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Rupture Curbed

by College Physician

Essentials Used by Physician of Great Eastern University in Curing 7 out
of 10 Students.

ATHLETES THROW AWAY TRUSSES. "’“"‘"-‘fiv;’-\';'::‘)"r“’i'.lﬁ? 1 Greaty
vtured people everywhere, as pa

The coupon ‘at the bottom of this page hnn 3

ing ruptured students indicate cure in 7 out of 10 cases.

of the Seaver method are belng g.oen to ru
of a great new rupture system.
full details.

30DAYS’ TESTFOZ ANYRUPTUREVICTIMS.

Ruptured people are now getllng the complete Suction-Cell
method for free proof trial. You are not obligated to part
with a cent unless you can see that your rupture has been
reduced in size within the trial allowed. Beo sure to mail
the coupon.

WARNS AGAINST STRANGULA-

. Now Part of Amazing New Rupture Relief System

SOCI. RETAINS RUPTURE.

the essentials Another important part of this new rupture system is a
rt device whi.h supports rupture by the Suction-Cell method,
without leg straps or tortuous springs and pads. People
ruptured for years tell of astonishing quick results,

A SEVERE 'I'Es‘l' Photo above shows how Suction-Cell
e Retainer supports rupture under

most strenuous conditions. A new Suction-Cell System is
desizned to give 24 hours’ retention of rupture, thus giving
Nature a chance to gradually shrink the opening and reduco
Mr. Scott,

danger of strangulatior.
E- “- SCOT * arupture

specialist of more than 20
years’ experience, is a Direc-
tor of the Institution now
sending Suction-Cell to rup-
ture victims for free proof trial,

John G. Homan, President,
4124 New Bank Bldg., Steubenrille, 0. )

Send me at once full particulars about
new Suction-Cell Rupture Method, which

includes the discoveries of the Yalo
Physician, Dr. Seaver Also tell me
how I can x«u\n the Method with tho
vnderstanding that unless it shows defi
nite progr in tho actual cure of my
rupture within 20 days, it cots me

Name . .............

TlON Ruptured people often forget
- about the danger and fatal con-
sequences of strangulation. How to prop-
erly reduce rupture, how to reduce risk
cf strangulation and other interesting facts
about rupture will be sent to everyone who
mails the coupon on this page to John G.
Homan, President, 4124 New Dank Duild-
ing, Steubenville, Ollo,

BORN RUPTURE

nated by the new Suction-Cell System, is

that of a baby born ruptured.
of the baby reports Suction-Cell ended all
trace of rupture.
coupon now to learn the complete story.

One of the cases
e of rupture elimi-

The mother

l
I
I nothing

Be sure to mail the



MIGHTY ARM

COMPLETE COURSE
ON ARM BUILDING

sical desires. I have taken we gs
whose arms were scrawny pieces of
skin and bone and in a very short time de-
veloped them into men of powerful pro-
rtions with bulging biceps and brawny
orearms. He-men with strong, solid arms of
power that are respected by men and admired by
women! I don’t mean just a 16-inch bicep but a
15-inch forearm and a vowerful 8-inch wrist.

PROVEN, SCIENTIFIC TRAINING!

This course is specially planned to build every
muscle in your arm! It has been scientifically
worked out for that purpose. Many of m Etlx‘pils
have developed a pair of triceps shapej ike a
borseshoe, and just as strong, and a pair of biceps
that show their double head formation. The
sinewy cables between the biceps and elbow are
deep and thick with wire cable-like ligaments.
The forearm bellies with bulk, the great supina-
tor lifting muscles become a column of power,

their wrists are alive and writhe with cordy
sinew. Start now to build a he-man’s arm!|

THE SECRETS OF STRENGTH REVEALED

Yonu ean’t make a mistake. The reputation of the strongest
man in the world stands behind this course. I give yo

my naamedwdn of strength development illustrated mg

explained as you like them. Mail your order now while you

canstill get course at mv introductory nrice of only 25¢.

MOULDING A\ < \THIS BOOK
MICHTY e

ONLY

ET AN ARM of might with the
power aad grip to obey your phy- 2 c

e "y

SHOWS HOW TO BUILD
A MIGHTY ARM AND
A 16 INCHBICEP

I will not limit you to the arm. Try any one of my
test courses listed below at 25¢c. Or, try all of them
for only $1.00.

Rushthe CouponToday!

1 will include @ FREB COPY of
“NERVES OF STEEL, MUSCLES
LIKE IRON”. It is a priceless book
tothe strength fan and muscle build-
er. Full of pictures of marvelous
bodied men who tell you decisively
how you can build symmetry and
strength the Jowett Way! Reach
Out...Grasp This Special Offer!

F E BOOK WVILTH, PHOTOS

OF FAMOUS STRONG MEN

JOWETT INSTITUTE
-OF PHYSICAL CULTURE
Deopt. 86He, §22PoplarSte
Scranton, Pa.
George P. Jowett: Sead, by return
mail, prepaid, the courses checked
below for which I am €nclosing e

Moulding a Mighty Arm, 258
Moulding s Mighty Back, 254
GEDRGE F. JOWETTY Moulding & Mighty Grip, 250
“‘Champion Moulding s Mighty Chest, 26d
Moulding Mighty Lega, 250
Wlnn?r”of many e::a mz Man Stunts Made Easy, e
physical perfection! for §L.00.
Name Age

Address
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Vol. X, No. 3 J. S. WILLIAMS, Editor August, 1934

COMPLETE BOOK-LENGTH NOVEL

THE SACRED FIRE George Fielding Eliot 12

Follow Raymond Cairns through Gripping, Peril-Packed Adventures
m a Forgotten Sinkhole on the Edge of the Arabian Sea!

THRILLING TRUE STORY

THE FIGHTING LEATHERNECK...... Arthur J. Burks 54

Thrill to the Sensational, Exciting True Story of General Smedley D.
Butler’'s Adventures Told by His Former Aide-de-Camp

THREE COMPLETE NOVELETTES

THE KING TAKES COMMAND. Richard B. Sale 68
Death Stalks the Eerie Decks of the “White Snake” in This Tense
Drama of the Sea
SEVEN DAYS’ DEATH Carl N. Taylor 94
Flashing Knives gnd Roaring Guns in an Action-Packed Yarn of
Desperate Perils and Savage Strife in Manila
HONDO PETERS, RANGE RIDER Jackson Cole 124

Branded as a Wanted Man, a Quick-Triggered Gunfighter of the
West Starts Hell Popping!

THRILLING SHORT STORIES

KILLER’S END..... Lloyd Eric Reeve 89
An Qutcast’s Grim Struggle for Life in the Desert

GOBS CAN FIGHT! Syl MacDowell 111
Tovey and Briggs Face a Firing Squad—and Other Troubles

JUNGLE CODE : Captain Kerry McReberts 139
It’s a Far Cry from Chicago to the Zambesi, But . . .

OTHER THRILLING FEATURES

FAMOUS SOLDIERS OF FORTUNE Illustration 52
Commodore Perry, ‘‘Tex” O’Reilly, Major Mannock and Others
THE GLOBE TROTTER A DePartment 147
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, 1984, 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, 1981, under Act of March 8, 1879,
Monuseripts must be accompanied by self-addressed, stamped envelopes, and are submitted at the author’s risk. &

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



CoiLL.1'> NEVER KNOW

YOU ~.HOW DID YOU.
§VER LOSE”
THAT 816/
STOMACH,

1 SENT IN A COUPON
+-GOT A WEILBELT &
AND BOYS,IT'S GREAT )
1§ REDUCED MY WAIST
FROM 44 INCHES TO
“36 INCHES ! ’

IT.CERTAINLY
HAS WORKED }

t» REDUCE ,,.r WAIST 3 INCHES .. 10 DAYS$
...or it wor't cost you a pe)zm//

YOU will appear much slimmer at once,
and in 10 short days your waistline will
actually be 3 inches smaller...three inches
of fat gone...or it won’t cost you one cent.
@ For 12 years the Weil Belt has been accepted
as ideal for reducing by men in all walks of life
...from business men and office workers who find
that it removes cumbersome fat with
every movement...to active outdoor
men who like the feeling of protection
it gives.
IT IS THE MASSAGE-LIKE

ACTION THAT DOES IT!

Now there is an easy way to reduce
without exercise, diet or drugs. The
‘Weil Health Belt exerts a massage-like
action thatremoves fat with every move
you make.

NO DRUGS, NO DIEYS, NO EXERCISES

“DOUBLE - QUICK”

REDUCTION
dyring the
SUMMERTIME

@ We want you to_test
the Weil Belc...NOW...
at our expense; for we
ow that you will re-
uce more quickly dur.
ing the summer months!

It supports the sagging muscles ‘of the abdomen
and quickly gives you an erect, athletic carriage.
Many enthusiastic wearers write that it not only
reduces fatbut italso supports the abdominal walls
and keeps the digestive organs in place... that they
are nolonger fatigued...and thatit greatly increases
their endurance. You will be more than delighted
with the great improvement in your appearance.

DON’‘Y WAIT ... FAT IS DANGEROUSI

Fat is not only unbecoming, but it also
endangers your healch. Insurance com-
panies know the danger of fat accum-
mulations. The best medical authorities
warn against obesity, 50 don’t wait
any longer. )

=] ber this...either you take off
3 inches of fat in 10 days or it won't

costone penny! Eventhe postageyoupa
to return the package wﬁl be re{nmfuﬁ

SEND FOR "O DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER

THE WEIL COMPANY, INC.

188 HILL ST., NEW HAVEN, CONN.
Geatlemen: Send me FREE, your illustrated
folder describing The Weil t and givin
l'ulldmill%fdour 10 day FRER ¢rial offer an
Uncoaditional Guaraatee!

Name
Address

City State
Use coupon or send name and address on penny postoard




High School Course
In 2 Years e
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HC-66, Drexel Ave. at 53th St., Chic

Get the Low-Down on Modern Youth!
Read

SNAPPY — BREEZY — PEPPY

COLLEGE LIFE

. 100 Pages of America’s Best Wit and Humor
s — Realistic, Fast-Moving Short Stories —

Keep Glands Healthy

This Tested Approved Way!

OLD at 807. Are weakened, sickly glands rob-
bing you of youthful vigor, normal powers

and ? No tter what caused your condi- i 3 3
uon—p.i)z it uckg:u or Yo.utMul Indiscretion, you can easily acquire C.OL.LEGE LIFE is the laSt WO,I'd in sophis-
aew energy and vitality auickly snd inexpensively. WALKER-HILLS tication and the best quarter’s worth on
STANDARD GLANDULAR AIDS are now available without pre-

tion! This formula, recognized and prescribed by physicians, the stands today!

is the tssted and approved stimulant tonic. Used successfully by
thousands., Safe, efMclent, long lasting effects. Age makes no dif-
ference. Do not confuss STANDARD GLANDULAR AIDS with
these so-called harmful ‘‘pep pills.”” Don’t risk your health with

injurious unknown preparations. Correct gland-
ular dormancy this safe, sure way. Start re-
gaining youthful energy today.

Special Introductory Offer!

Got WALKER-HILLS STANDARD GLANDU-
LAR AIDS NOW! Complete Double Strength
Treatment (100 full treatments in all—not 40

Use famous time-tested B-X MONTHLY 3
POUND when nature ‘fails! STARTS mmm O

or 50) now only $2.00. 3 cartons, $5.00. Triple -um. rehiel
%ﬁ"."'(‘v $3.00. zs. ozﬂ%uo.n ss.do..' u-ug‘ .l: — in oaly &
aln rapper. n as or oney . - venjenes,
(C. 0 o extra.) i duties strongly recommended doctors! Used and
WALKER-HILLS B PMENT rosind ey g gy g o i i o 4
305 East 46 8t., Dept. A-53, N. Y. Clty. st NS G hieage

Knowledge is power! The men and women who achieve most {n 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 . . . s an
absolute necessity in the home of all thinking people. And it's even more important if there are children,

Give your youngsters the priceless advantage of
ENOWLEDGE! ﬁmember, a grammar school educa-
ANSWER Probably every home would have an Encyclopedia if
T HESE POPULAR the cost were not so high. Up to now a good set cost

QUESTIONS? ENCYCLOPEDIA from $76 to $160. But TODAY, an amazing oppor-

0 wWeo

What is an Aero- tunity faces you. The famous Popular Encyclopedia

wi':" + + » complete in every way .. . bas a limited number
c‘;ec‘:"mo . of special editions

What are the which are being
rights of a U, . ) distributed for
8. citizen? e 2 7 . aand the “give-away"”

What is the right el 774 / o price of $2.00 per
et ve'ntum ‘ 7 4 y % #] set of two volumes!

What 15 Contra- s A , %4 /1 To get your set,
band of War? / ; use the coupon.

¥ > ” / V.

Money refunded it
not satisfied

What are the
eymtoms of
eeping sick-

ness !

Who invented
Movies?

What firm once
employed 115,-
000 men?

The answers to

these ond 20,000

Other questions

gre revealed in

POPULAR
ENCYCLOPEDIA

These two great
volumes contain
8,328 pages. Also
many offioial
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
opportuni like
this. ail the
coupon today.
Supply limited!

BETTER PUBLICATIONS, Ine.

570 7th Ave., N. Y., Dept. TA.8

Please rush % set of the POP-
C

ULAR ENCY! PEDIA for which
I enclose $2.00 in U. 8. stamps

11 denom.), Money Order,
)" Check, (g Dollar Bills. '
(No C. 0. D."’s.)
Name .

Address




MARYS RIGHT:

OH! JIM, IT'S
WONDERFUL,
NOW YOURE
ON THE WAY
TO SUCCESS

YES MARY, AND
THERES A R
FUTURE FOR
US IN THIS

RADIO FIELD,

ludbowthmﬂ.'l\.!.

Graduates Succeeded

\

e':luc“‘A g?lt‘:“h Time Jobs E
. C. A ctor Spare Time Jobs Earn
I am with R. C. A. . $15 a Week

I have been

‘1 have no trouble
gcttmx Radio work.
have the reputation
of being the best Ra-
dio man in town, and
average $15 to $20 a
woeek for spare time
only.” G. Bernard
Croy, 410 N. Douglas,
Bronson, Michigan,

Lyet, 277
8t., Philadelphia, Pa.

’

Owes His Success
Radlo Training
“’Since 1929 I have earned

to

casting chains.’” Serge
A. De Somov, 1516 Libra-
ry Ava., New York City.

THIS IS SWELL FUN,
AND | AM BEGINN!
TO MAKE MONEY
ON THE SIDE

RADIO SURE IS FULL
OF OPPORTUNITIES

KNOW RADIO-

MINE NEVER [\TAKEN N.R.1.

3y A ® A °
° DAL, . ~ /]
U < A UDTU W B

Mail the ooupon now. Get the facts about Radio—tho fald ?‘:

with a future. N. R. I. training fits you for jobs in connection

with the manufacture, salo and operation of Radio equipment.

It fits you to go in business for yourself, service sets, operate on S
board ships, in broadocasting, television, aircraft, police Radio

and other jobs. My FREE book tells how you quickly

learn at o to a Radlo Expert.

Many Radio Experts Make $40, $60, $75 a Week
Why struggle along in a dull job with low pay and no future?

Start training now for the live-wire Radio fleld. I have dou-
bled and tripled salaries. Hundreds of men now in got 23
their start through N. B. I. training. _ 2
Many Make $5, $10, fls a Week Extra In Spare Time ; "2
Almost at Once g

Hold your job. I'H not only train you in a few hours of your

spare wll:let: woek, tmltdtho dgf yot; :il’ml'l I"l!lmo;:dz u m‘:u;gg-'

tions, which you should master quickly, for Rad

common in most every neighborhood. I give you Radio Equip- National Radio Institute
ment for conducting experiments and making tests that teach the
yo:dto bcllmd .;nd urﬂcouvr%al;;lb everg txpe ofnre’ctmhzt - ‘mors
made. eo T. 3 . Beechwoo ve., Da §

wrote: ‘‘Working only in spare time, I made sbout $1,500 whils than aay -lhm

taking the Course.’
Money Back If Not Satisfied—Mail Coupon Now
My book has shown hundreds of fellows how to make more
money and win success. It's FREE to any ambitious fellow
over 15 yoars of age. Investigate. Find out what Radio offers
you. Read what my Employment Department does to help you get
into Radio after graduation, about my Money Back Agreement,
and the many other N. R. I. features. Mall the coupon In an
envelope, or paste it on a 1o post card, for your eopy TODAY.
J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 4HH7
National Radio Institute, Washington, D, O.

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. #HH7
National Radie Institute, Washington, D. O. ,

Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me, send your book which points out ths
spare time and full time job oppertunities in Radio and your 50-50 method of train-
ing men at home in spare time to become Radlo Experts.

(Please print plainly.)

NAME......... ecesccs cseacns ssessesse D ¢ ) . e |
ADD RS, . i cecversaveasrassssassosssssssseessssssessssessssesssosscssssscess
CIT Y i vvecesseancsenssscesssnsssssssesascsscsanssnssenes nATl........u....--c

e A S M



A NEW LIFETIME BUSINESS

8 2 3 § SR ‘%} £ ~ 4 § 3

NO HOUSE-TO-HOUSE CANVASSING

INCOME EQUAL TO REQUIREMENTS
OF THE HIGH-GRADE BUSINESS MAN

E. Lawson, of Tennessee, clears $108 profit his first 3 days in this
business. He tops off these earnings with $118 profit on a single
deal a few days later. J. C. May, Conn., cleared $262.35 the first
nine days he worked. J. E. Loomis, Oregon, earns $245 his first
. nine days. A. W. Farnsworth, Utah, nets $64.16 his first day, a
Saturday. 8. Clair, New York, writes he is clearing as high as $70
a day. W. F. Main, Iowa, 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 them and
earn such remarkable sums in these desperate times? Read the
answer in this announcement. Read about a new business that
does away with the need for high pressure selling. A rich field that
is creating new money-making frontiers for wide-awake men.
Those who enter now will pioneer—to them will go the choicest

opportunities.

TR AR RS RS R R e S NN e e LA 0 i e T A R 529
SRR AR i R T A8 T S SR SO AR O R W DR . SRS

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

On Bansas Amerioa’s foremost concerns are among our oustomers:
e Store Timken Bilent Automatic Co., Central Btates Petroleum
in Two Months Corp., Houghton Mifiin Co., National Paper Co., Interna-

national Coal, General Brake Bervice, National Radlo, and

scores of others nationally known. Thousands of small busi-

Banders Ridgeway of Kansas school

invests $88.60  and  soves C O M P L E T E nesses everywhere, professional businesses, such as 1s,
“‘wzdoo,ug.‘;’elm BOA:::: T R Al N1 N G nl:::ptﬁ:lry" r’opn%i?;rde:r'l.dm"' dentists buy large installations
Lamber aad Feed Co., Went FURNISHED Customer Guaranteed Cash Profit

Customer gets signed certificate guaranteel cash profit on his
investment. Very few business men are so foolish to turn down
a proposition guaranteed to pay a profit, with proof from 1]
concerns that it does pay. Proteot by surety bonded
organisation,

Portfolio of References from
America’s Leading Concerns

1s furnished you. A handsome, impressive portfolio that To-

sents every leading type of business and profession. You

immediate positive proof of success. Immediately forestalls the
srgument, ‘‘Doesn’t it my business.’’ Bhows that it does fit,
and does make good. Olose the deal.

Mail Coupon for Information

Complete training furnished. You try out tMe
business absolutely without risking o penny. If
you are looking for a man-size business free from
the worries of other overcrowded lines, get in touch
with us at ance. Use the coupon for convenience.
It will dring vou our proposition émmediately.

[ s well over $§1,000.00!
Fox Ico and Coal Co., Wis-
consin, save {:‘,608001
Baltimore Sport oods
Btore dnvests §$45, soves
1,600! Bafety Auto Lock
tion, New York, én-
vosts $15, soves $686.451
WM these and soores of sim-
Hor results to disploy, our
representatives ,(auvu‘t‘ every
man, from the ver
emollest to the very largest. )so
one can dispute the proof in
the photo-coples of actual letters
w! our men show.

NO HIGH PRESSURE
SIMPLY INSTALL—
SELLS ITSELF

Here s o dusiness offering an inven-
#on 80 succesaful that we make it sell
#%aelf. Our representatives simply tell
what they offer, show proof of success in
every line of business and every section of
the country. Then énstall the speotalty with-
out a dollar down. It starts working at once.
roducing a cash saving that can be counted
ust like the cash register money. The oustomer
sces with Ms own eyes g dig, immediate profit on
Mas proposed investment. Usually he has the in-
vestment and his profit besides, before the repre-
sentative returns. The representative calls back,
eollects his money. OUT OF EVERY $75 BUSI-
NESS THE REPRESENTATIVE DOES, NEARLY $60 IS HIS
OWN PROFIT!| THE SMALLEST HE MAKES IS $5 ON A $7.50
INBTALLATION. Our men are making sales running into the hundreds,
They are getting the attentlon of the largest concerns in the country and

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 the business.
We hand you the big-
gest money-making busl-
ness of its kind in the
country. You try out
this business. ABSO-
LUTELY WITHOUT
RISKING A RED
COPPER CENT OF
YOUR OWN. Can't pos-
sibly tell you all in the
limited space avail-

able here. Mail the
O i I—MAIL FOR FULL INFORMATION

full information—
nothing torisk. I F. E. ARMSTRONG, Pres.,
everything to Dept. 4047-C, Mobile, Ala.
galn. Without obligation to me, send me full information '
on your proposition.

, FOR FULL INFORMATION |
|

INADRS o o 5040 060 410 50 88 4 9 W0 RAR AT SIEENE 258 # o ain T a0 .

BLOet OB BOUbS. . .. ovavsniiive snascnninsimssievioss .

e ETem eemm T wmm
g
“
4
o

selling to the smaller businesses by the thousands. Y ]
oy Barincse (o GOOD s iihe thourands. ' You can ;o:“;xc‘};al;; CIY . osivsiivacvinimi s smes sonresnsnmunnessnnenn
@ on the boom mow. Gos in while the dusiness {8 young ! State

I
|
I
}
¥. E. ARMSTRONG, Pres., Dept. 4047-C, Mobile, Alabama. o e St A s e Bt e s e e —I



FIG.I FI1G.2

l
!

€h 5?'”“ Shows old-style Shows rupture
bef%'u' -style truss in place. ';he before Auto-
truss was sp- walls of wound can- matic Air Cush-

_plied.

 PROOF!

not come together. fon is in place,
improbable.

Why worry and suffer with that sup-
ture any longer? Learn now about my
ected rupture invention. It has
rought ease, comfort, and happiness
to thousands by assisting Nature in re-
lieving and curing many cases of re-
ducible hernial You can imagine how
happy these thousands of rupture suf-
ferers were when they wrote me to
report relief, comfort and cures! How
would YOU like to be able to feel
that same happiness—to sit down and
From “today? " Homnssend
y urry —sen
quick for Free Rupture PR
of results and invention tionl

l\zsterions-A Device
Binds and Draws the Broken
Parts Together as You Would
a Broken Limb!
Surprisingly — continually == m
fected Automatic Air thlonyl d‘::
the broken parts ther allowing
Nature, the Great Healer, to swinginto
action! All the while you should ex-
perience the most y comfort
) and security. Look! No obnoxious
mﬂngs or pads t;t ﬁetal girdles! No
ves or plasters y complete a
pliance is feather-lite, durable, invbiblp'
sanitary and CHEAP IN PRICE
Wouldn'’t YOU like to say “ e
to rupture worries and ‘&ello" to
NEW om . . . NEW glory in
living ... NEW h the
ature and my

help of Méther
mysterious-acting Air Cushion

n
F

FIG.3 ‘

FIG.4

Shows perfected in-
vention in place.
Note how edges are

drawn ¢ in
normal

Sent On Trial!

Appliances?
My invention isnever sold in stores
nor by agents. Beware of imitations! Rupture Book FREE!
You can get it only frommy U.S, po== A <t |

factories or from my 33 foreign =

If you don’t like it —if it doesn’t § GIOuL StateSt., Marshall Mich. =

“work”—it costs you NOTHING. ¥ Rushme your new Free Book, =

But don’t buy now. Get the facts = s e hee '

aboutit FIRST! Write metoday. I'll § without obligation, and in

answer in plain, sealed envelope 1§ e o g

with amazinginformation free. Stop = Name o3

Your Rupture Worries; send coupon! 3 - mﬂ:

BROOKSAPPLIANCECO. i - T e
. 610-C Stato 5t. Marshall, Mich, '-iii---------'--- Tt o



IRED OF DUDGERY

WOULD YOU
A MILLIONAIRE?

Why remain “just one of the crowd?” Become “one
of the winners!” Now is the time to start. A new
day of prosperity is dawning! Be prepared to take
advantage of the golden opportunity that will come
your way. Out of the depths of the depression into

glorious success and riches!

