the sun had gone down Hal
Carey was able to rest a little more
comfortably. He even fell into a sud-
den, deep sleep, from which he was
awakened some time later as if by a
signal. He sat up stiffly, his body
chilled and he surveyed the bleak
terrain.

A moon like a thin disc of silver
was rising off to the east. A lone
cold star twinkled far away in the
distance in the direction from which
he and Masters had traveled.

Carey staggered to his feet, clumsily
and stretched his arms and legs. He
picked the gun from the sand, broke
it and stared at the lone cartridge.
He took it out of the cylinder and
shoved it back again, smiling grimly
as he clicked the cylinder back in
place.

Then he slid the gun into his
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holster, started off taking a lung full
of the cool night air,

There were no landmarks visible
on the dark desert. There was no
sound, only the sloshing crunch of
his feet in the shifting salt sand. On
he went, steadily, methodically, his
eyes fixed on the tracks of the man
who had gone before him—Masters.
His throat ached and burned. His
lips stuck together and cracked when
he pulled them apart, as he sucked in
the welcome cool air., His tongue
clung to the roof of his dry mouth.
But a hard smile hung about his face.
There was singleness of purpose in
his heart. He tried to put the thought
of water from his mind. Somewhere,
somehow, he would drink again—and
eat.

Carey’s eyes never left the plain
trail in the sand as he plodded on.
All night he stumbled along. Morn-
ing came; the sun thrust a vivid
scarlet splinter over the rim of the
world to the east. By his own rough
calculations Carey concluded that he
had covered somewhere near twenty
miles during the night. He was leav-
ing the salt wastes behind.

“Gees, Christmas,” he cried, look-
ing around him,

Here and there were mangy tufts
of grass. Far ahead he thought he
caught sight of something moving.
A kangaroo perhaps. His spirits
rose. Could it be that he was ap-
proaching some unmapped water? He
decided to keep on without a rest.
So far there was no sign of Masters;
only his tracks.

“LIE’S finding it tough going,”

muttered Carey through bloody
lips, as he noted the irregular foot-
prints. For miles they led him on,
staggering, even as he staggered,
until late in the day he made out a
speck far ahead. A moving speck.
The black dot bobbed up and down
on the hazy plain, bobbed and floated



DESERT OF

like a cork on the rippling surface of
a windswept lake. Carey started at
the idea of water. Water! But, of
course, there was no water., That was
only the rising heat waves. The
black dot must be—Masters. With a
jerk Carey became calm.

He must put the yearning for water
out of his head. He had to keep Mas-
ters in sight now.

The dot grew larger and took
shape. The footing beneath Carey’s
burning feet grew harder. There
were rocks now: here and there large
boulders. A jack rabbit darted from
behind one and ran with the speed
of lightning.

T sundown he came to the spot

where his chart indicated a river
would be found—but there was no
river, Only a bone dry stream bed
that crackled under his dragging feet.
But there Carey listened, suddenly
freezing tense. A sound issued from
the dry gully where he could make
out numerous flat rocks. A thick and
muffled croaking. Carey started for-
ward to the rocks.

With tingling nerves he lifted one
of the stones. Sure enough, a frog
leaped from under. He tried to grab
it, but the creature escaped him.
Carey was excited and stumbled to
another rock. He was more careful
this time, removing his ragged shirt
which he held with one hand while
he lifted the rock. This time he
caught a frog in the folds of the
garment. With a yell of triumph he
went from stone to stone. His search
yielded six more frogs. And—under
the last rock he found a shallow pool
of water.

“Saved,” panted Carey, falling to
his knees beside the tiny pool.

It was enough to slack his thirst
and half fill the empty canteen he
had carried these many footsore
miles. It was fresh and sweet.

Further down the dry river bed
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gravestones in a scattering of grease-
wood bush. With the wood he could
make a fire and roast the frog legs.
His brain raf riot at the thought of
it. Water! Drink and food. He for-
got Masters, forgot everything. He
could have eaten the meat raw.

With the fire started, he sharpened
a stick and spiked the legs on it.
They sizzled over the flame, Carey’s
face brightened. He crouched there,
a grim smile on his mouth, watching
them as they browned. He had to
wait a moment for them to cool. His
fingers trembled and he was just put-
ting one into his mouth when a sud-
den sound stiffened his body like a
shock.

“No, you don’t, partner,” the voice
rasped huskily like the bark of a
Jackal, over his shoulder, “I'll just
take them legs.”

At the same instant Carey felt
something pressed into his back. He
turned his head and saw Masters.

Masters was sneering. His face
was like a mask. v

For a stifling moment Carey felt
that age-old urge to whirl and tangle
with the beast behind him, to risk
his life with his bare hands. But
instead he grinned, he stifled the
urge, deceptively waiting the chance
he felt must come. Masters had
fooled him again, had back tracked
and beat him to the draw.

“You win Masters,” he said. “Take
'em. Help yourself.”

HE flipped the roasted frog legs
at his former partner.

“You look all in, Masters,” he
added knowingly. “Been lugging the
heavy load, eh? Well, you wanted it.
And you see I'm still alive.”

Masters snatched up the frog legs
and swallowed them like a starving
tiger. He held his gun at Carey’s
ribs. When he had wiped his cracked
lips on the back of his hand he took
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the conteen from his belt and emptied
it with a horrible guzzling sound.
Then he backed off a few feet and
stared sullenly at the younger man.
His beady eyes narrowed and wid-
ened like lights winking on and off.
His ugly festered lips moved almost
imperceptibly. Meaningless jabber-
ings sputtered likc the rattle of dice
in a cup. Indecision seemed to balk
him. Suddenly the revolver jerked
as if a spasm of pain had crooked his
gun hand.

“I'm going to kill you Carey—
now!” he grated with a sudden mad
impulse.

AL CAREY remained steady,
motionless. He wanted to live.
“Go ahead,” he said -quietly. “But
that—" he looked startled and whip-
ped his gaze to a point behind Mas-
ters, “look—"

Masters surprised now and curious
turned his head and Hal Carey dove
for the protection of the nearest
rock. With a shout that was both
curse and denunciation Masters shot.
The slug splattered against the rock
and slithered off into the sand.

Masters cursed again and closed in
after Carey, his gun weaving crazily
in his hand. Carey slipped from rock
to rock keeping them between him
and his enemy. The big Masters
fired again, dodging himself as if ex-
pecting a return. Then came the
third shot and with an oath that
woke the desert silence like the boom
of a cannon he fled across the river
bed to the opposite bank where he
had left his pack. Carey came cau-
tiously out from behind his shelter
of rocks and watched Masters as he
slung the pack and bags of gold over
his shoulders and with a backward
glance that baffled Carey with its ex-
pression started out once again—to-
ward the goal they were aiming for
—the Government station. Hal Carey
knew then that Jack Masters was
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mad—mad with the blazing fury of
the desert—and gold.

Leaning against a wind-worn rock,
Carey watched him fade from sight.

“Out of his head,” decided Hal,
“and a tough man to tame.”

For his own part he was in no
hurry. He took his time gathering
more frogs, which he cooked and ate
ravenously. When he did leave the
river bed, to take up Masters’ trail,
he had some water in his canteen.
His strength was coming back slowly.
By midnight he was scrambling up
the slopes of the Stuart’s foothills,
alert for a trick, and careful to keep
far enough behind so that Masters
would not see him.

When the next morning’s sun rose
to lighten the silent sweeps of the
barren Stuart plateau, Carey was only
a few hundred yards in Masters’
wake. The twin peaks that marked
the slope on which the government
station stood were just ahead.

Scanning the rough country, Carey
at last discerned Masters plodding
along like a man possessed. The
weight of the gold must have been
staggering in his weakened condi-
tion, but he seemed to take no heed
of it. Traveling light as he was,
Carey again took up the pursuit,
every step seeming to shorten the
gap between them like the crawling
of a slow fuse.

T was some hours before Masters

showed by his movements that he
was looking behind him. When they
climbed a steep rise and came in
sight of the station, still in the far
distance, the thieving ex-partner
turned and halted. Carey saw him
throw his burdens to the ground and
drag out his gun. He was waiting
for Carey to come up with him.

Carey grew cautious, realizing that
he must think clearly and fast. He
approached to within a hundred yards
and shouted huskily:
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“Go on, Masters! What you wait-
ing for? Are you quitting?”

He waited for the words to sink
in, and looked around for possible
spots for protection if Masters
should open up again with his gun.
There were a few scattered boulders
here. Few of them afforded adequate
protection against bullets, but the
thought broughi an odd twist to the
young man’s trail-hardened face.

“Picking up what I leave?” Mas-
térs yelled, tearing at his hair with
one hand, his revolver gripped in the
other. “No, I ain’t leaving nothing
but your carcass. Stay away from
me, you scavenger!”

Carey laughed aloud and waved his
pistol in derision, at which the
crazed man with the gold came leap-
ing toward him.

OR the first time since he had be-

gun to trail his crooked, scheming
partner, Carey now gripped his own
gun seriously., He might need it at
last. Retreating until he came to a
boulder that would afford some pro-
tection, he warned the mad miner
away. But Masters crept toward him
like a prowling tiger, his eyes blaz-
ing, gun trembling in his hand, mouth
working.

The Government station was in
sight, some few miles ahead. This
was no time to shoot each other over
some bags of gold. Gold! Something
snapped in Carey’s head at the mem-
ory of the terrible ordeal he and—the
others—had been through for this
gold. And Masters, the renegade of
the party, had played crooked. But
Masters was crazy. It was the desert
heat, the living hell. How could he
shoot this man dead?

Masters’ cyes flamed. His mouth
oozed froth as he crept like an ani-
mal across the intervening space
toward Carey. He had three shots
left in his gun. He knew, crazy as
he was, that Carey had only one in
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his gun. More odds than that, Mas-
ters had never asked of any man, He
was bent on destroying the man who
was hounding his trail. Kill!

His finger tightened on the revol-
ver trigger. The desert rang with the
boom of the shot. The slug whistled
past Carey’s ear and buried itself in
the sand far behind.

Masters cursed and scrambled
nearer, his face distorted with the
insane urge to slaughter his enemy.
Carey shouted a warning:

“Another step, Masters, and I'll let
you have it.”

It was showdown now. No way
out. Masters paid no attention to the
command. He came on faster, goaded
by a red fury, his hot breath whis-
tling through cracked lips, his eyes
mere slits in his face.

Carey rose from behind his rock.
The revolver in his steady hand
pointed dead center at Masters’
heart. Masters paused and flung up
his gun at Carey’s head. That was
target enough for any man. “Crack!”
The bullet screamed through the still
desert air, hit the rock and rolled
into the sand. Masters’ aim was
wild.

Carey leaped erect, and his gun
was leveled on the berserk Masters’
heart. Ten full strides away. “Mur-
der!”

“Stop, I've got you,” Carey rasped
fiercely. “I can’'t miss, Jack. I
saved this slug for you. Stay where
you are and let’s talk this over.”

ASTERS seemed at last to hear
and understand. He stopped
still. How he had missed Carey at
dead shot range was puzzling him.
His eyes went wide, were screwed
into fiendish slits and his lower jaw
was dropped. Like a man in a daze
he stood there, rigid and silent. Carey
came out from behind the rock, smil-
ing confidently.
“I ought to gun you down like a
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snake, Masters,” he said, coming to
within a few feet of the bigger man,
his revolver steady in his hand. “You
tried to leave me in the desert to
die; tried to get away with my share
of the gold; tried to kill me.” Hal
Carey’s mouth was slanted in a sneer-
ing smile. He rammed his pistol for-
ward suddenly into Masters’ stom-
ach. “I could kill you now,” he
added, coldly. “But I won’t. You're
picking up the gold and carrying on.
Get me? Turn around, march!”
Masters stood immobile for a long
moment. The thin blood drained from
his gaunt face. His hands shook. His
knees trembled. A strange happening
was taking place behind his smould-
ering eyes. Finally he swung about
and with Carey guarding him, he
reached the bags of gold. With a
shrug that indicated resignation, he
slung them over his shoulder, and be-
gan walking, carrying them like a
slave, Carey tramped behind him.

