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Health Uuthotrities WARN

BULGING UWaistline!
Che New ﬂnrk Cimes 1 No Need to Endanger Your Health Any Longer

TREDUCED MY WAIST
| STOMACKH

HELD HEALTH PERIL R (R

Ly,
‘ WEIL BELT

Middle-Aged Man Who Keeps! e WONDERS
k' His Small Lives Longer, Gov- |4 '
i ernment Bureau Says.

1T CERTAINLY

|

% Hundreds
of Similar §
Letters

The WEIL BELT will safely
REDUCE your WAISTLINE!

{v FIGURES SHOW DIRECT LINK 1
! t

N

Overweight People Have Worst
of It in Mortality Tables
Covering 15 Causes.

|
|
[
\

ON'T WAIT....FAT IS DANGEROUS!

, $ 7% ’ 9 ) _ I
; WASHING TN, A”gf At ‘fT? Fat is not only, unbecoming, but it
!I‘he man who keeps his .\-.-ax.xtlmol also cndamﬁcrs y health. Insurance
!small when he reaches middle age | companies know the danger of fat accu-

is the most likely to win the race'
for health, is the conclusion drawn
from a new study of the relation of
weight to physical defects just pub-
lished by the Public Health Service |
b "'By the time that middle age is|
reached. these figures indicate, it I3’
a definite advantage to be under|
the average weight for height,"
says the report.

It also shows ‘'a great excess of
! mortality among overweight. per-
| sons, whatever the age, and also an
excess among young adult under-
weight persons.”

The conclusions are drawn from
records of more than 3,000 men
from 1909 to 1928, showing the ratio
jof actual deaths to expected mor-
tality, according to different weight

mulations. The best medical authoritics
warn against obesity.
® Many enthusiastic wearers write that the Weil
Belt not only reduces fat but it also supports the
abdominal walls and keeps the digestive organs in
place—that theyare no longer fatigued —and that
1t greatly increases their v:njuramc and vigor!
® "Ireduced my waist 8 inches”. .. writes George
Bailey..." I lost 50 pounds’, says W' T. Ander-
son. "Felt like a new man'', claims Fred Wolf.
“Wouldn't sell my belt for a $100", writes
C. W. Higbee.
® So many of our customers are delighted with
the wonderful results obtained with the Weil
Belt that we want you to TRY IT FOR TEN
DAYS AT OUR EXPENSE!
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 smaller -

THREE INCHES OF FAT GONE—OR NO COST!
THE MASSAGE-LIKE ACTION DOES IT!

® You will be completely comfortable and en-
tirely unaware that its gentle pressure 1s working
constantly while you walk, work or sit...its
massage-like action gently but persistently elimi-
nating fat with every move you make!

; ® Sendforour 10 day free trial offer. We repeat

| groups. In the following table, fig- cither you take off 3 inches of fatin ten days, or
lures below 100 indicate less than it won't cost you one penny!

| MY

above 100 inticate more than the [SEND FOR FREE 10 DAY TRIAL OFFER]
‘above 100 indicate more than the § \ SEND FOR FREE 10 DAY TRIAL OFFER
] i

expected death rate: THE WEIL COMPANY, INC.

: . o "9Aﬁ5063r9°up‘ e Sﬂou-d 133 HILL ST., NEW HAVEN, CONN.

| Weight Class. -29. -39. 4 - Over Gentlemen: Send me FREE, your illustrated

‘:3 pounds or more underweight— folder describing The Weil Belt and fulrdcm;l:
of your 10 DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER.

118 108 £3
10 to 20 1bs....101 94 7
Name

5 Ibs. under to 5 Ibs. overwelght--
92 84 87
10 to 20 pounds

overweight ... 99 RS 94 Address
25 to 43 pounds 5 .
overweight ...113 123 128 119 City State
500 Ieb:\;re?:htm?r.ls‘\ 143 144 Use Coupon or Send Name and Address on penny postcard




FORMER 110 POLND WEAKLING
-« NOW wins strength contests!

I WISH you could see Larry in action today . . . a per-
fect example of my weight resistance method . . . the
only method that gives’ the true weight lifting muscles.
IPve seen Larry lift more than 225 pounds overhead
with one hand . .. and Larry is only one of hundreds of

my pupils who have excelled as strength athletes.

I want to tell you fellows . . . there’s something about this
“‘strong man’s business’ that gets you . . . thrills you! You'll get
a great kick out of it . . . you'll fairly feel your muscles grow.

If YOU Do Not Add At Least .
3 INCHES TO INCHES TO
YOUR CHEST YOUR BICEPS

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

All T want is a chance to prove to you that I can add 3
inches to YOUR chest and 2 inches to each of YOUR biceps.
While my course is by no means infallible . . . so many of my
pupils have gained tremendous physical development that I am
willing to stake my reputation that I can do the same for you.
e+ « Remember . . . if I fail it will cost you nothing!

Those skinny fellows who are discouraged are the men I
want to work with. Many an underweight weakling has come
to me for help . . . completely discouraged . . . I have developed
a real he-man’s physique for them . . . covered their skinny
bodies with layers of muscles . . . made them strong and proud
. . . eager and ready to face the world with their new power!
Don’t you, too, feel the urge for real genuine, invincible muscles
that will make your men friends respect you and the women
admire you? .

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

LET THE MAN WITH THE STRONGEST ARMS
IN THE WORLD SHOW YOU THE WAY!

Sendfor “Moulding aMighty Chest”
A Special Course for ONLY 25c.

It will be a revelation to you. You can’t
make a mistake. The assurance of the
strongest armed man in the world stands
behind this course. I give you the secrets
of strength illustrated and explained as you
like them. I will not limit you to the chest.
Try any one of my test courses listed in the
coupon at 26¢. Or, try all six of them for
only $1.00.

Rush the Coupon TODAY!

Mail your order now and I will include
a FREE COPY of “NERVES OF STEEL,
MUSCLES LIKE TRON.” It is a priceless
book to the strength fan and muscle builder.
It describes my rise from a weak, puny boy
to be one of the world’s strongest athletes
with a chest measurement of 49 inches and
an 18 inch bicep. Full of pictures of marvel-
ous bodied men who tell you decisively how
you can build symmetry and strength the
J;wc'tt Way! Reach out—Grasp this special
olfler!

GEORGE F. JOWETT
by PRYOR

TH PHOTOS
S STRONG MEN

JOWETT INSTITUTE
of PHYSICAL CULTURE
Dept. 88-Ce, 422 Poplar St
Scranton, Pa.
George F. Jowett: Your proposi-
tion looks good to me. Send, by
return malil, prepald the courses
checked below for which I am

enclosing. .
Moulding a Mighty Arm, 25¢
Moulding a Mighty Back, 25¢.
Moulding a Mighty Grip, 25c.
Moulding a Mighty Chest, 25c.

‘‘Nerves of Steel, BMouldlnx Hllhlg Legs, 25c.

Museles like Iron™ Btrong Man BStunts Made

SENT FREEI Easy, 25¢.
(O All 6 Books for $1.00.

Age

Name—

Address
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Vol. IX, No. 1 " J. 8. WHLLTAMS, Fditor March, 1934
COMPLETE BOOK-LENGTH NOVEL
THE SULTAN OF HELL Captain Kerry McRoberts 10

Singing Steel and Blazing Guns in a Swift-Moving Novel
of Breathless Combat in Kiruchu and Borneo

THREE COMPLETE NOVELETTES

QUICK TRIGGERS Ray Humphreys 46
Follow Eddie Kincade of the Q-B Ranch on Hig Exciting
Trail as an, Outlaw Sleuth
DOGS OF SHALLAJAI Lieut. Scott Morgan 63
A Pulse-Stirring Drama of Flailing Fists and Savage
Foes in the Peril-Packed Wastelands of the Gobi
BENSON WIPES THE SLATE Ferdinand Berthoud 103

An Action-Packed Story of Desperate Struggle in the Depths
of Famine-Swept South Africa

FIVE THRILLING SHORT STORIES

DYAK TORTURE. Hugh B. Cave 79
Trent Was the Last White Man of Oma Laong

THE WATER TEST Ralph R. Fleming 92
Swashing Blades and Stout Hearts in Colonial Days

GODS OF BALI Rex Sherrick 117
Cardigan Faces Infuriated Natives and Poisoned Darts

CROOKED VENGEANCE Samuel Taylor 127

“Skid” Pedler, Ventriloquist, Strikes Gold
EXTRA FREIGHT John A. Thompson 136

Ken Harlan Was Tired of Railroading in Alaska
THRILLING FEATURES

FAMOUS SOLDIERS OF FORTUNE Illustration 44
General Pershing, Guynemer and Others
THE GLOBE TROTTER A Department 146

Where Readers, Writers and the Editor Meet

Published monthly by METROPOLITAN MAGAZINES, INC., 670 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y.
M. A. Goldsmith, President; N. L. Pines, Treasurer. Copyright, 1934, 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 he accompanied dy self-addressed, st d s, and are submitted ai the author’s risk. dz

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



lrfomm“ when others were fired!

The Story,kof LaSalle, Student Shaw

“Since the War I have been book-
keeper at $35 a week. Married, with
one baby girl, I found it harder every
month to make ends meet. I was
desperate!

‘‘Last winter my wife brought me a
LaSalle ad on Higher Accountinge
showing how I could study in spare
time for the job ahead. I investi-
gated, and enrolled January 23. Just
in time! For——

*‘Suddenly, orders came through to
cut the force. I watched seven men
in my department get the bad news
and leave. Then the office boy tapped
me, said I was ‘next.’ My heart sank
as I followed him to the Front Office.