Millions are starting their business lives all over again—
and starting from the bottom too. The same chances are
within the grasp of all. But remember “many are called,
but few are chosen.” Only a handful will come through to
the top of the ladder. Most will forever remain a part of
the struggling crowd—drifting—plodding—striving—always
hopeful, but always just missing the mark.

hich would you rather be? Rich and successful—with
your own car and home and the chance to travel and see the
world—or poor and a failure—living the same humdrum
existence from day to day!

The Millionaire of Tomorrow may be out of a job Today!
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With startling suddenness, the men leaped upon Cairns
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Follow Raymond Cairns Through Gripping, Peril-Packed
Adventures in a Forgotten Sinkhole on the Edge

of the Arabian Sea as He Bucks Primitive
Tabus and Powerful Foes!

A Complete Book-Length Novel
By GEORGE FIELDING ELIOT

Author of “Men of Steel,” “Trails of Treachery,” ete.

CHAPTER 1 rugated iron roof of his incredibly
hot warehouse echoed loudly with
Laughter In Gabur his mirth.

“Ho-ho! Your pardon, sahib, but

“ O-HO-HO!” The fat it is too-a fonny—ha-ha-ha!”
Bengali merchant hugged Through the open door, through
his rotund belly, rocking the blistering glare of pitiless sun-
to and fro on the pile of dirty rugs light outside, came the wheezing
that served him as a seat. The cor- rumble of a steamer’s siren. The
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Mary Drummond

ship was going; there would not be
another for two weeks. It seemed
to Raymond Cairns that his last link
with civilization was being cut.

No, not the last. There was the
girl, of course. Though what she
was doing here in this God-forgotten
sink-hole on the edge of the Ara-
bian Sea, Cairns couldn’t imagine.
But what was this fool laughing at?

“Ho-ho-ho!” Chublee Rao swept a
mixture of sweat and tears of mirth
from his fat face. ‘“Ah, sahib—you
have bought the silver mine? Ho-
ho! And the-a railway? Ho-ho-ho!”

His laughter closed a cold hand
of fear about Cairns’ heart.

“Yes, I bought them!” Cairns
snapped. “Twenty thousand dol-
lars in good American gold. Here's
the deed; here’s a Persian govern-
ment permit to begin work; here’s
my passport, viséd by the Persian
consuls at Singapore and Bombay.
It's my first venture on my own—
what’s so funny about it? Isn’t the
silver there?”

Chublee Rao choked down laugh-
ter in a series of throaty chuckles.

“Oh-a, yess, sahib,” the Hindu as-
sured him. “The silver, it is there.
It is a good mine. The railway, it

is there also. And there are two
engines, and trucks, and tools,
Twenty thousand dollars—ho! Not
all in-a cash, I hope, sahib?”

“Half cash; they took my note of
hand for the other half,” said Cairns,
“I had a little more, but I needed
to keep some funds in hand for de-
velopment purposes. Say—"

“Ho-ho-ho!” The merchant was
laughing again. “Development pur-
poses! Ow-ow-ow!”

Cairns took off his sun helmet
and wiped his own streaming brow.
The warehouse was a veritable oven.
And Cairns was impatient to be out
of Gabur and up into the purple
hills that shimmered against the
northern horizon—the hills where his
mine was. ‘

His mine. He was working for
himself at last, instead of drawing
a mining engineer’s pay and making
fortunes for other people. His dream
had come true. It had cost him the
savings of ten years, but he was a
mine owner.

He glared at the laughter-shaken
Chublee Rao, who was, he had been
warned at Bombay, the one intelli-
gent and trustworthy inhabitant of
Gabur, the one man from whom sup-
plies, information and local advice
could be obtained.

“Would you mind,” he asked with
exaggerated patience, “telling me
what you're laughing at?”

GAIN Chublee Rao suppressed
his howls of merriment in favor

of speech.
“It is from the syndicate—the
Hornswood syndicate — that you

bought the mine, sahib?” he asked.

“Yes! I met Hornswood in Singa-
pore. He had good title; I had it
examined and certified by the Per-
sian consul there.”

“Oh-a, yess, sahib. The title is
clear enough,” chuckled Chublee
Rao, his small eyes twinkling out of
the depths of their caverns of fat.
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“And there’s nothing wrong with
my government permit?”’

“Nothing at all, sahib. It seems
quite in order. You will, of course,
have to make a small present to the
local magistrate.”

“I expected that. I've spent some
years in the East, Chublee Rao.”

The Hindu nodded. There was a
hint of sympathy behind his laugh-
ter now; this tall young American
was so very much in earnest.

“Did you not think it odd, sahib,”
Chublee Rao asked in his precise
Indian  grammar-school  English,
“that you could purchase a produc-
ing silver mine, together with a
twenty-seven mile railway and all
equipment, for a sum approximating
sixty thousand rupees? It should
be worth ten times that amount.”

Cairns scowled. It was true
enough; it was the one thing that
had worried him.

“The Persian government reports,
made by Belgian experts in the Min-
istry of Mines, were quite satisfac-
tory,” he answered. ‘“And there was
also the report of Professor Drum-
mond, the famous geologist, whom I
know by reputation. His word as to
the value of the mine was enough

for me.
“Look here, Chublee Rao, what’s
wrong? Tell me!”

SHADOW darkened the door

Chublee Rao drew in a sharp
hissing breath betwen his teeth. All
the laughter went from his face as
though wiped off by an invisible
towel.

Cairns spun sharply around.

In the doorway stood a young
Arab, clad in a splendid white and
scarlet burnous and the gold-em-
broidered headdress of a chief. His
feet were planted well apart; his
hands were on his hips—hips girt by
a crimson sash stuck full of pistols
and daggers. His large dark eyes
were fixed in a glare of hatred upon

>

Cairns. “An infidel dog!” he snarled
in Arabic, and spat explosively upon
the dirt floor.

Cairns had lived and worked long
years in the East, and had dealt with
all manner and races of Oriental
workmen. He had learned one les-
son: never let the yellow, brown or
black brother get the jump on you.
Act like the boss and you'll be boss.

So now he took two swift strides
across the floor. His fist shot out,
straight and true, to the point of the
Arab’s jaw. The young man sprawled
his length in the red dust on the
street outside, twitched once and lay
still.

“Ah-h-h—sahib—what have
done?” gasped Chublee Rao.

“I've taught that smart guy a les-
son he'll remember,” grinned Cairns.

Someone was coming down the al-
most deserted street. Cairns’ eyes,
half-blinded by the frightful glare
of the sun, caught the flicker of
white.

“Beating the natives already, Mr.
Cairns?” asked a cool, disdainful
voice.

The girl who had been his fellow-
passenger on the steamer from Kar-
achi, and who during the four blis-

Raymond Cairns

you
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tering days and nights of the pas-
sage had remained serenely indiffer-
ent to Cairns’ existence, swept past
him into the warehouse with a rustle
of crisp muslin.

The Arab stirred, lifted his head,
and became aware of the laughter
of a few street urchins—who scur-
ried away the moment he moved.

He sat up. His hand dropped to
the hilt of an automatic in his sash.
His eyes were on Cairns’ face again;
the hatred in them had become a liv-
ing thing, demoniac in its intensity.
There was not only the hatred of
the Moslem for the infidel, but a
deep personal hatred of proud un-
bridled youth for the hand which
had humiliated it.

Cairns’ right fist slid under his
white drill jacket and came out—
all in one easy unhurried motion—
holding a Colt. The blue steel
gleamed with dull menace in the
blazing sun.

“Get up, boy, and keep your fin-
gers away from those guns,” he or-
dered in Arabic.

Slowly the young Arab rose, never
taking his burning eyes from Cairns’
face. “On your way, now. Next time
you meet me, remember to salaam

politely and call me sidi,” Cairns ad-
vised, grinning.

“Allah do so, to me, and more
also,” said the young man in a voice
shaken by restrained fury, “if I do
not let out your heart’s blood upon
the sand for this!”

“Get out!” snapped Cairns con-
temptuously.

“This is too bad of you, Mr.
Cairns!” said the indignant voice of
the girl in white at Cairns’ elbow.
“These people are not mine coolies!”

The eyes of the young Arab flick-
ered from Cairns’ hard bronzed fea-
tures to the blonde loveliness of the
girl. For a moment their expression
subtly changed, though still they
burned. Then he turned away, say-
ing not another word, and, not with-
out dignity, strode off down the
dusty street toward a horse which
stood waiting by a crumbling foun-
tain.

Cairns holstered his gun.

“And that’s that,” said he.

“A ver-ry bad that, if I may say
so-a, sahib,” Chublee Rao observed.
He was not laughing now. “If-a you
had any very small chance of suc-
ceeding with your mining venture,
you have destroyed it by what you
have just now done.”

HE girl had given Cairns her

back; she was looking out of a
small window at two Arab children
playing in the dirt. She had, it ap-
peared, no desire for further talk in
Cairns’ presence.

“I wish you’d tell me what all this
is about, Chublee Rao,” Cairns said
impatiently. “But first, you'd better
attend to the memsahib’s wants.”

“When you have quite finished,

Mr. Cairns,” the girl murmured
without turning her head.
“Very well.,” Cairns was not wast-

ing time on polite insistence. “Now
then, Chublee Rao.”
“Sahib, you have bought a silver

mine. It is a good mine. There is
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a railway to bring your ore to the
wharf side. Those are what you call
the material factors. It is the human
factors which render your task im-
possible. So-a—"" Chublee Rao waved
a brown hand toward the street down
which the young Arab had departed.

“The Arabs?”

“The Arabs first of all. Their
great man hereabouts is Sheikh Ali
Basr. He is a Wahabits; that is to
say, he is fanatical beyond the aver-
age Moslem, and if anything a trifle
more ready to cut the throats of
those whose religious beliefs are not
—ah—agreeable to him. And he is
lord of all the flea-bitten desert
Arabs for a hundred miles around.”

“But the Persian government—"""

“The writ of the Shah runs not
ten yards outside the walls of Ga-
bur, sahib. Some day, perhaps, the
Shah will become tired of Arab in-
solence and will send a Sirdar and
an army and machine-guns, which
will be the end of Ali Basr.

“But till that day—well, the Per-
sian magistrate here has a guard of
a dozen soldiers, whose pay is six
months in arrears. What can he do
against a thousand well-armed
riders?”

¢IrPYHIS Ali Basr, as I take it, is op-
posed to the entry of foreigners
into the country?”

“Opposed is hardly the word,
sahib. He has taken an oath on the
beard of the Prophet to cut the
throat of any Feringhi dog—your
pardon, sahib, I but quote the vener-
able sheikh—who attempts to take
up any concession or work any mine
or otherwise settle down in this
province. It was he who drove out
Hornswood, sahib—"

“Damn the man! Hornswood cer-
tainly gypped me nicely!” cut in
Cairns. “Why didn't the Persian
consul in Singapore tip me off to
this? He must have known.”

“Certainly, sahib. But in twenty

Sheikh Ali Basr

years’ experience of Persian officials,
I have never yet found one who
would not lend an ear to the clink of
silver. Bahshish, sahib. It is the
key to everything in Persia.”

“Then,” Cairns said calmly, “per-
haps it is also the key to the favor
of Sheikh Ali Basr. Perhaps the
sight of a few gold pieces may work
a miracle.”

“Do not delude yourself, sahib,”
Chublee Rao warned. “The man is
a fanatic, yes. But he is a sincere
fanatic. He honestly believes that
the coming of foreign enterprise
means the end of freedom for his
people”—Cairns was aware that the
girl at the window nodded in sudden
approval—"and from that position I
doubt if any gold will stir him.
Moreover—"

“What, is there more?”

“Ai, sahib. There are the Devil-
Worshipers.”

“The Devil-Worshipers?” It was
the girl who spoke. She had turned
abruptly and was staring at Chub-
lee Rao with wide-open eyes.

“So-a, lady. That is, the Arabs
say they are devil-worshipers, while
others say they worship fire. At all
events, they have a temple yonder in
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the hills, beyond the Gateway of
Swords, where their sacred fire burns
day and night upon a vast rock altar.
When darkness comes you can see it
from the town here, a single tongue
of flame on the far horizon.

“They are astrange people. Yazdis,
they call themselves.”

“But what have they to do with
the mine?”

¢, YWERYTHING, sahib. Their

temple, and the caves in which
they live, are at the same place as
your mine. And Ali Basr and his
Arabs hate these Yazdis even more
than they hate Christians; so much so
that they cannot abide the sight of
that altar fire by night and have sworn
to wipe out the Devil-Worshipers to
the last man and extinguish that fire
forever.”

“Why have they not done so al-
ready?” the girl asked.

“For two reasons, lady. First, be-
cause the Yazdis, though they have
not many guns, are famous swords-
men and in this wiping out it is
certain that many an Arab warrior
would find his way to the arms of
the Prophet’s houris perhaps a trifle
sooner than would be convenient.

“And second, because the Arabs,
good Moslems though they are, are
a little afraid of the Yazdis sorcerer,
who is said to have performed cer-
tain miracles. It has given the Arabs
something to think about.”

“The poor saps—falling for that
sort of mumbo-jumbo,” growled
Cairns. “I guess I can handle dumb
eggs like that all right.”

Chublee Rao shook his turbaned
head.

“It may be mumbo-ah-jumbo, or it
may not,” he muttered. “For me, I
have heard certain things of this
sorcerer, and I would not like to
meet him on a dark night if he dis-
approved of me.”

“Nonsense!” Cairns dismissed the
matter of the sorcerer with a wave of

his hand. “Now, as I gather it,
Chublee Rao, the situation is this:
The Yazdis have the mine; the Arabs
have the country between the mine
and the town.

“The Arabs are definitely against
me. The Yazdis—eh—how did they
get along with Hornswood?”

“They were not here then, sahib.
The mine is the site of their an-
cient temple; but these Yazdis have
come there only recently, bringing
the brands of their Eternal Fire with
them. Their ancestors were driven
away by the Arabs a hundred years
ago, went into Seistan, founded a
temple there, and now have returned
to the temple of their fathers, hav-
ing been driven out of Seistan by
certain Baluchis, as I am informed.”

“Poor people!” murmured the girl
softly.

“Poor or not, they’re going to let
go of my mine,” grumbled Cairns.
“Swordsmen, are they?” He glanced
at his small pile of baggage, among
which a foil case was conspicuous.

“Maybe I can teach the Arabs
something about sword-play — and
then we shall see, Chublee Rao!
First of all, I am going to call on
the Sheikh Ali Basr!”

¢/ OU will not return alive, sahib!”
exclaimed the Hindu.

“On the contrary, I shall. 1 shall
go to him alone, as a guest, and I
shall thus be protected by the Arab
law ot hospitality., He must let me
return unharmed. How far away is

his camp?”
“It lies twenty miles from the
town, sahib. And it is late; you

cannot go today on the poor horses
which are all—"

“Is the camp near the railway
line?” interrupted Cairns.

“Yes, sahib. But—"

“Is the line undamaged?”

“As far as I know, it is, sahib. The
Arabs have no use for rails and
sleepers. Still—"
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“Where are the two locomotives?
At the mine?”

“No, they are here—in a shed close
to the stone wharf. They burn oil,
of which there is some supply in a
tank near the shed. But, sahib—"

“I've made up my mind; delay is
dangerous. I'm going now. Can 1
get someone to fire for me?”

“Impossible, sahib! Not a man in
Gabur would venture his skin out-
side the walls while the Arabs and
the Yazdis are at war. It is a ques-
tion whether the rascals would be
more afraid of Arab knives or the
spells of the Yazdis sorcerer.”

“Very well; then I'll go alone. I
guess I can manage to run and fire

b ///}///}‘i‘

flew glistening

through the air

a little narrow-gauge oil-burner by
myself. I'll have a talk with this
Ali Basr and give him a little good
old American high-pressure sales-

manship. I'll have him eating out o’
my hand—you wait and see, Chublee
Rao!”

The Hindu shrugged his massive
shoulders.

“I trust you may succeed, sahib. It
would be luck for me if the mine re-
opened; the gods know business is
bad ennugh, these past months.

“But as one who wishes you well,
sahib, this is my advice: leave
Gabur while your throat is yet un-
cut!”

“Be yourself, Chublee Rao!” grin-



20 THRILLING ADVENTURES

ned Cairns. “I don’t scare that easy.
I'll be seeing you.”

He swung toward the door.

“Wait, sahib!” cried the merchant,
starting to rise. ‘“There is one more
thing.”

But Cairns, snatching up his bags,
was gone.

Chublee Rao sank back on his pile
of rugs, turning a scared face to the
girl.

“You are witness that I tried to
tell him, lady!” he gasped. “These
Americans—by the brow of Vishnu,
they move so swiftly! Accurse my
dilatory tongue; I could not get
around to the matter in time.”

CHAPTER 11
The Desert Camp

THE locomotive shed
—-E{ was of corrugated
e, SR { | reinforced Dby
»: steel ribs and corner
§)] posts. It was locked,
\nnk but  the lock yielded
Xl to one of the keys
YsHornswood had
Inside, this place too

=N
Z

handed over.
was like an oven, but Cairns did not

care; the locomotives were there.

Starting one of them, however, was
no simple task. First of all, he
fought and struggled for half an
hour with a wheezy Ilittle one-
lunged gasoline pump, connected to
a well. At last the thing began its
eternal put-put-put; a hose connec-
tion began filling the saddle tank of
the outermost locomotive with brack-
ish water.

Next Cairns filled the lubricator
and went around with oil-can and
dope-bucket to look at cups and
bearings. By this time the tank
was full; the fuel oil supply in the
rear tank was all right.

It took Cairns another twenty
minutes to figure out how to light
the burners, since the locomotive was
of English make and its details

quite unfamiliar to him. And then
there was the long weary wait for
steam-pressure; a wait during which
Cairns sat outside the shed, consid-
ering various angles of his plan,
cursing Hornswood mentally—and
wondering what the devil made that
girl so upstage.

Occasionally a wandering native
came and stared at him in silence,
wriggling bare toes in the sand. But
no crowd collected; there was no
chattering excitement such as would
have been the case in a Chinese
town, or a Malay village. These
people seemed sunk in a lethargy
too overpowering even to admit of
curiosity.

Why, the young Arab was the
only native of the vicinity who'd
shown any pep at all. Cairns grinned.
He wasn't afraid; he knew how to
handle all sorts of natives. He'd
get along with this Ali Basr, all
right.

Steam began to gurgle gently from
the safety wvalve.

Ready to go, eh? Cairns tossed
his bags up on the left-hand side of
the little iron cab; he might not be
back for a while.

E looked at his oil fire, which was
roaring merrily; then released
the hand-brake, hoisted himself to the
engineer's seat, and tugged at the
throttle. The lever came back; the
blast of the first exhaust crashed
against the iron roof overhead; the
engine rolled slowly out of the shed.
Cairns glanced at the sun. Two
hours of daylight yet, he conjec-
tured. Say forty minutes to the
camp, forty minutes to talk to old
Stuffed Shirt—plenty of time to con-
vince an Arab of anything!—and
forty minutes back, if he didn't de-
cide to go on to the mine. He'd
see how the track was, see if it
would be safe to run over it in the
dark.
The tracks ran along the water-
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front for a little way, then turned
right, passing a group of huts from

which the astonished inhabitants
stared open-mouthed. It went
tarough a breach in the tumble-

down city wall of mud bricks, and
after passing a half mile or so of
cultivated fields and a few clusters
of date trees, Cairns found himself
in the desert.

It was a red desert. The sand was
reddish; the rock outcroppings were
of red sandstone. There was little
vegetation to provide relief of color
or of outline.

It was a sinister place, its very
simplicity seeming charged with a
nameless menace. The railway
track on its low embankment was an
obvious intruder, a white man’s in-
sult to this ancient desert which had
not changed its face in centuries.

Here and there, as though in pro-
test or in warning, the red sand had
drifted deeply on the track; once so
deeply that Cairns had to get out
and shovel it away. But the track
itself was well bailasted and well
laid. Save for the occasional sand-
drifts, Cairns was able to average
above thirty miles an hour.

IS eyes rose over to the purple
hills which masked the horizon,
the hills in which lay his mine. Arabs
or no Arabs, devil-worshipers or no
devil-worshipers, he meant to work
that mine. It was his job—his
chance. Hornswood had sold out
cheap because he couldn’t face a
little “native trouble,” couldn’t take
it. All the better for Cairns. He'd
got a real bargain, because of Horns-
wood’'s cowardice. He'd show 'em.
The swaying, roaring engine clat-
tered echoing between two high
sand-ridges, and abruptly Cairnssaw
palm trees, dark-colored tents, the
high beam of an Arab well. He had
reached the camp.
He shut off the throttle, jockeyed
with the air-valve. Confound it, he'd

forgotten to start the air-pump. He
had to sweat and twist at the antique
hand-brake wheel to bring the en-
gine to a squealing stop.

E could not complain of lethargy
or lack of interest here.

Almost before the engine had
stopped, it was surrounded by a
crowd of excited Arabs, yelling,
brandishing knives and an astonizh-
ing variety of firearms, shouting
epithets of which “infidel dog” was
by far the least injurious. But none
of them appeared anxious to come
too close to the iron monster—who
knew what devil this might bDe,
emitting its hissing white breath?

Cairns picked out an elderly
Arab, pointed a finger at him.

“Bring me,” he cried, “to the noble
Sheikh, Ali Basr!”

The wuproar died to an uneasy
muttering. Men glanced at each
other warily. If this Feringhi was
a friend of their sheikh, perhaps he
ought not to be killed out of hand.

The elderly Arab took a hesitant
step forward, fingering the excellent
Mauser rifle which he held.

“I do not know, Feringhi,” he
began, “whether—"

“I am to be addressed as sid:!”
snapped Cairns, interrupting. “I
come as a guest of your Sheikh!
Take me to him at once. And post
guards, to see that none interferes
with my iron horse.”

This arrogance had its effect.

“As you say, sidi,” grumbled the
old man. “Though I think that nonec
of our people will dare to touch that
offspring of demons. Come, then.”

At his gesture, Cairns stepped
boldly down from the gangway,
among the hostile tribesmen.

“Follow me—sidi!” Did that title
of respect slide between the Arab’s
withered lips with an ironic ring?

Some of the Arabs followed
Cairns and his conductor; others
stayed to stare, muttering, at the
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little narrow-gauge engine which
seemed to them so frightful an ap-
parition.

The oasis where the Arabs made
their headquarters was a pleasant
place. There were palm trees in
abundance, grass, and even flowers.
Everywhere were scattered the tents
of the tribe; save for the wells, there
was no indication of permanent
building.

These Arabs were nomads. They
went where their horses and sheep
and lean little cattle might find sus-
tenance. The wealth of the tribe was
in these things.

HE old guide gestured toward a

striped tent, somewhat larger than
the common run and connected by
awnings to smaller tents on either
side.

*“The sheikh,” said he, “is there, O
Fer—uh—sidi!”

And in the looped-back entrance
of that striped pavilion there ap-
peared at that moment the majestic
figure of the Arab chieftain. He
came forward slowly, as though to
greet an honored guest, and Cairns’
first impression was that he had
never before seen so dignified a per-
sonage.

Ali Basr was simply clad, in a
white woolen djellaba, with a white
turban bound by gold cord. The
loose ends of the turban, falling
about his head and neck, made an
effective frame for his ascetic aqui-
line features. His sparse gray beard
could not hide the firmness of his
jaw; his thin lips spoke both of res-
olution and of cruelty; his eyes were
dark, hard and opaque like bits of
polished flint.

He was unarmed, save for a single
poniard in a jeweled sheath. But be-
hind him, two young Arabs stood on
guard, rifles in the crooks of their
left arms, watchful, ready.

Instantly, instinctively, Cairns real-
ized that any attempt to bribe this

man to depart from a course dictated
by his religious principles would be
taken as the grossest insult. He
must feel his way carefully; it came
to him that he would be fortunate
to escape from this oasis with his
life.

For in the sheikh's eyes there
burned, deep down but wickedly vis-
ible, the same flame of hatred for the
“infidel” which had flamed in the
eyes of the young Arab at Chublee
Rao’s store.

The sheikh’s first words were di-
rected, not to Cairns, but to the el-
derly one who had brought him to
the leader.

“Why do you fetch me this Fer-
inghi, O Abdulla? Is it not an order
that all such unbelieving swine
found outside the walls of Gabur
shall be slain forthwith?”

A pleasant beginning, indeed.

The gray-haired Abdulla salaamed
very low.

“True, O Sheikh. But he spoke to
us in our own tongue, saying he
came to seek you as your guest. And
it is commanded by the Prophet—on
whom be peace!—that a guest, even
an enemy or an infidel, must be fed,
sheltered, protected and permitted to
depart unharmed in body or in
goods.”

“I do not need instruction in the
words of the holy Koran from you,
Abdulla,” the sheikh snapped tartly.
“Nevertheless, what you say is true.”