LOWLY, laboriously, hot sweat

streaking down his neck, drench-
ing his thin clothes, Masters stag-
gered on. Defeat was stamped in the
dejected slant of his shoulders.

The slow miles to the Government
station dragged interminably. Mas-
ters’ feet grew leaden. His whole
body sagged. He stumbled fre-
quently. He wanted to stop and rest,
but Carey’s gun was in his back just
above the belt, where a bullet will
tear the insides out of a man.

But the goading was too much,
Beaten and frustrated as he was,
Masters’ fury nursed a reeking hate
in his heart. With every step it
swelled. Then suddenly, in a barren
gully, it sprang into flame. He
dropped the bags of gold and spun
awkwardly with a scream of rage.
He had snatched his revolver from
his belt and thrust it point-blank at
his captor’s stomach. His face was
wreathed in a mask of deadly terror
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as the trigger clicked. Then Masters’
eyes went wild and staring,

A strange thing had happened. A
hideous miracle!

Carey did not fall or cry out in
agony. He only laughed, put his
hand to his stomach and rubbed out
the sparks of the powder burn.

“The desert got you, Masters,”
laughed Hal Carey. ‘“Tried it again,
eh? Thought I was fool enough to
let you put it over?”

Masters stood weaving like a
drunken man, rubbing his forehead,
his eyes wide, blinking. He saw the
scorched spot where his gun had
fired against the shirt.

Yet, Carey still stood up—and
laughing!

It was too much for Masters; too
much for any man. It was uncanny,
The big thief’s brain reeled dizzily.
His taut nerves went all to pieces,
shattered like a dropped glass. He
went clear crazy, and shrieking like
a maniac he leaped at Carey.

“I'll—I'l1—kill you!” he yelled, as
he tore at the younger man with
claws like a cornered wild cat.

In a flash the two men were locked
in as grim a battle as the raw fron-
tier has ever seen. Covered with the
dust and grime of the desert trail,
their faces streaked with blood and
dirt, their ragged clothing hanging
in shreds from their sun-burned
bodies, they fought like demons,
snarling as two Dbeasts, clawing,
punching, arms and legs twined, tear-
ing, ripping, failing heavily to the
ground, wrapped in each other’s grips
like twining snakes.

NE fought to kill, to destroy, to
4 crush the life from the man he
imagined stood between him and gold-
en wealth. The other to save, to
rescue from the torments of hell a
wayward ex-partner, who had broken
the thread that held him to sanity.
Hal Carey panted desperately,
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gasping for air as the bigger man
pressed him downward. He smashed
his fists into the seeming iron body
of Masters, driving his punches with
every ounce of strength left him from
the nightmare of the desert days and
nights. Both of their guns had been
wrested from the fingers that held
them, were far-flung now as the battle
waged in a flurry of sand and stones,
scattered bits of brush and the cut-
ting blades of the coarse long grass
that studded thc arena-like bowl in
the hillside.

“You—followed—me,” blurted Mas-
ters, savagely, between deep gobs of
sun-scorched air, “and—this’ll—be—"

AREY smashed a vicious blow in-
to Masters’ belly that cut the
words from the other’s lips like a
crash of lightning drowns the noises
of the world. Masters fell backward,
lost his maniacal grip on Carey'’s
shirt-neck, and with a roar of frenzy
Carey followed him, battering with
both fists, wild with his sudden grasp
at victory.

But his feet, like lumps of lead,
betrayed him, and he stumbled, fell
forward, shrieking, trying to right
himself to catch his balance, but it
was too late. Masters’ half-naked
legs were snaked around him as he
toppled into the fiend’s reach, and he
saw the crazy man’s fingers sweep
up one of the pistols from the ground
where they had almost fallen on it.

Grunting, snarling, mouthing thick,
sticky curses on each other, they
grappled for the gun. But Masters
had it in his iron fist, and Carey
knew the hell that sees a mad man’s
pistol muzzle crawling inch by inch
into his face. His eyes grew wild
with the terror of a chill weakness
that gripped his body, but he held
on like a dying man, held and strug-
gled with the fierce determination to
die from exhaustion rather than at
the point of a gun in the hands of
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the man who had once been his side-
kick.

He held his tongue now, conserved
his breath, and his fingers locked
around Masters’ wrist ltke the frozen
claws of a storm-lost bird of prey.
He steeled himself, as they rolled
and kicked, straining every muscle
in their numbed bodies, and with
a sudden lunge he drove Masters
downward, striking his head against
a stone.

The pistol dropped from Masters’
hand, and Carey tottered to his feet,
like a crouching, snarling wild thing,
He saw the gun, looked about him in
a daze. Masters was down, moaning
thickly. Carey clutched the weapon
and raised himself with painful ef-
fort. He wanted to lie down and
sleep—sleep—he was tired, dog tired,
and his throat felt like the inside of
a crushed stove pipe. It was hard to
breathe. But—what was it that moved
in his eyes, like a speck that the
wind blows into a man’s eyes. Bal-
ancing himself on the verge of com-
plete collapse, he squinted into the
higher distance—toward the heights
of the lookout hill. It was a man.

AL CAREY raised the pistol
over his head. It was his own.
Spreading his feet wide for support,
he fired the gun. The roar of its ex-
plosion hit him like the recoil of an
artillery piece, shook his very bones,
but he had sense enough left to let
himself down easily to the ground,
on his hands and knees, facing Jack
Masters. The pistol—what if it was
empty—who’d know the difference—
he steadied it in the general direction
of Masters.
Masters was groaning, and Hal
Carey drew his blood-stained hand
across his sticky lips as he felt him-

self slowly flattening out. It was
hard to keep his eyes open.
* * » * *

It was one of the government
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rangers who shook Hal Carey into
sufficient conscicusness to know that
he was saved. He had beaten the
hellish desert. He looked up into the
friendly, weather-beaten features of
the man from the station.

“Looks like you were mixing it
up here,” said the ranger. “What was
it, mister?”

Carey looked across at Masters,
who was motionless, flat on his back,
like a dead man left to the ravages
of nature.

“He went off his nut,” muttered
Carey. “Tried to murder me and
steal my share of—that damned yel-
low metal— We got here—didn’t we?
—from the Musgraves?— You got
any water, pardner?”

“CYURE—sure,” nodded the ranger.

“All you want, right away now.
Is he dead?” He walked over to
Masters and examined him, shaking
his head finally.

“He’ll come through I guess, What
was it—heat?”

“Yeah,” answered Carey, with a
squeak in his dry throat, “and the
gold.”

The ranger turned now and blew
a whistle that screamed its message
up along the slope to the station
which they could see far away. Soon
Carey could make out a small group
of men coming down toward them.

Masters was carried, still raving in
a semi-delirium up to the govern-
ment post, and Carey, with the aid
of a couple of the rangers, managed
to cover most of the distance under
his own power.

After a rest of a few hours and the
rejuvenating effect of some warm
food, Hal Carey asked for paper and
pencil; on which he wrote with stiff
fingers. He filled the page, chuckling
softly to himself as he wrote, then
signed his name. Passing the paper
to the ranger chief, he stared out
of a window, across the glaring des-
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ert while the government man read:

“Jack Masters:

Thanks for lugging the gold across
the desert. I had a hunch. When Ber-
gen and Storms and Winthrop died I
saw the change in your .eyes and I
couldn’t trust you any more. I played
my hunch and the cards as they came
to my hand.

I needed my gold Masters for a pur-
pose, a real purpose, not to squander
in seaport dives as you will waste yours.
So I doctored the cartridges in your
gun, took out your powder load.

Your share of the gold I'm leaving

here. When you can travel again I'll
be—"
“Carey!” It was the voice of one

of the rangers, who stepped into
the room and halted the reader, and
the man whose message he was de-
ciphering. “This fellow, Masters—"
The speaker paused and made a mo-
tion toward the other room. “He’s
gone.”

“Gone!” repeated Carey, with a
start. ‘“Why—what do you—?”

“He’s dead,” explained the uni-
formed man. ‘“Went out with a curse
on his lips.”

AL CAREY stared from one to

another dumbly. He could hear
someone tearing up bits of paper and
crackling them into a ball. The bearer
of the sudden news came over and
clamped a friendly hand on Hal’s
shoulder.

“Snap out of it, Carey,” he heard
the fellow saying. “Don’t lose your
head now. The desert is a tough
test of a man an’ you've come
through. Remember the gold—it's all

ours.”

Hal Carey swallowed with diffi-
culty and rubbed at his stubbled face
with trembling hand. Masters—big
brutal Masters, had cracked—had
broken under the strain of the flam-
ing desert inferno. He was gone.
Only he, Hal Carey, was left—with
the twenty thousand in gold. A wan
smile crept into his haggard face.
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He tottered, groping for support—then crumpled

Skid Larendon is Accused of the Wingtransit Holdups
—And Gets Into Some Rough Action!

By LAWRENCE A. KEATING

Author of “844 James Street,” “Peg o' the Ranch,” ete.

HERE was a poker game in
progress in the airport field
house at Fortunalo, a pilot

change stop on the southwest divi-
gion of Wingtransit, Inc. “Skid”
Larendon was in it, sitting to the
left of “Nosey” Preigh and opposite
Rainer, the airport manager.
Medium of height and slenderly
built, Larendon looked the youngest
man present, but his bland, boyish
countenance topped by an unruly
thatch of sandy hair belied the air-
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experienced brain of the former
Wingtransit flyer.

Now, although wearing his habit-
ually cheerful manner like a mask,
a faint expectant tautness hovered
about Skid’s blue-gray eyes as his
gaze momentarily raised to that of
his enemy., Number Four from Al-
buquerque was due in forty-five min-
utes, and Preigh would board and fly
her with Holmes, already on the ship,
to Kansas City.

Nosey’s nickname derived from
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his most prominent featare, which
listed sideways since a bad crackup.
His close-set glittering black eyes
met Skid’s. It was like the clash
of armor, with instinctive reaction
followed by another clash.

ERISION smoldered in the re-
lief pilot’s stare while a faint
pallor overspreading Larendon’s
cheecks betrayed frank dislike for
his former co-pilot on the K.C. run
—the man who had not scrupled
about getting Larendon fired from
Wingtransit on a faked-up charge.
“Sink two bits, fellows,” Jim
Rainer challenged, sliding a chip
forward. Earl Gow, a mechanic,
frowned his indecision. Preigh
glanced again at his cards, smiled
confidently, and slapped down his
contribution.

Suddenly the door opened. Every-
one looked up as Sheriff Bud Blake,
a strapping Westerner with red com-
plexion and sharp, shrewd features,
strode in.

Blake glanced keenly over the
card players. He pocketed his buck-
skin gloves and unbelted the cor-
duroy coat.

The deliberation in his manner be-
tokened a serious errand.

“H’ya, Sheriff,” greeted Rainer in
a friendly tone. “Want to be dealt
in?”

The official’s eyes narrowed. “No,”
he returned briefly. “Now boys, sit
tight. I got a tip that one o’ the
guys that’s been pullin’ these Wing-
transit air holdups between here
and Kansas City is in this room.”

Amazed silence greeted the an-
nouncement. Then frowns and gasps
of surprise. “Say, is this a joke?”
came from Gow. Nosey Preigh
frowned concernedly from the sher-
iff to his fellow players as he
hunched back in his chair.

“Holdin’ up air transports is no
joke an’ neither is my tip,” Blake
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growled. “I want you boys to line
up against that wall. It'll only take
a minute, and innocent guys don’t
need to worry. But I'm going to
search you, so stand over—every-
body!”

“But—" Rainer’s incomprehension
was plain.

“For the love of Mike, Sheriff,
you don’t think one of us is your
man?” exclaimed Gow.

“Line up against that wall!” Ac-
customed to obedience, Sheriff Blake
harshly overrode all protests. “It’s
only going to take a minute to find
out what we can find out. Nosey,
you're first.”