‘‘Smiling, the boss handed me a let-
ter. It was from LaSalle to him,
announcing my enroliment and my

“N-tunu:. I had more work to do,
with the smaller force, but my tnlu-
1 learned

“1 h-vo .lnco been promoted twice,
and now carry the title of Chief
Accountant=—at a ézlary several

ing madeit !}
and when the Department Mnunt
left, the boss moved me up.

times greater. The future looks
bright. If it had notboenlorhﬂnlle.
1 would be looking for a job right
now.’

good work on the first lesson. ‘We
are keeping you,' he said, ‘because
we like your spirit.’

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
Dept. 8320-R, Chicago

Please tell me how I can Lnke full advantage—
right now—of the in the business

1 am checking below And acnd along your free
booklet on that field

BIGGER PAY FOR YOU-
hru laSalle SpareTime Traning

That’s a story of what spare-time study [ Business O Railway
has done for just one man. There are thou- M t Accounting
R O Traffio [0 Business
sands of others like Shaw who found Management Correspondence
themselves through LaSalle. Now—how m] Msociem e m] P;’r-onnel .
2 anagemen
a.bout your.self ? Do you want a better posi- o P‘:;';:::mc:,. O Laws ®
dion and higher pay? Training LL. B. Degree
You can win them, even today, if you O Railway Station a Col;nmerci-l
can do the work. LaSalle experts will show o Ind::ul slcml oat o om;
you bhow, personally guide you step by Management Management
step to success. Simply mark on the cou- [ Higher {1 Chain Grocery
: Accountancy Managemeut
pon the field you are interested in, and we O Expert [ Business
will send you FREE, a valuable booklet Bookkeeping English

about it, telling of opportunities open to O Effective Speaking [] Foremanship

you. No cost or obligation—and what you
find out may put you on the road to suc-
cess and financial independence.

The opportunity that is open today—
right now—may not be here tomorrow.
Don’t put it off —but reach for your pencil,
fill out, and mail today.




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.”

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 sue-
cessful prescription for poor Kidney and Bladder functions.
It starts work in 16 minutes, but does not contain :ﬁ dopes,
narcotics or habit-forming drugs. It is a gentle 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': é’m;m.an

Cystex (pronounce: -
affered 'u: sufferers from Poor Kidney and
Bladder functions under a fair-play guarantes
to fix you up to your complete satisfaction
or money back on return empty package,
It's only 8 cents a dose. Bo ask your -
ist for Cystex today .and see for

ow much er, stronger and better you
can feel by IIDDL cleaning out your Kidneys.
Cystex must do the work or oost you

New York Doctor
Praises Cystex

Dr. N. T. ABDOU
New York Physician

Doctors and druggists everywhere
approve of the prucr?uon Cystex
because of its splendid ingredients
and quick action. For Instance Dr.
N T. Abdou, New York, Licensed
Pbayllclln and author of Medicine
and Commerce, recently wrote the
*Tt Bas been folllowluz letter:

my pleasure to make a study of the

Cystex formula. This prescription impresses me as &
sound combination of ingredients which should be of
bonefit to men and wowmen troubled with night rising,
putrefaction 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-
d the use of Cystex In such cases should exert

a 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, 3

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 . . 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.

. are

ive your youngsters the priceless advantage of
KNOWLEDGE! Remember, a grammar school educa-

CAN YOU tion is not enough!
ANSWER Probably every home would have an Encyclopedia if
T H E 8 E the cost were not so high. Up to now a good set cost
QUESTIONS? from $756 to $150. But TODAY, an amazing oppor-

§NCYCLOPE DIA

tunity faces you. The famous Popular Encyclopedia

wﬂ::,“ an Aero- .+ . complete in every way . . . has a limited number
What causes of special editions

Cancer? which are being
What are the distributed for

the "glve-awa{‘"
price of $2.00! To
get your get, SEND
NO MONEY

8. citizen?

What is the right
wn‘ to ventilate
a

What are the
symptoms of
sleeping sick-
ness ?

Who invented
Movies ?

What firm once
employed 115,-

0 men?

The answers to

these and 20,000

other questions

are revealed in
POPULAR
ENCYCLOPEDIA

8,328 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. Mall the
coupon today,
Supply limited!

ome ! ..
What is Contra- 3
f just use the coupon.
wg;n:ilooarul Money refundeg if
marry? not satisfied.
Where 1s Man-
churia? & ————— ——
Is Astrology a These two great ————
sclence ? volumes contaln BETTER PUBLICATIONS, Inc.

570 7th Ave., New York, Dept. TA-3

1 rush ........ sets of the
PO‘;‘el?sl?A R ENCYCLOPEDIA for
which I enclose $...... in O U. 8.

stam ( 11 denom.) Money
Orderp.. a !gn.ock. =] Dolluq:!lll.




more men
anyother man in Amerlcn

\ /1l train you at home for many
Spare Time and Full 'ﬁme Radio Jobs

BE A RADIO EXPERT

Good

Set Servicing
Spare-time set
servicing pays many

$10,

make as much as $40,
$60, 375 a week.

Radto i mak-
ing fiying safer.
Radio operators
emplayed through
.,lvll Bervice
Commission earn
uua to $2,800
a year.

Apparatus
Installation and
service work s
another growing,
mobey - makin
field for traine:
Radio men.

worth

nurl.v 100,000 people!
the industry.
able year.

business years|
sots
operation that need servicing from time to time!
600 great
ment and news to 100,000,0
80 big that they are hard to grasp!
true!
into a commercial giant,

certain,
Radio, midget sets, loud speaker systems, aircraf!
—iIn e¢very branch,
taking place.
thousands of men who really know
lmnh(ll‘x that opens the road to good pay and success!
Send

If you are dissatigfled with your prsunt job; if you

are struggling along in a rut with littls or no prospect
of uuu:lnx better lbln l uklnny ay envelope—clip the
coupon Get m; EE {)oo

tunities m Mlo
home in your spare time to
good jobs my graduates have been gettlng—real jobs
with real futures.

Real Opportunities Ahead for Tralned Men

on the oppor-
qulckg‘ynu can learn at
dio Expert—what

Bud how

It's hard to find a fleld with more opportunity await-

ing the trained man. Why, in 1932—the worst year of
the depression—the Radio Industry sold

$200,000,000

Manufacturers alone employed
About 300,000 people worked in

In 1982, broadcasting had its most profit-
It's a gigantic business, even in the Worst
And look what's ghead! Millions of
ing obsolete annually. 17,000,000

of sets and parts!

sets In
Over
entertain-
These figures are
Yet, they are all
Hero 1s a new Industry that has grown quickly

broadcasting stations furnishing
00 people.

Get Into This Fleld With a Future

There's opportunity for you in Radio. Its future is
Televiston, short wave, police Radio, automoblle
t Radlo
developments and improvements are
Here is & real future for thousands and
dio. Get the

o coupon now and get full particulars on how casy

' The coming fleld |
L, of many great op-
portunitles is cov-
ered by my

SPECIAL Radio Equipment
for Broad Practical Experience
Given Without Extra Charge

My Course {s not all theory. I'll show
you how to use my special Radio
equipment for conducting expertments
and bullding circuits which {lustrate
important principles used in such welle
known scts as Westinghouse, Gen-

eral Electric, Philco, R.C.A., Vic-
>, tor, Majestic and others. You
work out with your own hands
many of the things you read

50-50 method

P

OncFREE
[

Radio
Factories

Employ testers,
fore-
men

engineers,
servicemen rer
paying up to
$7,500 a year,

J]
and interesting I mako learning at home. Read the letters
from graduates who are today earning good memey in
this fascinating industry.

Many Make 8§85, Olk 815 a Week Extra
in Time t at Once
My book also tells how many of my students made $5,
$10 and $15 a week extra servicing sets in spare time,
soon after they enrolled. I give you plans and ideas that
have made good spare-time money — $200 to $1.000 a

¥ 'or hundreds of fellows. My Course 18 famous as
‘the one that pays for {itself.”’

Money Back 1f Not Satistied
I am 80 sure that N. R. I. can train you at home
satisfactorily that I will agree in ting to refund
ovary penny of your tuition if you are not satisfled with
Lessons and Instruction Service upon comhllou
You 1l get a copy of this Agreement with my boo

64-page Book of Information l’lu
Get your copy today. It's free to
bitious fellow over 15 years

portunities; it tells you all about
my Course; what others who N
have taken it are tlo\niunnd
making. Find out what dio
oﬂer- YOU without the slight-
obligation, L THB
(.OLPO\ NOW.
3. E. SMITH, President
National Radio Instituts
Dept. 4CH7
Washington, D, O,

THIS COllPONISCOOD
COPY OF
MY BOOK

Washington, D. C.

Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me,
send your free book about spare-time and
full-time Radio opportunities and how I can
train for them at home in my spare time.
(Pleass print plainly.)

Name.
Address

oity

Age.

State.
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A NEW LIFETIME BUSINESS

NO HIGH PRESSURE SELLING
NO HOUSE-TO-HOUSE CANVASSING

INCOME EQUAL TO REQUIREMENTS
OF THE HIGH-GRADE BUSINESS MAN

E. Lawson, of Tennessee, clears $108 profit his first 8 days In
business. He tops off these earnings with $118 profit on @

decl a few days later. J. C. May, Conn., clea $368.85 the first
nine days he worked. J. E. Loomis, Oregon, earns $245 his
nine days. A. W. Farnsworth, Utah, nets $64.16 his first day, &
Saturday. S. Clair, New York, writes he is clearing as as $70
a day. W. F. Main, Jowa, cleans up $291.50 in 9 days. B. Y. Becton;
Kansas, starts out with $530.85 net for 40 days work! These men
are beginners. How could they enter a field totally new to 3isem and
earn such remarkable sums in these desperate times? Read
answer in this announcement. Read about a new business
does away with the need for high pressure selling. A rich field that
*{s creating new money-making frontiers for wide-awake men.
Those who enter mow will pioneer—to them will go
opportunities.