E turned his grim and searching
gaze upon Cairns. “I will not lie,
Feringhi. I will not say you are
welcome. But a guest you are, and
as a guest shall you be treated. Ab-
dulla! Bid the women prepare food,
bid a slave bring water that my
guest may wash and be refreshed
after his journey.”

He bowed with grave courtesy to
Cairns, his whole manner changing;
and with his own hand he held back
the flap of the striped pavilion.
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“Deign to enter my poor home, sidi.
This house is yours.”

“Peace be to thee, O Sheikh, and
the peace of Allah to all who dwell
herein,” replied Cairns in the time-
honored Arabic formula.

Surprise at such courtesy from a
foreigner flickered for an instant
across the sheikh’s stern face.

AIRNS found himself treading on
the softest of Persian carpets, in
the somewhat gloomy interior of the
big tent. Other rugs hung upon the
walls; the cushioned divan toward
which the sheikh waved him was
covered with a robe of gold brocade.
A negro slave entered, bearing a
basin of hammered silver filled with
scented water, and towels of fine
linen. Cairns washed the red dust
of the desert from his face and hands
thankfully enough. Then the sheikh
handed him the ivory mouthpiece of
a big water-pipe, took another him-
self, and puffed gravely.

He asked no questions; to inquire
the purpose of a guest’s visit would
have been most impolite according to
Arab standards. Nor did Cairns
himself make the mistake of coming
to the point at once. Instead, he
talked of other things—of Persian
politics, now centering around the
rising star of Riza Ali Shah; of the
state of the rug trade at Ispahan; of
horses; and at last of swords.

On all these subjects the sheikh
was astoundingly well-informed. Yet
intolerance breathed in his every
word. Riza Ali Shah was welding
Persia into a strong Moslem state,
independent of foreign tutelage for
the first time in almost a century;
yet the sheikh could find no good in
the king because he was an “ac-
cursed Shiite,” belonging to a dif-
ferent sect of Islam from that which
the sheikh professed.

The decadence of the Ispahan rug-
trade the sheikh blamed on the in-
troduction of European looms. The

purity of the ancient breeds of Arab.
horses had been ruined, he claimed,
by .the export of stallions to Euro-
pean studs. As for swords—

“Once every Arab was a swords-
man first of all, sidi, and the sword
is the weapon of Islam. A warrior
trained to the sword absorbs with
his training the true spirit of war.
But now we lie behind rocks and
pull triggers of accursed Feringhi
rifles—bah!

“Shame be upon my gray head that
I must say it, yet the condemned of
Allah, the Yazdi devil-worshipers,
alone of all the peoples of this un-
happy country, have kept alive the
spirit of the sword!”

“lI am, as you would say, a Fer-
inghi, O Sheikh,” Cairns remarked
easily. ‘“Yet I know somcthing of
swordsmanship.”

The sheikh’s eyes kindled.

“You? You are a swordsman?”

Cairns nodded gravely. It would
have meant nothing to the sheikh
had he mentioned that he had been
captain of his college fencing team,
or that he had won cups in the best
salles d’armes of New York. Yet he
was glad of this first bond of sym-
pathy—and he plunged on:

“I am a swordsman. But I do not
come here to speak of swords-play,
sheikh. In those hills there is a sil-
ver mine; that mine I have bought
from its owner—"

“Its owner!” The sheikh’s face
darkened. “This land is mine! No
writ of a Persian vizier can give
away one grain of sand that is my
own!”

E rose abruptly to his feet, push-

ing aside the low table on which

the slaves had placed meat and fruit.
“I thought there was some purpose
behind your coming, O my guest!”
he thundered. “So, like the other
Feringhi before you, you seek my
silver! You shall not have it! De-
part in peace, according to the word
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.0f the Prophet—may he rest in the
bosom of Allah.

“Depart—and know that if you set
foot outside the walls of Gabur once
again, you die as becomes an in-
fidel!”

Rage contorted the sheikh’s stern
features. Rage—rage fired by an an-
cient and unquenchable hatred,
glared from his eyes.

AIRNS rose also. He was up
against an immovable obstacle.
This old man would never change.
And rage rose in Cairns’ heart also;
the rage of progressive youth at the
stubbornness of the old; the rage of
a man who sees the ship of his
dreams wrecked upon the reef of un-
reasoning bigotry.

But he held himself in check. No
use flying off the handle. He'd do
better to go with what dignity he
could command. He was sunk, that
was all. No—he'd not admit that
yet. He'd find a way.

He bowed to the sheikh, struggling
with a mad temptation to offer to
stake the mine on the issue of a
single combat, sword against sword.
Perhaps he might have yielded to
that temptation, but the sheikh was
speaking again.

“As becomes an infidel—remem-
ber!” he said. “And that you may
not forget, look!”

He strode to the rear of the tent,
and with a swift jerk of two dan-
gling cords drew aside the whole rear
wall, exposing to view a garden. The
last rays of the dying sun gleamed
redly—red as the pitiless desert—on
a corpse which lay on the ground.
The sun and the wind of days had
had their way with the tortured
body; the sun and the wind, and the
flying things of the desert, pitiless
as the wilderness itself. Above the
sun-whitened bones a carrion crow
hovered restlessly.

“That,” said the sheikh, turning
glittering eyes on Cairns, “was once

a Feringhi like yourself. He died—
there—as becomes an infidel. He
gave me some sport in the cool of
the evening; he was two days dying,
even with the aid of the crows. A
stout fellow.”

He released the cords; the cur-
tain fell before the gruesome garden.
Again temptation came to Cairns—
not, this time, to challenge this fiend-
ish sheikh to combat, but to shoot
him down then and there like the
savage murderer he was.

And again he might have yielded;
but again came interruption.

The flap of the tent was flung
rudely back and there strode in
through the opening, swaggering,
eyes flashing, the young Arab whom
Cairns had knocked down on Chub-
lee Rao’s threshold!

“My son! Where is your cour-
tesy?” spoke the sheikh in stern ac-
cents.

“Pardon, my father! But I have
brought here—" He stopped as his
eyes met Cairns’. With a sudden
snarl of feral hatred, he jerked out
a curved dagger and leaped for the
American’s throat.

CHAPTER III
Trapped

n. —  THE sheikh’s out-
thrust arm barred his
son’s path, flinging

e _’A}i cushions, panting.
I “He struck me,

’.jfather! Made a mock
: ) of me in the street of
Gabur! I have taken an oath before
Allah to have his blood!”

The lines about the sheikh’s mouth
hardened.

“It is well, Feringhi,” said he in
a low voice, “that I did not know
of this insult to my house ere you
came here as a professed guest. But
that matters not now. Guest you
are, and as guest you return under
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my protection to the place from
which you came.

“Thereafter shall
You hear, my son?”

“I hear, father.” The young man
stood trembling like a blooded
charger that scents the battle, trem-
bling but obedient to the rein of
authority.

“Then, O guest, go in peace.” The
sheikh held back the flap for Cairns
to pass out. Cairns knew that he
walked in safety as he stepped out
into the ruddy glow of the sunset.
Behind him, he heard the young
Arab speaking swiftly.

be vengeance.

UT he did not look back. His eyes
were fixed on a horse and rider
which, guarded by the two sentinels,
waited before the tent. A semicircle
of staring tribesfolk stood beyond.
The rider was the girl in white,
Cairns’ blonde fellow-traveler from
Bombay; and now her hair was all
disheveled, blood dried on a scratch
across her lovely cheek, and her
wrists were roughly tied before her
by a piece of hair-rope.

Her eyes widened as she saw
Cairns.
“Mr. Cairns! Help me!” The

words came from her lips instantly
and yet with a hint of desperation,
as though she begged a favor of him
unwillingly and only as a last re-
sort.

“This is ill done, my son. It is
very ill done,” spoke the sheikh,
coming out behind Cairns.

“I saw the woman. She is very
fair,” grumbled the young man. “And
go I took her when she rode outside
the walls. Why not?”

“Did any see you? Were you pur-
sucd?” snapped the sheikh.

“No one was near, my father. No
one saw me. The woman rode alone,
like a fool, and I took her and
brought her here. She is mine.” His
words rose in a paean of self-praise
and satisfaction.

“It is you who are the fool, my
son,” the sheikh informed him.
“These Feringhis are a strange peo-
ple. You may slay their men, and
they do little or nothing. But if you
touch their women, there will come
warships, and soldiers, and they will
give that Shiite cur who sits on the
Peacock Throne at Teheran no peace
till they have had vengeance on me
and mine and all my tribe.”

“But I tell you, none saw me,
father. How shall the Feringhis say
what has become of this woman? She
rode alone into the desert. She does
not return—does it follow that the
Beni Basr have taken her?

“Might she not have been eaten
by a lion? Or fallen into the hands
of the devil-worshipers? Or lost her
way and died of thirst in some hid-
den nullah?” So spoke the sheikh's
son, eagerly, half-angrily.

The sheikh groaned.

“Witless one! Has not this Fer-
inghi scen the woman? Aye, and
heard you tell with your own lips
the tale of how you took her?”

He gestured furiously toward
Cairns.

“Let us then cut his throat with-
out more ado, my father!” cried the
young man, knife in hand again.

“He 1s protected by the sacred
laws of hospitality, my son. Do 1
hear you suggest that I should break
the Law of the Prophet?” The
sheikh spoke sternly; the young man
bowed his head beneath the rebuke,
and was silent.

¢/ ET perhaps there is another

way,” the sheikh went on slowly,
as one who thinks even while he
speaks. ‘O Feringhi, you have a de-
sire to work the silver mine, yonder
in the hills. You cannot do it, save
by my favor. Listen, then.

“I will first of all drive away the
accursed devil-worshipers who have
dared to relight their defiling fire on
the altar behind the Gateway of
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Swords, and put out that fire for-
ever!”

His finger stabbed out, pointing.
A yell of fierce delight rose from
all the Arabs within hearing, and
again their weapons were brandished
above their turbaned heads.

“The fire! Put out the fire that
mocks the face of Allah!” rose their
cry.

AIRNS’ gaze, following the

sheikh’s pointing hand, turned
toward the dark hills to the north.
There, against the deepening purple
background, he saw a little pin-point
of throbbing flame, a red candle
burning through the evening shadows
far away.

“It shall be put out,” the sheikh
said solemnly. ‘“And then—you
shall have your mine, sidi. You
shall work it in peace, and your iron
horses shall pass back and forth in
peace through this, my country.
Those of my young men who would
work for you for wages will I not
hinder.

“Allah forgive me my oath that
these things should never be! But
it s better so, better than that the
riflemen and cannon of Riza Al
Shah the heretic should come and
destroy my people. I shall make
pilgrimage to Mecca and beg abso-
lution for my broken oath at the foot
of the holy Kaaba.”

Joy surged up in Cairns’ heart.
What a break—what a lucky, lucky
break!

“And you'll do all this, just so
that I'll keep my mouth shut about
your son’s running off with this
lady? Well, as long as no great
harm’s been done—" Cairns glanced
at the girl. She nodded, even smiled
a little.

She was too glad for freedom to
haggle over vengeance.

“It's a bargain, sheikh. Untie the
lady’s hands and we’ll be getting
back to Gabur—if you don’t mind

oil smoke?” He grinned at the fair

captive. “What a break!”

“No!” said the sheikh sharply.
“You go too fast, sidi. The woman
stays here.”

Cairns looked at the sheikh in
stunned silence. What did he
mean?

“I will trust your word, sidi. I
can see that you are what is called
among your people a gentleman: the
word of such is not to be broken.
But I am not such a fool as to trust
my life, the life of my son and all
my followers, the very existence of
my tribe, to the word of any woman.
The word of a woman is a rope of
sand.

“No, sidi. Go back to Gabur, giv-
ing your word to keep silence. Come
again in three days, when we have
put out the Heaven-mocking fire, and
the mine is yours. But the woman
remains, and no man shall ever say
in Gabur what has become of her.
I have spoken.”

“I will say nothing, sheikh!”
spoke the girl, in Arabic as good as
Cairns’ own.

“Be still while your betters talk,

woman!” snarled the sheikh. “I
have spoken! No woman will I
trust.”

There it was again; age-old preju-
dice, the harem tradition. Woman
must be ever weak, treacherous, un-
trustworthy. Cairns’ house of joy
collapsed about his ears.

But his eyes had been busy. He
had marked the spot where a white
plume of steam told him his engine
stood. It was not a quarter of a
mile away.

«TECIDE, Feringhi!” commanded
the sheikh. “The mine is
yours! And as for the woman, what
is she to you? Let her stay here to
ornament the harem of my son. She
is honored, indeed. Come—decide!”
Qairns looked up at the girl, and
saw in her eyes a plea—fear—doubt.
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She dared to doubt what his de-
cision might be! He could have
slapped her.

What the devil did she have against
him?

He reached out suddenly, grabbed
the sheikh’s son by his neckcloth
and jerked him forward, spinning
him around so that he stood strug-
gling, helpless in Cairns’ iron grip.
The big Colt in Cairns’ right hand
jabbed harshly against his spine.
Loud rang the American’s voice:

“Bid your people stand back,
sheikh! We go to the iron horse.
Obey, or your son dies, here and
now!”

The sheikh gaped for one instant
of horrified astonishment, then as he
saw his son’s predicament he spoke:

“It is the will of Allah! Stand
back, men of the Beni Basr. Let
them pass.”

He added something in low, rapid
words which Cairns did not catch.
The two armed guards darted away
through the crowd.

“No tricks, sheikh, or I'll blast
daylight through this young scoun-
drel!” Cairns warned.

“You on the horse! Can you man-
age the reins with your hands tied
like that?”

“I think so,” came the calm reply.

“Then follow me, and sing out if
anybody makes a pass at me. Un-
derstand?”

“Perfectly.”

“Let’s go.”

AIRNS urged the sheikh's son
forward, setting as rapid a pace
as he could.

He feared treackery now, and he
wanted to be on that engine and
away. Once the wheels were turn-
ing beneath him, no Arab pursuit
could catch him. And in Gabur it-
self he would be safe, for the ven-
geance of the Shah would be swift
upon the Arab sheikh who dared to
violate a walled town wherein dwelt

a magistrate holding the royal man-
date.

Of course, the mine was lost.

But this was no time to think of
mines.

Cairns could hear the plodding
hoofs of the horse behind him. All
around him surged the Arabs, keep-
ing their distance at the sheikh’s re-
peated commands but voicing threats
of horrible vengeance.

“Death  waits, infidel!”
screamed.

they

HE young Arab walked steadily

on, disdaining to struggle now
that he had found resistance useless.
They passed the wells, passed the
last date palms. The engine stood
before them, steam roaring upward
from the safety valve; Cairns remem-
bered that he had not turned down
the flame of the oil burners.

“Get off your horse and climb
aboard,” he called to the girl.

He heard her tumble to the
ground; she ran past him awkwardly,
holding out her bound hands in front
of her. She was pulling her-
self into the cab as he jerked the
young sheikh around to face the
crowding, snarling Arabs. Cairns
backed slowly toward the gangway,
his eyes on the sheikh, who stood
some twenty feet away, his face grim
and inscrutable,

“When you start your iron horse,
O Feringhi, you cease to be my

guest,” he said suddenly. “There-
after, look to yourself!”
“I ask nothing better, sheikh!”

grinned Cairns.

His backward-stepping foot struck
the embankment. He gave the young
Arab a sudden shove, sending the
young man forward in a long stum-
bling fall; then whirled, grabbed a
hand-hold, hoisted himself to the
gangway.

He kicked free the dog which held
the hand-brake. The wheel spun,
whirring. He jerked the reverse



28 THRILLING ADVENTURES

lever back, and his hand went to the
throttle.

A dozen rifles covered him in-
stantly. But Cairns had thought well
ahead.

He leaned out of
facing backward.

His right hand was on the throttle,
the Colt .45 in his left covered the
Sheikh.

“Down with those guns!” he
yelled, and the sheikh grinned in his
beard, grinned with the baffled fero-
city of a wolf who sees his prey es-
caping before his eyes. He shouted
a command.

the window,

HE rifle muzzles lowered. Steam

hissed in the cylinders as the en-
gine began to move. The little drivers
spun crazily, then took hold. Faster
and faster clamored the exhausts in
tae stack. The sand ridges loomed
ahead. Cairns reached over and
switched on the injector, then looked
across at the silent girl on the left-
kand seat.

“We're away. All over but the
weeping,” he called.

The Arabs yelled their rage as the
engine rumbled into the gap be-
tween the ridges. Cairns waved a
mocking farewell to the stately, im-
movable figure of the sheikh. He
leaned far out, watching the track—
ti.ere might be more sand drifts now,
for the wind was rising.

Then the hair seemed to rise on
the back of his neck; for beyond the
ridges men were clustered on the
embankment — Arabs —a score or
more of them, some with rifles and
scme who labored furiously at the
rails.

Two rails were already up, leaving
a hopeless gap in the track.

They were trapped.

The words of the sheikh seemed
to ring mockingly in Cairns’ ears:

“When you start your iron horse—
ycu cease to be my guest. There-
after, look to yourself—"

CHAPTER 1V
The Gateway of Swords

ACAIRNS shut off,
braked the little en-
gine to a stop. The
Arabs danced, laugh-
ling, yelling—then
came running forward
to take their prey.

#=%&- Cairns fired, dropping
one of the sheikh's tall guards. So
this was the meaning of those hur-
ried, treacherous commands!

Then he threw himself upon the
reverse lever. Forward it went;
open the throttle again. The engine
rumbled back the way it had come.

Cairns grabbed the girl from her
seat.

“Down! Lie down!” She hesitated,
her womanly instincts recoiling from
the oily floor plates. “Oh, the deuce
with  your clothes! Get down
there!”

As she dropped flat on the floor
of the cab, Cairns pulled the throt-
tle all the way back, yanked down
the whistle cord for one scream of
defiance, and dropped beside the
girl. They were past the ridges
again; the Arabs would be waiting.

“Let her roll!” he exclaimed. “If
they've torn up the track in front,
too, we might as well be in the ditch
as here. If not, we'll get through.”

Outside there was a chorus of
wild yells, a sudden rattle of rifle
fire. Bullets shivered the glass win-
dows, spattered in stars of lead
against the steel plating, the boiler-
head, the oil tank. The engine lum-
bered on, gathering speed with
every turn of its drivers.

A turbaned head showed at the
gangway as an Arab warrior, knife
in teeth, made a desperate leap.
Cairns drove one foot into that face,
and it vanished, screaming through
a splatter of blood and teeth.

More bullets; and then the sound
of shots and yells faded out behind.
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Cairns rose to his feet, peered cau-
tiously around the corner of the fuel
oil tank.

Several mounted Arabs were spur-
ring their horses in a pursuit that
was rapidly being outdistanced.
White and brown figures were run-
ning aimlessly here and there among
the palm trees of the oasis.

But on either side of the track lay
again the red desert, redder now as
the horizon mists in the west laid
their crimson veils before the orb
of day. And ahead were the hills.

The hills—in which throbbed and
glowed, brighter and brighter, the
lamp of the Sacred Fire.

The track lay ahead, unbroken as
far as Cairns could see. He found
a switch, started the small dynamo,
turned on the headlight. Its white
sword leaped through the gathering
dusk, showing rusted but perfect
rails.

“We're clear, all right. Foxed 'em
that time,” grinned Cairns. He bent
over the girl and cut the rope that
bound her wrists. “You can get up
now. Dirty but safe.”

HE girl rose to her feet; she cer-

tainly was dirty. Cairns’ grin
broadened at the sight of the wreck
the fuel oil had made of her once
spotless white dress.

“You, Mr. Cairns,” she said in her
cool high-bred English voice, “appear
to be what they call in your country
a wise-cracker. Not an enviable dis-
tinction, I should say.”

“Say!” snapped Cairns. “What's
the matter with you, anyway? What
have I ever done that you should
high-hat me this way? Why, back
there in the camp, you were actually
afraid T was going to take up the
sheikh’'s offer and leave you to the
Arabs!”

The girl reddened.

“I—I'm sorry,” she muttered.

“All right. TForget it. We've
troubles enough,” Cairns answered,

his grin returning. “Come over
here, won’t you, where I can talk to
you while I run this coffee-boiler?
You seem to know my name; mind
telling me yours?”

“I'm Mary Drummond,” she in-
formed him.

“Drummond? Any relation to the
geologist, Professor Drummond?”

“He is my father. I'm here to
look for him.”

“To look for him?
know where he is?”

Don’t you

¢ O. I last heard from him at

Gabur, just after he had made
the report on your silver mine. He
wrote that he had encountered a re-
markable sect of devil-worshipers
up in the hills, and was going back
to find out more about them. He
had a bump of insatiable scientific
curiosity. That was three months
ago; since then, not a word.”

Cairns’ thoughts flashed instantly
to the tortured-twisted corpse in Ali
Basr’s garden.

“Did Chublee Rao know anything
of your father?”

“Not much. He knew father had
examined the mine and written a
report on it, at Hornswood’s request;
and that he had left Gabur, with no
more than a native servant as com-
pany, saying he was going back to
the temple of the Devil-Worshipers.

“When he did not return in a few
days, the Persian magistrate made
some inquiries, but nothing came of
them. He seemed to have disap-
peared. So I came out from Eng-
land to find him: there was nothing
else to be done.” _

“I see.” Cairns said no more for
a moment. He thought there was
no use to tell the girl of the un-
known victim of the sheikh’s fanat-
ical hatred. Not now, at least, when
she might need all her courage, all
her faculties, to face the perils that
confronted them.

He eased in the throttle, slowing
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the engine to a pace which made
conversation at once easier and less
perilous.

“We're in a tight spot, Miss Drum-
mond,” said he. ‘“No use disguising
the truth. We can't get back to
Gabur: not now, anyway. Even if
we could get horses, we'd have a
hard time dodging Ali Basr’s riders.
I have a little canned stuff in my
bags; there's some water in the
tank, brackish but drinkable.

¢TDUT we can’t stop, or the Beni

Basr will catch up with us.
We've got to keep going; and that
means, we've got to visit these devil-

worshipers, whoever they are.”
“Right-o0,” agreed Mary Drum-
mond. ‘“That’s where I want to go,

anyway. They may not harm us;
they didn't harm father.”

“We're on our way,” shrugged
Cairns. “We've no choice.”

And they were, he thought, almost
at their goal. The mountains tow-
ered higher, a dark barrier across
their path. Night had come to the
desert; the sky above was studded
with the incredibly numerous stars
of the tropics.

But ahead, like a lode-star to guide
them to their bourne—or a will-o’-
the-wisp to lure them to a dreadful
death!—the Sacred Fire of the
strange people whom the Arabs hated
so, glowed on the hillside, burning
steadily.

“Father says,” Mary Drummond
told Cairns gravely, “that the reli-
gion of these people is a perverted
form of the ancient religion of Per-
sia, founded a thousand years before
Christ by Zoroaster. The altar-fires
that Zoroaster lighted have been kept
burning all these centuries; some of
them, at least, have never been ex-
tinguished.

“It—it rather appals one, doesn’t
it, to think that that fire we're look-
ing at, though driven from place to
place by persecution, may have been

’

burning almost three thousand
years?”

“Makes sort of a nouveau-riche of
Mohammed, I'd say,” replied Cairns.
“Maybe that’s what irks old Ali Basr
so. The murdering devil! I had
some idea of helping him clean up
these devil-worshipers and getting
his help in return; but now I'd
rather play the game the other way.”

Even as he spoke, he realized that
he might very well be talking non-
sense. The devil-worshipers might
turn out to be worse cut-throats
than the Beni Basr had ever dreamed
of being. Frying pan to fire—per-
haps.

No help for it, anyway.

The mountains were very close.
Cairns slowed the pace of the engine
still more. He watched the track;
perhaps the devil-worshipers, too,
had torn up some rails.

The engine roared through a shal-
low rock-cutting. Rocks appeared
beside the track, replacing the desert
sand. They were entering the hill
country.

And then, suddenly, there came a
long curve and they plunged into
an echoing gorge, with high rocky
walls on either hand.

HE headlight picked up some

dark barrier. A boulder on the
track! Cairns shut off steam; the
brake valve—he had long ago started
the air-pump—hissed gently under
his hand, checking the engine’s pace.
He brought the panting machine to
a stop with her nose some ten feet
from the obstruction.

“Stay quiet,” he warned the girl.
“This may be chance, or it may be
placed there for a purpose. I'm get-
ting out to see.”

“Be careful,” she whispered.

Cairns nodded and swung out of
the gangway. On the iron step he
paused, listening. There was no
sound save the gentle sigh of the
wind between the walls of the gorge,
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the chugging of the air pump, the
faint hiss of escaping steam. Ahead,
as though framed between those
dark walls, he saw the leaping flame
of the Sacred Fire, high on a yet
distant mountainside.