MID growls of indignation the
official coolly proceeded to slap
thighs, feel in coat pockets, slide his
hand down pantlegs. One by one he
examined the men without result.
Finally arriving at Skid Larendon,
he stepped back with pursed lips. A
frown creased the lawman’s fore-
head as he tilted back his wide-
brimmed Stetson.
“Looks like you’re on the wrong
track, Larendon.”
Nosey Preigh stepped quickly for-

ward. “So he tipped you off, eh,
Sheriff 2’ Contemptuously he meas-
ured Skid's athletic frame from

sandy thatch to soles. Then Preigh
turned to the others. “Boys, if we

get searched Larendon does too.
Isn’t that right?”

“But—" began Skid.

“Sure thing!” Gow interrupted.

“Go on, Blake, give him the once-
over, too!” came from the others.

“No,” said Blake. “It was Laren-
don gave me the tip.”

“What of it?” insisted Preigh.
“You searched the rest of us and
didn't find anything. Now search
this bird. You got to be fair.”

“Well, Skid, I might as well,
eh?” The official stepped to the pilot
and began to rummage through his



THE AIR

clothes. Suddenly a change flooded
over Blake’s face as one of his big
hands came out of Larendon’s side
coat pocket.

ROM his lean fingers dangled a

lady’s shining platinum chain
studded with amethysts and twin-
kling diamonds. Then paper crinkled
as the official unfolded something.
He dropped back a step and gasped.

“Gosh! It's one o’ the Pocantico
Power bonds. I'm a lop-sided coy-
ote’s uncle!”

Skid Larendon started. His face
went dead white and his lower jaw
sagged in astonishment. Gasps came
from the others.” Staring fixedly at
the articles, the pilot groped for
words. His dilating eyes fastened on
Nosey Preigh and a bitter, accusing
look etched his wind-tanned face.

“You planted those on mel”

Nosey stepped forth angrily.
“You're looney!” He appealed to
Sheriff Blake, who stared blankly
from the loot to Skid Larendon.
“Guess your tip worked out, eh,
Sheriff ?”

Blake transferred his gaze to
Nosey. “Prob’ly he tipped you off,”
Preigh suggested, “so as to get sus-
picion away from himself. Been
hanging around this airport for ten
days without any business here.

“Figured to plant this stuff on
me, I suppose,” he sneered at Laren-
don, “and then have Rainer here ask
him to take my trick on Number
Four when she comes. A swell
chance to swipe those Fortunalo
Bank bonds we’re carrying today, eh?
Good-by bonds and good-by Laren-
don—if you ask me!”

Jim Rainer thrust forward. “Skid,
explain yourself,” he begged. “You’re
not mixed up in those holdups, are
you? How the blazes did this stuff
get on you?”

“You sure better spill it, young
feller!” rasped Blake. Again he went
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through Skid’s clothing, but added
nothing to his find. “I'm going to
slip bracelets on you an’ then we’re
heading for the jail.”

“Wait!” Stung to speech at sight
of the manacles, Skid Larendon
fought through his daze, He sent an
accusing look at Nosey Preigh,
“There’s your man, Sheriff—the fel-
low I told you about. I saw those
things—"

“Boloney!” derided the swarthy
flyer, and stepped threateningly for-
ward.

“Hold on, Preigh.” Sheriff Blake
thrust his lank form between the
two. “What the ding-ding kind of a
game you playin’ here, Larendon?”
he demanded angrily. “Tryin’ to
make a fool outa me? Let me tell
you, son, you can’t do it. Three
holdups and sixty thousand in loot’ll
put you away from now on. I bet—"

“Listen!” Skid’s fists clenched de-
terminedly and his blazing eyes re-
turned the official’'s boring gaze.
“I've got nothing to do with these
holdups, Sheriff. Preigh is your
man. He made me lose my job with
Wingtransit—"

“G’wan, you lost it yourself. When
we were piloting Number Four the
first time it was held up, who’d they
find that diamond ring on—you or

me?”

A RED wave surged up Laren-
don’s cheeks. “What’s that?”

cried Blake. “Loot found on this

guy before?”

“Sure! Larendon and I were on
Number Four to K.C. when the first
stickup was pulled. The cops there
searched us on general principles
and found a two-carat diamond on
Larendon that belonged to one of
the passengers.

“Harry Murphy, the Super, fell for
Skid’s yarn that it must have drop-
ped into his pocket by mistake.
Murphy always was soft on this guy
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—on account of Larendon fawning
around him all the time,” he added
with a sneer.

“You lie! T'll—"

“Shut up!” Sheriff Blake turned
to Nosey. “What else?”

“Murphy wouldn’t prosecute Laren-
don. They fired him and let it go
at that. And since then,” Preigh
finished pointedly, “Wingtransit has
had two more holdups!”

KID choked with anger. “You

planted that ring on me, Preigh,
and you planted this bond and neck-
lace on me today when you saw
Blake come into the room.” His
fingers itched to close around the
other’s throat. “Yes,” he added bit-
terly, “you framed me after I did
most of your flying for you the last
two months because you were too
darned drunk to do it yourself!”

Nosey Preigh thrust his chin for-
ward. “You're a liar, Larendon!”

Blake shouldered them apart while
they stared with open hatred. From
their very first trip as Wingtransit
co-pilots there had been friction be-
tween them. On that occasion, flying
blindly through a snowstorm, Preigh
angered Skid by covertly sipping
from a pocket flask.

After repeated warnings that the
ship was not safely above the moun-
tains rising east of Fortunalo, the
big tri-motored passenger liner had
narrowly escaped disaster against a
boulder-strewn slope.

Only Larendon’s quick snatch at
the controls saved the craft. Fright-
ened and tense in the storm that
made the world a sea of dribbling
flakes, the passengers had failed to
notice how close to death they had
been.

Exposure of his carelessness in-
furiated Preigh. Twice he had ap-
peared for work so stupefied by
booze that Larendon had taken over
his entire trick. The problem pre-
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sented : should Skid report Preigh to
Superintendent Murphy?

Many a night he debated the ques-
tion. Army-bred to flying, Larendon
was no believer in bearing tales.
Secretly he hoped that Superintend-
ent Murphy himself would notice the
pilot. But Preigh stayed cautiously
silent when Murphy was near, and
no suspicion had entered the divi-
sion official’'s mind.

Ultimately Skid concluded to keep
an alert watch every minute he flew
with Preigh, certain that sooner or
later the man’s carelessness would
mean trouble and possibly an acci-
dent. Meanwhile Skid bore their
mutual responsibility by performing
two men’s work.

Two weeks ago, while the air liner
winged between Fortunalo and Kan-
sas City, a masked passenger had
forced Skid and Preigh to an emer-
gency field at the point of two glow-
ering automatics. Every occupant
was subjected to thorough search.

OURTEEN thousand dollars in

gold belonging to the Big Strike
Mine, on its way to Kansas City,
was added to jewelry, watches,
money and personal trifles. The
masked passenger had escaped from
the field in a waiting car.

At K.C, finding of the diamond
on Larendon resulted in his dis-
missal. But since then Number Four
had been looted twice. In one case
the passenger-holdup disguised him-
self as a woman. Always he escaped
the keen scrutiny accorded every
person riding the lines, and no def-
inite clue had been found as to his
identity.

Skid Larendon, although without
tangible proof, knew from the first
that Preigh was in complete har-
mony with the holdup. Else who had
slipped that diamond ring into Laren-
don’s pocket? He had no other

enemy.
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Yesterday something he had seen
caused the former Wingtransit pilot
to seek Sheriff Blake. It was the
amethyst necklace and the Pocantico
Power bond just found on his own
person. Skid had glimpsed them in a
pocket of Nosey Preigh’s flying suit
hanging in an open locker.

ODAY while the men played

poker waiting for Number Four,
the sheriff was to search the players
and in particular Nosey. The wily
sleight-of-hand, however, had turned
the tables catching Skid Larendon
instead!

“Well, Sheriff”—Preigh’s  oily
tones jerked Skid from his daze—
“looks like you've found the man,
eh? Probably the police’ll get his
accomplice sooner or later. Or you
can get it out of Larendon what he
did with the rest of the loot.”

Skid’s jaw sagged. “Blake,” he
pleaded with the official, “you’re on
the wrong track. Preigh dropped
that stuff in my pocket when he saw
you come in.”

The sheriff grunted. “That’s
enough of your yap, Larendon. Stick
out your wrists!” He clicked the
manacles shut. “Now come on over
to the jail. You can speak your
piece there.”

“And let this scoundrel take Num-
ber Four with twenty thousand in
Fortunalo Bank securities?” cried
Skid, holding back. “Sheriff, you're
letting yourself in for plenty of
trouble if you—"

“Come on, I said!” With a sharp
tug at the manacles the lawman al-
most jerked Skid off his balance.
And despite all the flyer’s protests
he found himself dragged from the
airport field house and down the
street.

Three minutes later Blake unlock-
ed the manacles inside a cell of the
Mountain County jail. “Now out
with the dope: who's your pal?
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Where’s the loot? Out with it,
Larendon, or there’s plenty of ways
to make you telll”

“Sheriff,” protested Skid, trem-
bling with wrath, “do you think I'd
have asked you to search those fel-
lows if I had the loot on me? Say,”
he added, “what part do you think
I had in those jobs, anyhow?”

Blake nursed his chin with thumb
and forefinger. “Prob’ly played pas-
senger after that first time,” he
guessed shrewdly. “Larendon, you
take my advice an’ make a clean
breast of it. Then Wingtransit peo-
ple’ll probably let you off easy if
you lead us to your pal and hand
back the stuff you guys collected.
What do you say?”

The heavy rumble of motors drift-
ed from outside. His trained ears
told Skid that Number Four was
circling to land. There would be a
ten minute stop for refueling, change
of one pilot, and brief exercise for
the passengers. Then Nosey Preigh
would take the stick for Kansas
City. And once Nosey got clear of
Fortunalo—*“Come on, make up your
mind!” snapped Blake.

ARENDON hesitated. Then his
eyes met the keen gaze of the
lawman. “Let Preigh loose with that
twenty thousand in Fortunalo Bank
bonds, Blake,” he warned in a low,
tense voice, “and you’ll never see
him again. I tell you he's crooked.”
The clang of the steel door an-
swered him. Cursing, the official
strode down the jail corridor, his
boot heels tapping on the cement
floor. “When you decide to talk ture«
key, call me,” he growled over his
shoulder.

Silence fell over the little jail.
Discouragement gripped him and
Skid Larendon sank onto the cot
that was the cell’s only furniture,
He had to think this out!

It was a bitter blow to a man who
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could become pilot for any one of
several competing lines. But Laren-

don was proud.
He had determined to clear his

name before Superintendent Murphy
and to do the line a good turn to
boot.

HAT was why he had flown his

ancient Jenny to Fortunalo and
hung around these ten days—in the
hope of uncovering some clue. So
far all he had done was to get him-
self into jail when -Nosey Preigh,
the half-drunken rascal, proved
quicker thinking and acting!

Again the roar of motors attract-
ed Skid. Standing on tiptoe, he
could see through the barred win-
dow down the deserted street and
out onto the flying field. Six or
eight passengers waited in line to
climb within the liner’s glassed cabin.
Refueling had been accomplished
and Number Four would soon be off.

The three motors raised their roar
to a high whine. An instant more
and the air liner would be gone.

Desperation flashed a dim hope
through Skid Larendon’s brain.
Whirling to the cell door he pressed
his cheeks against the bars. “Sher-
iff! Hey, Sheriff Blake!”

“Huh? What’s up?” There came
the sound of a chair lowered on four
legs, then steps scraped down the
corridor,

“Come in here, Blake—hurry! I
got something to tell you.” While
the man fumbled at the lock Skid
returned to the window. The ship
was still at her chocks, ready to race
down the field.

“Oh, so you're ready to talk now,
Larendon?”

Skid saw the official enter the
cell. “Sit down. I'll talk.”

Blake pursed his lips with a look
of caution. Then as Larendon start-
ed to seat himself on the cot, the
sheriff also made for it.
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But he never got there. With a
dive like a released spring, Skid’s
lithe form shot at Blake's knees.
Crash! Back against the grilled bars
flung the lawman.

Instantly Skid sprang erect and
with a lightning right flared the
other’s chin upward.