Eg

R:15 SALES DAILY PAY:280 WEEKLY

PY IO N T3 S50 T R s e L

INSTALLING NEW BUSINESS SPECIALTY ON FREE TRIAL—
MAKING TREMENDOUS CASH SAVINGS IN OPERATING COSTS FOR
THOUSANDS OF CONCERNS THROUGHOUT THE U.S. AND CANADA

$4,707 Savings For Brilliant Record of Success
One Kansas Store America’s foremost concerns are among our oustomers:

Timken BSilent Automatic Co., Central States Petroleum
in Two Months Corp., Houghton Miffiln Co., Natlonal Paper Co., Interns-
Banders Ridgeway of Eansas

national Coal, General Brake Bervice, National Radio, and
scores of others nationally known. Thousands of small busl.
nesses everywhere, professional businesses, such as schools,

Invests $88.60 and saver hospitals, infirmarfes, doctors, dentists buy large installstions

$4,707.0 between _ April

5th and June 29| Bowset

Lamber and Feed Co., West

and heavy repeat orders,
Lamber and Feed Co., West Customer Guaranteed Cash Profit
nvl"nf: well over fx o‘oo‘po%/ Customer gots signed certificate guaranteeing cash profit on bhis
¥ox lce and Coal Co., Wis- investment. Very few business men are so foolish to turn dowm
consin, save 8,664.001 a proposition guaranteed to pay a profit, with proof from leadin
Baltimore Bport QGoods concerns that it does pay. Proteoted by surety donded Mﬁou!
Ng. saves organisation.
81,600/ Bafety Auto Lock
Corporation, New York,

ek Portfolio of References from
R s o Feec.ibi America’s Leading Concerns

dlar results to display, owr 1s furnished you. A handsome, impressive portfollo that r&r‘: :
representalives interest every sents every leading tyve of business and profession. You

man, from the o immediate positive proof of success. Immediately forestalls the
smallest to the very largest. "go argument, ‘‘Doesn’t fit my business.’’ ] 18 does 08,
one can dispute the proof in and does make good. Olose the deal.
the photo-coples of actual letters

Every man with us today
started at scratch, with-
out previous experience,
many coming out of
clerking jobs, many out
of small businesses, some
out of large concerns.
We teach you every
angle of e business.
We hand you the big-
gest money-making busl-
ness of its kind in the
country. You try out

which our men show. this business. _ ABSO- Mail Coupon for Information
NO HIGH PRESSURE LUTELY WITHOUT Complete training furnished. You try out

RISKING A RED
COPPER CENT OF
YOUR OWN. Can't pos-
gibly tell you all in the
limited space avail-
able here. Mail the
coupon now for I-M
full information—
nothlngl:,;)risto.
everything
gain,

SIMPLY INSTALL—

SELLS ITSELF

Hero {8 6 business offering on énven-
80 successful that we make it sell
$tself. Our representatives simply tell
what they offer, show proof of success in
every line of business and every sectlon of
the country. Then install the specialty with-
owt a dollar down. It starts working st once.
roducing a cash saving that can be counted
ust like the cash register money. TAe customer
40es with his own eyes a big, immediate profit on
Ms proposed dnvestment. Usu he has the in-
vestment and his profit besides, before the repre-
sentative returns. The representative calls back,
collects his money. OUT OF EVERY $76 BUSI-
NESS THE REPRESENTATIVE DOES, NEARLY $60 I8 HIg
OWN PROFIT| THE SMALLEST HE MAKES IS §5 ON A $7.50
INSTALLATION. Our men are making sales running into the hundreds,
They are getting the attentlon of the largest concerns in the eountry and
telling to the smaller businesses by the thousands. You can get usive
rights. Business (s GOOD, n this lino, in emall towns or dig obty alike!
It’a on the boom now. Got in while the dusiness s young !

F. E. ARMBTRONG, Pres., Dept. 4047.L, Moblle, Alabama.

t risking ¢ ponny,

you are looking for a man-size business free from
the worries of other overcrowded lines, get in touch
with us at once. Use the coupon for

It will dring you our proposition immodictely.

AIL FOR FULL INFORMATION

F. E. ARMSTRONG, Pres., |
Dept. 4047-L, Moblle, Ala.,

Without obligation to me, send me full information '
on your propsition,




. . . say these 30
Leading Radio
Manufacturers

to their 40,000

' DISTRIBUTORS
and DEALERS

throughout United States
and Canada

AMERICAN BOSCH
AMERICAN TELEVISION
ARCTURUS TUBES
BALKEIT e BRUNSWICK
CAPEHART
CLOUGH-BRENGLE CO.
CROSLEY e CLARION
DAYRAD °* DeFOREST
ECHOPHONE
FADA ¢ GREBE ¢ HOWARD
HAMMERLUND
KENNEDY ¢ KOLSTER ¢ LYRIC
MAJESTIC e PHILCO
SANGAMO ELECTRIC
SENTINEL ¢ SHELDON
SILVER-MARSHALL
STEWART RADIO
STEWART-WARNER
STROMBERG-CARLSON
UNIVERSAL MICROPHONE
ZENITH
°

The need for men, PROPERLY tralned, s one
21 the Radio Industry’s major problems, today.

In foct, the very future of the Raodio Industry
Is dependent on the industry having availlable,
ot all imes, an adequate supply of PROP.
ERLY trained men to Install and service —
not only the pi day highly li d
Radio ond Elect-onic equipment — but the still
more complicated equipment thot will be
brought out by the Industry, from time to time.

The sbove 30 monufocturers realize this,
They know thet under such circamstences, no
ordinary Radio Troining is going to give them
the type of “wained’”” mon they want. Only o
Vraining that is right-up-to-theiminute, and

v d, highly p |, and prop-
urly supervised, will answer their purpose.

Rodio and Television Institute home-troining
bas sucesssfully met their every test. That's
these monufocturers recommend R.T. 1.
Vraining, not only to their own men, every.
Where — but to all men who want to get some-
where in Radie.

¥ This message approved by tho above
thirty Radio Manufactureya.

Copyright 1933 by R.T.I.

LET THESE ENGINEERS RIGHT
FROM THE HEART OF THE BIG

RADIO INDUSTRY Frain-

y;_mai-yomefw

GOOD PAY RADIO WORK

To the man who wants to make $35to $75 &
week and more—Here's a Message for You!

“’The great Radio Industry, today —
more than ever before —is on the look-
out for PROPERLY trained men to fill
its more responsible jobs. These are
the better-paying jobs in Radio . ..
jobswhichgive steady work atgoodpay,
a3 a starter; and an early advancement
tostill better-paying jobs,as a future.”’

HERE, THEN, IS REAL OPPORTUNITY

But to qualify for these better-paying jobs,
men must be PROPERLY ““trained’’—they
must know the theory of Radio, as well as
the practical side, and be able to teach
other men some of the things they know.
The Radio Industry, itself, has no time to
train these men, That's why the Radio & Tele-
vision Institute, of Chicago, is doing the job.
You'll be trained at home = in your spare
time —casily and quickly, and at a cost of
only a few cents a day. And as you are
taught to “‘earn as you learn”’ —R. T. L
Tr:?nlng need cost you nothing.

R.T.1. TRAINING IS ‘“SHOP TRAINING”
FOR THE HOME

it comes to you right from the Radio Industry
—right out of the factories where Radio sets
and other vacuum-tube devices are made. It
wasplanned andprepared for youbybigradio
engineers IN these factories, most of whom
are the Chief Engineers of these great Radio
plants. And NOW these same engineers are
actually supervising R. T. l. Training. Which
means that trained the R.T.. way, you'll be
trained as the Radio Industry wants you
trained — just as the Radio Industry, itself,
would train you if it was doing the job.

You learn by doing, of course, because that's
the Shop Way of teaching. But you also learn
the theory of Radio — without which you
can't hope to go far, or make much money,
in this great industry.

ELECTRONICS—SOUND PICTURES
P. A. SYSTEMS—PHOTO CELLS—
TELEVISION—all Included

Radlo service is just the starting point inR.T. 1L
Training. From there we take you up t.hwugh
the very latest developments in Radio, and

then on into the new and larger field of
Electronics—~Sound Pictures, Public Address
Systems, Photo Cells, and Television. This
feature alone makes R. T.I. the outstanding
home training in Radio.

YOU GET “QUICK RESULTS”

C.E. Head, 431 Third St., Alexandria, La.,
Seys: ““Made my first money 11 days after
starting your training—cleared $14.25."

Frank E.Klemann, Lisle, lil., writes: /' Doubled
my pay in less than six months.”’

Harry L. Stark, Ft. Wayne, Ind., writes:
‘’Now making three times as much money as
I was making when | started your training.’’

So, if you want to get out of a small pay, no-
future job, and into good pay, big-future
work — get into Radio. But let these big
engineers direct your training.

MAIL COUPON FOR
FREE BOOK

Let me tell you more
aebout this amazing-
ly easy Shop-Type
home-training,
end more about the
wonderful opportuni-
ties for the R. T. I
TRAINED men in this
—the world's fastest
growing industry. Everything is fully explain-
ed in my big, new booklet ... “RADIO'S
FUTURE, AND YOURS.”” Send today for
your copy. The book is free.

Ray D. Smith, President,
Radio and Television Institwte, Chicago

D. Smith, President,

DIO and TELEVISION INSTITUTE, (RT.L).

0 Lawrence Ave., Dept. 149, Chicago, I1I.
owt obligation of any kind please bend me o
of “Radio’s Future and Yours.” | am Inter.
in your home training and the opportunities
say exist in the greot feld of Radio for the
Troined man.
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CHAPTER I

Street of Heavenly Light

RED TANDEN turned down
E the little street that led from
the Pagola Square in Kiruchu
to the jungle stream flowing along
the edge of the town. He walked
rapidly, his body leaning forward
a little, one hand shoved in the coat
pocket of his whites. Darkness—
gray, sullen and dank—spread around
him as he entered the alley-like
thoroughfare.
It was called the Street of Heaven-
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“Pigs of Satan, get back! Do not

The Sultan

A Complete Book-
By CAPT. KERRY

Author of “Danger Trails,”

ly Light. Narrow and winding and
filthy, it was overhung in the day-
time by the mists that rose off the
jungle river, and at night by the
darkness that filtered through this
mist. Mud, ankle deep and slimy,
sent up putrid, sickening waves of
stench.
Tanden had

turned down this

Singing Steel and Blazing Guns in a Swift-Moving
10



use this place to kill a white man!”

of Hell

Length Novel
McROBERTS

“Legion of the Frontier,” etc.

street for no particular reason. All
the other streets that led through the
native quarters had the same ankle
deep mud, the same putrid stench,
and the same unbearable heat.