He dropped to the ground, walked
forward past the engine, his eyes
darting warily from side to side. The
headlight’'s ray played steadily on
the track, on the great boulder, the
rocks on either side. In that cold
white glare, nothing stirred, all was
still.

E reached the boulder. It was

far too large for him to move
unaided. He walked around it, ex-
amining it carefully. There was a
small pinch-bar in the cab; perhaps
he could—

“Look out!” shrilled the girl.

Cairns stiffened, hand on pistol.
But force would not serve him now.
Silently, like shadows suddenly tak-
ing on human substance, a dozen men
had glided from the darkness beyond
the headlight's glare.

They surrounded him; the light
glittered on the long curved blades
cf their drawn scimitars. Dark
cloaks, dark turbans, hid their forms
and faces from his anxious inspec-
tion.

“Why do you come to the Gate-
way of Swords, stranger?” asked
one in halting Arabic.

“I come,” Cairns said boldly, “to
inspect my property, which is a sil-
ver mine in yonder hills.”

There was low-voiced interchange
of words among the newcomers in a
musical language wholly unknown to
Cairns; he thought it might be an-
cient Persian.

Then the man who spoke Arabic
addressed him again.

“It cannot be, stranger,” he said.
“You must return the way you have
come. We have enemies; we can
admit no strangers through the
Gateway of Swords—save by the or-

deal of the sword, 4s it is written in
the Law.”

“I, too, have enemies,” retorted
Cairns. “The men of the Beni Basr
seek my life, and will have it if I re-
turn to the desert. Therefore I
must pass your gateway, friends.”

“It cannot be, it is forbidden,” the
man answered stubbornly. But
Cairns had not failed to notice a low
growl of anger among the others at
the mention of the name of Beni
Basr.

“What,” asked Cairns, “is this or-
deal of the sword of which you

speak?”
“That cannot matter to you,
stranger. Go your way.”

Cairns was getting desperate. He
couldn’t fight his way through these
fellows; probably there were plenty
more beyond, anyway. And he cer-
tainly couldn’t go back.

“You said it is written in your
Law,” he insisted. “What is it?
Speak, if it be the Law.”

“It is but this,” the man replied.
“The ancient Law of our people
commands, that if any stranger seek
to pass the Gateway of Swords, he
shall not be denied a refuge at the
foot of the temple if he can first
prove that he has the favor of our
Lord the Peacock”— here the man
turned his head away and spoke the
word swiftly, under his breath, as
though afraid that he might be over-
heard—"by successfully enduring the
ordeal of the sword.

¢ ND in this ordeal he must face
in succession the three best

swordsmen of our tribe. If he over-
come them all, he must be admitted.
If any of them wound him so that
he can fight no more, they must be
cast out. If any of them slay him,
his blood is on his own head. Thus
says the Law.”

Cairns laughed.

“And if he kills any of them?”

“They die according to the Law;
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there can be no blood-vengeance by
their kin.”

“Very well, friend. I accept the
ordeal. @~ When do we begin?”
snapped Cairns.

The man took a step backward,
gasping his surprise.

“You? But you are an outlander
—an Angresi from beyond the seas!
This is a matter for swordsmen—"

“I am a better swordsman than any
these hills have ever bred,” Cairns
cried boldly. “Lay on, Macduff!”
He laughed aloud, more to cheer up
the girl than for any other reason,

Then she was beside him, running
to him over the rough ballast.

“You can’'t do it! They'll
you!” she whispered fiercely.

“Don't you worry. I can take care
of myself.” He switched back into
Arabic. “Bring on your warriors,
friend.”

There was more hurried consulta-
tion in the unknown tongue. Then—

“The ordeal must wait for day-
light,” the spokesman said. “Mean-
while, you must stay here.”

“To be found and slaughtered by
the Beni Basr?” protested Cairns,
“A clever device, for those who fear
the outlander’s sword. For shame!”

kill

EVERAL voices rose in angry re-
tort. The dark figures pressed
closer.

“So be it,” grumbled the man who
spoke Arabic. “We will roll away
the stone and let your iron chariot
proceed, stranger. You can go on
to the mine. You will find shelter
tnere, and food. But in the morn-
ing you must face the ordeal, with
the first rays of the most noble sun.

“Think well; for once you have
passed through this gorge, which
from time immemorial we have called
the Gateway of Swords, there will
be no turning back.”

“Roll aside the boulder, friend.
We go on,” answered Cairns stoutly.

At once several of the men put

their shoulders to the big rock, while
others produced wooden levers from
some hiding place at the side of the
track and began prying. The boulder
shifted, rose, rolled over the rail
and the track was clear.

“Remember! In the morning, the
ordeal!” cried the spokesman.

Cairns had already helped the girl
into the cab. The only answer he
gave was spoken by the clamor of
the engine’s exhaust.

Forward they rolled—on through
the Gateway of Swords, on toward
that hill where burned the Sacred
Fire.

CHAPTER V
The Ordeal

away on either hand.
A roar beneath; they
were passing over a
wooden trestle. The
headlight showed a
high cliff ahead. The
Y- track turned, climbing
perilously along a ledge on the
cliff's face, and then swung into a
wide, open space where there were
trees and grass and the murmur of
a waterfall.

Switches appeared, and side-tracks
with rows of little four-wheeled ore
cars. A shed or two of corrugated
iron, a bumper—and abruptly the
track ended.

This must be the mine.

Cairns stopped his engine close
to the bumper, shut off the oil
burners, touched the girl's arm.

“We appear,” said he, “to have ar-
rived. Let’s have a look at the local
accommodations.”

The sheds were both locked, but
again Hornswood’s keys proved ade-
quate. One shed was a storehouse;
there were tools, supplies, timber
for shoring galleries and the like,
but no food.

The other had been fitted as an
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office, with a bunk room in the rear.
A couple of cases of canned goods,
some tins of biscuit, tea, a small oil
stove, and a few cooking utensils re-
warded a search conducted by means
of innumerable matches. Then the
girl discovered a kerosene lamp, and
there was light.

They could hear a stream not far
away, but to search for it at night
among the rocks would have been
silly. They drew water from the
saddle-tank and made the best of it.
Warm and brackish though it was,
it did very well for washing and for
tea.

APABLY enough Mary Drum-
mond set about getting supper,
while Cairns made up the most com-
fortable-looking of the bunks for
her, and arranged a shakedown for
himself in the office.

They ate, laughing and talking
with an almost feverish determina-
tion to be gay. Not till the meal
was finished and the tin dishes
washed and put away did either per-
mit a word about their present pre-
dicament to escape.

Then at last, when they were sit-
ting on the wooden steps of the of-
fice, their cigarettes glowing in the
dark, Mary Drummond said:

“Aren’t you thinking about—the
morning—at all?”

Cairns laughed.

“I'm really a first-chop fencer,
Miss Drummond,” he replied. “Cups
and medals and all that sort of thing.
Rapier or broadsword, I can manage
to hold my own. I doubt very much
if the best of these native worthies
can even score a touch on me.”

“You're not just trying to—to—"

“To make you feel better? No.
You'll see.”

She laid a hand on his arm.

“You make me feel rather ashamed
of myself,” she said. ‘“My father
had—Hhas some pretty extreme ideas
about the treatment of natives in

these countries by white planters
and engineers and the like. They
told me on the ship that you were a
mining engineer rather noted for
your success in handling natives in
Malay and Burma.

“I've never been out here before—
though my father made me learn
Arabic—and so I judged you too
hastily. The prejudice of ignorance,
you see. Now—"

She stopped, embarrassed.

“Now you’ve met one sort of na-
tive on his own hearthstone, so to
speak,” chuckled Cairns, “and you're
beginning to appreciate the other
side of the picture. We live and
learn, Miss Drummond. You'll meet
another sort tomorrow, unless I'm
much mistaken.

“And speaking of tomorrow, how
about a little rest? We both need
it

He was dropping off to sleep when
the thought came to him that she
had not once mentioned her father,
or tried to ask the guardians of the
Gateway any questions. Was it be-
cause she feared what the answer
might be?

E woke when a shadow moved

across his face. Early sunlight
streamed through the open door. A
man stood there looking down at
him, a man who wore a black turban
wound closely around his head, and
whose black burnous, falling almost
to his feet, was confined by a plain
leather sword-belt from which swung
a heavy scimitar.

His clean-shaven face was curi-
ously fair, no darker than many a
Spanish or Italian skin. His eyes
were blue, and surveyed the awak-
ening Cairns with more curiosity
than hostility.

“The ordeal waits, stranger,” he
said, and his voice marked him as the
man who had spoken to Cairns the
night before.

“It waits till I've had breakfast,
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too,” he said with an amused grin,

Mary Drummond emerged from
the rear room, rubbing her eyes.

“T’ll make tea,” she said.

While she was about it, Cairns
opened his sword-case and selected a
stout broadsword—a cut-and-thrust
weapon, with a long straight blade.

“I'll back the straight blade against
the saber any day,” he confided to
the girl.

UTSIDE, the sunrevealed a queer

landscape. The mine buildings
stood on a sort of shelf beneath a
towering precipice, which was honey-
combed with the entrances of innu-
merable caverns.

The entrance to the mine it-
self seemed only one of these many
openings in the rock, which here
was dark basalt rather than sand-
stone, as grim and forbidding as the
black garments of their guide.

Below, to the left, was the fair
valley into which the tracks of the
railway sloped down sharply. It had
a variety of trees, grass and vege-
table patches and was bisected by a
stream, which tumbled from the val-
ley’s farther edge down a steep slope
and flowed on to oblivion in the
desert through the narrow gorge
called the Gateway of Swords.

To the right, the cliff fell away
in a magnificent natural amphithea-
ter, semicirclular in shape. Not in
the center of this, but high up, close
to its upper and outer rim, stood a
great altar of masonry, approached
by a series of rough yet impressive
steps cut in the solid rock. And
on this altar burned the Sacred Fire.
A thin column of smoke rose
straight up in the windless air.

Four figures in white tended the
altar, beside which stood a pile of
fuel. AIll around the curve of the
amphitheater were seated or stand-
ing other figures, every one in black.
There were hundreds of them, yet
there was no yelling, no excitement,

no brawls as there would have been
among a similar concourse of Arabs.
Only a solemn chant floated out on
the morning air as the sun’s disc
cleared the eastern horizon.

A wash in the cold water of the
stream, a cup of tea and a handful
of biscuits made a new man out of
Cairns.

He whipped his sword through the
air, executed a passado at the door-
post and spoke gayly to the man in
black, who waited outside with what
patience he could command.

‘“Now—the ordeal, friend. The
ordeal of the sword!”

Sheathed sword under his arm,
Cairns was ready. With Mary

Drummond beside him, he followed
the guide across a rude wooden
bridge over the stream, and so down
a rocky slope to the floor of the
great amphitheater.

The chant ceased. Before the al-
tar the four white-clad priests stood
with bowed heads, silent. Cairns
noted that upon the altar was carved
a stone peacock. Had he not heard
that there were devil-worshipers who
feared to speak the name of Ahri-
man the Terrible, but instead rep-
resented him by a peacock?

Cairns stood in the center of that
great open space, which was rock-
floored and flat as any tennis court.
His conductor raised his voice in the
musical syllables of that strange lan-
guage, addressing the silent crowd
on the terraced slopes above.

WHEN he had finished, there was
a moment’s silence. Then a man
stepped forward from the lowest ter-
race; a young man, who flung off
black burnous and black tunic to re-
veal a lithe, well-muscled body, olive-
skinned and wiry.

White teeth flashed in a confident
smile as he whipped his scimitar
from its scabbard and stood before
Cairns. Cairns took off his coat
and rolled up his shirt sleeves.
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“Stand well back, Mary,” he or-
dered, unaware that in this moment
of stress he used her given name
for the first time. The guide spoke
to him.

“When the trumpet sounds from
the great altar, begin,” he directed.
“When it sounds again, stop. He
who fails to obey the trumpet shall
be instantly dispatched by the
people.”

He walked away, leaving the two
antagonists face to face.

“Good luck!” cried Mary Drum-
mond. “Good luck—Raymond!”

HOARSE trumpet blast.
The young man with the
scimitar leaped forward instantly.

Cairns met him with outstretched
blade, parrying that first furious
thrust. Steel clashed on steel a mo-
ment, and Cairns chuckled, for this
lad was but an eager novice.

He let the boy thrust again. His
own sword shifted slightly, slid
along the other’s blade. The point
engaged the cross-bar of the scimi-
tar’'s hilt. Cairns’ powerful wrist
gave a twist, and the scimitar, torn
from its owner's grip, flew glittering
twenty feet through the air, to fall
with a ringing clang upon the stone
floor.

“Played! Played!”
Drummond shrilly.

The young swordsman stood agape
for an instant. Then, with beads of
sweat starting out upon his brow, he
drew himself up, arms at his side,
and waited for the death thrust.

Cairns lowered his point.

“I give you your life, friend,” he
cried out in Arabic. “Bring on the
next man!”

The black-cloaked interpreter ran
forward.

“You may kill him if you will,
stranger,” he said.

“No. He is only a boy and he
fought bravely,” Cairns denied. “Let
him live.”

cried Mary

He lifted his sword in salute to
the crowd and stood waiting.

His late opponent turned and
walked slowly away, amid' some
laughter from the terraces. There

was a pause, some discussion from
man to man. Evidently these folk
had no chief to say “do this,” and
“send that one.”

At length a broad-shouldered, bar-
rel-chested, short-legged man arose
and came down the steps, shedding
his burnous and tunic as he came.
Here was no novice, but a scarred
and veteran warrior, muscled like a
Hercules and carrying a long scimi-
tar which outreached Cairns’ weapon.

The trumpet blared.

There was no sudden rush. The
veteran moved in cautiously, his
eyes on Cairns’, his bare feet sliding
inch by inch fdrward over the stone.
Their blades engaged. Cairns, w00,
played cautiously for a moment; this
man was strong, he could hardly
hope to disarm him by a twist.

Cairns tried a feint or two, which
were clumsily parried. He met
easily enough a tentative attack by
his opponent. Yes, the man was
strong, but he was only a rough-and-
ready swordsman.

AIRNS grinned at the round
scowling face opposite him. The
grin seemed to annoy the other; for
suddenly he dropped on one knee
and flung arm and body forward in
one savage slash at Cairns’ stomach
that would have disemboweled the
Yank if a lightning-like leap back-
ward had not saved him.

The grin faded. Cairns, his oppo-
nent on the ground and at his mercy,
stood contemptuously aside while
the man bounded to his feet and
charged in, snarling, blade stabbing
before him. Then, deftly and easily,
Cairns parricd the attack and ran his
blade through the muscles of the
warrior's sword arm.

Again the scimitar of a beaten
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man clanged on the rock pavement.
The veteran stood there, blood run-
ning from his finger tips, and a most
comical look of surprise upon his
face.

“Take him away,’
“and bring me a swordsman!
my morning exercise!”

He knew the value of a bold front
when dealing with Orientals; and
as the few who spoke Arabic trans-
lated his words, there ran around the
crowded terraces something that
amounted almost to applause.

Then every eye turned toward the
high altar. The stone slab upon
which was the representation of the
peacock was moving—slowly, slowly
turning back as upon a pivot, re-
vealing a dark doorway beneath the
altar.

A hissing sigh ran through the
expectant crowd as a man stepped
out of the opened door.

’

shouted Cairns,
I need

CHAPTER VI
Cry of War
IF Cairns had found
dress of these

{4 the
249 folk—priests in white,
the common run in
black—somewhat col-
orless and monoto-
nous, he could not
say as much of the fig-
ure which now emerged into the
morning sunlight.

From head to foot, the newcomer
was clad in a tight-fitting costume of
flame-colored silk. A short cloak
of the same material, ornamented
with little suns in gold embroidery,
swung from his shoulders. On his
head he wore a black, conical cap
with little red flames embroidered all
over it; and a mask of black silk
hid his features.

Beside him, proudly flaunting his
own gorgeous plumage, stalked a
huge peacock, held in leash by a
silver chain.

“The sorcerer!” the thought leaped
unbidden to Cairns’ mind.

The man in the garments of flame
stood still for a moment, turning
his head from side to side as though
to assure himself that he had the
attention of all. Then he spoke, in
a queer, strained, high-pitched voice;
only a few words, but those few suf-
ficed.

The interpreter ran up to Cairns.

“He bids the ordeal cease,” he an-
nounced. “He proclaims you the vic-
tor, stranger. The favor of the gods
of light are with you. It is use-
less for us to risk the life of an-
other warrior against your sword.
He bids you welcome, gives you
sanctuary.”

BOVE the sorcerer, on the plat-
- A form of the altar, the white-clad
priests had drawn together. They
were scowling. One called out
something, but his words were lost
in a clamor of approval from the
crowd.

It was plain that the priests stood
for the letter of the law; equally
plain that the sorcerer’s decision was
popular with those who had no wish
to face sword-play the like of
which had never been seen before in
that rude land.

The sorcerer spread out his hands
in a sweeping gesture. Smoke rose
from his fingers, red smoke from his
right hand, yellow from his left. The
people gasped. Suddenly a cloud of
purple vapor seemed to rise from the
solid stone at the sorcerer’s feet. It
wrapped him around like a veil, hid-
ing him from view; and from its
midst his voice cried out—once.

Then, as the purple vapor drifted
away, it was seen that sorcerer, pea-
cock and all had vanished. The rock
door was shut. It was as though he
had never been.

Mary Drummond was at Cairns’
side now. Her eyes were round with
wonder.
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“What is it? Oh—I'm afraid.”

Cairns slipped an arm round her
shoulders.

“Don’t worry. It's just some Ori-
ental trick. I've seen queerer things
than that in India,” he reassured
her.

“What is your will, stranger? Do
you wish to remain here?” the in-
terpreter asked Cairns.

“Come to the mine. We will talk
there,” Cairns suggested, seeing that
Mary was much shaken and in need
of a chance to sit down in peace.

So they returned to the mine of-
fice, and there was much talk to lit-
tle purpose. The sum total of it
was, that Cairns had achieved no
more than a temporary refuge from
the Arabs. The devil-worshipers had
no objection to his working the
mine, but their men would not labor
for wages while the Arabs menaced
the Sacred Fire.

They had resolved to make their
last stand against Moslem persecu-
tion here, in the sacred temple of
their ancestors. They would fight to
the death; and they had no thought
for anything else.

They had a few rifles, not much
ammunition, no other weapons save
their swords. Their position was a
strong one in a military sense, but
without firearms they could not de-
fend it long against the well-armed
tribesmen of the Beni Basr. They
knew this; and their one resolve was
to sell their lives as dearly as they
might.

AIRNS could see no way out of

this impasse.

He could not get back to Gabur
on the engine, for the track was
torn up at the Arab camp. Afoot, it
was hopeless. To attempt to get
through the trackless mountains into
Seistan, burdened with a girl, was
sheer suicide. And to stay where he
was, meant only to delay the end.

Mary had her innings now:

“Have you heard anything of an
Angresi gentleman named Drum-
mond?”

“Drum-man?” repeated the inter-
preter. His face went blank as he
shook his head. “No, lady. No.”

No. He knew nothing of any
stray Angresi since Hornswood had
left. There had been another man
with Hornswood—two others, in
fact. But what had he to do with
the names of Angresi? He could not
tell them, one from the other. No,
none of these Angresi had ever re-
turned to the Mount of the Sacred
Fire.

ARY DRUMMOND buried her

face in her hands. Cairns thought
pityingly of Ali Basr’s garden—and
wished he might see the cruel face
of the sheikh over the sights of a
good rifle.

He started to ask the interpreter
questions about the sorcerer, but im-
mediately the fellow shut up like a
clam, compressing his lips tightly.

“Of certain matters, stranger, it is
not permitted the faithful to speak,”
he muttered. And he rose to take
his leave.

There came through the open door
a sound like the popping of distant
firecrackers.

“Rifles!” cried Cairns, leaping up.

A wailing cry came from without,
a cry repeated, carried along from
man to man.

“The Arabs are in the Gateway of
the Swords!” cried the interpreter,
and ran from the room, drawing his
scimitar as he went.

Cairns and Mary dashed out also.
Far across the valley, in the tor-
tuous canyon of the Gateway, little
smoke puffs were rising; the smoke
of Arab muskets, whose heavy re-
ports could be heard mingling with
the sharp crack of high-powered
rifles.

Cairns ran to his bags, opened one,
got out his field glasses. With these
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he could make out easily the brown
and white and parti-colored djellabas
of the Arab assailants, sweeping up
the gorge on foot but in overpow-
ering strength.

He could also see the dark figure
of the defenders, even their swords
flashing in the sun in gallant but
hopeless struggle again terrible odds.

“The Arabs have the Gateway,
Mary,” he said.

HE dark-clad figures were run-

ning back across the trestle, the
Arabs in hot pursuit. The devil-
worshipers could not stand on the
open trestle, for it would be swept
by rifle fire from end to end, and
to burn it or tear it down there was

not time. They should have thought
of that before, Cairns reflected si-
lently.

On came the Arabs, crowding over
the narrow trestle. Their war cry:
“Allah il Allah! Allah Akbar!”
floated up shrilly through the valley.

Now the defenders had to retire
up the ledge along the face of the
cliff, or up the steeper slopes on
either side of the waterfall. Here
they were able to make a stand, find-
ing some shelter from the hail of
bullets. The Arab rush was for the
moment checked as more warriors
came swarming down from above to
aid in the defense.

Cairns ran down into the valley,
snatched an old Remington rifle from
its indignant owner, and, esconcing
himself behind a rock, picked off
three or four of the boldest Arabs.
The others began falling back, and
there was much shouting back and
forth between those who had crossed
the trestle and those who were still
on its farther side.

“I'd give my shirt for a machine-
gun,” thought Cairns. “I'd take all
the fight out of those fellows in
about two minutes’ firing.”

But he’d as well wish for the
moon. The man who spoke Arabic

came up to him, smiling, and thanked
him for his aid.

“Glad to do anything I can,
friend,” Cairns told him. “I think
you'll have peace for a little while.
Those Arabs will do some yelling
now, and pat themselves on the back
and tell each other what great war-
riors they are.

“Meanwhile, if I were you, I'd get
all your people down here, men,
women, kids, everybody, and build a
wall of those loose stones along the
edge of the bluff. Fell a few trees
to make an obstacle; block that
ledge. How many rifles’'ve you got?”

“Not more than twenty, and not
more than ten or fifteen rounds for
each one. But truly, sir, we have
no chiefs, no leaders. Each man has
his own ideas of what should be
done. It is impossible to get our
people to agree on any plan without
endless argument and discussion.”

“The priests?”

“They can only sing chants of the
past glories of our race, and assure
us that the gods are with us.”

“The sorcerer, then?”

The man spread out his hands in
a despairing gesture and turned
away without answering. Cairns
would have tried to get the devil-
worshipers organized for the defense
of their position, if he could have
talked to them directly. As it was,
he went back to Mary.

E found her staring at a scrap
of paper.

“A boy brought
into my hand and ran.
can it mean?”

She held it out to him.

On it, printed with a lead pencil,
were English words:

“Be of good cheer.
watches over you.”

Who could write in English in
this place?

Cairns shook his head, puzzled.

“Whoever our guardian angel is,

this—stuffed it
Oh, what

A friend
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Mary,” he observed, “he’d better be

getting busy. Those Arabs’ll be
coming up the hill presently.” .
CHAPTER VII
Arab Vengeance
CAIRNS and Mary

had nothing better to
do for the moment, so
they spent a little
time looking over the
. D 'silver mine.

° . Hornswood had
¢ done quite a bit of
development work. His tunnel and
headings were well timbered, the
vein had been tapped in several
places, and a considerable quantity
of ore had been brought out. There
were plenty of tools, and even a
gasoline engine to work an electric
lighting plant and also to operate a
pump for bringing fresh water from
the river.

“All ready to go—if it wasn't for
what Chublee Rao calls the ‘human
factors,”” grumbled Cairns. “This
confounded mine would make me in-
dependent for life if I could first
get rid of those Arabs down there.”

Mary didn’t answer. She was still
staring at the strange note, staring
as though by closer inspection she
could wrest its secret from it.

Now the women and children of
the Yazdis, in their black garments,
were streaming upward out of the
amphitheater; up, past the mine,
along the ledges and paths of the
cliff’'s face and into the caves.

In the amphitheater itself, the
Yazdi swordsmen stood about in ges-
ticulating groups, with the white-
clad figures of the priests moving
among them, exhorting, encouraging.

“They’re good fighters, and brave
enough,” said Cairns angrily, “but
they stand around and argue instead
of getting ready to make things hot
for the Arabs. Why, they haven't
even posted sentries.

<
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“Hey. Hey! Below there! Here
come the Arabs, you dumb idiots!”

He spoke, in his haste, in English,
but added words to the same effect
in Arabic. The Arabs were indeed
coming, rushing forward in a com-
pact mass, which quickly broke up
as they began the toilsome ascent to
the upper valley.