But Blake was agile. One hand
swished aside his corduroy coat to
snatch forth a gun while his left
arm jockeyed in defense. Larendon
got through another uppercut that
slammed dully on Blake's chin. The
pilot's left hand fought at Blake's
wrist. A sharp jerk and the revol-
ver spun against the wall

The sheriff ducked. Skid’s next
blow missed, but with instant recov-
ery he shot his left at the already
bruised chin. This time the flyer’s
hard knuckles met bone squarely.
Up flared Blake’s face, draining of
blood. His eyes fluttered madly as
he strove to retain consciousness.
Relaxing, the official crumpled help-
lessly to the floor.

KID bent for the sheriff’s revolver

and thrust it within his ripped-
open shirt. Snatching up the ring of
keys, he sprang to the cell door. The
largest key fit and a second later
Larendon scuttled down the corri-
dor, through the dingy office, and
out into the street.

A swift glance around showed
him unobserved. He raced for the
airport. The two blocks were covered
in record time, Skid's legs working
like pistons.

On the edge of the flying field

his excited eyes widened., Sud-
denly he understood Number Four's
delay.

A brown coupe whirled alongside
the air liner. Two men leaped out,
one carrying a rifle, the other a black
Boston bag. He rushed to the still-
open cabin door and extended the
bag upward. Nosey Preigh's face
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was visible as he leaned to take it.
Then the men fell back, the cabin
door swung shut, and the motors
raced for the take-off.

THAT bag contained twenty thou-
sand dollars’ worth of Fortunalo
Bank securities, bound for the Fed-
eral Reserve Bank at Kansas City!

Larendon was within thirty feet
of the big tri-motor as the coupe
darted off and she began to move.
A thick cloud of dust swirled in the
plane’s wake and the gale from the
props flung it stinging into Skid’s
face. But he kept doggedly on,
striving to board the ship before she
left ground. ’

Faster and faster moved the liner.
Skid's fingertips strained to touch
the tail. Still the big monoplane
gained speed. Then, with a sudden
twist of her tail, she careened and
darted in a new direction down the
field. The suddenness of it slammed
Skid Larendon off his feet, and he
hurtled spinning and somersaulting
away. When he got up and dug with
scratched fists at the dirt in his eyes
a slowly lessening roar told him that
the ship was gone. Then he saw her
circling the field. A face peered out
of the pilot’s window. The features
changed to derision, and, thumb to
nose, Preigh contemptuously defied
his enemy.

Skid gave a long sigh. But he
tensed at remembrance that Blake
would soon come down the street
charged with blood-lust. Again La-
rendon broke into a run, this time
toward the end hangar of the air-
port. Its door gaped wide. Along a
side wall stood a dilapidated, de-
jected-looking ship that was his
Jenny. Wing-patched and ancient, it
made tenuous hope throb in the fugi-
tive’s breast.

He raced  for it. Two hundred
yards back Jim Rainer peered from
his office window. Earl Gow came
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trotting out of another hangar and,
seeing Skid, shouted a question and
started toward him.

Larendon began shoving his plane
out. Then he scrambled into its
cockpit. “Hey, Earl!” he yelled.
“Wind ’er up, will you? For John’s
sake, give me a hand!”

Gow halted before the plane. His
face clouded. “Yeah, but—"

“Go on, twist'r! Hurry!”

Something taut and appealing in
the pilot’s. face won Gow. With a
determined nod he strode to the
prop. “Contact!”

“Contact!”

The blade ticked, then stopped
with a jerk. Earl hung his weight
on it while Larendon, white-faced
and anxious, searched with straining
eyes the expanse of street leading
to the jail. He caught his breath
sharply.

LANK figure lurched from the
office door and now raced to-
ward them uttering hoarse shouts.
The staccato bark of a shot followed
soon after a puff of gray smoke.
Sheriff Blake was after him! And
with another gun. '

“Contact!”

“Contact!”

Again Gow hung his weight on the
prop. He jerked it down and leaped
away as a soft purr rippled from
the cold motor. Nursing her with
pleading fingers, Skid slowly ad-
vanced the throttle. With Earl cling-
ing to the wingtip the Jenny trun-
dled around with scraping tail and
onto the tarmac.

“Beat it—Sheriff'll jug you!” cried

Larendon. He gestured thanks for
the aid, and shoved his throttle
wider.

Blake gained the edge of the fly-
ing field. He seemed slightly puzzled
as to the identity of the man in the
Jenny, but gestured for the ship to
wait. Skid grunted inwardly, He
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did wait until the last possible mo-
ment so as to give his engine the
needed warming.

HEN Blake paused a hundred

and fifty feet away for another
shot from his Colt, Larendon jerked
her wide open. Instantly the ship
bumped down the tarmac. Picking
up speed rapidly, she was tearing
along when Skid jerked his stick
back. Obedient to his demand, the
Jenny fought in a climb.

As he circled the airport Larendon
saw Blake with lifted gun shooting
angrily. But the slugs merely
plunged through wing fabric with-
out harm. Evidently concluding he
could not bring down the plane,
Blake turned away. 4

He seized Gow by the sleeve and
seemed to be demanding something
of him. Skid grinned craftily. If he
knew Earl—and he thought he did—
it would be fifteen minutes before
the lawman could take the air in a
commandeered ship.

The Jenny straightened out. A
dim speck in the distance identified
the tri-motor. With all speed Laren-
don headed after her, but his flimsy
ship was in poor condition. Her
cylinders were choked with carbon
and Skid knew he was losing com-
pression. Despite top speed the
speck ahead grew fainter. The best
he could do was to keep on the trail
of the Wingtransit liner—and hope.

An hour slipped by of steady fly-
ing. With the suddenness peculiar
to mountainous country the sun slid
under a cloud and the heavens were
turning black as if gathering a
storm. Visibility became heavy and
Skid Larendon pondered with knot-
ted brows whether the pinpoint
ahead really was a ship or some
product of his imagination.

He pressed on. Flying as low as
he dared over the semi-mountainous
terrain, he was able to follow the
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liner's route through his previous
experience flying her. Maps he had
none, not even a scrap. Nor so much
as an earth inductor compass. The
Jenny was on her last few thousand
miles and Skid hadn’t wanted to
throw good money after bad—es-
pecially since his pilot’s income had
ceased.

The jagged outlines of higher
mountains rose and he climbed to
six thousand feet. Now he winged
amid muggy clouds saturated with
moisture that beat sullenly against
the peaks. The storm would break
at any minute.

Larendon’s frown intensified. He
swam out of one black cloud and
into another. Straining his gaze
overside, he sought to gauge his
height, to determine whether he was
up sufficient to avoid crashing into
some desolate slope.

HOUGHT of the Wingtransit tri-

motor was temporarily forgotten
for the immediate problem of his
own safety. This was the worst
stretch of the trip from Fortunalo
to K.C,, and it struck Larendon like
a cold chill that if he became lost
or smashed up hereabouts, no search-
ing parties would make a great effort
to find him.

It would be supposed that he es-
caped into Mexico. A man could
starve on those lightning-torn pine
and boulder-strewn slopes!

Carefully estimating his height,
Skid fell to calculating his distance
thus far. There was an emergency
landing field with Gunsight Peak as
a mark. The pilot stared about him
with fixed, scowling concern. He
must be near that field now.

Suddenly he banked sharply, came
around, and straightened. The soupy
banks of cloud had almost led him
to hurtle against a towering rocky
upthrust! With utmost caution he
throttled down to venture closer.
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Then Larendon breathed relief.
He had almost collided with Gun-
sight Peak, and the emergency field
was directly beneath him in a nar-
row valley.

E idled his motor—and it died.

Apprehension rose in his breast
as with keen, probing eyes Skid cir-
cled the brief square of the field.
Landing here was difficult at any
time, but unusually so now because
of the clinging gray mist that made
his maneuvers like groping in the
dark.

The Jenny's wheels shivered
against the ground, rebounded and
touched again. Spinning her sharp-
ly around, Skid checked momentum
and soon brought his ship to a halt
at one end of the allotted space.
With a sigh of relief he climbed to
the ground.

“Shut off those engines, you mutt!
I don’t know if I'm hearin’ things,
but it seemed like I heard another
motpr. Did you?”

A moment of quiet. “No, you got
the jumps, that’s all. Well, come on,
we got to load this stuff and beat it.
Now, folks, drop your valuables in
this bag as you pass by. No funny
business or somebody gets hurt!”

“B-but how are we to g-get
home?” The tearful voice of a
woman passenger carried to Laren-
don.

The first man grunted. “You'll get
home some time, lady. Come on,
step lively. Pard, did you find the
stuff ?”

“It's in the ship. Hurry with
those dubs. We got no time to
monkey around here!”

Skid Larendon felt a cold thrill
traverse his spine. The last speaker
was certainly Nosey Preigh.

Swift comprehension swept over
the pilot. They were in the act of
looting Wingtransit again—Preigh
and his unknown confederate!
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For an instant the blood seemed
to cease coursing through Skid’s
body.

He had guessed this move on
the part of the miscréants, but
forced to land here, had all but
given up hope of finding them.

Suddenly the odds against him
loomed tremendous. Two men, des-
perate and armed, with plans care-
fully laid, against one. Yes, and
their tri-motored air liner against
his rickety Jenny!

HERE was Holmes; the co-
pilot? In on the scheme, or
laid out unconscious? Well, Skid
had come too far, had too much at
stake to quit now. Peering through
the mist he thought he determined

the spot from which the voices
floated. Holding his breath he
listened.

“Well, you're getting away with
it now, but you’ll get caught!” That
was Holmes talking angrily. “It’s a
damned outrage—"

“It certainly is!” snapped a pas-
senger. “A holdup this day and
age! I tell you I won’t stand for
it; I'll—="

“Keep your hands high!” snarled
the voice of Nosey Preigh. Skid’s
eyes glinted.

“Yeah, keep ’em up, brother, un-
less you want to go home in a
box,” threatened Preigh’s unknown
pal. “Got everything aboard?” he
added.

“All set. Come on, let's hike.
These fools haven't a dime left on
’em. Besides, that fathead of a La-
rendon’s just foel enough to run
into us somewhere—"

“Him? Naw, he's back in Blake’s
hoosegow. Even if he did get away
he’d crack up somewhere. Say, you
could knock over a mountain in
this country and never know what
hit you.” .

“Well, anyhow, hurry. Stand back
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there, you! I'm warning you, see—
stay away from this ship or you're
going to get run over!”

“But, sir,” again came a woman'’s
voice, “you don’t mean to leave us
in this deserted place?”

“There’s grub in the shanty over
there. You won’t starve—soon.
Now we're off. And mind, no mon-
key business!”

ROUCHING, Larendon broke in-

to a run toward the spot where
he judged the air liner to be. Sud-
denly out of the mist loomed the
bulk of it, her three engines ticking
slowly, her cabin door ajar. A form
loomed near-by and in panic Skid
crumpled to the ground. Another
passed so close he feared the fel-
low would step on him.

“Get in, Nosey. Hurry up!”
growled the strange voice.
Preigh, the last to enter the

cabin, mounted. “It’s going to be
tough getting off the ground, Jake.
A guy can’'t see ten feet ahead.
However, she's headed down-field
and I guess we can do it.”

“Sure we can do it. We did it—"

The closing of the cabin door cut
off his speech.

In desperation at the likelihood of
being left behind a second time,
Larendon probed his brain for an
idea.

He had meant to slip into the
ship’s cabin before the pair of ras-
cals entered, but there had been no
time to do so. Suddenly the motors
speeded and the ship began to move.
Skid Larendon hurriedly resolved on
desperate measures.

He scrambled onto the fuselage
back near the tail. Clinging frantical-
ly as the ship quivered and rumbled
over the ground at heightening
speed, he slid stealthily forward.
Just abaft the rear wall of the cabin
was a small baggage compartment,
he knew. '
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If he could gain that before they
hurled him off—

His probing fingers slid over the
fuselage, groping for the trap of
the compartment. Now Nosey Preigh
had her off the ground and was
corkscrewing for height.