The name of the street caused a
grim, cold smile to spread over his
sharp features. To Tanden, the
time he had spent in Kiruchu and

Borneo had failed to disclcse any-
thing to him that approached being
heavenly.

Mud and filth. A damnable heat
that covered everything like a suffo-
cating blanket; fevers that came
from the mist rising off the jungle
stream, from the fetid and hot smells
that emanated always from the jun-
gle and the mangrove swamps; sud-
den death from the murderous
Dyaks; loneliness, more terrible
than death or fevers, because with
it, stalked the constant dread of a
crazed mind,

That was Borneo for you—and

Novel of Breathless Combat in Kiruchu and Borueo
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Kiruchu. Hell on
earth, in perfect
reproduction.
Tanden knew it
and hated it, with
a fury based on
more than the
heat and the
: stench and filth.
Tanden The year before
he and an American engineer, Fred
Morley, whom he met in Singapore,
had come to Borneo to look for gold.
Far up in the mountains, after months
of hard work, they had found it.

But neither of them then realized
the power and the ruthlessness of
the great unseen hand that struck
death so swiftly and so certainly to
all that opposed it. The hand of El
Karim, the brown Malay Sultan who
ruled, thanks to the Dutch, the ter-
ritory around Kiruchu!

Smiling and courteous and fawn-
ing, the Sultan had received them in
his palace up in the hills from Kir-
uchu. He gave them every assistance
—until they found gold.

FTER that Morley had died in the

palace from a strange fever,
Tanden had escaped from Kiruchu
more dead than alive, his body filled
with wounds and the doctors giving
him no chance to live. For five
months he lay between life and
death in the hospital in Mallacca,
before he started to get well.

And now he was back in Kiruchu,
fighting single-handed against the
shadowy power of El Karim. A

s hopeless struggle
to anyone who
knew Borneo; but
to Tanden it was
a grim, stubborn
battle to avenge
the murder of his
friend and to re-
gain the gold con-
cession which El

Karim had stolen away from them.

As he walked down the little
street, his lean face was tense. Thin
lines ran away from the corners of
his mouth and lost themselves in his
bony face. His fingers were clutched
around the automatic in his coat
pocket. Around him, through the
misty darkness, furtive forms moved,
forms that would gladly slash his
throat for the price of a cheap
drink.

But those worried him little, and
he continued on rapidly. His in-
tention was to cross the river, where
he could hide out in his old cottage
until such a time as he had gathered
enough evidence against El Karim
to force the Dutch authorities to
act.

A cold smile came to his lips as
he thought of the wildness of this
latter hope. It was more probable
that the forces of El Karim would
discover his presence. When they
did, it would be only a matter of
hours before a knife would be sent
through his heart.

Suddenly he stopped. Not more
than twenty feet ahead of him, two
furtive, indistinct shadows moved.
From the darkness, another came to
join the two.

The figures looked ghostlike in

the night. From their hands long
kris knives gleamed dully. They
moved like animals, their bodies

crouched low as they crept toward
the wall of an old building. Tanden
could see nothing against the wall,
but he guessed that a human being
stood there, waiting for the death
that was to strike him.

A native killing!

S Tanden’s eyes grew accustomed
to the gray darkness, he saw
that the three crouching figures were
half naked Dyaks, with sarongs
around their waists. Slowly, re-
lentlessly, they were edging their
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way to the wall, knives gripped
firmly in their hands.

There was no hurry, no excite-
ment, no nervousness in their man-
ner. Their movements were certain
and relentless—a slow, deadly nar-
rowing of the semicircle around
their victim.

In a few minutes it would all be
over. A swift movement of a black
hand—a scream of death as the knife
found the heart of the victim. And
after that the grim, unearthly si-
lence of the night, and the body of
a dead man lying in the mud. The
grisly death tableau so often enacted
on the Street of Heavenly Light!

Then suddenly from the wall
came a low, muffled cry. A gasp
of surprise and startled alarm.

It brought Tanden’s gun from his
pocket with a jerk; it sent his body
forward with a frantic leap. But
even as he leaped forward his mind
was dazed, stunned, for the cry had
cut through his senses like a rapier.

Again the cry came. Tanden
caught a fleeting glimpse of some-
thing white moving in the darkness,
the end of a long robe. The three
Dyaks had closed in on their vic-
tim. A knife went up in the air.

ANDEN fired from the hip as he
dashed toward the scene of the
struggle. A leaping, darting flame
of orange red cut through the dark-
ness. Then the knife fell with a
splash in the mud, and the tall, black
body of a Dyak swayed a moment,
then crumpled in a lifeless heap.
But before the body hit the
ground, Tanden had collided with an
onrushing Dyak. There was a flash
of stcel over his head. The knife
was only inches from his throat. In
the split second of action that fol-
lowed, hc had no chance to swing
his gun again.
He saw the leering, snarling face
near his; he saw the row of ivory
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teeth in the black
mouth, teeth that
glistened in the
night.

Tanden’s head |
ducked. The knife §
cut down across
his shoulder, rip-
ping his coat. His
right fist shot out
like a piston, caught

Tar Sonken

the black
body full in the stomach. The man

doubled up like a ball, groaned
weakly, and then crashed backward
against the wall.

Tanden moved with the swiftness
of a tiger. There was a swish of a
knife near him. His gun had drop-
ped from his hand, but even if he
still held it, there would have been
little chance to use it.

HE third Dyak closed in on him,

the long, powerful arms crush-
ing him to the mud. In that pow-
erful grip, Tanden was completely
helpless.

His face went into the slimy mud;
the sweating, stinking body of the
half-naked Dyak was over his head.
Helplessly he struggled to get his
breath, to lift his face out of the
suffocating mire.

The Dyak momentarily released
his powerful hold around Tanden's
body, fingers seeking for his vic-
tim’s throat. In that fraction of a
second, while the long black arms
moved swiftly for a death hold,
Tanden came to life.

His legs and his body lurched out
in a violent leap, (== e
breaking the § =
agonizing grip.
In the flash of a
second, he was on
his feet. The huge
body was rising
slowly to grapple
again with him.
But as it came
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upward in the darkness—a grotesque,
inhuman looking thing in the night,
Tanden’s right shot out. With every
ounce of strength and weight in his
body behind it, it traveled ahead for
three or four inches, and cracked
against the jaw of the rising native.

The Dyak slumped, fell face down-
ward in the mud. He remained
there, limp and unconscious.

From the wall came a low, soft
laugh. Tanden stood swaying in the
darkness, his eyes fixed stupidly on
what he saw.

GAINST the dark wall was a

girl. In the darkness Tanden
could only see the white outlines
of her dress, the silhouette of a
foce, hair falling down over the
shoulders.

“I am sorry,” he heard her say
quietly, “that you have interfered.
Tt would have been much better if
you had not.”

Tanden stared transfixed at the
white face, phantomlike in the
darkness. He wet his lips and shook
his head, as if trying to dismiss an
illusion.

The voice he heard was that of an
American girl. The American twang
was so distinct and clear that there
was room for no possible doubt.

An American girl on the Street
of Heavenly Light! An American
girl anywhere in Kiruchu, wander-
ing around alone at night! The
idea was almost fantastic.

A sound at his feet brought Tan-
den back to his senses with a snap.
One of the Dyaks was struggling to
get up. Tanden whirled quickly,
but the man was already on his feet,
running madly down the street.

“Quick,” the girl cried, with a
trace of hysteria in her voice, “You
must run also. You do not under-
stand. You—"

Tanden faced her, his thin face
tense and grim.

“Running is something that won’t
do me much good now,” he said.
“I'll put a lot of questions in one,
to make things brief. Who are you,
and what in the name of God are
you doing on this street?”

The girl moved away from the
wall, took several steps toward him.

“They’ll be back any minute,” she
said quietly. “You might fight three
—but you can’t fight a hundred. So
please leave me. My running won’t
save me now. Nothing will.”

The sucking of mud far down the
street broke the black silence.
Voices, wild and savage, rang out,
and the night was suddenly filled
with a horde of dark forms.

Tanden reached out, grabbed the
girl’s arm, and started up the street
toward the Pagoda square. Madly
he raced away from the Dyaks who
were coming from the other di-
rection.

CHAPTER II
A Desperate Game

HITES spattered with
mud, face covered with
rivulets of perspiration,

Tanden dashed across the little
court of Loy Son’s hotel at the far
end of the Pagoda square. He clat-
tered up a short flight of stairs and
into a room that overlooked the
court.

The girl was close behind him,
breathing hecavily. Her dress was
now black with mud, and her hair
hung over her shoulders in a dis«
ordered mass.

Tanden closed the door, locked it,
then turned really to look at the girl
for the first time. When he had
seen that face in the Street of
Heavenly Light, silhouetted in its
ghostly whiteness against the wall
of the old house, the thought had
occurred to him that there was a
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girl from Tar Sonken’s dive, some
unfortunate creature who had wan-
dered into that street.

When he had heard the American
voice, he was prepared for anything
—anything but what he was now gaz-
ing at, stupidly and with bewilder-
ment. The girl was young, still in
her early twenties. Hers was a
strange beauty, a coolness that made
one think of flowers and things fresh
and clean, yet was at the same time
baffling and indefinable.