The Yazdis, startled by Cairns’ cry,
at first milled aimlessly about. But
now some of them ran to the edge of
the declivity and began firing at the
ascending Arabs.

“They’ll never make their stand
good,” Cairns asserted. “Come on,
Mary. Get hold of some of that
grub. I'll start filling water cans.
We'll get back into the mine.”

“Into the mine?”

“Sure. These buildings are too ex-
posed. They’ll be the first places the
Arabs will come, when they get into
the valley; not only for plunder, but
to get hold of us, which is undoubt-
edly the reason this attack has come
SO soon.

“Of course the sheikh will know
we must be here. He's after us and
the Yazdis, too.”

“But why must we go into the
mine?"”

“TDECAUSE we must follow the

Yazdi tactics — they'll make
their last stand in the caves, you may
be certain. The Arabs will find their
work cut out for 'em, storming those
caves one by one aginst the Yazdi
swordsmen, who'll be inside in the
dark.

“With my sword and plenty of
ammunition for old Colonel Colt, I'll
make coming into that mine tunnel
quite a chore for our pals of the
Beni Basr.”

“We can’t hold out forever.”

“No.” Cairns was busy filling
water cans as he spoke, and Mary,
despite her despairing remarks, was
dragging out biscuit tins and canned
stuff from the bunk room. “No,
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Mary, we can’t hold out forever. But
if we and the Yazdis, among us, kill
enough of the Beni Basr, they may
give up the siege of the caves as a
bad job and go home. It’s not much
of a hope, maybe, but it's about all
the hope we've got.”

The Yazdis were fighting desper-
ately with the upward swarming
Arabs. Cairns and Mary rushed
back and forth, carrying food, water,
blankets, a kerosene lamp, the oil
stove and other necessaries into the
mine tunnel. Inside the entrance,
just out of the range of clear vision
from outside, Cairns contrived a bar-
ricade of provision cases, bulwarked
on either side with loose ore and
rock.

¢ OW let ’em come,” he said.

“We can stick around outside,
Mary, and watch the fight. We'll
leave this one case out of the top
tier so we can duck in when they
start our way.”

“You talk a lot—but you do things,
too,” approved Mary, smiling at him.
Cairns felt suddenly very much bet-
ter. He had not realized himself
how much this girl’s approval meant
to him, or how hard he had been
striving to win it.

The fight was going badly for the
Yazdis. The Arabs had won foot-
ing in the upper valley at a dozen
places. On both sides of the stream
they were driving the Yazdis before
them.

Scattered bodies attested the des-
peration of the Yazdi resistance; the
Yazdi swords were more than a
match for Arab knives and rifle butts
when it came to hand-to-hand fight-
ing. But for every Arab hothead
who rushed in to close with the foe,
there were two or three seasoned
warriors who hung behind, and with
rifle and pistol shot down the devil-
worshipers.

Conspicuous among these was a
white and scarlet figure, who paused

to fire, then ran forward, yelling en-
couragement to the others. The
sheikh’s son, war-leader of the tribe,
evidently. ’

Cairns wished he’d kept that Rem-
ington. He could not reach that
Arab firebrand with a pistol shot. He
saw the young man stop, point first
at the silent locomotive, then at the
altar on which the Sacred Fire still
burned.

“Allah Akbar!” rose the fierce cry
as the Arabs came on.

The Yazdis were forced back now
to the edge of the amphitheater.
Here rude stone benches and balus-
trades gave them some cover. They
made a stand, and the Arabs, scat-
tering through the trees, took cover
from the weak fire of the remaining
Yazdi rifles and settled down to a
period of sniping and yelling.

Bullets now began to clang
against the engine, and to hit the
corrugated iron huts with hammer
blows.

The Arabs apparently suspected
that Cairns was somewhere in that
vicinity, though he had been care-
ful to keep Mary and himself as
much out of sight as possible.

Some of them were working in his
direction, dodging from tree to tree,
wriggling along through the high
grass. :

GIrPMYHEY think I may have a rifle,”

he told Mary. “I've been look-
ing for the old sheikh, but I don't
see him. Maybe he’s a little too old
for active fighting.”

He steadied his pistol against the
engine and fired! three well-spaced
shots. At that range he could not
hope for accuracy, but his bullets
came close enough to give the Arabs
pause. The advance of the skirm-
ishers ceased, and Cairns and Mary,
dodging around the building, scur-
ried into their tunnel-fortress.

The sun was much higher now,
and the heat outside was oppressive,
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though in the tunnel it was cool
enough. The Arabs made no imme-
diate move to press their advantage
—taking it easy during the heat of
the day, after the fashion of Ori-
ental warriors.

“Maybe they’re waiting for the
sheikh to arrive, to watch the final
attack?” conjectured Cairns.

BUT though various groups of re-
inforcements did come through
the Gateway of Swords and over the
trestle as the afternoon wore away,
the sheikh was not among them.
Cairns with his glasses made sure of
that. The Yazdis, for their part,
seemed sunk in an apathy of despair.

They fired an occasional rifle shot,
but most of their activity was di-
rected toward bringing supplies of
wood to the Sacred Fire. The priests,
sheltered behind the massive altar,
still tenfed that age-old flame, and
Cairns could not but admire the de-
voted courage with which Yazdi
youths exposed themselves, dashing
along the open terraces under a hail
of Arab bullets, to bring fresh wood
to the altar platform.

No less than four young Yazdis
gave up their lives during that long
afternoon, in such attempts; and
ever, when one fell, another would
dash out from the caves or the stone
shelters and take up the burden of
the fallen one. The fire burned on,
as though serenely indifferent to the
menacing presence of those who had
sworn to extinguish it forever.

At last the sun began to lose its
power as it sank toward the western
horizon.

“When it's dark, the big rush
comes. After that, the last stand in
the caves,” Cairns told Mary. They
had talked but little during that day.
Part of the time Mary had slept,
part of the time she had kept watch
while Cairns dozed, storing up en-
ergy against a possible all-night
fight.

Renewed activity amongst the rein-
forced Arabs; fierce cries promising
death to the “infidels,” awful tor-
tures for the priests, and the utter
quenching of the altar fire, made the
evening air hideous.

Then—as at a signal—everywhere
the Arabs rose and charged.

They swept the Yazdi swordsmen
from the pavement of the amphi-
theater, and stormed up the terraces,
clearing each one as they advanced.
Some of the Yazdis would have de-
fended the altar, but so heavy a
rifle fire was opened on that position
that the Yazdis fell where they
stood, or fled into the caves.

It was a well-planned, well-exe-
cuted attack, and ten minutes after
it started, the amphitheater was in
possession of the Arabs. Not a liv-
ing Yazdi was left within it, save
two surviving priests who were held
fast by their screaming, triumphant
captors at the very foot of the altar
itself.

“Out with the fire! Out with the
accursed fire!” rose the Arab cry.

CQITOP! TI'll knife the man that

touches that fire!” rang the
commanding voice of the sheikh's
son. Cairns saw his red-and-white
burnous struggling forward up the
terraces through the excited, exult-
ant Arabs.

“Let those priests live!” the young
leader shouted, for knives were
raised to plunge into the white-clad
prisoners.

The sheikh’s son gained the altar
platform, roughly shoving followers
aside.

“Remember, you fools, my father's
oath!” he commanded loudly. “He
himself, with his own hand, will
quench this thrice-accursed flame!
He will be here tonight. In the
morning, at sunrige, at the hour most
sacred to these encmies of Allah, he
will put out their fire forever.

“Tonight, let these priests live and
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tend it for the last time. Tomorrow,
let them see their fire put out by my
father’s hand—then let their blood
smoke upon their own altar. With
my voice, the sheikh of the Beni
Basr has spoken!”

A yell of fierce approval rose from
all the Arabs; a groan of herror came
from the Yazdis in the mouths of the
caves. They must witness this final
sacrifice, this dreadful end to all they
held holy.

“Now,” cried the sheikh’s son,
“have any of you found the Feringhi
whose blood I have sworn to have?
Or the woman who is my own?”

“No! They are not here, sidi”
The denial was general.

“Then they are in the caves, and
we will have them in the morning.
So be it. Some of you stand guard,
lest these spawn of the devil come
forth to surprise us. The rest, build
fires, and slay a sheep or two that we

may eat. Truly Allah has delivered
his enemies into our hands! To him
be praise!”

And with the sinking of the sun,
the despairing Yazdis had to watch
the defilement of their temple by
scores of triumphant Moslems, bow-
ing themselves toward Mecca and of-
fering fierce thanksgiving to Allah
the Compassionate, who had brought
them so notable a victory!

T LOOKED to Cairns as if the

morning must indeed bring the
end. He might stand the Arabs off
for a while, but if they charged
home with determination, they would
have him. And Mary—

“Ray!” It was Mary’s voice, in the
tunnel behind him. “Look, Ray! I've
found something—maybe.”

She led him back past the barrier,
back along the tunnel till she came
to a heavy wooden door, attached by
iron hinges to the wooden sheathing.
It was secured only by a hasp and
pPeg.

She had opened it—and within, in

a scooped-out niche, were a number
of small cases with the significant
name “ATLAS” stamped upon them.

“Dynamite! You have found some-
thing, Mary! And here’'s a box of
caps—fuse—everything! Damned
carelessness, storing dynamite and
caps in the same place, but I'm glad
of it this time.”

Cairns’ first impulse was to cap
some sticks, attach a short length of
fuse and throw them down among
the Arabs. But sober second thought
showed him the futility of this.
He’d kill some of the enemy, cer-
tainly. But then they’d take cover
and the fight would resolve itself
into a duel between dynamite and
snipers, with the advantage all on the
part of the snipers. Especially at
night. He might hold out a day or
two longer, that was all.

Wasn’t there some way he could
use this explosive to wipe out enough
Arabs so that the rest would lose
heart and flee? Perhaps if he waited
till tomorrow, when all the Arabs
would be gathered in the valley to
watch the sheikh’s dousing of the
Sacred Fire—yes, that would be the
best. A surprise attack with dyna-
mite, then, might do the trick.

But it would be a risky thing; he’d
have to expose himself recklessly to
get far enough downhill to throw his
capped sticks. “I'll have to think this
thing over, Mary. There must be a
way to use this stuff,” he said.

CHAPTER VIII
Sacrifice to Ahriman

OUT in the amphi-
theater, the Arabs
were eating and mak-
ing merry.

Two men bearing
d burdens, attended by
torch-bearers — for it
was dark now—were
ascending the terraces.

“Put those water-skins behind the
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altar,” shouted the voice of the
sheikh’s son, evidently anxious that
the Yazdis in the caves should hear.
“And, guards, see that the priests
don’t touch them. They must be
ready to my father’s hand, come sun-
rise.”

The Yazdi priests were still feed-
ing the fire, as indeed they were
duty bound to go on doing, under all
circumstances, while still they lived.
Cairns could but imagine their feel-
ings as the water-skins were set down
by the altar.

SHADOW stirred a little way
from the engine.

Cairns lifted his Colt.
Arabic he challenged:

“Who comes?”

“Allah Akbar!” came the fierce an-
swer, and there was a sudden rush of
dark figures. Cairns fired—once,
twice, three times—with steady hand.
One of the assailants fell screaming;
another fell and was still; two or
three others turned and fled.

“They won’t try that again in a
hurry,” Cairns opined, reloading his
45.

Mary came to him, bringing a tin
cup of hot tea and some sandwiches
she had contrived out of biscuit and
canned beef. She was a brave kid,
thought Cairns. She sat there beside
him in the mouth of that tunnel and
ate her supper, as cheerfully and
with as good appetite as if she were
supping at the Ritz in her native
London.

Presently Cairns thought he saw
another moving shadow. Was it the
wounded Arab trying to crawl away?
If so, let him go.

Starlight glinted on steel. The
wounded man'’s cries, which had died
away to faint moans, ended suddenly
in a dreadful gurgle.

Again Cairns, crouching with pis-
tol ready, challenged:

“Who comes?”

“Friends,” replied the voice of the

In clear

Arabic-speaking Yazdi who'd acted
as interpreter.

He took form in the gloom, moving
very cautiously. There appeared to
be one or two other Yazdis with him.

“We have killed that Arab dog,”
he informed Cairns. “You are doing
well, stranger. Is your woman with
you?”

“Yes.” Cairns saw no reason to
waste breath in explaining that Mary
could not exactly be described as his
woman. He rather liked the idea,
anyway.

“Better get back here in the tun-
nel,” he added, “out of reach of stray
bullets.”

For the Arabs were sniping at the
caves, shooting blindly in the gloom.
Cairns could hear bullets striking the
rock here and there.

“It is well.” The interpreter and
two—no—three other Yazdis glided
into the tunnel. One of them was a
priest who had escaped the slaughter
in the amphitheater. His pale robe
showed up plainly against the tunnel
wall.

“We are in desperate straits,
stranger,” the interpreter said in a
queerly strained voice. “Our gods
of light have turned their faces from
us. We have no recourse but to ap-
peal to the gods of darkness—the an-
cient, cruel gods who of old pro-
tected our people from their foes.
Now!”

ITH startling suddenness, all
four of the Yazdis leaped upon
Cairns. One wrenched his pistol
from his hand; the other three pinned
him to earth beneath their weight.
He struggled furiously, but to no
avail. The wiry, powerful Yazdis
held him fast. With short length of
rope they bound him hand and foot,
while the white-clad priest held Mary
Drummond helpless.
They bound Mary, then, and laid
her on the tunnel floor beside Cairns.
The priest spoke. His words were
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unintelligible, but through them rang
a note of rising hope, almost of
triumph.

“I am sorry for this, stranger,”
spoke the interpreter, “for you are a
brave warrior and I like you well.
But for our sacred altar, our invio-
late fire, I would strike down my
own father!”

“What do you mean to do?"” de-
manded Cairns.

“Tomorrow, at sunrise, the ac-
cursed Arabs have promised to put
out the fire on the altar of the gods,”
was the grim answer. “We have
done our best; only the gods them-
selves can save their altar now.

¢ A ND if the gods of light, the

sungod himself, will not help
us, then we must turn to the most
awful deity of all, the dread one
whom we call the Peacock, who was
named aforetime—Ahriman.”

The priest groaned low as that
mighty name was spoken, and began
muttering as if in prayer, as if beg-
ging forgiveness for the impiety of
speaking the name of Ahriman in the
presence of an infidel. “In ancient
times, the priests tell us, so long ago
that no man now living among us
can remember having heard of such
a thing during his lifetime,” the in-
terpreter went on, “it has happened
that, in time of great need, our
people have won the favor of Ahri-
man by a momentous sacrifice. Not
the usual sacrifice of sheep or cattle,
such as we offer every day upon our
altars, but the sacrifice of a maiden,
young and fair of skin.

“Among us we have none such—
our women have grown dark with
labor in the sun. And so—"

“Good God!” cried Cairns.
mean you will take—"

“Your woman. Yes, stranger, it
must be so. At midnight—for that
is the hour of Ahriman the Dread—
ehe burns on a pile of faggots in the
high mountain top, that the god may

“You

sece and know and come to the aid of
his stricken people. That he may
smite these impious Arabs with his
flaming, terrible sword!”

The interpreter’s last words rose
in a fanatical shriek.

Cairns’ blood ran cold. These men
were in deadly earnest.

“Mary—Mary—" He spoke her
name through the darkness.

“Never mind, Ray. It’s not your
fault,” she answered. Brave Mary—
trying to comfort him even when—

He struggled with his bonds. They
held—they’d been well tied.

“I return to the caves, stranger,”
the interpreter told him. “In the
morning, if Ahriman has saved us,
you shall go free. Fare you well.
We return for the woman an hour
before midnight.”

He went out of the tunnel, fol-
lowed by the muttering priest and
one of the others. Two Yazdis re-
mained on guard. They settled them-
selves on their haunches, swords in
hand. Cairns could see them in the
faint starlight at the tunnel’s mouth,
silent, implacable guardians.

“Mary!” he whispered again.

“Yes, Ray,”

“Try your bonds.
loose?”

A moment’s silence.

“No. They've tied me—very tight-
ly, Ray.”

Can you work

E turned on his side, and for ten

minutes worked in grim silence
at the unyielding ropes, till his
wrists were raw and bleeding. He
made no progress whatever.

“Ray!”

“Yes.” \

“l want you to know—I want to
tell you before they—they come for
me, Ray. I love you!”

It was the softest of whispers, but
he heard.

“I love you, too, Mary. Oh, God!”

He strove in vain at the relentless
rope.
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Outside, a pebble rolled beneath an
incautious foot.

The guards stirred; a rifle bolt
clicked.

Someone spoke in the Yazdi
tongue. A guard answered.
Had they come so soon? Was it

already an hour before midnight?

Footsteps—soft, almost impercepti-
ble—approached.

The guards spoke again, both of
them, a quick exclamation of aston-
ishment.

The voice of the newcomer snapped
out in syllables that were plainly
those of command.

The guards arose together and
went out of the tunnel into the
night, nor stayed upon the order of
their departure. A single figure re-
mained, dark against the dim rect-
angle of the tunnel’s mouth—a slim
figure, seemingly wearing a short
cloak, a conical cap.

A match flared.

Its light gleamed on flame-colored
silk, on gold embroidery.

The newcomer was the sorcerer!

In one hand he held the burning
match, in the other—a naked knife!

CHAPTER IX
Turning the Trick

THE sorcerer glided
\ forward into the tun-
LBAnel, throwing aside the
R burnt-out match.

He knelt beside
Cairns; Cairns could
feel the man’s hot
breath on his face. A
hand touched him. Cairns braced
himself for the knife-thrust.

The hand found his arm, ran along
it to his bound wrists. The knife-
blade  touched  him—tugged—his
wrists were free. He sat up, over-
powered by astonishment. The sor-
cerer was busy at his knees and an-
kles, cutting away those ropes also.

Then the sorcerer spoke.

“Mary—where is Mary?” he asked.

And he spoke in English.

“Father!” cried Mary Drummond
in a voice that rang for joy.

The sorcerer swung toward her.

“Mary—Mary!”

For the next minute or two there
was nothing but rapturous greeting
between father and daughter. The
girl, freed by her father’s knife,
clung to him, weeping and laughing
by turns.

Then Mary leaned over to Ray.

“Father—this is Raymond Cairns.
I love him, father,” she said frankly
to him.

“I am glad to know you, sir,” said
Professor Drummond. “Now listen
to me—both of you. We're still in a
tight fix.”

E explained swiftly his presence

there in the garb of a Yazdi
sorcerer. He had left the mine with
Hornswood and an English engineer,
Billings, who had been in Horns-
wood’s employ. The Arabs had at-
tacked them; Hornswood and the
professor had escaped by hard rid-
ing, Billings had been taken.

“That,” thought Cairns, “explains
the body in the garden.”

The professor, reaching Gabur
safely, had at Hornswood’s request
written his report on the silver mine.
But he had added some notes about
the people, and the impractibility of
working the mine until the Arabs
had been dealt with. These notes,
Cairns could understand, Hornswood
had suppressed.

Then the professor, hearing of the
coming of the devil-worshipers from
Seistan to occupy their old temple,
had resolved to visit this strange
people, of whom he had heard before.
By a circuitous route he avoided the
Arabs and got back to the mine, to
find the Yazdis in possession.

He had been unable to meet the
challenge of the ordeal, but he had
astonished them with a few simple
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tricks with chemicals and the like
from his scientific outfit.

“Such as you saw me perform be-
fore the altar this morning,” he ex-
plained.

And he had become the tribal sor-
cerer! These Yazdis were a queer
mixture; devout and yet supersti-
tious. Assuming the dress and the
position of the last sorcerer, who had
died some weeks before, the profes-
sor had been able not only to pre-
serve his life but to assume a posi-
tion of great authority among the
Yazdis.

SCAPE would have been difficult

at best; but he did not want to
escape. He was too absorbed in his
study of the tribal customs and lan-
guage.

“Ah, what a book I shall write if
ever I see London again! It will set
the Royal Society by the ears, I tell
you,” he exclaimed.

Then Mary and Cairns had ap-
peared. The professor had recog-
nized his daughter at the ordeal, but
he had been unable to go to her then,
since the sorcerer, by immutable tra-
dition, never left the vicinity of his
den beneath the altar in daytime. He
was a night-walking creature.

He had fled to the caves with the
others; and then he had listened to
the terrible decision of the elders of
the tribe to sacrifice the “fair maiden”
to Ahriman.

Sc he had come to the rescue,
sending away the guards who had
not dared gainsay the dreaded sor-
cerer.

“But we are not safe here,” he con-
cluded. “Presently, the rascal guards
will pluck up courage to tell that
priest what has happened. The priests
always suspect and never love the
tribe’s witch doctor. This one will
smell a rat He will send warriors
to the mine.”

“We can stand them off,” Cairns
said stoutly. “My sword case is

still here, thank Heaven, though
they've taken my Colt.”

“I can do better than that. Tl
go get your pistol, and a rifle, too,”
the professor offered. “Whoever has
'em won't think of refusing to hand
’em over to me. I'd better go now,
before the priest has time to start
any trouble. When I come back, I'll
whistle—like this.”

He whistled a bar of “God Save
the King,” and was gone.

“Good old Dad!” said Mary.

“Stout fella,” agreed Cairns warm-
ly. “Mary—"

Below, the Arabs set up a sudden
yelling. Torches waved in the night.

“They must be celebrating the ar-
rival of old Ali Basr,” Cairns conjec-
tured rapidly. “His precious son’ll
be telling him the good news, and
how the water-skins are all ready
for the big fire-dousing scene tomor-
row. I wish—"

He stopped abruptly, blinded by
the flash of sudden inspiration.

“By God!” he exclaimed.

“Ray! What is it?”

“I've got an idea—and I believe
it'll work! Wait—let me think it
out—yes—that'll do the trick! Listen,
Mary—"

In the darkness someone whistled
softly—God save our noble king—

“Come in, Professor. Tell me what
you think of this scheme!” called
Cairns.

HE professor entered. Into

Cairns’ hand he pressed the fa-
miliar butt of the big Colt. He himself
had secured a Winchester carbine.

“Only four cartridges, but better
than nothing,” said he."

“I'll say so,” agreed Cairns. “Now,
here's my idea, Professor.”

He talked swiftly, eagerly.

When he had finished, the profes-
sor was almost capering with delight.

“It'll work! I'm sure of it, my
boy!” he cried. ‘“But be careful!
The Yazdis are sullen and suspicious;
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the guards have returned, and they
are wondering.

“I told them I had laid a spell on
you both, from which you could not
escape. The priest, of course, does

not believe that; but he’s having somec

trouble convincing the commonalty,
whom I've commanded to stay away
from the mine.”

“You’ll be ace high with them,
come morning,” chuckled Cairns.
“Let’s get busy. First, we'll fix up a
fishing pole. Mary, you stay here
with the carbine—"

“I'm coming along, thanks!”

“All right, come on, then.”

They went cautiously out of the
tunnel and made their way to the
storehouse, pausing to listen every
few yards lest there be Arabs or
Yazdi warriors about. They reached
the storehouse unmolested, however.

There Cairns, aided by matches,
found three light bamboo poles of
the type used for rigging tempo-
rary awnings. A coil of stout cord,
two files and the iron hook from a
block and tackle completed his re-
quirements.

These things he gave to Mary to
carry.

He and the professor then went to
the shed which housed the electric
generator and its engine.

“It’s here,” he muttered. “Plenty.”’

HEY lifted a heavy burden be-

tween them and carried it up to
the tunnel, Mary following. The pro-
fessor then returned to the store-
house for a couple of square five-
gallon tins, while Cairns set to work
to lash the three poles firmly end to
end, making one long, light pole
some sixteen feet in length.

He filed the blunt point of theiron
hook till it was tapering and sharp;
then he lashed its shank securely to
the end of his long bamboo rod.

“All set Professor,” said he. The
professor, who had been busy with
his tins, chuckled in the darkness.

“So am I,” he announced.

They carried their queer equip-
ment out of the tunnel and up to
the hillside above, where they left
it
Then, returning to the tunnel,
they began getting out the boxes of
dynamite.

These they lugged down past the
storehouses to the siding on which
stood the ore cars. The car at the

down-hill end of the string was
empty.

“Which is a break,” Cairns re-
marked, sotto voice. “A nice job

it'd be to unload it with our hands,
in the dark!”

N IT they stowed the dynamite,

making a compact pile of the
boxes of explosive in the center of
the small car. The space between the
pile of dynamite boxes and the sides
of the car they filled in with ore,
handling it very carefully, so as to
make as little noise as possible, and
also with a tender regard for the
susceptibilities of dynamite.

They opened the top box, inserted
caps attached to short lengths of fuse
in four of the sticks, and carefully
restored these sticks to the four
corners of the box.

Then, with infinite care, they un-
coupled the car, let it roll—which
it did almost too rapidly, the grade
being so steep—for a few feet, and
blocked its wheels with a chunk of
ore. They opened the switch into
the main line.