The motors sucked the damp air
greedily and sent it in a stinging
gale back at the unsuspected pas-
senger. Desperately maintaining a
hold by pressing his knees against
the canvas covering and lying for-
ward, Skid groped for the trap door.

The queer feeling of insecurity,
as when one stands on an uncovered
beam of a new building and looks
twenty stories down at the street,
assailed the youth. Then, with a
gasp of thanks, he felt the ring of
the trap. With muscles strained to
the snapping point he hauled it
open until of a sudden the gale sent
it smashing back.

HE square was large enough for

a man to enter. But as Larendon
started to do so he encountered bag-
gage. A moment of indecision, then
with difficulty he lifted a suitcase
and dropped it overside. A second
and third followed. After all, his
mission here was more important to
Wingtransit, Inc., than passengers’
personal belongings—

Plunging headfirst, he plopped
into the compartment. For an in-
stant he struggled for upright posi-
tion and sat fighting for breath. The
air rushing through the opening
choked him, but he could not hope
to get the trap closed again and
must abide it somehow.

The tri-motored ship swam higher
and Skid felt her straighten out, as
if Nosey had determined on his
course and was winging away at top
speed. Skid guessed they were
headed south—the bandits undoubt-
edly would make for Mexico.

Now what? Prisoner in the bag-
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gage compartment of a speeding
plane in possession of desperate men,
Larendon shook his head as if to
drive away muddled thoughts and to
discover some means of gaining the
cabin proper. He still had Sheriff
Blake’s revolver; that was his only
consoling thought. If he could break
open the door into the cabin without
being noticed.

Fumbling, he brought out a pocket
knife®and opened it. The door, he
knew, had a flimsy catch on the other
side. Skid inserted his blade and
pried. There came a sudden loos-
ening of his hold; the blade had
snapped off.

He opened the smaller blade and
tried again. Using it with great cau-
tion as a lever, he felt the door give
slightly. Presently he stopped to
listen, but only the muffled drone of
the motors reached his ears. Deter-
minedly he pried again. The second
blade broke off!

For a moment discouragement at-
tacked Larendon. But this would
not do; he jammed the end of his
knife handle into the somewhat wid-
ened crack and with fingers tense,
twisted. It gave. Again he tried.
Suddenly came a sharp metallic rip-
ping sound. The door burst open.

KID held his breath, waiting.

Gently he shoved the door wider.
Ten or twelve feet ahead he saw
two backs as Nosey Preigh sat at
the controls and his accomplice sat
in the co-pilot’s seat. Skid fumbled
within his shirt to produce Blake's
gun.

Wriggling through the low door-
way while his heart pounded furi-
ously in his breast, he was prepar-
ing to rise when—

“Nosey! There's a guy—"

Wham! Skid’s revolver split the
comparative quiet of the liner’s cabin.
A spattering tinkle of glass showed
he had missed. Again he clenched
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the trigger, but again missed. Scarce-
ly had he time to jerk erect when a
stockily built form rose and dove at
him.,

Before Skid could fire again the
fellow struck, and then went slams-
ming into a rear seat. Larendon’s
gun loosed from his grasp as a
pudgy fist boomed on his chest. His
back curved so that he was all but
powerless, but he squirmed and
twisted and fought on in panicky
doggedness.

A crashing uppercut grazed his
jaw and he toppled again into a
leather seat. His assailant bored
close atop him. Suddenly a thun-
derous roar paralyzed Skid’s ear-
drums and the heat of the other’s
shot seared his cheek. Instinctively
he jerked up his knees and caught
his antagonist in the midriff.

In the ensuing rain of blows, Skid
scrambled free. But no sooner was
he up and groping for his weapon
than the other whipped up his own
revolver and fired point blank.

AHOT jab of pain sliced through
Larendon’s left side. Then his
own gun went off. A mighty kick
crippled Skid with a hlow on the
shin. Again the pair grappled des-
perately, lurching up and down the
narrow aisle.

“I got him, Jake—look out!"
shouted Nosey.

Larendon’s right fist shot out; it
landed on Jake'’s chin. He reeled,
the automatic dropping to the floor
as he plunged backward through the
open door, clutching at empty air
and then was gone.

An ear-splitting crash again sent
the youth’s ears numb as Nosey
Preigh fired from four feet away.
But his bullet thudded into the wall
of the baggage compartment. Two
more shots roared after the first.

Skid’s weapon was gone. He
caught up the blue automatic drop-
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ped by the fellow called Jake, then
whirled. A jaw-smashing blow de-
flected from his left cheek and
hurled him half off his balance. Sud-
denly the plane rocked in an air
pocket, but allowing her to fly wild,
Preigh pitched down the aisle to
grapple with the intruder.

UNS scuttling along the floor,
the two panting, hard-eyed men
fought with grim hate. Nosey was
thick-set and powerful, but Laren-
don’s lithe build and deft move-
ments tended to equalize their
strength. Like a pile driver the pur-
suer’s fists flayed out, his left weak-
ened by the shoulder wound but do-
ing its best, his right slicing at
Nosey’s tilted face in short-arm jabs.
The pilotless ship throbbed on-
ward. Flashing through the back of
Larendon’s mind was fear of crash-
ing into some mountain. He must
get to the controls—at once!

Suddenly Preigh dove. His shoul-
der struck Larendon’s legs above the
knee. The shock dropped him side-
ways and Nosey slammed to the
floor. Larendon leaped over them for
the controls.

He was in the nick of time. Slant-
ing upward dead ahead was the des-
olate motly-colored granite of a
rugged peak. Skid plopped into the
leather set, snatched the stick, and
with his feet on the pedals, jerked
the ship’s nose higher. Now they
would clear.

He sensed danger behind. Whirl-
ing, he received a tooth-rocking
smash from Preigh’s hard fist. Black
and red spots swam before Skid
Larendon’s eyes, but he shook his
head like g terrier coming out of
water, and groped for a wrench,

Still the tri-motored liner climbed,
her engines thumping dully but with
confident purring that registered on
Skid’s brain as satisfactory. Preigh
scrambled to his feet. The wrench
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struck downward, hit the edge of
the pilot’s seat, and glanced off.

Nosey closed in. They fell to the
floor in the open space between pas-
sengers’ and pilots’ seats. Preigh
writhed atop his foe, one knee jab-
bing at Larendon’s groin.

The impact sent air bursting from
the under man’s lips. His face
drained ashen. With his last strength
he arched his back as Preigh's gun
butt struck the floor close beside his
ear. The fellow’s stocky figure
lifted. There came a dull crunch!
—and Nosey’s skull met a cabin wall
support. The wrench touched Skid’s
fingers and he whipped it up. As
Nosey slashed again with the empty
gun, Larendon crawled free and
rose. The men faced each other like
snarling cats; then Preigh charged.
Skid snapped his wrench-hand
back.

REIGH closed in. Before he

could deliver a crippling blow
Skid struck. Swaying drunkenly,
Nosey's face swept pallid. He tot-
tered, groping for support—then
crumpled in an unconscious heap.

The sputter of one motor missing
snatched the pilot back to the pres-
ent. In a single bound he reached
the controls and with prayerful ten-
derness nursed the ship to a level.
Suddenly the tri-motored liner shot
out of the gray-black cloud and into
blinding sunlight. Skid shot a
glance at his instrument board,
veered sharply, and headed back to-
ward the emergency field.

Twenty minutes later he accom-
plished a neat three-point. Behind
him, Preigh was beginning to stir.
Fearful of a fresh attack the pilot
cut out his motors to check as much
as possible their air speed. Thump!
The tail scraped—she bumped along
—and rolled to a halt.

Almost before he could stumble to
the cabin door it jerked wide. “What
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the—" Skid Larendon plunged head-
first into the wide arms of Sheriff
Bud Blake.

Two minutes later, amidst an ex-
cited crowd of passengers, he had
gasped out details of what had hap-
pened. “Jim,” snapped Blake to
Rainer, Fortunalo airport manager,
who had brought the officials here,
“take a look-see for that mess o’
bonds from the bank.”

Rainer thurst his way through the
crowd. Grunting, the lawman man-
acled Nosey Preigh. He looked at
Skid Larendon, and then nodded.

“Never knew a piece o’ work like
it in all my twenty years sheriffin’,”
he said. “We found that feller who
fell out of the plane. He was the
passenger that pulled them stunts,
pretty well smashed up, dead when
he hit the ground, but I recognized
him. Jake Dangler, fresh out of
State’s Prison. Sent up for robbin’
the Western Transport Lines over
Missouri, and up to his old tricks
right off.”

“Sheriff 1

Hey, look!” The ex-
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cited tones of Jim Rainer made
everyone turn. In the doorway of
the Wingtransit liner’s cabin the air-
port manager was holding an olive
metal box. At his feet were two
canvas sacks and the Fortunalo
Bank’s Boston bag of securities.
“Loot!” he cried. “It's all here—

must be eighty thousand bucks’
worth. From all four jobs. They
were making their last getaway.

Blake, we got it alll”

KID looked at Nosey Preigh. The

man’s shoe-button eyes gleamed
beside his weirdly bent nose with
unspeakable hate. But under the
pilot’s accusing gaze they wavered
and dropped.

“Well, Nosey,” observed Skid
Larendon as exultation pulsed with
delicious warmth through his veins,
“I won’t see you on Number Four
any more. But when I fly over that
Leavenworth prison rockpile, I'll
think of you. Shucks!” he added
magnanimously, “watch for me,
Nosey—I'll wave!”
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Sabersof Vengeance

L
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Paul redoubled his efforts, though conscious that he was gradually weakening

You’ll Thrill to this Breath-Taking Story of Hard-
Fighting Men in the Glamorous Days of
Captain Walker of the Texas Rangers

By CAPT. J. WINCHCOMBE-TAYLOR

Author of “Unofficially Present,” etc.

URSING with sheer, im-

potent rage, Lieutenant Paul

Warner spurred Queen on-
ward in the rear of his three cavalry-
men. Behind him Juan Serrano
galloped at the head of his band of
horsemen. Serrano who, under -the
guise of patriotism, hovered on the
flanks of the American army, cutting
off stragglers and the unwary, and
doing them to death with inhuman

ferocity.

Nominally rancheros — members of
the Mexican militia—Serrano and his
men were actually bandits. Preying
upon the Mexican and American
troops alike, they were known to
have slaughtered numbers of defense-
less Mexican civilians. It was these
fiends who had murdered Paul War-
ner’s closest friend and superior in
the 1st Kentucky Volunteer Cavalry,
Captain George Peyton.

Every fiber of Paul’s being urged
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him to wheel and meet Serrano
face to face, but he dared not. He
was returning from a scout with vital
information. If he failed to deliver
it as soon as possible, it might be
fatal to General Taylor’s little army
lying encamped near Buena Vista.

E must report that, while two

thousand picked Mexican cavalry
were moving to outflank the Ameri-
can force, Santa Ana in person was
nearing with twelve thousand in-
fantry to crush it by sheer weight
of numbers!

The pursuers were now barely a
hundred yards behind. A ball raised
a tiny whirl of dust on Paul’s right
side. More shots cracked. The Mexi-
cans were now close enough to use
their escopettes—cavalry carbines.

Private Marks’ horse dropped,
throwing its rider over its head. A
glimpse of the man’s haggard, im-
ploring face made Paul pull Queen
back on her haunches.

“Take him up behind you, cor-
poral!” he shouted. “I’ll hold them
off. Make for those rocks yonder!”
His trained eyes had picked out a
rocky clump close ahead, where they
could make a stand. “If you can,
make a run for it later. Whoever
gets in first, report to the general.”

But as he faced around, while
Harrison was helping Marks up be-
hind him, Jennings, the third trooper,
gave a choked cry and rolled from
his saddle. A bright red splotch on
his back showed where a ball had
hit. His excited horse careened
wildly away.

Whooping victoriously, the mass
of pursuers came on. It was then
that Paul was thankful that among
his friends was the famous Captain
Walker, of the Texas Rangers. For
the bluff Texan had recently given
him a pair of newly-invented weapons
called Colt’s revolving pistols, each
firing six shots instead of the usual
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one. Only the Rangers were armed
with these new, deadly weapons.