The face was thin, sharply fea-
tured, with somehow the touch of
the spinster about it. The wide set
eyes were blue and very much alive;

the skin, ivory white and pale; the
body slim, delicate in its perfect
grace.

She was looking at him and smil-
ing. A very charming smile, yet
one that touched her lips alone—
not her eyes. These, in contrast,
seemed baffling and deep, like win-
dows lighted by some far, unseen
source. A strange, bewildering smile,
all the mecre attractive because of
the ivory cheeks and the sharply
featured face.

“American?” she asked quietly, as
if nothing had happened to ruffle
her soft, perfect composure,

Tanden nodded, looked at her
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through eyes contracted a little. He
walked to the window, looked out
on the court, then smiled grimly as
he returned to her side.

“They have followed us here,” he
announced, “and we won't have much
time to talk. Perhaps I can help
you.”

“You can't,” the girl said quietly,
positively.

ANDEN shrugged and said

nothing further. He studied the
face of the girl carefully, still be-
wildered at the look he saw in the
blue eyes.

“It was kind of you,” she hastened
to say in her quiet, calm voice, “to
have come to my aid in that street.
I should thank you, but really, it
has proved a bit annoying.”

“I'm sorry,” Tanden replied dry-
ly. *“But you see, it is the custom,
when—"

“I understand all that,” the girl
interrupted, “but I am going to ask
you not to interfere any further.
They are waiting for me outside
now, and in a moment I will go to
them.

“I prefer it that way.”

It came to Tanden very suddenly,
with something of a shock, that the
girl must be insane—that the look in
those deep blue eyes, the strange
smile that played on the lips, the
ivory color of the face—all were the
results of a disordered mind. Yet

with this thought came another,
more compelling and more con-
vincing.

He felt that this American girl
was grimly and hopelessly playing
a desperate game, waging a losing
fight, against the lurking, unseen
powers of Kiruchu; and that some-
how and in some way, she was con-
nected with his danger. A fantastic
thought, he admitted, yet it stuck
in his mind.

“You know that going out there

means death,” he persisted
quietly.

The girl shook her head slowly.

“They do not want to kill me,”
she answered. “They want to take
me where I want to go. Oh, I know
it all sounds silly—crazy. But it's
hard to explain, because there is so
little of it I can tell.”

“You are an American and so am
I,” Tanden replied. “I want to help

you if I can.”

The girl smiled—again with her
lips only.

“You can help,” she said, “by leav-
ing this room at once. You can go
out that rear door and they won’t
bother you—"

“And leave you alone with these
murderous Dyaks!” Tanden shook
his head. ‘“That’s asking too much.”

“Asking a stranger not to inter-
fere with your private affairs is
hardly asking too much,” came back
coldly, sharply at him. “And that is
all I ask.”

Tanden flushed angrily, bit his
lips to hold back the feelings that
suddenly surged over him. In the
court he could hear the muffled voice
of someone talking low, then on the
steps outside came the soft sound
of a footfall.

your

4/ OU won't have to go out
there,” he said curtly to the
girl. “They’ll come in after you, in
a moment or so. When they do, it
won’t be to take you any place.”

“If T tell you why I came to
Kiruchu and where I want to go,”
she questioned calmly, “will you
promise to leave this room—becfore
it is too late?”

“It would be intcresting,” Tanden
acquicsced.

The girl looked directly at him
and in that quiet, unwavering look
Tanden sensed a will that was
strong and stubborn—a will equal
to his.
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“I came to Kiruchu,” she began,
“with only one purpose! Tonight I
went to the famous dive of the old
Mohammedan, Tar Sonken, and asked
him to do what he could for me. I
asked him to get me some kind of
work in the palace of El Karim—"

“The palace of El1 Karim,” Tan-
den repeated, in a hoarse whisper.
He stared blankly at the girl.

GIMMHAT is where I am going,”
she said determinedly. “Tar
Sonken wouldn’'t send me, but the
minute I stepped out of his place, I
was followed. At first I was fright-
ened and then I realized that it
was El Karim’s men following me.

“In the Street of Heavenly Light
I stopped. All would have been
well if you had not interfered.”

Tanden looked at her, a thin,
humorless smile on his lips.

“The palace of El Karim,” he
mused. “Funny, that is what I came
to Kiruchu for. But when I go, I
must be prepared. Because it will
be his life or mine.”

The girl’s eyes opened wide.

“You, going to the palace?” she
gasped.

‘“Yes, I am going,” he said slowly,
firmly, “but you are not.”

The girl was on her feet, her face
flushed with anger.

“What do you mean?” she cried.

“I mean that you are not going,”
Tanden replied quietly. “I don’t
know what foolish—or romantic—
idea you have in trying such a
thing. But if you went up there
alone, you wouldn’t want to stay two
hours. And when you wanted to
leave, they would drug you, a little
each day, until you didn't know
what you were doing. You'd wind
up by either killing yourself or go-
ing crazy.”

The girl laughed coldly.

“Sounds very dramatic—and excit-
ing,” she said. “Really, you must

think I'm a fool, a mere child, to
talk to me like that.”

Tanden struggled to hold back the
impulsive anger that was fast get-
ting possession of him. It struck
him that the girl should be taken
over the knee and given a good
spanking. She was obviously a
foolish young woman, letting her
stubbornness carry her on to a
sordid doom.

But mixed with his anger was the
thought that all this strange bluff
and front on the part of the girl
was not born of stubbornness; that
those eyes, blue and silent and
baffling, seemed to hold some mes-
sage they wanted to tell, yet
couldn’t. With an effort he con-
trolled his rising temper.

“You are going out that rear door
with me now,” he said incisively.
“If we make our escapc and live
until tomorrow, you are boarding a
ship and returning to the States.
You're not going to the palace of
El Karim—not while I am here and
alive.”

The girl gave a quick, sharp
laugh and turned. She moved witlh
a speed that was almost faster than
the eye. Before Tanden could
jump into motion, she was at the
door of the room and out into the
night. With a curse he dashed after
her.

UTSIDE that door, on the little

balcony that rose a few feet
above the court, hell broke around
Tanden! Hell in the form of black,
snarling bodies and kris knives that
whistled through the air. He heard
the muffled scream of the girl, from
somewhere in the court. Two bodies
crashed against him, threw him back
against the wall of the hotel. Knives
gleamed dully in the night, over
his head, cutting the air in sharp
slashes.

Twice his gun roared. A black
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body crumpled to the balcony at his
feet. Again and again his gun
belched fire, straight into the surg-
ing mass of Dyaks closing in on him.

Then his gun clicked on an empty
barrel, and he let it drop to the
floor. He ducked with lightning
speed, then came up with the same
rapidity. His shoulders hit the black
legs and arms closing around them
in a vise-like grip, and as his body
twisted upward, he brought the
struggling, screaming Dyak with him.

Tanden stepped backward along
the right of the wall, whirling on
his toes, using the big body of the
half naked Dyak as a human
bludgeon. The body crashed into
the black forms closing in on him.

The night was filled with curses
and howls of pain. As if by pre-
arranged signal, the Dyaks moved
away from the swinging bludgeon
and disappeared downward into the
court.

The human club fell from Tan-
den's arms with a dull groan, and
lay inert on the balcony. With a
wild leap Tanden was over the
bodies lying in front of him, down
the steps and across the court.

But in the court all was silent,
save for the groans of the wounded
Dyaks above, on the balcony.

Tanden dashed out into the street,
but the same still, misty darkness
greeted him. Nowhere did a form
move. There was only silence and
the gray night, that had suddenly
and completely swallowed up the
American girl whose blue eyes had
so strangely looked at him.

CHAPTER III

Dolores

ANDEN darted back in the
shadows of the buildings
along the street. Out of the

misty gray that covered everything
with the sweltering blanket of heat

came the sihk, the native police,
rushing toward the hotel court
where the shooting and fighting had
taken place.

Tanden watched quietly, knowing
he had little to fear from them.
They would find the bodies of the
dead Dyaks on the balcony, and cart
them away. That would be the end
of it all, as far as the sihk were
concerned.

EATH and murder weré too com-
mon on the muddy stifling streets
of Kiruchu to concern them greatly.

The customary report would be
made to the Dutch authorities and
the Dutch, reading that several

Dyak killers had been found dead,
would file the report and promptly
forget about the matter.

But as he stood in the shadows,
Tanden realized grimly that now
there were plenty of other things to
worry about. First and foremost
was the fact that, by now, El Karim
undoubtedly knew of his presence in
Kiruchu. It would be only a short
time before the lurking power of El
Karim would reach out through the
darkness and mow him down.

The totally unexpected entrance
of the girl upon the scene was the
second source of worry. If El
Karim were taking her to the palace,
her presence there would be of little
aid to Tanden, should he be com-
pelled to play the desperate game of
stalking the Sultan in his own
quarters.

Tanden’s first impulse had been to
dash into the gray night, searching
anywhere, everywhere, for El Kar-
im’'s Dyaks and the girl. But com-
mon sense showed him the utter
futility of trying to find them in the
dark muddy streets of Kiruchu, and
reluctantly he abandoned the idea.

The strange actions of the girl
mystified him. One part of his brain
still saw her as a foolish, stubborn
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girl looking for adventure; yet in
another section of his mind, he re-
visualized the strange blue eyes, the
hidden secret in them, and the des-
perate, hopeless look on the white
face.

Then suddenly his body stiffened,
as if some powerful, overwhelming
thought had come to him. A gasp
of astonishment escaped his lips.

The native police had left the
street and Tanden walked out of the
darkness. He turned to the right
and progressed quickly, body alert
and every nerve taut.