“You've calculated the speed of
the car and the burning time of
those fuses correctly, I hope, Cairns,”
the professor said.

Cairns chuckled.

“I've been handling fuses a long
time, Professor, and ore cars, too,”
he said. ‘“But the Arabs have helped
me out. They were piling rocks
on the track this evening—’'fraid I'd
try to run out with the engine, I
suppose. And they piled ’em right



48 THRILLING ADVENTURES

in front of the temple entrance.
_ Thoughtful of ’em.”

The professor laughed softly.

“Then au revoir—until morning,”
he said.

Mary kissed him tenderly.

“I don't like to leave you, father!”
she protested.

“Don’t worry. I'll be all right
here. No Yazdi would harm me, and
as for the Arabs, they’ll not come up
here tonight. Besides, I have the
Winchester.”

She kissed him again. Cairns
gripped the old man’s hand hard.

Then, with Mary, he turned and
went back up the hill.

HEY passed the mine entrance,

came to the place where the hook-
ed pole and the tins had been left.
Mary took the pole; Cairns lifted
the heavy tins, one in each hand, and
staggered onward, following Mary,
who had to pick her way carefully
with her unwieldy burden ever in
mind.

Their course took them up the
mountain first. The going was hard
over the uncertain rocks. Both were
bruised, bleeding, out of breath,
when at last they reached a rocky
shelf high above the caves, of which
the professor had told them, and
turned westward.

Now they walked more easily. The
amphitheater was below them and to
the left, and they were able to guide
their course by using the steady
flame of the Sacred Fire as a beacon.

“Careful, Mary,” Cairns warned
presently. “This shelf ends abruptly,
your father said.”

“Here’s the end, too,” Mary an-
nounced. “0-0-oh—it’'s  awfully
rough from here on. We’ll never
make it with all this stuff.”

“We've got to,” Cairns retorted.

But it was certainly rough. The
smooth shelf gave way to a series
of brush-grown gulches, torn out by
summer cloudbursts and filled with

loose rocks. Their progress became
painfully slow. Often Cairns had to
transport the pole and the two cans
one by one over particularly bad
places, and then help Mary after-
ward.

“It must be long past midnight,”
he said finally, as they stopped to
rest. ‘“Our friends the Yazdis will
have discovered that their victim has
left 'em. They’ll be good and sore.”

“How much farther?” asked the
exhausted girl.

“Not far, I think.
try it some more.”

It wasn’t much farther. One more
gulch they labored through, and
then Mary pointed down a more
open slope at the fire-crowned altar.

“There it is. We're almost above
it now,” she whispered.

“Stay here. I'll work closer and
have a look at the lay of the land,”
Cairns ordered.

He crawled down the slope, in-
finitely careful now that no loose
stone rolled under him, no dry twig
snapped.

Presently he came to the even feel
of masonry beneath his feet.

He was on the lip of the amphi-
theater, where it had been cut back
by long-dead artisans into a deep re-
cess to contain the altar platform.

C'mon—we'll

HE altar itself was just below

him. Peering cautiously over the
edge of the stone cornice, he could
see the white-clad priests tending
the fire, the Arab guards standing
here and there about the foot of the
altar—and the dark blotch against
the gray stone that must be the
water-skins. The fire itself was low,
and gave off little light—not enough
to be dangerous.

Cairns crawled back to the girl.

“Might as well try it now as at
any time,” said he. “I'll take the
cans first.”

One by one he carried the two
tins down to the cornice. The sec-
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ond trip, Mary followed him, bear-
ing the pole.

“Thank heaven the crest of the
hill is behind us, so we don’t show
against the skyline,” Cairns mut-
tered. “Well, here goes.”

He knelt on the cornice and thrust
the pole over the edge. Carefully,
hand over hand, he worked its hook
end out and down. He heard it click
against the stones. The gentle
crackle of the fire prevented the
priests from hearing, too.

AIRNS moved the hook along till
it touched the water-skins.

Now for the delicate task of en-
gaging the hook in the leather thongs
which bound the mouth of the water-
skin and, looped, served to attach it
to a saddle on the march.

Cairns had to be very cautious. He
must not let the iron hook strike too
sharply against the stones. His arm
was growing strained and tired.

“Brace yourself back there, Mary,
and put your arms round my waist
and hang on,” he muttered. “Then I
can use both hands.”

The other hand made all the dif-
ference. He caught the thong;
gripping the pole hard, he swung
the water-skin up and away from the
altar platform, and hoisted it up to
the cornice.

Dragging it back out of the way,
he began fishing for the other one.

“Got it, Mary. Now then—"

There was a liquid gurgling in the
night—again—again.

Then came the task of putting the
skins back where they had come
from. This was comparatively easy.
When it was done, still undiscovered,
Cairns breathed a sigh of relief.

He and Mary crawled back from
the cornice, back up the hills into
the shelter of one of the water-torn
gulches.

Cairns took from his pocket a
miner’s electric torch—which he had
not dared to use to help him in his

tasks—pointed it as near as he could
guess toward the spot where, far
across the amphitheater on the slope
before the mine, the professor
waited. Swiftly he flashed it twice.

Arab eyes that saw might have
taken the light for some will-’o-the-
wisp, or even one of the giant fire-
flies of the country.

A pause—then, so quick and brief
as to be gone almost before they
were seen, two flashes winked back.

Cairns put an arm around Mary
and drew her close.

“It’s all set, honey,” he murmured.
“We've done it! We've turned the
trick! Now all we've got to do is to
sit here and wait for morning.”

CHAPTER X
The Quenching of the Fire

~ ex MORNING was long
' in coming to those
who waited with such
impatient hearts.

But at last the east-
ern sky grew gray—
then the first tinge of
pink showed — then
the golden shafts, forerunners of the
rising sun, gave form and substance
to the scene spread out at the feet of
Cairns and Mary on their lofty
mountain eyrie.

The Sacred Fire still burned on
the great altar. The two priests,
moving on weary feet, still tended it
with what remained of their dwin-
dling stock of fuel. About them
stood their Arab guards, mocking
them, inventing fresh insults with
the ingenuity in abuse of which only
an Arab is capable.

Far below, in the great open space
at the foot of the terraces, the
other Arabs were gathering, four or
five hundred stout warriors, armed
and triumphant. Some stood on the
near side of the stream, some on the
far side, over and around the pile
of stone which had been used to
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track leading

block the railroad
down from the mine.

None were near the mine build-
ings. The row of little ore cars, the
silent, cold locomotive, showed up
clearly in the field of Cairns’ glasses.
In the high grass near the cars, he
caught a glimpse of brilliant color.
The professor—waiting for his mo-
ment.

Cairns grinned at Mary.

“Here comes the Sheikh,” said he.
“Take the glasses, honey. Look at
the old boy—it’s his big moment.”

HEIKH ALI BASR, lord of his
tribe, was coming up the terraces,
escorted by his son and a dozen of
his oldest retainers. Coming to his
triumph over the accursed Yazdis,
worshipers of the devil. Coming to
the quenching of that fire “which
mocked the face of Allah!”

He held his head high, as befitted
a conqueror; and on his haughty,
cruel face was stamped the prideful
exultation which filled his merciless
heart.

Now he had reached the last ter-
race; now he was on the altar plat-
form. Riflemen along the terraces
watched the Yazdi caves lest any
rifle-bearing devil-worshiper should
dare to interfere.

The sheikh turned, facing the yell-
ing crowd, all unconscious of the
Feringhi eyes which watched him
from above.

He lifted his powerful arms above
his head.

“Allah i1 Allah!” he intoned.
“There is no god but Allah and
Mohammed is the Prophet of Allah!”

He bowed himself toward Mecca.
The multitude bowed with him.,

Then again the sheikh cried out in
a mighty voice:

“Allah Akbar! Allah is great!
Now will I quench forever their
Sacred Fire, and then will we put
them to the sword and send their
souls flaming down to hell!”

He stooped, picked up one of the
water-skins.

“Ai-i-i-i-1!”

A high-pitched shriek rang out
across the amphitheater.

Every one turned to the flame-col-
ored figure which stood alone hard
by the ore cars, arms outstretched.

“God of light—god of the sun!
Send now thy flame to strike this
sacrilegious dog who profanes thy
altar!”

Thus, loud and shrill, carrying
even into the recesses of the Yazdi
caverns, cried the voice of him whom
the Yazdis knew as their sorcerer.

“Let your god save his accursed
fire if he can!” thundered the sheikh,
and, tearing the thong from the
mouth of the bulging skin, he poured
the rushing liquid out upon the fire.

NSTANTLY he was enveloped in
a roaring, surging blanket of flame

—flame that wrapped altar, sheikh,
priests and platform in one awful
scarlet winding sheet. Then came a
terrific explosion, a second blast of
hellish fury which hurled the sheikh,
blazing like a human torch, out and
down the terraces, rolling and
screaming in a ball of ceaseless fire
—down toward his horror-stricken
followers.

“The god has answered you, im-
pious villain!” shrieked the voice of
the “sorcerer.”

So dreadfully intent were the
Arabs on the awful sight before
them—the flaming altar, their burn-
ing sheikh rolling down the terraces
—that they did not see the ore car
until it was right among them. It
knocked down one man, another
leaped from its path—it struck the
heap of stones—

A vast dark column of earth and
loose rock leaped suddenly sky-
ward, a column at whose base there
flashed one great burst of white-hot
flame.

The earth shook as though struck
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by a giant’s fist. Stones tumbled
from the cornice; loose rubble from
the hillside slid down into the am-
phitheater. The flaming altar itself
trembled on its platform.

Slowly the smoke pall cleared.

Cairns and Mary took their hands
from their ringing ears and peered
into the murk.

Arabs were scattered everywhere.
Dead Arabs, heaped in a holocaust
of slaughter; wounded broken Arabs
who sought only to crawl away to
some place of refuge; stunned Arabs
who, as they came to themselves,
sprang to their feet and fled from
that place of terror as though a le-
gion of Yazdi devils were at their
heels.

“Down, sons of the fire, and strike
home!” yelled a white-clad priest
from the mouth of a cave.

And down upon the stricken
Arabs, blades flashing bright in the
sun, swept the Yazdi swordsmen.

Their blades drank deep of venge-
ance that bloody morning.

The sheikh was already dead when
they reached him, but his son they
slew, and his guards, and all of his
people who still lived and could not
flee from the vengeful swords.

Then, when it was over, when on

the high and smoking altar the
priests who still lived were tending
again the Sacred Fire, the Yazdis
lifted up their grateful voices to ac-
claim their sorcerer. His spell, they
believed, had saved them; his voice
had reached the ears of their gods
in the very nick of time.

Loudly they cried their gratitude,
loudly they pledged eternal devo-
tion.

The professor, gripping the hands
of Cairns and Mary—who by this
time had reached his side—answered
them not at all. No words of his
could have been heard in that storm
of acclamations.

But he kissed his sobbing daugh-
ter, and he slapped Cairns heartily
on the back.

“You’ll be all right now, my son.
They’ll work for you; I'll make 'em
work hard, too. And as for the
Arabs, it'll be many a long day be-
fore an Arab of these parts dares to
come near this place, thanks to your
clever head.”

Cairns nodded soberly; the
slaughter had left him a little sick.

“It was a good scheme,” he ad-
mitted. “Anyway, it worked. Whew!
Gasoline sure does burn when it gets
going, doesn’t it?”
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CHAPTER I

Chinese Terror

ROM the moment that Her

Majesty, the Empress Dowager

of China, had given word to
Prince Tuan that she believed in the
invincibility of the Boxers and com-
manded them to fire upon the for-
eign legations in Peking, horror and
terror had stalked through China.
The guns and swords of the Chinese
were against all foreigners.

Columns of troops from many for-
eign countries marching to the re-
lief of Peking was the world’s an-
swer. The U. S. Marines were part
of that march. They landed near the
Taku Forts, starting there for the
trip to Tientsin, where they were
to get a foothold for the rest of their
march to Peking.

The Boxers—fanatical, savage,
bloodthirsty—set themselves the task
of turning back the foreigners at
Taku. The marines, always the first
to fight, were in the forefront as the
advance began. Bullets hailed about
them. They advanced from cover to
cover., Now and again this marine
or that paused in his advance, calmly
leveled his rifle, pulled the trigger
and grinned.

“I got that heathen!” he said.

The Boxers yelled fiercely. They
brandished weapons. They bared
their chests to the bullets of their
enemies.

“Gee, Lieutenant,” said Private
Jones, “them Boxers have certainly
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got nerve, or else they haven’t got
any sense. I can’t imagine what sort
of a guy would stand up and let a
marine shoot at him!”

“The Boxers,” explained the lieu-
tenant, ‘‘have been coerced into the
belief that they are invincible. Prince
Tuan convinced the Empress Dow-
ager that neither knives nor bullets
could harm the Boxers. So convinc-
ing was the prince—who organized
the Boxers in the first place—that
the Boxers themselves believe it
now.”

“Humph!” said Private Jones.
“Let’s see now. See that big fella
away over to the left? Watch!”

The “big fella,” yelling, brandish-
ing a huge sword, was racing toward
the marines, as though he
fully intended to kill every
one of them with his own
hands. Private Jones squinted
along the sights of his rifle.
It jumped back against his
shoulder as he pressed the
trigger. The big Chin-
ese leaped high, and
plunged forward on his
face. He didn’t move
after that. Private Jones
turned, spat to-
bacco juice into
the dust, and
grinned up at
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“See, sir?” he said. “Ain’t nothin’
to it. I never did take much stock
in these foreign superstitions any-
how. I'm glad I’'m not superstitious.”

Whereupon, while the lieutenant
grinned tightly, Private Jones struck
the wood of his rifle stock with his
hard knuckles.

The rattling of musketry was in-
cessant. Bullets kicked up dirt all
about the advancing leathernecks.
Bullets struck parts of their equip-
ment and ricocheted off, whining.
The marines had few ricochets. They
were seasoned fighters for the most
part, from the Philippines.

So was the young officer who led
the group of which Private Jones
was a member. He was a veteran,
despite the fact that he was only
nineteen years of age. This wasn't
the first time he had walked into
the face of death at the head of his
men. He had gone through the
Spanish-American War, when he was
only seventeen.

Calmly he directed his men.

“Don’t fire wildly,” he said. “If
you yank your triggers and miss, the
Chinese will believe they are in-
vincible. One aimed shot that takes
effect is better than ten that only
make a noise. Let the Chinese make
the noise.”

“And are they making it, sir!” said
Private Smith.

“Don’t let it trouble you, son,”
said the nineteen year old lieutenant.
“Noise never killed anybody.”

T sounded strange for him to call

“son” a man twice his age, but
from time immemorial an enlisted
man had been “son” to his superior
officer. Private Smith grunted.

At that point a slug caught Pri-
vate Smith in the mouth and blew
the back of his head off. The lieu-
tenant’s face went white. He looked
down at the mess which had been
made of the man who had just been

talking with him.

“Thee were a good soldier, son,”
he said. “One hundred of these
Chinese weren’t worth a hair on thy
ugly head. Come on, Jones, see that
big fellow with his pigtail flying in
the breeze? He just got Smith. Let’s
see what we can do about it.”

Private Jones' rifle spoke.
Chinese crashed down.

The marines were advancing stead-
ily. The Chinese were becoming des-
perate. They massed for a concerted
charge.

The

HE marines were quite calm in

the face of the onslaught, though
they knew what it would mean if
they were whipped in the charge.
It would mean annihilation, perhaps
mutilation. Several spat into the
dust. Some dusted off their car-
tridges on their uniform pants. Their
eyes squinted at the forming charge.

“Remember, boys,” said the lieu-
tenant, “‘aim every shot. By the time
they get to us, they’ll realize that the
cost is too heavy. And keep your
heads down.”

The Chinese were coming. Wave
after wave of them—ragged waves
which, however, were filled with
menace because each one of them
outnumbered the marines beyond
computing—rose out of depressions
in the earth and ran forward. Their
yells were blood-curdling.

“Reminds me of a mob of googoos
gone juramentado,” said a grizzled
sergeant. “The taos and Moros don't
kill easy when they’ve worked them-
selves into a frenzy. They keep on
fighting after they're dead, as though
they didn’t have enough sense to
know they was dead. These guys act
like 'em.”

The Chinese came on. Now they
were so close that the marines no
longer had to aim and fire. They
merely pulled triggers. The Chi-
nese were too close to miss. Ahead
of them marched the young officer,
pistol in hand, steadily firing, sig-
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naling where fire should be directed,
calmly leading his men into the thick '
of the enemy. \

Once in the midst of the Boxers,
the marines knew what to do; knew
from long experience in the Philip-
pines. They came to hand-grips.
Their bayonets began to drink of the
lives of their enemies.

They used a formation called
“form for bolo attack,” which had
come down to the marines from the
ancients—from the phalanxes of the
Greeks and Romans. Bristling bayo-
nets formed a wall over which the
Chinese could not pass. Men knelt,

F7 %5 > "t’

holding bayonets to the fore. Others
stood behind them with leveled bayo-
nets. As the Chinese pressed closely
the marines fired. Survivors of the
withering bursts of hot lead plunged
straight onto the waiting bayonets.

“Let ’em have it!” snapped the
lieutenant.

The formation seemed to spread
out. The bristling wall of bayonets
advanced in four directions at once.
Thrust, parry, thrust. The bayonets,
which had looked like silver, now
were painted a brilliant crimson.
Leathernecks spat in the dust. They
; drove the Chinese back with deter-
/ ; g mined savagery.

The big Chinese leaped bigh, like A wall of dead rose around them.
a stricken stag The Chinese gave back. The marines
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took several backward steps, and lo,
their “form for bolo attack” was
there again, as impregnable as be-
fore. There seemed to have been no
change after the fierce interlude of
hand-to-hand fighting—save that sil-
ver bayonets had become red, and
that drops of the red dripped slowly
down to the dust.

“Fire at will!” snapped the officer.

S his men obeyed the calm com-

mand, the officer looked about
him, to see how far the other units
of the leatherneck force had ad-
vanced. He shook his head a little
as he realized that he had outstripped
the fighters on his flanks.

“I'll catch the devil for that,” he
said to himself.

He was quite right. It was as bad
to overrun a line of attack as it was
to fall behind it. Being in advance
of his comrades, was to become a
common failing with the young offi-
cer during all the years of his mili-
tary life—and he was always to
“catch the devil” for it.

“But I never got called down by a
superior when I didn’t deserve it,”
he said many years later.

Now the flankers came into line.
The marines were steadily advanc-
ing. Now and again they left a
comrade behind them. When so
many slugs were flying, it would
have been a miracle if all the leath-
ernecks had remained untouched.

They advanced several hundred
yards. Twice they repelled attack
flurries with their bayonets. They
went into compact formation a bit
further on, to reorganize for con-
tinued advance. The young officer
studied his men. His eyes narrowed.
They were keen eyes. They missed
nothing at all.

“Private Jones,” he said, “where
the devil is your bayonet?”

“I stuck it into a Chinee when we
was advancing, sir,” said Private
Jones ruefully, “an’ I guess I musta

ketched it between a coupla ribs. I
broke the blasted thing off in him,
sir, an’ we traveled so fast I didn't
have time to get it back.”

The officer pursed his lips. Dur-
ing the breathing space Jones spoke
to a comrade at his side.

“Did you see the eyes of that
laoie? He didn’t like me losin’ my
baynit. I'll bet the quartermaster
takes the price of it outa my next
payday.”

Private Jones was quite right. The
quartermaster did exactly that.

But that happened when they had
reached Tientsin and had consoli-
dated their position again, prepara-
tory to clearing the city of Boxers
so that they could go on. The young
officer was everywhere among  his
men then—as he always was during
the years that followed, before and
after he became famous.

That young officer was Lieutenant
Smedley D. Butler.

Twenty-seven years later I was to
be his aide-de-camp. He was to be
a famous brigadier-general, an even
more famous major-general. But even
as a young lieutenant his men were
beginning to think of him as “the
man with the gimlet eyes.” Years
later he was to become known
throughout Uncle Sam’s services,
throughout the the United States, as
“Old Gimlet Eye,” or “The Fight-
ing Quaker.” And even today he is
not really “old”—certainly not in
years—though in experience he has
lived through a dozen average lives.

CHAPTER II
On to Peking

RIM and a little haggard
after their bitter fighting
from the Taku Forts to
Tientsin, the marines prepared to
clear the way for their further ad-
vance to the Capital of China. The
Boxers, realizing that the foreigners
had advanced this far from the coast
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in spite of their best resistance, re-
doubled their efforts to beat back the
invaders. The Boxers had limitless
numbers at their backs. China had
a population somewhere around five
hundred millions of people. The
Chinese had for centuries been in-
different to death.

Let one man fall before the bullets
or bayonets of the foreigners and a
dozen, a hundred, a thousand, rose
out of the flatlands of North China
to take his place, perfectly willing
to give their lives in their turn. The
marines were beginning to tire from
the sheer task of killing. It seemed
that the holocaust would never end.

IENTSIN had to be cleared. Chi-

nese bandits, or Boxers, when in
extremities, had no more considera-
tion for their own than they had for
the enemy. As they fell back like
waves before the prow of a battle-
ship, or gave way to right and left
before the spearhead of the foreign
advance, they looted the homes of
their own people, mistreated the
women, burned houses.

Butler, in common with all the
marines, watched all this with hard
eyes. They had never, even among
the taos and Moros, seen such dis-
regard of human life. Dead dotted
the streets of Tientsin. Bullets sped
back and forth without ceasing.

The order had come to clear the
streets, to drive back the Boxers, so
that lines could be re-formed, dead
foreign soldiers dropped from the
rosters, and the march could con-
tinue. The marines were doing their
part to clear those streets.

And somewhere in the forefront
of the battle which never ended, was
young Butler at the head of his men.
His narrowed eyes studied the way
ahead. He paid no heed to the bul-
lets which snapped past him to right
and left. He was looking for weak
spots into which to thrust tentacles
of his abbreviated command.
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He snapped an order for a squad
to rush to the right, to keep under
cover, and get forward to a spot
whence it could clear out a build-
ing from which lead poured into the
ranks of the leathernecks. A cor-
poral led the way, running. He got
his men into place, but forgot his
own exposed position. He was right
out in the open, where rifles could
be trained on him from a dozen dif-
ferent coigns of vantage. He was
yelling to his men.

The Boxers yelled their triumph
as their rifles let go with a deafen-
ing clatter. Among so many bullets
it was a miracle that so few struck
the corporal. He fell and the Box-
ers’ cries of savage exultation rose
to the heavens.

Butler’s eyes narrowed. He seemed
to grow taut for a moment. Then he
dashed forward, grabbed the shoul-
ders of the wounded corporal, started
dragging him back to cover. He
couldn’t lift the man. Butler, at his
very best, probably never weighed
over a hundred and fifty pounds.

Even as he dragged the corporal
back he was probably thinking to
himself, “I'll catch hell for going
myself when I could have sent some-
one else.”

E was right. He always thought

. of such things after he had done
something he should not have done,
when it was too late. And he did
catch hell, as usual. But his supe-
riors, men who were given little to
praising and much to harsh-lipped
criticism, marked the act of young
Butler.

Smoke and flames from burning
houses rose straight into the white-
hot sky. Far down the streets, be-
yond the reach of leatherneck lead,
Boxers went through queer didoes in
plain view of their enemies. Their
swordplay, during which two men
struck at a third from every possible
angle, until it seemed that their tar-
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get could not keep from being hewn
to bits, was marvelous to watch.

It did look, indeed, as though the
swords glanced off the sweaty, glis-
tening hides of the Boxers. Butler
watched all this, and understood
how, by tricks of legerdemain, the
Boxers had convinced the Empress
Dowager that bullets and swords
could not injure them.

“Take careful aim, son,” said But-
ler to Private Brown, “and down that
fellow those other two are hacking
at with swords. Don’t miss, now.”

Private Brown flung himself prone,
cuddled the stock of his rifle against
his cheek, slowly squeezed the trig-
ger. A bullet kicked dirt into his
face. He blinked his eyes a little,
relaxed the pressure on his trigger
until his eyes had cleared of the
dust. Then he ‘“froze.”” His piece
recoiled against a shoulder accus-
tomed to receive the “kick” of his
rifle.

Far down the street the Boxer
crumpled like a balloon from which
the air has suddenly been snatched.
Yells of anger rose all along the
street. The Boxers’ attempt to im-
press the non-combatant Chinese
with their invincibility had failed.

“Keep going, fellows!” snapped
Butler, when sure that the leather-
necks on either flank were in proper
position so that his contingent would
not overrun the general line. “Take
it easy. Make every shot count. Don't
forget that we've got to get to Pe-
king.”

EN grumbled. They didn’t like to
be forced forward, always within
inches of death. They grumbled.

“He’s damn free with our lives,”
said one.