Drawing them now, Paul prayed
that one of their balls would find a
billet in Serrano’s evil body. Yet,
fearless though he was, he flinched
involuntarily at sight of the oncom-
ing horde. Fully thirty riders were
charging down upon him; each one
merciless and all savagely brave
when together.

But he hoped to hold them back
until Harrison and Marks gained the
rocks. He would rejoin his compan-
ions there. Then he would send one
of them on alone to the camp, while
he kept the other to help defend the
position,

Paul’s first shot knocked a screech-
ing Comanche Indian out of his
saddle. His second and third missed,
but his fourth hit the horse of a man
who wore parts of an American in-
fantry uniform.

SHOUT from behind made him

glance around swiftly. Harrison
and Marks, now mounted double,
were riding away, but slowly,

Shot five was a miss. But already
the rancheros were swerving aside,
unused to facing pistols that fired re-
peatedly without reloading.

Serrano, yelling angry orders, fired
back at Paul with his escopette, and
the bullet struck Queen’s near shoul-
der. The horse neighed with pain
and became unmanageable.

“Steady, old lady!” Paul soothed,
and fired his sixth round at Serrano
himself. When he looked back once
more, he saw that his two men had
almost reached the sheltering rocks.
He began using the second pistol,
but Queen was now rearing so badly
that he could not aim properly.
Wheeling her around, he raced for
the rocks.

Then a groan escaped him. For
the rancheros, ignoring him for the
moment, concentrated upon the
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double-riding troopers. They literally
blew them to Eternity with a torrent
of balls.

HIS was disaster, for now Paul

must escape alone; escape upon
an already wounded and frenzied
animal. As he sped past the bodies
of his two men, his hand arose auto-
matically in a final salute. Amid a
hail of deadly balls, he raced for
the rocks.

Reaching them, he dismounted
thankfully and slid the reins over
his shoulder. Cautiously he peered
around the side of one large boul-
der. The Mexicans were spreading
out, and he realized that they in-
tended getting around on cither side
of him. He must, therefore, pick
off these outflanking riders first of
all.

He hoped that Queen might quiet
a little while here in shelter. In any
case, it was not possible to reload
these Colt’s pistols while in the
saddle. And there was the prospect
that the firing might be heard in
camp and bring a rescue party.

He fired the remaining cartridges
in his second weapon methodically,
trying to locate Serrano among the
main group. These had now dis-
mounted and were firing from be-
hind whatever scanty shelter the
ground afforded. One rider, out of
range on the right, was circling to
come up in Paul’s rear.

With only one more cartridge left
in his weapon, the lieutenant saw the
tip of a sombrero and a portion of
gay-colored serape showing from be-
hind a small clump of stones ahead.
Serrano!

Kneeling, Paul took steady aim.
Boom! He shouted exultantly as the
sombrero was whirled away. Had
he killed its wearer?

But there was no time for specu-
lation. The disadvantage of these
Colts was that they must be taken
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apart in three pieces in order to re-
load them. His fingers seemed stiff
and clumsy as he inserted cartridges
in the cylinder of the first. He suc-
ceeded, then reassembled it.

Firing one shot from it to warn
off the too-venturesome, he began to
reload the second.

But now luck turned against him,
The cylinder slipped from his fin-
gers and rolled under Queen’s feet.
Already panic-stricken, the little mare
reared up as she stepped upon the
unfamiliar, rolling object. A blow
from a hoof, and she had sent it
spinning away.

Paul dared not waste time search-
ing for it. He intended now to
fire two more shots, then remount
and ride for life.

Balls flattened against the rock be-
hind which he sheltered, proving
that his position was accurately
known. Whether Serrano had been
killed or not, these guerillas had still
plenty of fight left.

HEN something whirled through

the air from behind, and there fol-
lowed a savage jerk on the Kentucki-
an’s neck. A reata! The outflankers
had tricked him, after all, and had
taken him from the rear.

Frantically he emptied his pistol
at the spot where he imagined his
captor to be lurking. A burst of
mocking laughter answered him, and
an instant later a second rope looped
over his head and pinned his arms
helplessly to his sides.

Then half a dozen men swarmed
around him, their savage faces grin-
ning. Bitterly, Paul realized that
the foremost must be Serrano him-
self. Even though the latter was
sans sombrero or serape, there was
no mistaking that insolent, tigerish
walk of his, or his cruel, moustached
face.

“Welcome,
grreat pleasure,

This ees a
the leader

teniente!
eh?”
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greeted satirically and in fair Eng-
lish., “Caramba! Two of my gallant
patriots can no longer devote their
lives to poor, stricken Mexico, be-
cause you, sefior teniente, have keeled
them!”

IS teeth flashed in a fiendish

grin. “Of that we weel speak
later, eh? Now we ride away, in
case your Americano soldiers arrive.
Come!”

The reatas bit cruelly into Paul’s
neck as he was dragged out into the
open. He clenched his jaw and strove
hard to think. He must escape,
somehow! Every minute counted;
for every hour saw that great body
of Mexican cavalry—lancers, carabi-
niers, and irregular rancheros —
closing in on old Zack Taylor’s small
force.

Paul was led past the spot where
he had shot at Serrano. True, the
sombrero was there—a bullet hole
testifying to the Kentuckian’s marks-
manship—and also the bright serape.
But they had been merely placed
adroitly behind the stones to draw
fire, while their owner had crawled
away to take Paul from the rear.

Serrano was amused at the success
of his ruse. “Eet was a good treeck,
eh, teniente?” he roared wolfishly.
“You theenk you keel Don Juan
Serrano, eh? But he ees not so easy
to keel by you accursed gringos.
Now, my frien’, mount!”

Hoisted upon a scrawny mustang,
Paul’s arms and legs were bound so
cruelly with leather thongs that he
almost cried aloud with the pain.

Queen was in charge of one of the
band, and Serrano was eyeing her
with all the appreciation of a true
horseman. There were but few
animals in the entire American army
of such good blood as she, and clear-
ly the bandit leader realized her
value.

The man looked, Paul had to ad-
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mit grudgingly, the picture of a fine
caballero. His recovered sombrero
and serape set off his alert, powerful
frame and hawklike features, But
Paul saw something else that made
him stifle an oath: Serrano wore an
American cavalry officer’s jacket, the
left side of which was patched with
slightly darker fabric!

Paul recognized it. That patch
covered a bullet graze which Captain
Peyton had received during the
storming of Monterey! And if fur-
ther proof were needed, Serrano wore
a sword and belt, the last bearing
the insignia of the Kentucky Cavalry!
 Peyton’s body had been found,
horribly mutilated, just after Ser-
rano’s marauders had been driven
away from the outpost line, That
Serrano himself was the actual mur-
derer, Paul now felt sure. It would
be like him to wear the uniform of
the man he had slain.

LREADY some of the rancheros

were donning the clothes and
accoutrements of the slain cavalry-
men. Harrison's jacket, with its two
broad chevrons, now covered the
torso of an Indian who was other-
wise naked, save for loin cloth and
moccasins.

When the party started off at a
rapid pace, Paul saw that some of
his captors were obviously American
outlaws and deserters; men who
knew that capture meant summary
trial and execution. Others were
peons of the lowest type; while oth-
ers again were clearly the scourings
of towns, with here and there a few
in the uniform of the regular Mexi-
can army—also deserters. These,
with a negro and four Comanche
Indians, made up this truly desper-
ate band.

An hour passed, during which the
party retired a full ten miles. Paul,
in agony from his thong-bound
ankles and wrists, and feverish at his
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failure to deliver his report, cursed
the American outposts for not hav-
ing heard the firing and following in
pursuit,

HE band halted at last on the

fringe of a cottonwood clump,
where it was welcomed by a few
more nondescripts. Paul was dragged
from his saddle and lashed firmly to
a tree,

Almost immediately the rancheros
began preparing a meal over a large
fire.

It seemed that Serrano had found
the lost cylinder from Paul's secong
revolver. The leader had thrust both
these weapons into his belt.

“We talk now, senor teniente, ¢h?”
he smiled softly. “You were in a
ver’ grreat hurry, eh, with your
soldados? W'at you find, that ees
so important? You tell the grreat
Don Juan Serrano!”

“I'll tell you nothing!”

‘“No? Ah, we weel seel”

At a sign from Serrano, two men
untied Paul from the tree. His
hobbled feet were released.

“I theenk you know too much for
the good of my countree, my frien’,”
the ranchero almost purred. “I am
a ver’ grreat patriot, and I weel make
you speak. Si, sefior.”

Indolently, Serrano ordered his
prisoner to be dragged toward the
fire and his boots pulled off. “Yes,
senor Americano,” he continued
thoughtfully. “I theenk you had
better tell me why you were in so
grreat hurry. Perhaps you learned
news of our magnificent army, eh?”

Paul blenched. Peyton’s body had
been found with its feet badly
scorched. Clearly he had been tor-
tured to make him betray military
secrets. Well, if the captain had
suffered and died rather than dis-
close them, so could Paul.

The jeering men thrust him so
close to the fire that already his pro-
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testing soles felt the hot bite of the
flames.

“Eet is not pleasant, eh, my frien’?”
mocked Serrano. “Ah, but this ees
but a beginning.”

He gave a quick order in Span-
ish. Paul was thrust closer, so that
his feet lay upon the fringe of white
ash surrounding the fire.

When the Kentuckian felt he
could endure the agony no longer,
there came a welcome interruption.
A group of horsemen burst upon the
scene. In their midst they bore a
young Mexican captain, a man who
seemed to regard his surroundings
and companions with philosophic
disdain.

EEING Paul, however, he spoke

rapidly to Serrano in Spanish.
The bandit answered angrily in the
same tongue, whereupon the captain
merely shrugged. Deeply Paul re-
gretted his ignorance of the language
which they employed.

Dismounting, the officer walked
leisurely over to him. When he
spoke, it was in excellent English.
“I fear we are companions in mis-
fortune, sefior,” he began. “I see
that you are about to be ‘persuaded’
to give a little information, It is
a whim of our host to sell it for
money to my general.

“I was foolish enough to ride from
my command without an escort. It
was a simple matter to induce me—
at pistol point—to join the brave
caballeros rejoining their so gallant
leader, Senior Serrano.”

His tone was mocking and bitter.
He continued, more formally: “This,
senor, though enemies, circumstances
force us to be friends. If victory
awaits my general, then I shall be
set free with many protestations of
regret. But if not, then, I fear, my
only hope is that our courteous host
will deign to accept a big ransom
for me.
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“Seror, 1 am Capitaine Diego
Tenorio y Avesta, at your service.”

From his position on the ground,
Paul stared up at him. “I am
Lieutenant Warner, of the Kentucky
Cavalry, seror capitaine,” he con-
tinued the introduction. ‘“As you,
too, are a prisoner, I cannot demand
your protection from this torturing
fiend.”

“Y REGRET my inability to assist

you, seror teniente,” Tenorio
smiled carelessly. “But, you are a
man. Doubtless you will bear his
gentleness.”

With a shrug, he turned away.
Taking a guitar from one of the
men, he began strumming and sing-
ing a soft Spanish song of love.

Paul was disgusted. Tenorio, a
regular officer, should at least pro-
test against Serrano’s torturing a de-
fenseless captive. Even if it were
true that he himself was a prisoner.
The American closed his lips firmly.
Well, he’d show them that a Ken-
tucky gentleman could bear pain
without whimpering.

Ceasing his strumming, Tenorio
casually picked up Paul’s scabbarded
saber. Drawing it, he examined it
curiously and made a few passes in
the air. Then he crossed to Serrano
and spoke to him, laughing and
swishing the blade as if facing an
opponent.

Serrano drew his own saber. The
two men examined and compared the
weapons, all the while speaking rap-
idly in Spanish.

The captain strolled back to Paul.
“Sernior, I have been examining your
beautiful saber,” he smiled negligent-
ly. *“It must be an old and trusted
blade, for the date shows it was
forged in 1800. I presume it had
seen much service during its forty-
seven years?”