EN minutes later he stopped in
front of the two story frame build-
ing, with its latticed porch and
queerly shaped roof, that housed the
notorious dive of Tar Sonken. In a
land where dives abounded in every
form—where the lowest scum and
riff-raff of the earth foregathered to
talk and plan and execute every
known crime on the calendar—Tar
Sonken’s place had the reputation of
being the lowest of them all, from
Borneo to Wenchau.
For a moment Tanden stood out-
side on the street, gazing at the

building. Lights came from the
open windows, and the whining
thrumping of a native orchestra

broke rudely on the stillness out-
side. Then he walked up the steps,
across the porch, and kicked open
the door.

The sweet, sickening smell of
opium greeted him as he stalked in-
side. Mingled inescapably with it, a
part of the very atmosphere he
breathed, was the odor of rancid
ghee and stale tobacco, and the many
other smells peculiar to the far East.

A haze of smoke rose slowly to
the ceiling of large room.
Through the fogginess, Tanden re-
garded the motley gathering of
humanity that sat around the tables.

Malays, brown of body, naked to

the waists, with their multi-colored
sarongs standing out vividly against
their brown skins, were there.
Dyaks, tall and powerful, with snarl-
ing, murderous faces, squatted on
the tables like black buddhas, smok-
ing opium pipes. '

There were the lithe Singhalese,
moving like sneaking animals from
table to table; Chinese, their faces
expressionless, smoking the ever-
present opium pipes; Japanese and
Lascars; renegade whites, most of
them Eurasians.

Humanity in every racial form—
with all that was vile and evil in it.

Tanden walked across the floor,
past the tables, his eyes darting
keenly to right and left. He knew
that of all places in Kiruchu, death
would strike quicker in Tar Sonken's
dive than anywhere else. It was
here that El Karim saw and watched,
through the eyes of his numerous
henchmen and killers.

At the rear, Tanden sat down and
ordered a stengah. At a table not
far from him, a Malay got up and
disappeared into the crowd. An-
other signaled to someone in the
front of the room and followed after
the first. There was a sudden move-
ment behind him, a shrill laugh, and
a woman said: “Ze Americano! You
weel buy Dolores a drink, n'est-
ce-pas?”

ANDEN turned slowly, grinned

maliciously as he looked at the
woman behind him. Her type was
to be seen in every dive from
Borneo to Shanghai. Dark and
swarthy, with the slanting eyes of
the Oriental, her face was that of
some half caste white breed. Hair
long and black and straight, parted
in the middle and combed back-over
the ears; teceth ivory white and per-
fect; black eyes that' flashed with
volcanoes of hate and passion.

A human dynamo of mixed emo-
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tions—sometimes good but usually
evil—these are the worst of all
women.

In them is the slinking, subtle
mind of the oriental, combined with
the evil there is in the trace of de-
generate white blood.

She slid into a chair beside Tan-
den, easily and gracefully, her dark
eyes watching him closely.

“Ze good Monsieur will buy me a
drink?” she invited.

HEN her body moved forward a

little, with the angling move-
ment of a snake. Tanden stiffened.
His hand shot wunder the table,
closed around the wrist of the
woman with a twist that -sent her
body over the table with a mufiled
groan. A knife fell to the floor and
rattled ominously.

“El Karim,” Tanden said dryly,
“has many strange ways to kill
people, but this is not a new one to
me.”

The body of Dolores still lay
across the table, her right arm
pulled down straight by the grip
Tanden retained on her wrist. Her
eyes darted flashes of black hate at
him, and he laughed coldly. Gradu-
ally he released his hold on her
wrist and allowed her to sit up.

There was a lull in the babble of
voices around them. Two Dyaks
had gotten to their feet and were
looking at him suspiciously. There
was a sharp order in Malay behind
him.

“Where is Tar Sonken?” Tanden
said quickly to Dolores. “Talk
fast, or a bullet will go through
your sweet body.”

Dolores sat up, her eyes filled with
the terror of an animal that strikes
in the dark, fails, and is cornered.
Her words came viciously, almost
congested with rage.

“You are zc fool,” she snarled.
“Very soon, you will be dead.”

Tanden was on his feet in a thrice,
his hand jammed in his pocket as
though grasping a gun. The lull,
ominous and deadly, continued in
the room. A surging mass of
humanity was silently moving to-
ward the table. Tanden backed to
the wall, remained there grimly, as
the tension was suddenly broken by
the cries of the surging Malays and
Dyalks.

Dolores had jumped to her feet.
Loudly she screamed that she had
been insulted by the white man, and
her cries brought the brown faced
Malays to a pitch of frenzied anger.

Tanden sidled to the right, mak-
ing for a door that led to the rear
of the house. He moved slowly,
stealthily, unwilling to provoke a
rushing attack. As he paused at the
door, a kris knife came hurtling
through the air, striking the wood
over his head. The room became a
veritable bedlam of cries and rush-
ing bodies.

And then out of the door came a
short, fat man, clad in a long white
robe.

“Peri Pehuimn,” came shrilly from
the man. “Pigs of Satan, get back!
Do you think Tar Sonken’s place is
to be used to kill a white man?
Back, pigs of Satan, or I'll blast you
to Hades.”

HE crowd stopped, gasped in
fear, and then fell back. Tan-
den darted through the door and
ran down a narrow hallway. He
came to another door, opened it, and
dashed into a large room. The door
closed behind him upon the enter-
ing footsteps of another person.
“Mynheer Tanden,” a voice behind
him said, “is like all fool white men
—walking straight ahead into death.”
Tanden turned and smiled into the
round, greasy face of Tar Sonken.
The small eyes of the Mohammedan
looked at him from behind layers of
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fat, with something like a twinkle of
humor in them.

Tar Sonken was neither a noble
nor a law-abiding citizen. Yet with
all his crimes and his reputation,
Tanden had always felt a certain ad-
miration, a certain friendliness for
the old Mohammedan. Cunning, Tar
Sonken was, playing his struggle
with life carefully and astutely, tak-
ing no more chances than were
necessary.

UT he possessed one attribute

that was remarkable in a soul so
steeped in murder and lust. That
attribute was his word.

Inviolate, he kept it, giving it sel-
dom, but when he did, it was as
good as a bond of gold. And Tan-
den knew that the minute Tar
Sonken had refused to send the
American girl up to El Karim as a
dancer, some cause lay behind it that
would make the old Mohammedan a
valuable ally.

“I came to see you,” Tanden said
to him, “and the reception was not
very pleasant.”

Tar Sonken smiled thinly, without
humor.

“You are a fool, my friend,” he
said, “to walk into my place. You
are a fool to return to Kiruchu—"

“We'll admit that,” Tanden cut in
quickly, “but I risked my life to get
into your place. I want to find out,
from you, why that American girl is
so anxious to get to the palace of
El Karim.”

“Ah,” Tar Sonken said softly,
“you are speaking of the one with
eyes of the heavens and hair of gold.

Charming — exquisite. A jewel of
rare beauty.”
“All  right—all right,” Tanden

broke in dryly. “We know ail that.
You haven't answered my question.”

“Allah be praised,” Tar Sonken
raised his hands upward in a weary
shrug. “I am but a humble old man

who wishes to help his friends, but
you ask a question that only a wise
man can answer.”

“You're the wise man, Tar Son-
ken,” Tanden laughed shortly.
“Answer that question any way you
wish, and I'll understand.”

“My advice to you, my friend,”
Tar Sonken said slowly, “is to for-
get your foolish idea of revenge.
You are young, and youth must for-
get some things. The little wealth
you have lost is nothing compared
with life and the pursuit of real
happiness.”

“Thanks for your advice,” Tanden
replied, “but I am here. When I
leave, El Karim and his white ad-
visors will have paid for the murder
of my friend—or I shall be dead.
This question is the only favor 1
have asked you—and I am quite sure
you also wiil not mourn the down-
fall of El Karim.”

Tar Sonken smiled craftily, with
a cunning that spread over his great
face.

“I know no more than you,
Mynheer,” he replied. “Yet Allah
gave mc eyes and with those eyes I
have looked; and Allah gave me a
brain and a memory, and with that
memory I have gone back over the
years. And I have seen that face
again—the pale cheeks, the sharp
features and the strange blue eyes.

“BECAUSE I have used my mem-
ory, I know why EIl Karim
wishes to get the girl in his clutches.
If you would do the same, you also
would know.”

Tanden stared at Tar Sonken, not
a muscle of his face moving. His
eyes were partly closed and the
hands at his sides clenched con-
vulsively. Then he smiled, a cold,
deadly smile.

“The same thing came to me, a
few minutes ago on the street.” His
voice was hard. “But I had to risk
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coming here to make sure. I had
to know definitely.”

“I am very sorry for the girl,” Tar
Sonken said, “but there is nothing I
can do to save her. Youth is head-
strong and foolish. Those who fol-
low its impulses walk quickly to a

grave.”

Tar Sonken got up slowly and
walked to a red covering that hung
on the wall. He pulled it back and
disclosed a door.

“You are young, too, my friend,”
the old Mohammedan said. “And 1
think you, too, are going very quick-
ly to your grave. But depart hence
from this door, for I do not wish
you to leave this world in my home.”

Tanden walked to the door,
stopped and patted Tar Sonken on
the shoulder, then laughed.

“Thanks for all you’ve told me.
I'll try to repay your kindness—by
not getting killed in your place.”

CHAPTER IV
The Rule Sinister

ATE in the afternoon Tan-
den, on horseback, turned a
sharp curve in the narrow

mountain trail and came in full view
of the palace of El Karim. It was a
cluster of white buildings, with flags
flying from the turrets and soldiers
standing guard at the gates.

It was a pleasant place—at least
for Borneo—with its gardens, its
artificial lakes, and the resplendent
luxury made possible by the Dutch
government. The chief interest of
these worthies was to keep the con-
quered Sultans satisfied and they ac-
complished their purpose by allow-
ing the native rulers completely to
enjoy themselves.

In the vast territory surrounding
his palace, the Sultan’s word was
law. Because he was isolated, and
because the Dutch did not want to

interfere, he was able to rule, when
he so chose, with a sinister hand of
murder and death. And El Karim
could do that in a way that was
most neat and effective.