“If he wants to be a hero, why
don’t he drive the Chinks out by
himself?”

“He’s a blasted slave-driver!” said
another.

Butler heard some of these com-

ments. He only grinned to himself.
He had already learned what it some-
times takes lesser gifted officers
years to learn—that soldiers are at
their best when they grouse, grum-
ble, bellyache, ‘“sound off”; that
when they are sullen and say noth-
ing, mutiny or wholesale desertions
are just around the corner.

And now in the narrow streets,
bordered by stinking hovels among
which coolies and their women and
children scurried like frightened
rabbits, more fearful of their own
people than of the marines, Butler

walked ahead of his men. Afraid?
Of course he was afraid! But he
couldn’t let his men see that;

couldn’t admit it even to himself.

IS narrowed eyes, which were to
make him famous, searched out
strong points from which Boxers
poured lead in the direction of his
men. Locating such strong points
he turned his head back over his
shoulder and shouted.
“To the left front, fifty yards, an
open window. Silence those rifles!”
A squad swung into formation,
flopped down. Rifle bolts clicked
metallicly, thrusting cartridges into
the chambers. Then silence while
men held their breath and squeezed
triggers carefully. A concerted burst
of firing. A Chinese suddenly ap-
peared in the window, his hands
clutched over his stomach, his queue

filying free, to fall into the street

below, somersaulting over and over.

No more bullets came from that
particular window.

“Good work, fellows!” snapped
Butler. ‘

A bullet plucked at Butler’s uni-
form. Blood seeped forth from be-
neath his shirt. He had been slightly
wounded and didn’t know it himself.
Excitement made men impervious to
pain, at least momentarily.

The advance continued. Through
narrow alleys which passed for
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He lifted the sacks as
though to hurl them

streets, Butler could keep track of
the detachments to his right and
left. He wouldn’t offend again in
the matter of outracing his com-
rades. The streets, the hovels, seemed
filled like maggots with the enemy—
or at least with Chinese coolies. One
never could be sure which Chinese
were enemies; they all looked alike.

Finally, near the very edge of the
city, when most of it was in the
hands of the foreigners—British,

German, Russian,. American—Butler
suddenly stopped in his advance.
Dead ahead the buildings were all in
flames. Coming out of the heart cf
the flames, was the lusty yelling of a
frightened baby. Butler’s face went
a little white.

“Hold everything!” he snapped.
“Keep the Chinks back for a minute
or two.”

Butler broke
awkward run.

into a shambling,
He was always awk-
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ward. He was guided by the bel-
lowing of the baby. Someone had ap-
parently left the kid in the flames to
die. That wasn’t an unusual thing in
China. Babies, especially girl babies,
were not held in too high regard.

Still guided by the squalling, But-
ler entered a burning house, found
the baby—a girl at a guess—choking
on smoke which came all too close,
bellowing at the top of her lusty
lungs. There was no one else
around.

Butler hadn’t figured on anything
like this. He gathered the kid up
in his arms, carried her out of the
building. But what could he do with
her then? He didn’t know where her
parents were. He'd have looked silly
marching at the head of his attack-
ing forces with a Chinese baby in
his arms.

He couldn’t leave her in the
street, obviously. For a brief mo-
ment, while flames fanned his cloth-
ing, he considered the matter. He
wasn’t far from the Pei Ho River.
The river was crammed with junks
and sampans, filled to overflowing
with Chinese who were fleeing from
the burning city and the sullen
Boxers.

UTLER raced to the river, hailed

the nearest sampan. He didn’t
know one Chinese from another. He
shoved the girl into some woman'’s
arms.

“Here’s somebody’s brat,” he said.
“You shouldn’t be leaving her loose
like that!”

“Hsieh hsieh, hsieh hsieh!” said
the woman, which means, “Thanks!”

Butler went back to his business.

Twenty-seven years later a briga-
dier-general was guest of a Chinese
family in Tientsin. The hostess
asked him if he had ever known a
Lieutenant Bagley. She explained
that during the Boxer uprising this
Bagley had carried her out of a
burning house. Halfway through her

narrative ‘““Bagley” Butler began to
grin, held up his hand to stop her,
and then went on with the story!
The “brat” had grown up and mar-
ried one Henry Chang—who was to
become, for a brief space, Consul-
General for China in New York City.
One wonders what Lucy Chang and
General Butler found to say to each
other after the mutual identification.

CHAPTER III
Reward for Gallantry

HE relief column, after un-
told hardships, reached the
outer walls of Peking. With-

in the Forbidden City, where she
had heard that the foreigners in-
tended to take her prisoner and ex-
hibit her in a cage throughout the
world, the Empress Dowager calmly
prepared to flee before the wrath
of the foreigners. She would flce
inland with most of her court.

She knew now, even if the Boxers
did not realize it, that her cause was
lost. Not even the numerically in-
finite Chinese could smother the de-
termination of the foreigners.

Outside the walls, the foreigners
paused for breathing space. Inside
the walls, the Boxers redoubled their
efforts to destroy the foreign lega-
tions before the armies could breach
the walls.

Butler, in common with the rest of
the foreign officers, knew that no
time was to be lost. Desperate men,
and the Boxers were that, were pow-
erful, ruthless men. What good
would it do to enter Peking if they
arrived even seconds too late?

The foreigners looked about them
for a way over or through the walls.

Peking is a city of four walls. The
inner wall is the Forbidden City
Wall, the next—leading outward—
the Imperial Wall, the next the Tar-
tar Wall, and the outer wall is
known as the Chinese Wall.

It was fairly easy for the foreign-
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ers to get inside the Chinese Wall.
But the Tartar was something else
again.

Up and over the wall! Smash down
the gates and go through! Drive the
Boxers out of the city!

The foreigners were eager for the
fray. Dispositions were made. The
city would be entered at every imag-
inable place, and all at the same
time. But even then men wondered
which individual, of all the foreign
troops, would be first over the wall.

History gives the honor to a
bugler named Titus. But young But-
ler was not far behind him. He
was certainly among the first hand-
ful to drop into the city proper of
Peking.

The Boxers were murderous. The
foreigners went over the wall in the
face of savage, relentless fire.

Scores of Boxers bared their chests
and ran straight into the bayonets,
or into the bullets, of the invaders.
As calmly as though they marched
on parade, the foreigners breached
the walls and entered the city streets.

Boxers fell by scores. Marines
dropped here and there; not all the
enemy bullets could miss.

UTLER and his men were in the

midst of the foremost of the at-
tackers, and here the street fighting of
Tientsin was repeated. Only here
the Boxers were more sullenly vi-
cious and desperate. They began to
give back, fighting as they went, con-
testing every inch of ground.

Behind the forefront of the slowly
retreating Boxers, other Boxers were
looting the homes of their own
people. Their abuse of women was
merely a repetition of what had hap-
pened endless times during China’s
history. Young women, rather than
fall into the hands of the Boxers,
strangled themselves with their own
hair—or choked the wells of Peking
with their corpses.

Cries of women

and children
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sounded through the sullen, roaring
of flames. The screams and yells of
the Boxers were a satanic accompani-
ment to the noise of rifles, the clash-
ing of swords against bayonets, the
moaning of dying young women, as
the foreign troops marched stubborn-
ly forward, bayonets to the fore, hard
eyes grimly intent on Boxer targets.

Y the time the marching column

had entered Peking, and de-
bouched into its many streets, of
which Legation and Hatamen were the
most important, they had been tested
and tried in the crucible of war. For
ninety miles over trackless flat lands,
marked only by muddy canals, with
here and there an aged temple to the
gods of the Celestial Empire, the re-
lief column had marched.

Eyes had become sunken from gaz-
ing deeply into horror. Butler and
his men had seen heads hanging in
baskets on sticks driven down among
the graves. They had seen naked
women swinging by their hair from
crosshbars on poles—as though the
women had been slain to warn other
women,

The Boxers retired sullenly, firing
as they retreated, while behind them
their fellows dragged women and
girls forth by the hair into the
streets. Butler and his men raced
among the Boxers, shooting them
down here, bayoneting them there,
but always pushing them further to-
ward the edge of the city, forcing
them through walls of black smoke
and sullen flames which reached al-
most to the sky.

Twenty-four hours before, Her
Majesty Tzu Hsi had fled from Pe-
king, enroute to Shi An, where she
was to spend two years in exile, tak-
ing with her His Majesty Kwang
Hsu, the prisoner Emperor.

The Boxers, the back of their up-
rising broken, dispersed outside Pe-
king, and it is probable that many
of them were later employed as
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“boys” by the very soldiers who
would have slain them—all unknow-
ing. The Chinese is adaptable.

But there in Peking Butler got a
bullet wound. It didn’t seem at first
to be serious. But it was.

It sent him to Cavite, ncar Manila,
in the Philippine Islands. The
wound, and the deeds of heroirm
which had resulted in the wound,
gave Butler his first brevet. It made
him a captain—at the age of nine-
teen! And captains in the “old”
Marine Corps were graybeards usu-
ally. Uncle Sam was preparing to
reward young Butler.

Later Uncle Sam was to reward
him again, with another brevet,
jumping him two grades which it
would have taken him years to have
gone through in the usual way.

Reward for gallantry. But Butler
would have given the brevets, the
honor and the glory that went with
them, had he been well enough to go
with Major Waller on his historic
march across Samar—the grimmest
page in all Marine Corps history.

Butler missed that. It was one of
the few things he missed during his
more than thirty years of service.
Other things he did not miss. If
anything happened anywhere, prom-
ising excitement, Butler managed to
be in on it. Sometimes laughter,
sometimes tragedy, traveled with
Butler for the next twelve years.

Then came the Nicaraguan Cam-
paign of 1912, with Butler a major,
doing spectacular things in the land
made famous by William Walker.

CHAPTER 1V
Land of William Walker

| ’ NCLE SAM, in accordance
with the tenets of the Mon-
roe Doctrine, intervened in
Nicaragua in 1912 to keep some for-
eign power from doing so to protect

her nationals. Nicaragua was having
one of her periodic revolutions. She

had had them regularly during all
her history.

Filibusters, down the years, had
made good names for themselves in
these revolutions. William Walker
had become famous, had almost made
himself absolute ruler of the coun-
try. The common people had been
repressed and suppressed for ages.
Mixtures of Indian, Negro and white,
they were easy laughers, full of fun.
But they liked to fight. Politics al-
ways set them off.

It happened again.

AMOUS natives had aroused the

countryside in a revolt against es-
tablished authority. Mob rule was the
order of the day—and a mob has no
horse-sense. Foreigners died with the
rest. England, France and America
all wished to make sure that their
nationals, sojourners in Nicaragua
for various business and professional
reasons, were safe. Uncle Sam went
in to protect lives and property.

In the years which had intervened
since the Boxer uprising, Butler had
figured in many things. He had vis-
ited most of the countries of Latin
America. There is little connected
with Marine Corps history since the
Spanish-American War but what
contains the name of Butler.

Due to his past record, Butler was
given the task of actively pacifying
the country. In common with most
people, he had a certain contempt
for the natives. He believed, as so
many others believed, that “one good
American could whip a dozen na-
tives with his hat”; that to pacify
the country, to put down banditry,
would be a walkaway. He was to dis-
cover differently, as Walker and Du-
rong, and many filibusters whose
names have since been lost, had
learned before him.

First, the marines were landed at
Corinto on the Pacific Coast, with
orders to proceed to Managua. There
they were to organize the country
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and look about them. Butler, for all
his fiery disposition, had one mania:
he always wanted to do his job with-
out losing the lives of his beloved
marines. By the same token, he did
not wish to take lives. But if he
had to lose lives or take them, he
didn’t hesitate. For above all things,
he was a soldier.

Marines and sailors—for the sail-
ors were a part of every landing
party, and the marines are a branch
of the navy—entrained at Corinto
and started the trip to Managua.
Their troubles began the moment
they were beyond the protection of
battleship guns. Natives ripped up

the rails ahead of them. Marines
swore. Sailors swore. The train
stopped. Butler issued terse com-
mands. '

“Replace the rails. Get the train
through!”

The men swore, grumbled. They
climbed down, rifles slung across
their backs, to replace the rails. Ut-
ter silence from the surrounding
jungles greeted them.

HE white heat of the tropical sun

smote their heads and backs. Men
burned themselves to crisp agony
before they realized it. Men simply
would strip down to their bare skin
to work. And the sun hammered at
them relentlessly. The natives, al-
ways lazy, hadn’t taken the rails very
far away. They had simply tossed
them aside.

With the first attempt to replace
the rails, the jungles wakened to
life. Aged fowling pieces, old rifles
of all kinds, including the pata de
mula — mule’s leg — were suddenly
loosed against the marines and sail-
ors. The mule’s leg is a rifle sawed
off close to the stock so that it can
be thrust into a pants’ leg. The bul-
let makes a small hole going in, but
coming out leaves a hole into which
a big housecat could crawl.

Bullets smashed into the rails,

caromed off, whining shrilly. The
natives, hidden by the jungles,
shouted obscenities—and no 1lan-
guage, save Chinese, contains the ob-
scenities of which Spanish is capable.
Many of the marines and sailors un-
derstood Spanish.

UTLER considered for a moment,

standing in the middle of a box-
car, Obviously, the rails couldn’t be
relaid under such heavy rifle fire.
Equally obviously, it would be im-
possible for the marines and sailors
to chase the natives very far in the
tangled jungle.

“Get those rails down!” snapped
Butler, as the marines, true to their
training, took cover when the bullets
began to fly, unslung their rifles and
looked for targets they already knew
were invisible.

The marines hesitated.

Butler snapped a command at a
non-com.

“Take a handful of men and charge
the natives!”

The non-com grinned. He took one
side of the track. Another non-com
took the other side. That left but
a few men to replace the rails, when
already there had been too few.

Butler was now a major, with sev-
eral junior officers to aid him in his
work.

“Yank off your blouses and dive
into the work!” he snapped at his
officers.

Maybe they were aghast at being
ordered to labor as the enlisted men
labored. Butler didn’t look to see
whether they were or not. He was
the first to strip down to his under-
shirt, and his scrawny body bowed
and bent as he tugged at the rails
himself, setting the example for his
officers and his men.

Shame-facedly the officers joined in
with a will. Rails were replaced.

Bullets continued to come from
the woods, but they were flying wild
now, because the marines had taken
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seriously the command to clear the
woods on either side of the track,
and the Nicaraguans gave back be-
fore the hot lead and the stubborn
steel of the leathernecks. Rail by
rail, while Butler and his officers
sweated and swore, and pretended
they didn’t know that bullets were
flying all about them, the track was
rebuilt. The antiquated locomotive,
the Masaya, moved forward.

ORE rails had to be laid. The

toil was back-breaking, muscle
straining, ghastly in the unaccustomed
heat. The marines were not im-
pervious to the heat, despite the fact
that most of them had come up from
Panama, where it really was hot.
They cursed the mosquitoes and the
natives, but they laid down the rails,
and yard by yard the train crawled
on toward Managua, capital of Nica-
ragua.

When the train had
attacking flankers, the
pulled in. Up ahead
the marines heard the shouts of na-
tives, the explosions of dynamite,
and knew that the sounds meant one
thing—more track to be relaid in the
face of crazy volley fire from the
natives. Butler swore a little, too.

But he wasn’t worried about get-
ting through; only that it should not
take so long. He wanted to get his
job finished and get away. He
wanted to get back home to the
States to spend Christmas with his
family—to whom, besides his few
intimates, he was accustomed to us-
ing the Quaker mode of address, the
“thee” and the “thy” and “thou” of
his forefathers who had rooted in
Pennsylvania.

The train moved forward.

A bridge had been torn out by the
roots. Impossible to reach Managua
with the train without that bridge.
The landing party had already done
prodigious labors. Butler stared at
the bridge.

distanced the
marines were
of the trains

“Build the damn thing strong
enough to get this rail-riding peanut
whistle across, or we’ll have to carry
the thing on our backs.”

“That would be easier,” retorted
someone, ‘‘than to rebuild the bridge.”

It came very nearly being true, for
the Nicaraguans knew as well as the
landing party did, that unless the
train could pass here, it wouldn’t
reach Managua, and the forces of
Uncle Sam would be balked entirely.
Butler shook his head.

“Fix the bridge!” he snapped.

Butler led the way as usual. There
was no need for further commands
when officers worked with the men,
sweated and got themselves covered
with grime. They worked like Tro-
jans, cutting whatever timbers they
needed from the jungle. Snipers
hurled lead at them.

Keen-eyed sharpshooters, leather-
necks and sailors, lay prone on box-
cars, listening to the bellowing of
ancient weapons. Now and again
some marine cuddled his rifle stock
against his cheek, pressed the trig-
ger—and a Nicaraguan dropped out
of a tree, surprised beyond measure
that a bullet could find his heart
when he thought himself so well
hidden.

UT the bullets of the Nicaraguans,

in spite of the skill of marine
marksmen and constant sorties of de-
tachments of marines with fixed bayo-
nets, took a certain toll. Several men,
lying very still, some of them ghast-
ly things to look at, rested side by
side on boxcars, covered with tar-
paulins. They had given their lives
for their Uncle Sam. Plenty of na-
tives would live to pay for that, and
die to make the payment final.

Butler grimly continued at
task.

At last the bridge was crossed,
after work which would live after-
wards in the nightmares of the land-
ing party. The noise made by the

his
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natives increased as the marines ap-
proached Managua, the city for
which the opposing forces were
fighting. Butler knew that on the
outskirts of the city he would en-
counter his greatest resistance.

As the train crawled on, he in-
structed his men to barricade them-
selves on the boxcars with whatever
supplies could be utilized for that
purpose. During the last hours of
the advance the train had moved so
rapidly that the Nicaraguans had not
been able to do much damage to
the tracks, so they were fairly clear.

Finally the contingent came almost
within sight of their objective—to
find the way barred by a force which
outnumbered the Americans by heaven
only knew how many.

Should he attack directly? Butler
knew what that would mean. The
Nicaraguans might be terrible marks-
men, but they had plenty of ammuni-
tion; and bullets fired wildly would
kill as quickly as any others.

HOULD he hesitate, taking stock

of the situation? A man who didn’t
know Latin-America might have done
that. It would have been a horrible
mistake. Latin-Americans are grand-
standers. They go a lot by appear-
ances. Even for the landing party
to hesitate would have been to admit
fear. For Americans to admit fear
in the face of no matter how great
odds, would have been suicidal. They
simply did not dare.

“Forward!” snapped Butler.

The train hadn’t even slowed at
sight of the formidable array ahead.
Butler jumped down once or twice
and walked along the side of the
slowly moving train as it approached
the enemy. He had a plan of his
own.

The Masaya was pushing the train
instead of pulling it, so that the
fighters could be nearest to the ene-
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my. Butler instructed the engineer
and firemen to keep going until
something stopped them over which
they had no control. Butler’s gimlet
eyes were narrowed thoughtfully as
he noticed what the cagey Nicara-
guans were up to. They merely lined
the tracks, and packed their men
ahead of the train. They were armed
but they did not fire.

UTLER might have instructed
the engineer to speed up and
plow through the Nicaraguans. But
to have done so would have been to
grind the natives under the wheels.
Plenty of native fanatics would have
died that way to prove their “patriot-
ism” and to become posthumous
heroes. But Butler wouldn’t give
them that satisfaction.

The train had to slow down to
keep from running over natives.
The faces of the Nicaraguans were
triumphant, grim. Rifles came to the
fore. Nobody said anything. Fin-
gers were nervous on triggers. But-
ler, seemingly, had run his train
right into a trap. It was utterly sur-
rounded. Every marine and sailor
was covered by more rifles than he
could count. Let one finger get nerv-
ous, and every American would die.
Of course, Nicaraguans would die,
too. Butler realized that the tense sit-
uation could not be prolonged. He
called an interpreter to him quietly.
Then he held up two small bags in
his hands and instructed the inter-
preter what to say.

“I've enough dynamite to blow us
all off the face of the earth. I'm
going through to Managua. Try to
stop us, or fire a single shot, and
you’'ll all die!” He lifted the sacks as
though to hurl them.

The natives vanished as though a
giant hand had erased them.

Butler poured the sand out of the
sacks after he reached Managua!

Further Adventures of General Smedley D. Butler Next Month



Death Stalks the Eerie
Decks of the “White
Snake’’ in this Tense
Drama of the Sea

A Complete Novelette
By RICHARD B. SALE

Author of “The Sting of the Scorpion,” ete.

CHAPTER 1
Mystery Yacht

APTAIN BRADLEY, skip-
per of the Cumberly, peered
into the sultry night through

powerful binoculars across the vast
undulating reaches of the South
Arabian Sea. A gaudy tropical moon
illumined the scene and a hot des-
sicated wind fanned his cheek.

“That's damn strange!” he mut-
tered uneasily.

He turned to his companion and

handed him the glasses. ‘“Have a
look, Ridley,” he said.
Martin Ridley, adventurer, who

was returning from a hunting ex-
pedition through the python country
of Malay, accepted eagerly. He was
the sole paying passenger on the
lumbering freighter and had shipped
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The limp arm reached

on the Cumberly because the pamper-
ing ease and comfort of luxurious
passenger ships annoyed him. _

Ridley quickly leveled the bin-
oculars and adjusted them.

Out of the sparkling crystal-like
reaches of the sea, studded with
myriad diamonds, a white gleaming
ghost leaped to meet his gaze. It
was tacking steadily on a direct
westerly course through the moonlit
night.

Suddenly, even as he watched, it
careened far off its straight path and
flung wildly to the starboard, its
sails flapping idly in the wind. It
hung that way a second, a phantom
against the shimmering sea.

Then a whipping gust smacked
into the canvas and spanked the
vessel around again on its former
westward route.

It was a two-masted yacht—a

beautiful ship.



for the wheel, even in death

“Why, there's no one at her helm!”
Ridley cried.

“Exactly,” Bradley replied. “All
her canvas is set, all her lights are
ablaze and yet—there’s not a living
soul guiding her!”

Ridley felt a tingling eerie thrill
shoot down his spine. The yacht had
repeated her previous eccentric ma-
neuvers. During the intervals when
she doubled back on her own boiling
wake, the Cumberly gained rapidly
on her.

“Stand by,” Bradley said at length
to his helmsman. ‘“We’ll hail her
when we come alongside. Keep
safely away. We don’t want to be
rammed to pieces by her if she fouls
again.”

The captain took up a megaphone
and stepped out onto the open
bridge, Ridley in his shadow. They
were close to the mysterious yacht
now. Every graceful line of the
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craft was distinct in the deep yellow
moonlight.

In the stern of the ship, the helm
stood as before, unguarded. The life-
boats were entirely intact. Appar-
ently everything was shipshape.

There ensued a short silence while
the freighter crept to the leeward.

“You can make out her name now,”
said Ridley, pointing. “See there—
under the bow? She’s the White
Snake.”

“Aye, and she looks like one,
twisting and turning that way,” Cap-
tain Bradley returned gruffly. “It’s
a wonder she doesn’t capsize!”

He lifted the megaphone with both
hands. “Ahoy—the White Snake!”
he bellowed resoundingly.

Except for the weird, ghostly
flapping of the sails, uncanny silence
greeted him, mocking at him satanic-
ally.

Meanwhile the freighter slackened
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her pace and hove too, waiting for
further orders from the bridge.

¢ E'LL board her,” Captain

Bradley announced abruptly.
“If there's no one in her cabins,
she’ll make a pretty salvage. We can
send a power launch to her on the
leeward. If she swings over, like
before, she'll carry the smaller boat
with her.”

He ceased speaking without warn-
ing and stared at the strange yacht
in quick horror. The whites of his
eyes gleamed in a terrifying glare
and bulged as though they would
start from their sockets.

“Good God!” he breathed rasp-
ingly:
“What’s that?”

A sable, supple shadow danced
down the deck of the yacht and stole
stealthily past the lighted cabin win-
dows. It was indistinguishable be-
cause its height did not lift it into
range of illumination. It seemed to
crawl, and yet was much too lithe
in action.

It embraced the dark murkiness
of the yacht’s deck like a nocturnal
carnivore bat.

“What is it?” Captain Bradley
whispered hoarsely, his voice quiver-
ing queerly.

Ridley shook his head, an ominous
wave of dread and apprehension
sweeping over him.

The ebony thing reached the stern.
It leaped agilely to the top of the
aft hatches, close beneath the main
boom.

The ship was becalmed at the mo-
ment, and the canvas hung down
limply. A rapid blast of hot wind
struck into the sails like a bullet.
The heavy boom creaked in pain and
began to swing!

Instantly, and with lightning alac-
rity, the shadowy thing hurled itself
through the air to the safety and
protection of the stern. The bound
prodigiously covered a distance of

fifteen feet, and the thing had landed
with ease even before the boom be-
gan to groan in the agony of its
swinging arc.