“My father carried it in 1812, in
the war against the British,” Paul
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said curtly. “I trust I have kept it
as spotless as he did.”

“And have you, sefior, made it taste
blood?” Tenorio mused.

“No—not yet,” Paul's tone was
wry. His face suddenly hardened.
“But there is one of your country-
men, sefor capitaine, whose blood it
longs to drink—our captor’s.”

“Perhaps that is why I asked,” the
captain almost whispered. “Our
friend considers himself a swords-
man of note. I have taken the lib-
erty to suggest, therefore, that be-
fore he incapacitates you by ‘per-
suasion,” he give us an exhibition of
his skill.”

Paul's eyes flamed. To meet Ser-
rano blade to blade! Having ac-
cepted the fact that he could never
escape with his news, he did not
care what happened to him now. But
if only he could settle with his
enemy before he died!

He glanced over at Serrano. The
man was swaggering boastfully be-
fore his henchmen. The men seemed
to be urging him to prove that the
gringo captive, cavalry officer though
he was, could not stand before their
leader’s blade.

Laughing contemptuously, Serrano
strode over to Paul.

“JDEFORE you become incapable

of movement, senor teniente, I
weel have some amusement weeth
you, vyes,” he gloated. “I, Don
Juan Serrano, weel do you the honor
of crossing blades weeth you.”

His teeth flashed cruelly. “I weel
give myself the pleasure of seeing
you cry for mercy before my sword
point.”

The men crowded around. Paul's
remaining bonds were cagerly cut.
He chafed his numbed wrists until
they seemed on fire with the pain of
returning circulation.

Despite the odds against him, he
was wildly happy. Whatever be-
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fell, he prayed that he might first
avenge Peyton’s death.

A level piece of ground was se-
lected. The whole party took up
points of vantage from which to
view the contest.

Tenorio took charge of the prep-
arations, his soft, black eyes gleam-
ing with pleasure and excitement.

“Senor Serrano, the Americano
seems weak from exhaustion,” he
suggested. ‘‘Deal kindly with him,
I beg, and do not finish him too
soon. Else we shall have no amuse-
ment.”

ERRANO, who had discarded

Peyton’s jacket and was now in
his shirt sleeves, spat on the ground.
“Bah, I weel cut off his ears!” he
growled, with sudden savageness. He
made his blade sing in the air.

Paul, still flexing his bruised
wrists, did not quail. The outlaw
leader was using Peyton's saber, and
with a bitter stab of reminiscence
the Kentuckian remembered how oft-
en, in the past, he and the murdered
captain had practiced together with
these very blades. Could it mean
that now, when they were crossed
again, Peyton would be avenged?

“And now, senors,” called Tenorio,
“en garde!”

With the barest of salutes, the

duelists closed to engage. At once
Paul realized that Serrano was no
amateur. He was surprised that such
a man, without real military train-
ing, should know every regulation
cut, thrust and parry.
- As for Paul himself, he had been
acknowledged the best sabreur in
his regiment. It did not surprise
him that despite stiffened muscles,
he soon began making Serrano give
ground.

The Mexican's eyes dilated and a
curse spat from his lips. He made
a sudden, terrible thrust that almost
ended the fight there and then. Paul,
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though he managed to ward it off,
had to give ground in turn.

“I weel keel you, American fool!”
Serrano threatened. “I will treat
you as I treated that other cursed
officer of your regiment.”

As though expecting his threats to
frighten his opponent into weakness,
Serrano began reciting the tortures
he would inflict upon him: the bas-
tinado, the burning of feet, the cut-
ting off of eyelids and, finally, the
pegging out on an ant hill

But Paul did not flinch. Peyton’s
sword! It seemed natural, some-
how, to feel it sliding and clashing
with his own. As if he were having
a practice bout once more with its
dead owner.

But this was no mock fight." It
was a fight with Peyton’s murderer
—his torturer!

Paul redoubled his efforts. He was
sickeningly conscious that he was
gradually weakening before the sav-
age onslaughts of the more powerful
but less cool Serrano.

UT a sudden opening presented

itself. Like a flash the Ken-
tuckian’s blade slid past the other’s
guard and brought a bright crimson
stain to his right shoulder.

“Gol dern it!” roared Serrano, and
came on like a madman. Infuriated
by pain and the jeers of his own
men, he plunged in like a whirlwind.
But their cries suddenly made him
change his mind. He shouted for a
guard to seize Paul and break off the
fight.

The lieutenant sobbed impotently
as half a dozen hands gripped him
and held him helpless. For an in-
stant he thought that Serrano would
kill him in cold blood as revenge for
that slight wound. Then, however,
he learned the reason for the inter-
ruption.

Tenorio, the smiling one, was
speeding across the plain upon a
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horse; was already a mile away and
headed back, no doubt, to his com-
mand. Paul laughed aloud. He un-
derstood the captain’s reason for sug-
gesting this duel—so that he himself
could escape during its excitement!

Goaded on by Serrano’s oaths and
orders, a few of the rancheros
mounted in half-hearted pursuit. It
was clear that Tenorio had little to
fear from them.

PAUL, temporarily neglected, stood
with his saber point on the
ground. He had time to think over
the events of the past few minutes.

Suddenly two things came to him:
That Serrano’s eyes were as blue as
his own; and that no Mexican who
habitually spoke broken English
could ejaculate “Gol’ dern it!” with
a distinct New England accent!

Paul almost cried aloud at the
realization. Serrano was no Mexi-
can, but an American!

A cold and bitter rage flowed
through the Kentuckian, bringing
with it renewed strength and a calm
will to win.

At last Serrano turned back, curs-
ing. “He ees gone,” he tossed at
Paul, “but you, my frien’, are still
here. Come, we resume the combat!
Afterward you weel geeve us good
amusement, eh?”

Though his strong accent was re-
assumed, Paul was not deceived by
it. In sudden emergencies men use
the tongue of their childhood. The
lieutenant was certain now where
this swaggering ranchero had learned
his cavalry swordsmanship—in the
American army!

“En garde!” someone shouted, and
the duel recommenced.

Paul had now a new weapon as
well as his saber, and he began us-
ing it. “Deserter!” he flung at his
enemy, at the same time delivering a
stroke at his head that was only just
warded.
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Serrano’s eyes widened at the
taunt. His lips curled back in a
ferocious snarl. “I weel not kill you
now, nol” he spat. ‘“But later you
weel wish I had.”

Paul lunged ineffectively, but his
word had more effect than his steel
when he grated: ‘“Renegadel”

An oath spat from Serrano’s lips
—an American oath. Paul began
pressing him harder, taunting all the
‘while, “Traitor!” “Army deserter!”
“Outlaw!” A word like these ac-
companied every cut and thrust.

Fear dawned in Serrano’s staring
eyes. Sweat ran down his face and
his breath came in short, spasmodic
gasps. He dared not break off the
fight now, his men must not know
that he had been bested by his pris-
oner. His blows became wilder in
an effort to end the fight once and
for all.

Often he pressed Paul backward
by the sheer fury of his onslaughts,
but always the lieutenant sprang
clear. It was he who was laughing
now, even though he had received
some painful but not dangerous
wounds.

“N/ OU’LL hang when they capture

you, you traitor!” he taunted
savagely. Physically, he was almost
exhausted, but grit and hatred were
his sources of strength. His arm
ached until he felt that he could no
longer grip his hilt, Giving away
before a particularly savage attack,
therefore, he sprang aside and passed
the saber into his left hand.

Again the blades rang and clashed.
But his maneuver meant that Ser-
rano must now guard against thrusts
from a different angle. The man
seemed bewildered.

“Maybe I'll let you go, Lieuten-
ant,” he panted under his breath, his
crafty eyes gleaming. “I'll talk to-
night, when we’re alone.”

Paul laughed back contemptu-
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ously. Trust Peyton's murderer? Not
this side of hell!

Serrano had not discarded the two
Colts upon commencing the fight.
Now his free hand stole to his belt.

For one black instant Paul ex-
pected to be shot. Then he laughed
aloud. Unless Serrano had cart-
ridges of his own to fit those guns
and had reloaded them recently, they
were both empty!

The bandit, almost whimpering
now, jerked the pistol from his belt
and snapped it full at Paul's face.

Only a hollow click resulted. With-

a cry, he hurled it straight at War-
ner and hit his right shoulder.

But already it was too late. Frac-
tionally he had lowered his guard
and Paul's saber descended with ter-
rific force upon his unguarded head.

Like a log he fell, and like a log
he lay. In an instant everything was
chaos. Men shouted in different
tongues. Some cried with rage, but
some merely laughed at the downfall
of their chief.

AUL stood staring down at his

fallen enemy, scarcely compre-
hending that it was all over and that
he had conquered. Then, somehow, he
found himself running—running to
where Queen was tethered.

How he mounted her bare back he
did not know. His mind cleared
only when he found himself gallop-
ing across the plain.

Yells and a few whistling balls in-

dicated that his escape had not
passed unnoticed. He was being
pursued.

Queen’s pace told him that her
wounded shoulder was stiff, yet the
gallant little mare answered gamely.
On she went, giving the best that
was in her.

Bent low over Queen's neck, Paul
felt recklessly triumphant. He
would, he expected, be recaptured
even now and brought back to tor-
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ture and death.
avenged!

He covered a full mile before
glancing backward again. His pur-
suers were strung out behind him,
the closest about three hundred
yards away. Queen’s flanks were al-
ready lathered and he knew that she
could not keep up the pace.

Yet hope was becoming stronger
within him. He began thinking that
he might escape after all, and de-
liver his report to old Zack in time.

But Peyton was

HEN, with stunning abruptness,

Paul Warner's hopes were dashed
to zero. From behind a patch of
woods barely four hundred yards in
front, emerged a body of horsemen.
Their tall lances showed that they
were Mexican cavalry.

Paul swung to the left in an effort
to escape. The newcomers immedi-
ately spread out to head him off. He
was between two fires. Self preser-
vation, however, made him gallop on-
ward. At least the Mexicans did not
torture their prisoners.

Then his eyes widened incredu-
lously; for these troopers were
wearing American uniforms. But
there were no lancers in the United
States service. He was doubly mys-
tified until a loud cheer arose from
undoubtedly American throats. Glanc-
ing behind, Paul saw that his pur-
suers had also taken alarm and were
galloping back toward the cotton-
woods.

Reining in, he waited for the mys-
terious riders to approach. He
croaked a welcoming cheer when he
recognized that some of them were
from the Arkansas Cavalry. The re-
mainder were Texas Rangers, under
the command of Captain Walker.

A moment more and they sur-
rounded him, shouting for news.
Swiftly Paul asked Walker to send
off a detail to report his news to the

(Concluded on page 160)
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AST month, in the columns of
this department, Ye Olde
Globe Trotter made the sug-
gestion that all the readers of
THRILLING ADVENTURES
should get together and form
organization — The Globe Trotters
Club.

The idea has taken on like wild
fire. The suggestion has swept into
life with all the speed of a running
tornado. Ever since then we have
been deluged with applications for
membership and identification cards.

Even before the club idea found
its way into print, Jack Summerill
of 445 N. Poinsetta Place, Los
Angeles, California, wrote in and
asked us why THRILLING AD-
VENTURES didn’t sponsor such an
organization. He wanted to start
such a club and call it the Loyal
Order of Globe Trotters, using this
department as the monthly meeting
place.

Since publication of the suggestion

Ye Olde Globe Trotter has been
literally swamped with letters of
praise and commendation. It seems

that everybody wants to join up im-
mediately.

That fact proves one thing. All
adventurers are brotherly souls at
heart and want some common meet-
ing place where they can come to-
gether once a month and exchange
ideas.

This department of THRILLING
ADVENTURES is glad to serve as
that common meeting place. Judg-
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ing from the rate and number of ap-
plications that have already come in,
we believe we are safe in stating
that it will not be long before the
club will have members in every
part of the world.

So don’t forget to sign and mail
your own application as early as
possible. Those enrolliing before Feb-
ruary 1st, 1934, will become charter
members and receive a distinctively
colored membership card indicative
of that fact.