Isolated in a little valley, sur-
rounded by scrawny peaks of a great
mountain range, the palace looked
regal and stately—from a distance,
like a miniature fort. The green of
the mountains ran down into the
deeper green of the jungle; the
buildings of the palace gleamed very
white in this setting of brilliant
vegetation.

But the beauty of the place did
not deceive Tanden. He was com-
pletely aware of what lay hidden
within those charming buildings.
Too well he knew the power of El
Karim and the murderous cunning
of the brown-faced Malay ruler.

Deep and dark underground pas-
sageways honeycombed the earth
beneath the buildings. Death in a
hundred forms lurked in the luxuri-
ously furnished rooms: death by
poisons, by fevers, by hidden, traps,
by knives thrown from concealed
panels in the walls. Death in every
form imaginable—and it struck with
the speed of a cobra.

In going to the palace, Tanden
was acting on an impulse. It was
mad, illogical, perhaps, if studied
with careful scrutiny; but neverthe-
less, under the circumstances, it re-
mained the only possible way for
him now.

E realized that his only chance
lay in a bold, aggressive front; in
direct, swift action. Any cautious
tactics, any attempt at evasion or
secrecy, would be utter folly. The
power behind El Karim was far too
great to allow him to fight that way.
The sun was falling beneath the
saw toothed mountain range to the
west when he rode up to the gate
and jumped off his horse. A flaming
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tree, with a huge fan-shaped top,
threw a hundred different colors
over the gate and gave the place an
air of exotic brilliancy.

A tall, heavily decorated guard
took his horse, and an officer of the
Sultan’s court came through the gate
to greet the visitor. The small brown
faced Malay, walking like a monkey
standing upright, led Tanden di-
rectly across the court. He seemed
to have been expecting him, and to
have received orders where to take
him.

ANDEN knew they were headed

for the card room, where the
Sultan would be passing the time
with his two white advisers. A grim
smile came over his face as he
thought of these two white men.
There was more to fear from them,
in some ways, than there was from
El Karim.

Van Duren, resident at the palace,
was a heavy, flabbily fat man, with
the soul of a snake. A middle aged
man who laughed a great deal, but
whose laugh hid murder as well as
humor.

He was in the pay of the Dutch
government, but that was only a
small part of the money he received
for his work for EIl Karim.

His running mate at the palace
was Multao, a half caste Portuguese,
a man evil from any standard. This
man was the professional henchman
and killer for El Karim.

The three men were together
when Tanden was ushered into the
room. The Sultan, a short dish-faced
Malay, with small flashing eyes,
threw the cards on the table and
rushed to greet his visitor with a
great show of affability. He was in
evening dress and looked very much
like a monkcy dressed to order.

“Welcome, Mynheer Tanden.” His
voice was thin and boyish, oddly
disagreeable. “It is good to see you

again. It has been a long time since
you have visited us.”
Van Duren laughed heavily and
proferred a huge hand to Tanden.
“We have rather been expecting

you, Tanden,” he chuckled. ‘“Yes,
we rather expected you.”
Tanden looked at him, grinned

coldly, and said: “I thought you'd
be wanting to see me.”

He turned to the Sultan.

“Your Highness, could I speak
with you—alone?”

The Malay shrugged,
Van Duren and Mffltao.

“Why, certainly,” he replied to
Tanden. “Van Duren, you will ex-
cuse us for a moment.”

“I'll dash along, your Highness,”
Van Duren chuckled, his eyes on
Tanden. “Be careful, Tanden, if he
offers a rubber of bridge. He's a
fiend—a perfect fiend—with cards.”

He went out of the room. Multao
remained standing, his sharply
pointed olive face expressionless.
His dark eyes stared at the Sultan,
as he awaited orders.

“I'll see you later,
Karim said softly.
while.”

Multao nodded and walked out of
the room.

“Your Highness,” Tanden began
quietly when they were alone, “I in-
tend to be your guest for a little
while. It may be for several weeks,
or it might even be for only a day.”

looked at

Multao,” EI
“In a very little

F there was any surprise be-

hind El Karim’s yellow masklike
face at this announcement, he showed
it neither by word nor action.

“You are alwayswelcome, Mynheer
Tanden,” he said. “It is a pleasure
to have your company.”

“I thought it would be,” Tanden
retorted dryly.

Little lumps of muscles rose on
his jaws and his eyes studied the
Sultan coldly. El Karim did not
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reply for a moment, and the two
men gazed at each other in silence.
The air was heavy with conflict, be-
tween two men whose wills were
diametrically opposed.

One, the silent, maskfaced Malay
Sultan, deadly as a cobra, shrewd
and sinister; the other an American,
roughly dressed, ready to fight his
battles in the open, carelessly, al-
most foolishly unafraid of what
might happen. Two men that repre-
sented the complete extreme of
human wills. Neither could ever
hope to understand the other; there
could never be any common ground
for meeting.

N Tanden's eyes emouldered a

hot fire—a fire of impulsive, un-
controlled anger; in El Karim's eyes
was only imperturbability. Yet each
man knew the power of the other;
each gauged and respected the other
without illusion.

“I have a very great and very
pleasant surprise for you, Mynheer
Tanden,” El Karim said with a cold,
vague smile. “One of your country-

women—a most charming, delight-
ful girl—a Miss Contillo—"
“I know all about her,” Tanden

broke in curtly. “That is one rea-
son that I came.”

“And the other reason?”

“We will wait until the girl is
safe, before we discuss that,” Tan-
den snapped. “I am here to see that
no harm comes to her—and to take
her away when she is ready to
leave.”

The
gesture.

“My friend,” he answered, ‘“you
speak very foolishly indeed. What
harm could come—"

“As a liar,” Tanden said easily, “a
yellow face is damned hard to beat.”

The Sultan smiled, a weary, fleet-
ing smile.

“Perhaps you have not dined, my

Sultan made an impatient

friend,” he said in his thin, reedy
voice. “You have ridden far and
this air makes one very hungry.”

“I will eat—later,” Tanden cut in
sharply.

Again the Sultan made an
patient gesture.

“You have spoken about the girl,”
he said. *“Perhaps you can inform
me just what you mean to do?”

Tanden smiled grimly and seated
himself on the edge of the card
table.

“She is young,” he said, “but that
fact will have little influence with
you. She is an American girl—
headstrong and with the foolish idea
that she can outwit you. That's why
I came. It would be very sad if she
were stricken with a strange fever
—as my friend was, last year.”

“A  very unfortunate circum-
stance,” the Sultan replied. “The
young man was sick when he came
here. We did everything possible
for him, yet he died. A very sad—
a truly unfortunate—case.”

“There was a gold concession,”’
Tanden said dryly. “I hardly believe
the Dutch government knows the
whole truth about that concession.”

“Is that a threat?” s

“No—not exactly. The matter is
simply this, El Karim: I came back
to Kiruchu to settle a score with
you, and discovered an American
girl who had come for the same pur-
pose. My first duty is to see that
nothing happens to her.”

The Sultan nodded and a smile
spread over his face.

im-

«THYERHAPS,” he said, with an odd

wistful twinge to his voice,
“perhaps, after you have dined and
refreshed yourself, you will return
and honor me in a game of cards or
a string of billiards. I have always
found it very pleasant to deal with
an honest man, whether he be friend
—or adversary.”
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Tanden slid off the card table and
stood up.

“It will be a pleasure, your High-
ness,” he said. “I may return later.”

CHAPTER V

Tense Moments

PSTAIRS, along a narrow

hallway carpeted with a

blood red rug, Tanden
moved swiftly and silently through
the half darkened corridor. His
body hugged the wall and his fin-
gers were clasped on the butt of his
automatic.

He knew the Sultan was in the
card room downstairs with Van
Duren and Multao. Tanden was
still playing his cards on the ag-
gressive, direct attack. He knew
that El Karim would first consult
with his two advisers before making
any decision toward getting him out
of the way.

It wouldn't take the three long to
make that decision, but the few min-
utes it gave Tanden were minutes of
life and death to him.

He came to a turn in the hallway,
stopped quickly and threw his body
against the wall. In front of him
was the door to the Sultan’s harem,
and to the right were the doors to
the guest rooms. His body remained
hard against the wall, but his hand
shot down to his coat pocket and
jerked out the automatic.

Fleeting and darting, a mere
shadow in the semi darkness, the
body of a tall, powerfully built

Malay, a syce in the palace, had
moved in front of him and disap-
peared through a door.

Tanden moved away from the wall,
crouching, his muscles bunched
for a spring. He advanced noise-
lessly, rapidly, over the thick car-
pet. He completed the turn in the
corridor, making it slowly, head and

shoulders leaning forward a little to
see what lay beyond.

There was a whish of air near his
head. A knife fell to the floor be-
hind him. His head ducked and
from out of the darkness a long,
brown arm moved and then a body.

The gun went back into his coat
pocket; a shot now would bring the
‘whole palace down on him. Tanden
did the only thing he could safely
do.

He lunged forward, sending his
body through the air in a perfect
flying tackle. He had leaped blind-
ly, knowing only that somewhere in
front of him, close against the wall,
the Malay killer waited. It seemed
to him that his body was flying for
many long seconds before his shoul-
ders hit the wall. As he landed, he
saw the darting shadow of the
Malay move.

But the man had been a split sec-
ond too slow. Tanden was on him,
pulling him to the floor, in a thrice.
He held his right hand over the
man’s mouth to prevent him from
yelling.

The man was powerful and slip-
pery. Tanden could not wuse his
right or left to deliver a paralyzing
blow. He caught the man around the
neck with his free left arm and
crashed the head to the floor with
all the power in his arm and back.