Letters from prospective club
members will follow later om in the
department. But right now Ye Olde
Globe Trotter wants to break in on
the discussion and give you fellows
last minute news of some long lost
adventurers which has just come to
him by way of the grapevine.

LAND OF LOST EXPLORERS

Since our late President Theodore
Roosevelt, who was as much an ad-
venturer and explorer as he was a
statesman, made his historic trek into
the forbidding jungles of Brazil and
discovered the River of Doubt; that
grim, rangled area of jungle and
swamps, pierced here and there by
high mountain ranges, and known as
the Matto Grosso, has held its lure
for adventurers.

Covering a million square miles of
territory and peopled only by fierce
natives who have always been hostile
to the penetration of their lands by
the whites, the Matto Grosso still
remains somewhat more of a mythical,
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study by old-fashloned, plodding
methods.

Booklet and Demonstration
Lessons—FREE!

The wholo interesting story about the
U. 8. Rchool course cannot be told on this
page. A booklet has been printed, ‘‘How
You Can Master Musie in Your Own Home.'*
that explains this famous method in detail.
and is yours freo for the asking. With i*
will be sent a Free Devmonstratlon Lesson.
Which proves how delightfully quick and
casy—how fhorough—this modern method is

If you really want to learn to play a:
home—without a teacher—In one-half th~
usual time—and at one-third the usual cost
—by all means send for the Fres Bookle’
and Free Demonstration Lesson AT ONCE
No obligation. (Instruments supplied 7

desired-—cash or credit.) U. 8. SCHOO!.
OF MUSIC, 2942 Brunswick Bldg:,, New

York,

Thirty-Sixth Year (Estab. 1898)

U. 8. SCHOOL OF MUSIC
2942 Brunswick Bldg., New Yerk City

Please send mo your frea book, ‘‘Ho+
You Can Master Music in Your Own Home."*
with inspiring message, by Dr. Frank Cran-,
Free Demonstration Lesson and particulars:
of your easy payment plan. [ am interested
in the following course;

Have You
....................... Instrument? ......
MARB  coipwns smvnns & LESNIE ESRPRIR i T
Address ... .oen s s e e
CIE, i cvviviavians v o aniibiansive State veen



150

legendary land than it does as an
actuality.

In late years it has become known
as the land of lost explorers, be-
cause so many have penetrated into
its innermost depths never to return
again.

A LOST CIVILIZATION

Voltaire, the French satirist of a
hundred years ago, in a purely
imaginative tale which he wrote, lo-
cated his mysterious Utopia, the
City of Gold, in the then unknown
wilderness of inner Brazil which was
later called the Matto Grosso. Al-
though his tale was purely imagina-
tive, some authorities believe that it
was founded on fact, that he had
secret information from the early
Portuguese explorers of that era.

Colonel P. H. Fawcett, the famous
English explorer who had spent
twelve years in exploring the inner
fastnessess of the Brazilian hinter-
land, set out from Rio de Janeiro
in the summer of 1926 to find this
hidden civilization which he believed
to be a fact and not a myth. That
the fabled City of Gold actually ex-
isted, he expected to prove,.

Upon some hidden plateau resting
among the high mountain ranges
thrusting up through the impenctrable
jungles of the Matto Grosso, he ex-
pected to find a land of ancient
people living now as they had lived
for thousands of years before, in a
land of remarkable civilization, cut
off though it was from all the rest
of the civilized world.

At about the same time Fawcett
set out from Rio to follow the waters
of the Paraguay River to its source
in the heart of the Matto Grosso,
Paul Redfern, in a Bellanca mono-
plane, took off from Brunswick,
Georgia, ostensibly for flying to
Buenos Aires in a non-stop flight,
over the heart of the Matto Grosso.

Colonel Fawcett with his two
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native Indian guides left the rest of
his party just north of Rosario on
the upper Paraguay and plunged into
the black jungles. He was never
seen again. That was seven years
ago.

Redfern was sighted once when he
circled his big Bellanca over a tramp
steamer off the mouth of the Orinoco
River. Then waving his hand confi-
dently at the crew of the tramp, he
straightened out and disappeared,
flying in a line for the heart of the
Brazilian jungle.

Rinkin and Burrel, two minor ex-
plorers who entered the Matto
Grosso by way of the Amazon in
1921, were never heard of after they
left the headwaters of the Xingu
River and plunged towards the Matto
Grosso.

RUMORS OF SURVIVAL

Were all these adventurers swal-
lowed up by the jungle never to re-
turn, or are they still alive and bid-
ing their time for return or escape?

The question is still open. Most
authorities believe them dead. Rumor
persists, however, in anticipating
their return, safe and sound, with in-
formation that will astound the
world.

Commander G. M. Dyott made a
rescue journey in search of Fawcett
two years ago. Natives of the Matto
Grosso reported to him that the
colonel had been killed, and Dyott
was convinced of the veracity of their
reports. They said something about
a mysterious white man, other than
Fawcett, who was living with natives
farther inland. But he, too, had been
killed. Was this second white man,
Redfern? From the natives’ man-
ner of telling the story, Dyott con-
cluded that it was.

Albert Winston, another English
explorer, wasn’t convinced by either
of these stories. He has heard that
both men are still alive, and is Ieav-
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miles on a gallon. When official test records were published it was found
the two winning cars were both equipped with Whirlwind gas savers,

“Peak’” Contest Mileages

‘The amazing results obtained in this
mileage contest are naturally great-
er than those obtained in ordinary
Careful throttling, most
economical speeds—no traffic hold- the
ups—and no waste of power thru
help to bring about
“peak” mileages.

A Test On Your Car

More power, faster pick-up, less
carbon, quicker starting, amd in-
creased mileage is what users say
in telling of their experience with
Whirlwind. Every motorist
owes it to himself to test the Whirl-
wind to prove the results on his
own car.

FITS ALL CARS

In just a few minutes the Whirle
wind can be installed on any make
of car, truck or tractor. It’s actu-
ally less work than changing your
oil or putting water in the battery.
No drilling, tapping or changes of
any kind necessary. It is guaran-
teed to work perfectly on any make
of car, truck or tractor, large
or small, new model or old
model. The more you drive the
more you Bave,

GUARANTEE

No matter what kind of a ear you have
or how big a gas eateritis the Whirlwind
will save you money. While we do not
claim to produce 49 te 61 miles om

nary driving, we do tee that
the Whirlwind will save fts cost within
30 days or the trial willcost you nothing.
Wa Invite you to test It at our risk. You
are to be the sole Judge.

FREE OFFER COUPON

contest winner

WHIRLWIND MANUFACTURING CO,,
Dept.937-A, Station C, Milwaukee, Wis.
Gentlemen: You may send me full particulars of
{our Whirlwind Carbureting device and tell me how
can get one Free. This does not obligate me in
any way whatever.

NAME ...... veseae $0000ccentsncrsrsoasnorans
ADDRESS ..vvvuunn wa bloeeienie e vinis teesesevecssianes
CITY ..covisonssncsssnsnncnsanse STATE ...ccuues

[ Check here if you are interested in full or part
time salesman position.
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ing Rio de Janeiro this month to
determine the truth of the matter.
Late news has trickled out from the
jungle indicating that both Fawcett
and Redfern are still alive, held as
captives by the fierce natives of the
interior.

IS THE RUMOR FALSE?

Ye Olde Globe Trotter has learned
through the grapevine that both
Fawcett and Redfern are alive, and
not held captive by the Indians, but
voluntarily living there until they
choose to return of their own free
will. In fact, it is intimated that
Redfern had told intimates of his be-
fore he took off, not to be surprised
if he appeared to be swallowed up
by the jungle and never heard of
again—that is for a five or six year
period.

He intimated that he might set
down in the interior jungle, if he
found the hidden civilization that
was supposed to be there, and re-
main for a long period of time.

Seven years has passed now since
the disappearance of Redfern and
Fawcett, and Ye Olde Globe Trotter
has it through the grapevine that
both of them will return to civiliza-
tion some time during the year of
1934.

Maybe Burrel and Rinkin will re-
turn with them? Who knows? The
Matto Grosso holds many secrets,
and possibly these secrets will never
be revealed, but the chances are that
some astounding news will come out
of that region this coming year.

Then the Matto Grosso will no
longer be known as the “Land of
Lost Explorers.”

AUTHOR WRITES IN ABOUT
“THE AMAITIO CURSE”

Dear Globe Trotter:

Some of the things in my story in this
issue may appear unbelievable to the
casual reader, but I assure you that they
are all based on fact.

‘opened the gas tank drain

THRILLING ADVENTURES

One time when I was flying over that
country I was forced down in the state
of Tabasco and had to remain there over-
night. It was in an uninhabited area and
I was unable to get into communication
with any villages.

I knew better than to try and force my
way through the treacherous jungle at
night, so decided to stick around my ship
until daylight. Although the night was
warm, I paced around my ship for several
hours in nervous worry. I had an in-
explicable feeling of foreboding that
something was going to happen, something
that I wasn’t prepared for.

Although I had flown over the country
for several weeks I had never been forced
down in the jungle area before and didn’t
know exactly what to expect.

I tried to get some rest in the cockpit
of my ship, but found the attempt useless,
so got out and walked a few rods away
from the plane until I found a narrow
gully in the patch of sand on which I had
landed. Suspecting nothing would harm
me there, wanting only a comfortable
place to get a few hours sleep, I lay down
and closed my eyes. Sleep came after a
half hour or so.

But I awakened and stirred uneasily
soon afterwards. My legs and arms itched.
I leaped up off the ground. Tiny, crawl-
ing things which I could not see in the
dark gnawed all over my body. In a fran-
tic hurry I tore off my clothes and tried
to sweep them off with my hands. Still,
the gnawing mites clung to me!

Only then did I realize what I was up
against. I rushed back to my machine,
cock, then
ducked under the pouring stream of gaso-
line. The small, biting creatures fled from
the sting of the burning fluid. It was a
method I had learned overseas in com-
batting cooties. But the whole tank was
drained before I managed to get them all
off.

The rest of the night I spent under the
plane’s nose, keeping my feet in the gas-
soaked sand. In the early light of dawn
I saw grim, white bones, reminders of
what I might have been if— Bones!
Animal bones, human bones! The little
sandy plateau where I had landed in the
night was strewn with them.

And all around my plane were ants, mil-
lions of tiny white, carnivorous ants! The
amaitio of Mexico. Believe me, I was glad
when help reached me.

They didn’t get me, but they very well
might have if I hadn’t been fortunate

(Continued on page 154)



'OneWeek from To-night
ov’ll See PROOF that "

can makeYova NewMan!

NOTE_No other man ||  4SRENEES %@%

in the world has ever
DARED make such an
offer!

My amazing discovery, Dynamic
Tenslon, changed me from a 97-1b.
weakling into the champion you
sec here—twice winner of the title,
‘“The World's Most Perfectly De-
veloped Man."”

GIVE MORE than ‘“promises.” I give

PROOF | If you're sick and tired of half-

baked ideas—Iif you really want a build
like mine—then one week, just 7 DAYS, is
all I need to prove I can give it to youl

You've got a body, man. Why not
make it a real handsome man’s hody !
There's NO good reason why you
ghouldn’t have rippling cords of 4
mlghty muscle across your neck
and shoulders. No reason at all
why your chest shouldn’t be
strapping, big and husky like
mine—your arms and legs pow-
erful—your wind lasting—your §
vigor and pep 100%.

I used to be a sickly, half-pint
runt weiging onl 97 lbs. —a
“laughing-stock” w{wrnvcr I went.
No fun. No friends. Right there I
almost ‘“fell” for some of these
freak spring or weight contrap-
tions to make me “strong.” But
THEN—by a lucky break of my
life—I discovered Dynamic Ten~-
slon.

Apparatus is OUT!

Look at me now. You don't gee
any skinny, flabby, no-account

bag of bones here, do you? This MAIL

is what my remarkable gecret has

d]one for my body. 'l‘whfv—n;:nlns]t' COUPON
all comers—I have won the tit

“World's Most Perfectly Develope FOR FREE
Man.” No wonder I've got no use for | BOOK
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