THE man groaned dully and gasped
for breath. Before the Malay
could realize what had struck him,
Tanden had raised himself to his
feet, still holding his death grip
around the man’'s neck. He threw
the yellow body against the wall and
then with a short, vicious uppercut,
a blow that traveled with the speed
of lightning, he sent the Malay’s
head back with a snapping crack.
There was no groan from the
yellow man this time; only a sag-
ging of the body, a stupid, glassy
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stare in the eyes. The man’s knees
buckled and he went to the floor in
an inert heap.

Tanden looked up and down the
hall. No other shadows moved in
the semi-darkness. With speed and
deftness he tore the inert Malay's
sarong, then tied and gagged the
man.

He dragged the body to a small
alcove in the wall of the hallway,
threw it back in the darkness.
Swiftly he moved ahead, crouching
now on hands and knees, until he
reached a door. For a tense moment
he remained still and alert, ear
against the panel.

E could hear someone walk-

ing back and forth inside,
walking with a soft, pattering step.
His arm reached out and opened the
door noiselessly, fractions at a time.
A wall of jet black darkness greeted
him. With the deadly swiftness of
a tiger, Tanden was inside the door,
still crouching on his hands and
knees.

Then his body rose, swung for-
ward at the same time, arms flailing.
In the darkness a form stiffened,
went backward with a weak grunt,
and then crumpled to the floor. Tan-
den was over it. The butt of his gun
crashed down on the head of the
dark form. The unconscious man
jerked once and then lay still.

Tanden continued on through the
darkness, his outstretched arms guid-
ing him. He came to a second door,
passed through it, and found himself
in a large room, with long windows
that overlooked the court of the
palace. Through these windows
came the soft, misty light of the
night that had, by this time, fallen
outside. In the gray mist that came
in the room, everything looked
ghostlike and weird.

He saw a great bed, with a deep
canopy over it. The ever present

netting, used to keep out the'insects
of the jungle, fell from the top of
this to the floor, giving the béd a
white, phantomlike look. Tanden
crossed the room with long strides.

There was a movement in the bed,
a short, startled cry. Someone came

to a sitting position, stifly and
quickly.
“Miss Morley,” he said in a
whisper.

“Oh,” came weakly from her. “It's
you.”

Tanden threw the netting back
and sat down, looking closely at the
girl.

“You certainly got your wish,” he
said dryly. ‘“Here you are, in El
Karim’s palace.”

With a spring she was out of the
bed, fully clothed, wearing a blue
sport suit. She stood in front of
Tanden and stared at him in amaze-
ment.

“You—you,” she whispered hLoarse-
ly, “know my name. You know now
why I came.”

Tanden smiled grimly
mained seated on the bed.

“Blue eyes that never smile,” he
said. “I was a fool not to have
understood at first. It came to me
after the Dyaks captured you; I
went to Tar Sonken’s to confirm it.
It was brave—foolishly brave for
you to have come here, but a girl
trying to outwit El Karim is a
pathetic sight.”

“Fred Morley was my brother,”
she said softly.

and re-

¢¢ A ND I was his partner,” Tan-
den replied. *“He was mur-
dered by fever—and I was shot full
of holes in Kiruchu. Last week I
came back from tne hospital to
settle the matter with El Karim. It
would have been much easier for us
both if we had stopped last night to
introduce ourselves.”
“You—you—were Fred's partner,”
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Grace Morley gasped. “The man he
was working with—and you came
back to avenge his death?”

“All of that,” Tanden said, jump-
ing to his feet, “but we have little
time to talk now. What did you
come up here for?”

“To find evidence that Fred was
murdered,” Miss Morley said. “I
know he was. If I can find a book
I gave him just before he left home,
the evidence will be in it.”

“A book?” Tanden questioned.

“You see, Fred was sentimental
in many ways and a great lover of
poetry,” she explained. “When he
left, I bought him a fine copy of
Keats, with a secret cover. I made
him promise me that if anything
happened, he would write it all out
and put it in that secret cover.

“That book is somewhere in this
palace. I was waiting until every-
thing got quiet, and then I was go-
ing down to the library to look for
it.”

“El Karim and his white killers
are down in the card room now,”
Tanden said. “We have one chance
in a hundred of getting down to the
library. But we'll have to take that
chance.”

¢“T HAVE it all located,” Grace
explained. “It is on the floor
below. The side stairway leads to

one of the doors.”

“Okay,” Tanden said.

Quickly they quitted the room,
walked through the little ante-
room and out into the hallway.
Grace led the way to a narrow cor-
ridor that branched off the main one.

Silently and swiftly the two
moved through the semi-darkness.
They came to a stairs and went
down it rapidly, coming out in a
dark hall. They followed this for
some distance, came to a door, and
went through it into a long, narrow
room.

Book shelves lined the walls.
Elegant furniture—chairs and tables
and smoking stands—filled the room.
At the far end, French windows
opened out on the court of the
palace.

Tanden moved swiftly, on tiptoe,
across the heavily carpeted floor to
the large double doors that were the
main entrance to the library. His
body jerked back and his muscles
bunched. Outside the door was the
sound of someone wallking.

HE footsteps came indistinct and
subdued. Muscles tense, Tanden
waited, but the footsteps died away.
Strain his ears as he would, there
was only a deadly, ominous silence.

He turned and saw Grace looking
through the book shelves. Sudden-
ly she stopped, reached up for a
book. Tanden was at her side.

“Here it is,” she whispered weak-
ly. “It’s Fred's book of Keats.”

Her hands went for the cover
frantically, nervously. She opened
it, pulled out some papers, stared at
the writing. For a moment her
body swayed, but she caught herself
and looked at Tanden, her face pale.

“It is there,” she said. “It’s his
handwriting and I've read enough to
know what it is. Evidence to hang
the man that murdered him!”

“That is,” Tanden whispered, “if
we get out of this palace alive. Sneak-
ing down to the library is one thing,
and escaping is another. El Karim
doesn’t care where we go inside the
palace, but outside—"

He stopped abruptly and looked
at the French windows. His face
lightened as he moved across the
floor. Opening one of them, he mo-
tioned for Grace to go out on the
little balcony.

“If El Karim is still in the card
room,” Tanden said, ‘“we have a
chance—a very slim chance.”

Out on the court the moon cast



28 THRILLING ADVENTURES

a soft light over the flower gardens
and artificial lakes. Grace started
out of the window, but suddenly she
stopped.

Tanden’s body stiffened and he
swerved around.

Somewhere behind there had been
a muffled step. Somcone was walk-
ing in the library, walking noise-
lessly, quickly.

Tanden stopped, facing the door,
and his jaws locked with a snap.
Coming toward them was Multao,
his olive-skinned face expression-
less—and his right hand cn the gun
in his pocket.

ANDEN started to move for his

own gun, but halted the motion
of his hand almost with the inten-
tion. He looked at Multao with eyes
grown cold and deadly. Common
sense told him that the use of a gun
now would inevitably mean his
death and Miss Morley's; reluctant-
ly his hand came away from the
pocket of his coat, and hung mo-
tionless at his side.

Multao’'s face in the shadowy
darkness was immovable. Tanden
searched it closely to see if there
were any intimation that he had
overheard any of th: conversation;
but on the thin, olive dark face was
nothing save the blank, lifeless ex-
pression that was habitually there.

“His Highness,” Multao said in
French, “would see you in his pri-
vate quarters, Monsieur Tanden.”

Tanden balanced his body con his
toes, looked at Multao for a moment
before speaking. The muscles in his
face contracted in thin ridges, and
his jaws were locked so tightly that
the muscles around them rose up in
lumps. “Alors,” he answered also in
French. “I will sce his Highness in
his own quarters—in a few minutes.”

Multao bowed and walked out of
the room.

“Running would be suicide now,”

Tanden said grimly to Grace Mor-
ley. “We'll play their game and see
what happens. Remain close to me
and keep your eyes open. Say noth-
ing, no matter what happens to me or
what I say!”

CHAPTER VI

A Conference

ANDEN and Grace Morley

walked out into the hall. A

syce was waiting for them.
Silently, with bows and motioning
arms, he led them through the hall,
up a flight of stairs, and then down
a narrow, dark corridor. Their walk
came to an abrupt end at a great
teakwood door.

The door opened slowly and the
two Americans entered a large room,
furnished with a splendor and gran-
deur that caught even their breaths.
It was the Sultan’s private rcom.
Silk pillows, of colors rare and
startling, lay strewn over the room;
hangings of gorgeous, exotic pat-
terns covered the walls.

Teakwood chairs, hand carved and
examples of an art found only in the
East, stood around the walls, in com-
pany with cabinets of the same
wood; silken couches, blood-red and
low, were set upon Oriental rugs of
priceless value.

And with all this, the soft, be-
witching odor of incense and per-
fumes made the air scented and al-
most hypnotic.

El Karim himself was seated on a
large couch. At his side was Van
Duren. The Sultan had discarded
his evening clothes and was dressed
in native robes of white, with a gold
belt around his waist. Tucked in
the belt was a curved scimitar, in a
sheath of ebony.

El Karim rose quickly and walked
forward to greet Grace and Tanden.
His yellowish face was wreathed
in a pleasant smile.



“Ah!” His thin voice sounded
nervous and a little more shrill than
usual. “You have brought Miss Lor-
ley with you, Mynheer Tanden. That
is excellent. Now we can all talk
together.”

Van Duren remained on the couch.
He wore clean whites; his round
face was all abeam with smiles of
friendship.

ANDEN looked at the Sultan

coldly, a grim, bitter smile on his
lips. He reached over, grasped a
black teakwood chair and motioned
for Grace to sit down in it. He
saw that her face was pale and her
body trembled as she looked at the
face of El Karim; in those blue eyes
flashed a light Tanden had not seen
before.

The chin was up a little, but
there was no false stubbornness, no
cocksuredness in the American girl's
expression now. Coidly and calmly,
with a hatred that sprang from every
part of her being, she looked at the
yellow-faced Sultan. Looked at him
without a tremor of the eyelid.
There was no panic, no threatened
hysteria in that gaze.

El Karim w