From the stern, the black thing
flashed to the lee of the ship, where
it paused briefly, sniffing down dis-
tastefully at the flowing sea under-
neath the yacht. Finally, it trotted
to the open door of the salon where
it stopped. Cautiously raising its
head for enemy scent, it sniffed
again.

For a split second, it was barely
visible in the glare of the electric
lights of the salon.

Then it disappeared like an ebony
streak through the doorway, and was
gone as mysteriously and quickly as
it had come.

It was a ten-foot, sleeky, black
leopard—

Captain Bradley and Martin Rid-
ley looked at one another in unholy
awe for a moment. Neither was able
to say a word. Then Bradley moved
to action.

“Make ready to lower away the
launch!” he boomed overside to his
men below on the decks of the
freighter. “Boarding party’s going
over!”

IDLEY grabbed the skipper by
the arm as he started hurriedly
down the gangway.

“I'm going along, Captain,” he said
firmly.

Bradley grinned. “Okay, Ridley.
You're luckier than I am. I've got
to stand by with my ship. Maritime
law. But it'll need a good shot to
take care of that leopard we saw.
And after your hunt through the
Malaccan jungles—"

“I'm the man,” Ridley finished,
smiling. “Let’s go!” His eyes glowed
with excitement.

Captain Bradley led the way to
his own cabin first, where he un-
locked a closet and brought out two
heavy .30-.30 rifles. “Good guns,” he
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said. “True shots. And here’s my
own pistol.”

He produced a Luger automatic
from the arsenal.

“It’s a handy gun in a tight spot
when you can’t swing a long barrel.”
He proffered it to Ridley who thank-
fully accepted it, along with an

extra clip of cartridges.

OWN on the lower deck, Brad-

ley asked for volunteers. Nearly
the entire crew stepped forward.
The captain smiled.

“Nice of you boys,” he said, “but
you can’t all go. Let’s see. Regan,
you handle the launch. Blake, you
assist Regan in the launch. It’ll be
a ticklish job boarding that yacht
with no one at the helm. Hill—you
go with Mr. Ridley.

“Take the yacht in hand and bring
her alongside the Cumberly. We'll
reef the canvas and put her in tow.”
Bradley paused. “I need one more
man—some one who can handle a
rifle.”

A young man of about twenty-two,
with wavy blond hair and blue eyes,
stepped forward. His face was
streaked with dirt and his clothes
were filthy with black. He was
plainly an oiler.

“I'm your man, sir,”” he said, a
smile spreading over his face.

“Name?”

“Stuart Anthony.”

“All right, son. You and Ridley
here handle the weapons. I'd advise
you to plug the big cat before you
try to do anything with the ship.
And be careful. That's all for the
present.”

It required but a few seconds for
the men to clamber anxiously into
the waiting launch and then be
lowered into the pacific waters of
the sea.

Regan, at the wheel of the boat,
gave the engine full gun. They shot
away from the freighter in a swirl
of foam. Swiftly they approached

the mysterious yacht and saw what
a thorough seaworthy beauty she
was.

Her long white hull glistened
in the moonlight like a living thing.
The sharp dagger-like prow sliced
into the sea, cutting the waters into
whirling phosphorescent curls.

As they came close to the ship,
Regan began to jockey the launch
into position, converging slowly to
meet the prow which plunged erratic-
ally into the sea. The oppressive
tensity of the danger injected itself
into all of them. A little closer.
Their lips tightened; no one uttered
a sound.

With the thunderous crack of a
giant bull-whip, the wind catapulted
into the billowed sails and the boom
began to suddenly swing!

Ridley cried: “She’s
Hard over!”

The white yacht halted jerkily in
its former charge and wheeled at
them, turning swiftly and steeply.
The knife-like prow reached forward
to sever them, while the ship towered
above them like an omnivorous sea-
dragon.

changing!

EGAN blanched at the sight over

his shoulder, and instinctively
jammed the gas control to full,
throwing the wheel over with all
his strength.

The small boat charged madly to
the left like a veteran. But thé
yacht, through its added impetus,
was even quicker.

The prow gently bumped the stern
of the launch.

The yacht was pursuing them—
pushing them!

Ridley felt a tingling thrill of ter-
ror as he looked up and saw the
long, sharp bowsprit of the yacht
directly over his head.

Beneath it, an iron black guard
stretched down to where the hull bit
into the sea.

He stood up like a bolt at the
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chance, grasped the guard with his
left hand, holding his rifle in his
right.

-Wildly he threw his leg up. It
caught and he clung there under
the bowsprit, perilously.

Hill, the sailor, immediately saw
Ridley’s plan. Rising on the rear
seats of the launch, he flung himself
up at the guard, grabbed it with his
two free hands and pulled himself
up.

With a little precarious wriggling,
he soon gained the bowsprit, from
where he reached down and took
Ridley’s rifle.

Thus freed of the cumbersome
weapon, Ridley climbed up beside
him on the bowsprit.

Anthony, the youngster, was in
trouble.

He followed directly after Hill,
but he had no sooner flung his
leg over the guard than the big ship
veered breath-takingly away from the
launch at right angles.

Anthony was dragged down bru-
tally into the sea. He clung with all
his strength to the guard, while half
his body was immersed. In his other
hand he still held the rifie, which he
stubbornly refused to cast away to
save himself.

Martin Ridley leaned down from
his perch.

“Give me your gunl!”

Anthony raised it as high as he
could and Ridley finally clutched it
and brought it up. With his two
hands free, Anthony had no trouble
in pulling his body from the sea
and slowly climbing up the iron
guard to the bowsprit.

HEY all steadied thcmselves there,

while the launch roared away, back
to the freighter. Then, rifles ready
for action, they walked along the
bowsprit and finally leaped to the
decks of the yacht.

The profound silence held a death-
ly portent.

CHAPTER 1II
The Dead Leopard

“ HAT was a nasty mo-
ment,” Ridley said glanc-
ing cautiously about the

ship.

“I’ll say!” Anthony replied with a
grin. “All I could think of was a
tiger shark aiming at my pet corn!”

“I didn’t know you were going up,
sir,” Hill put in.

“l didn’t know it myself,” Ridley
explained. “I just saw the guard
over me and took a chance.”

Anthony grinned. “Well, we made
i

The simple statement reminded
them they were not yet safe. Ridley
shifted his rifle to an advantageous
position and released its safety, wary
of the man-killing beast they had
seen from the freighter.

The yacht was careening again,
the sails cracking stridently.

“I’'d sure like to get my hands on
that wheel and hold this tub with
the wind,” Hill remarked uneasily.
“But I don’t hanker for any cat to
go scratching at my back. The black
leopard is one of the most savage
and vicious of all the cats.”

“This ship'll capsize yet, swinging
around like that,” Hill interrupted
anxiously.

Ridley said: “I've an idea. You,
Anthony, climb the rigging in the
center of the ship there. That will
give you a clear view of the decks.
If you see anything—shoot, and
shoot accurately! Meanwhile, Hill
and I will get down to the stern
and reach the helm.”

“Right,” said Anthony. He left
their sides instantly and ascended
the roof of the first cabin. From
there, he reached the rigging of the
main mast and climbed up quickly
about twenty feet.

Settled in the meshes of the ropes,
he surveyed the panorama below
with ready gun.
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“Can’t see a thing,” he encouraged.

Reassured briefly, Ridley and Hill
crept slowly along the port deck,
past the lighted cabins. It was tedi-
ous, tense work, every step filled
with dread expectancy. They speeded
their pace when they reached the
door through which the ebony leopard
had disappeared, running the dis-
tance to the stern. There they
jumped down behind the weak pro-
tection of the helm.

They saw nothing—

HE main boom was about to re-

peat its former erratic antics.
Hill, with an uncanny sense of sea-
manship, anticipated the wind and
brought the yacht out of its lurch-
ing with a steady hand.

“What the hell— Hey, Mr. Rid-
ley!”

The sudden cry through the night
startled Martin, until he realized it
was Anthony up in the rigging.

“What's the matter?” he asked.

“It's the black leopard! Right here
below me on the deck! I didn’t see
it before!”

Ridley felt a terrible chill go
through his bones.

“Shoot it!” he cried shrilly, re-
peating again, more fiercely: “For
God’s sake, shoot it!”

The answer floated back fantastic-
ally across the silent ship.

“I can’t! It’s already dead!”

Ridley glanced at Hill unseeingly,
dazedly.

“Dead,” he muttered dully,
voice a hoarse whisper. “But—"

“Who could have killed it?” Hill
queried automatically.

Ridley shook his head, completely
baffled. “I'll be back,” he said. He
glanced forward.

Anthony was disengaging himself
from the rigging. He ran forward
to meet the youngster.

“It’'s over here,” Anthony said,
when Ridley reached him. “You just
passed it. That's how I was fooled.

his

It's in the shadows by the com-
panionway. It must’'ve been dead
when I climbed up here. Otherwise,
I would’'ve seen it or heard it. Good
it wasn’t alive when I climbed up
here. I hate to think about that!”

They walked into the turbid black-
ness of the dancing shadows.

Curled up in a companionway be-
tween two cabins and the aft hold,
the defunct leopard lay. Its posterior
protruded from behind the cabin
wall, the only visible part of the
dead beast.

The long, black, sinewy tail was
looned like a lariat.

Ridley prodded the cadaver with
the barrel of his rifle. He frowned
suddenly and bent down, shaking his
head.

“This is damn queer,” he said,
lighting a match.
“It's a big fellow, isn't it?”

Anthony asked.

“Abnormally so.”

“Look at those fangs!” Anthony
marveled at the canines. The mouth
of the leopard was hanging limply
open and the lips curled back away

from the gums and teeth. Blood
poured from the mouth.
The match flickered out. Ridley

rose.

¢T DON'T understand this at all,”

he said. “Here—give me a hand
with it. Grab the tail and pull it out
in the moonlight where we can get a
better look at it.”

They yanked the tail with all their
combined strength. The leopard was
heavy, but soon they had the slain
cat in full view on deck. Its right
side was turned skyward. There was
no wound on the torso. Yet a twist-
ing trail of blood indicated some
violence.

Laboriously, they turned the corpse
over. There was a bullet hole in the
left leg. The slug had penetrated
the thigh and had passed out of
the dorsum of the lower calf. The
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open wound still oozed some blood.

“That’s it,” said Anthony.

Ridley stared at the laceration.
“That can't be it, though.” He
minutely inspected the rest of the
body for possible abrasions. There
were none. He bit his lip, mystified.

“What's the matter?” Anthony
asked.

“Matter?” Ridley echoed. “I'd like
to know what killed this animal.”

“Didn’t that bullet kill it?”

“Of course not! The wound ac-
counted for the limp the beast had
when we first saw it from the Cum-
berly. But it's only a flesh wound
and not fatal. But who did it?”

““Maybe there’'s some one eclse on
board,” Anthony whispered.

“There must be. The leopard has
been killed since we saw it from the
freighter. And this bleeding mouth
—what does that mean?”

“I don’t know,” Anthony scowled.
“The beast seems sort of swollen,
though.”

A possibility seized Ridley. He
bent down over the beast and lighted
another match. The left front leg
shrieked for recognition. How he
had missed it before, he did not
know.

T had swelled far out of shape
and in its abnormality resembled
an over-inflated balloon about to

burst. The entire front shoulder had
expanded.

“Looks like a tumor,” Anthony
observed.

Ridley shook his head. “No tumor,
Something hit him here—a dart per-
haps, or a hypodermic needle. It was
poisoned.

“The bleeding of the mouth indi-
cates that it was a lcthal dosage
of some sort of haemotoxic poison.

“I've read of native darts of this
type. Such poison destroys cell tis-
sues, eats up the erythrocytes of the
blood and is disastrous to the ca-
pillary system.”

“But this isn’t Africal” Anthony
exclaimed, horrified. “Where would
such a dart come from?”

“I don't even know if it was a
dart. But here’s a tiny wound. And
the leopard is dead of poisoning.”

Both of them became aware of the
towering side of the Cumberly. Hill,
at the yacht’s helm, had brought the
ship alongside of the freighter for
reefing. Hatches in the freighter’s
side quickly opened and men jumped
to the decks of the yacht. In a few
minutes’ time, the two masts stood
nakedly into the sky like tall razed
trees. The canvas bellied down help-
lessly.

HE White Snake rose and fell

tranquilly, utterly calmed.

“We're taking her in tow,” Cap-
tain Bradley called down from the
Cumberly’s deck. “Are you staying
on there?”

“Yes,” said Ridley. “I want to in-
vestigate.”

“All right,”” Bradley replied. “If
you want me—or if anything goes
wrong—blow the yacht's fog horn.
See you at breakfast tomorrow.”

As soon as they had gotten under
way again, this time following the
freighter through the pull on a steel
cable, Ridley turned to Hill.

“We'll take shifts at that helm if
you get tired.”

“Not necessary, Mr. Ridley. I'll
just rope it by the guide loops here
when I get tired.”

“Okay.”

Ridley joined Anthony past the
aft hold cover.

The youth was surveying the dead
leopard in disgust.

“What'll we do with it?” he asked.

Ridley grimaced. “Toss it over-
board,” he said wryly. “No sense
letting it lie here.”

“Sorta gruesome if we have lady
guests,” said Anthony in grim con-
ceit.

With difficulty,

because of the
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dead weight of the beast, they
pushed the corpse through the rail-
ing of the yacht. It splashed dully
into the sea. The phosphorescent
foam from the splash floated past
them to the rear as the yacht moved
on.

“I'm going to explore the cabins,”
said Ridley. “Want to come along?”

“No use doubling,” said Anthony.
“I'll go below and look around.”

“All right. Be careful though,
And take your rifle.”

“Don’t worry!” Anthony replied.

Ridley watched him descend the
stairs of the main companionway in
the center of the ship. When he
had gone from sight, Ridley walked
forward to the cabins. He entered
the first one.

At first glance, nothing appeared
to be amiss.

The electric bulbs of the room
were all flaring brilliantly. It was a
spacious room, with a built-in lounge
seat under each of the port holes.
In a far corner was a Governor
Winthrop desk.

It was open—

On it was a white piece of paper.
Ridley walked toward the desk to
investigate. On the floor he suddenly
noticed a heavy automatic rifle and
next to it a yellow pencil.

His breath hissed suddenly as he
caught it in whistlingly. His eyes
went open wide in pure horror.

The yellow pencil was clutched

tenaciously in a closed fist. It was
the fist of a dead man.
He was sprawled prone — face

downward.

CHAPTER 1II
A Killer Loose

IDLEY was transfixed for
several seconds, and his
breath came hard. When at

last he got a grip on himself, he
approached an oblong table in the
center of the room and laid his rifle

on it. Then he bent over the dead
man, feeling for the pulse. There
was none,

But the flesh was still warm!

Gingerly, he removed the pencil
from the clenched fist. Its lead point
was jaggedly broken, as though a
great weight had been placed down
on 1t.

IDLEY laid the pencil aside mo-

mentarily and examined the body
for causes of death. Failing to find
any wounds, he pulled the body over
on its back.

Instantly, he shrank back, repulsed
by the grisly sight!

The face of the cadaver was hor-
rible. A livid, unreal purple hue dis-
colored the skin. The pouches of the
cheeks were abnormally swollen.
Where the open mouth had touched
the rug, there was a small pool of
dark blood.

The teeth were ferociously bared,
as though the man had clung to life
with grim tenacity. Under the eyes,
the skin had changed to a jet-like
color.

Sane features had been transformed
into those of a madman.

There was something peculiar in
the contour of the man’s left leg.
Ridley had to cut the trouser leg
with his pen-knife and slit it open,
the flesh was so swollen. The leg
looked as though it had been afflicted
with a chronic case of elephantiasis.
The expansion of the flesh had been
extraordinary.

Puzzled, Ridley rose, still staring
at the corpse in helpless fascination.
This man — whoever he was— had
died in the same manner as the black
leopard. There was no doubt he had
been poisoned.

Ridley shook his head and shrug-
ged. The whole business was strange
and unnatural. It was, apparently,
a case of wholesale murder. Where
was the crew?

He picked up the pencil and eyed



76 THRILLING ADVENTURES

the jaggedly-broken point specula-
tively. The man had been writing—

Hurriedly, Ridley moved to the
desk, where the piece of white paper
had caught his gaze. He picked it
up from the open partition of the
desk and read it.

HE writing itself began evenly
enough, but without warning fell
into a puerile scrawl. It read:

“To anyone who reads this: for God's
sake, keep out of the hold. The King—"

From the last word, “King,” the
pencil, instead of finishing the lower
loop of the letter g, had described
an interrupted zigzag line which
reached to the bottom of the paper
and had bitten savagely into the
veneer of the wood.

The man had undoubtedly died
while writing the warning.

Questions immediately flung them-
selves at Martin Ridley. But the
paramount issue of the inexplicable
problem was the disappearance of all
others who had been on board. That
was the crux — this deserted yacht
sailing serenely through the tropical
night like a great white ghost.

One bullet had been fired from the
automatic rifle. Ridley sniffed the
barrel. The acrid odor of gun-
powder was noticeable. He felt
reasonably sure the dead man was
the one who had shot the leopard
in the leg before they had ever
boarded the White Snake.

He reread the warning. “—Keep
out of the hold. The King—"

The King.

What had the dead man meant to
say? Who was the King? The note
did not make sense. Ridley shrugged
and put it in his pocket. Tem-
porarily, at least, the secret of the
note was with the dead man.

“Anthony!”
Ridley had wuttered the word
aloud.

The sudden realization that An-

thony was down in the hold just
struck him. He had been damned
thoughtless about the youngster.

The note warned: “—Keep out of
the hold—"

There was death in the hold. The
King was there. Ridley grew pallid
at the thought. He ran from the
cabin and tore down to the stern.
Hill was sitting behind the wheel,
placidly watching the freighter in
front of them.

He looked incongruous in his com-
placency, with horrible death threat-
ening Anthony somewhere in the
bowels of the yacht.

“Has Anthony come up yet?” Rid-
ley snapped.

“Not yet, sir,” replied Hill.

Icy dread clutched Ridley’s heart.
He flung himself to the companion-
way and descended. He remembered
he had left his rifle behind him, but
he felt for Captain Bradley’s auto-
matic, found it and drew it out of
his pocket, releasing the safety.

E navigated the stairs in bounds

and leaps, coming into a small,
dimly lighted corridor which ran
length-wise along the spine of the
yacht. Doors opened off it, and to-
ward the stern the hall ended with
a door which faced him. It was
closed.

There was not the slightest sound.

He called softly:

“Anthony?”

No one answered him.

He gripped the butt of his Luger
automatic tensely, and proceeded
down the corridor with utmost cau-
tion.

Stopping before one of the closed
doors, he heard the dull vague
sound of shuffling emanating from
within.

He raised the gun slowly and his
trigger finger grew taut.

“Anthony?” he called.

The door opened.

“What's wrong?” Anthony asked,
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stepping from the room with youth-
ful nonchalance.

“Thank God you're safe,” Ridley
breathed.

NTHONY nodded, smiling, “I'll
say. Have you seen the menag-
erie in the stern yet?”
“I don’t know what you mean.”
“That room,” Anthony pointed at
the far door with a sign marked
Danger on it, “is full of crates and
cages, with enough animals to make
any curator’s mouth water. I'll show

it to you.”

“No time,” Ridley said, tight-
lipped. “Follow me. There's some
one else on board. A killer. We're

not safe down here.”

Before the youngster could reply,
Ridley turned back through the cor-
ridor and climbed up the stairs to
the deck, Anthony followed in his
shadow.

They went immediately to the for-
ward cabin.

The dead man lay on the floor face
up, just as Ridley had left him.
Anthony gaped at the hideous
cadaver before Ridley covered it
with a spread from one of the
lounges.

“He looks awfull”
claimed.

“No word for it,” Ridley said. He
picked up his rifle from the oblong
table.

“What happened to him?” Anthony
asked.

Ridley shrugged. “Same thing
that happened to the black leopard.
I don’t know what it is. But I do
know this.”

He fished in his pocket and brought
out the warning note which the dead
man had written. Anthony read it
whistling in amazement at the mes-
sage.

“The King—" he muttered. “Huh!
Well, whoever the King is, he's cer-
tainly taken full command of this
ship.”

Anthony ex-

“Uncle Barton!”

Both of them jumped stiffly erect.
It was a new voice, and it had come
from one of the doors which opened
onto the death cabin. It was fol-
lowed by a gasping sort of muffled
sobbing.

“It's a
claimed.

“Yes,” nodded Ridley trying the
door from which the cry had come.
“The door’s locked. I can’t open it.”

“Uncle Barton!” the inner wvoice
said again.

“It’s not your uncle,” Ridley said
loudly. “I’'m a stranger. Do you
know where the key to the door is?”

“My uncle had it. He must have
it now. He locked me in here.”

It was a girl.

The voice was young and sounded
dazed and frightened.

Ridley's eyes traveled to the
covered cadaver. Then he approached
it and pulled the coverlet from it.
Reluctantly he went about the grue-
some task of searching the dead
man's pockets.

He was rewarded with the discov-
ery of a single key. He unlocked
the door.

woman!” Anthony ex-

HE girl was against the opposite

wall. Her eyes were badly blood-
shot and she had been crying. Her
black, waved hair was completely
disheveled.

“How did you get here?” she whis-
pered. “Who are you?”

Ridley introduced himself and
Anthony. “As for how we got here
—I'm afraid that's too long a story.
You see, something queer has hap-
pened. As far as we know, you are
the only living person on this ship
besides ourselves, the man at the
wheel, and—the King—"

“What do you mean?” she asked,
wide-eyed.

“First,” answered Ridley, “what is
your name?”

“Lois Trevor.” She paused. “This
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is my uncle's yacht. We are a week
out of Malacca.”

“Malaysia?”

“Yes.”

“Well,” Ridley resumed, “we came
upon your ship tonight. It was sail-
ing without a helmsman—in fact,
without a crew. We found no one
on board but a dead leopard and a
dead man.”

Lois started. “A dead man?”

“Yes. You may as well know it
now. It must be your uncle.”

HE stiffened as though he had

slapped her, and swayed.

Anthony jumped forward in order
to grab her.

“I'm all right,”
Spartan courage.

“Good girll” said Ridley. “We
haven't time for tears. Now, please
tell me everything you know.”

Lois Trevor nodded and controlled
herself bravely.

“I was sitting in the cabin, read-
ing. Uncle Barton had gone down
into the hold to look after the
animals. Something had gone wrong.
Suddenly he burst into the salon.
He was very pale and babbled about
something terrible that had hap-
pened.

“He took a rifle from the closet
and told me not to leave the cabin.
Then he ran out again. About five
minutes later, Mr. Weston ran by
the door and yelled at me.”

“Who is he?” Ridley asked.

she said, with

“Paul Weston,” Lois answered,
“was my uncle’s assistant on the ex-
pedition.”

“I understand. Go ahead.”

“After that, Uncle Barton reap-
peared and flew into the room. He
was as white as a ghost and looked
as though something had happened
to him. He grabbed me by the arm
and threw me into my room here,
locking the door afterwards. I
fainted.

“When I awoke, I heard your

voices and called out, thinking per-
haps it was my uncle.”

“You were the only woman on
board?”

“Yes.” Lois grasped Ridley’s arm.
“But what has happened?”

Ridley shrugged. “I wish I knew.
Someone killed your uncle. It’s mur-
der by poisoning. By the way, Miss
Trevor, was there any one on board
who was called the King?”

“Why—no! Why do you ask?”

“Because some one, who calls him-
self the King, murdered your uncle,
Barton Trevor.”

“And killed a-black leopard in the
bargain,” added Anthony. “That’s
what I don’t understand. What kind
of a trip is this—the aft hold is
loaded with wild animals?”

“Barton Trevor was a famous
hunter who brought 'em back alive,”
Ridley explained. “He supplied the
different zoos and serpentariums of
the states with wild cargo which he
captured.”

“But what are we going to do?”
Lois asked, terrified.

“The answer to the carnage is in
the hold,” Ridley said. “Otherwise,
your uncle would not have warned
us against it. There’s some one hid-
ing down there. The King, perhaps
—and I mean to find him. I'm going
down.”

“But that’s dangerous!” Lois cried.

IDLEY laughed. “So is taking a

a walk! You stay here with her,
Anthony. Don'’t leave the cabin until
I return. If you hear me fire a shot,
you'd better hurry up and come to
my rescue.”

“Okay, Martin.”

Ridley left his rifle on the table,
but carried a pistol with him. In a
closet of the cabin, he found a
powerful flashlight and a heavy
machete in a thick leather scabbard.
He strapped it over his shoulder like
a gun holster.

Then, taking up the flashlight, he
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traced his way to the companionway
and descended cautiously, playing
the amber beam of the flash before
him like a dancing tennis ball.

After Ridley left them, Anthony
and Lois Trevor sat in the cabin and
talked to pass the dragging time.
About a half-hour passed, with no
sound from below.

Becoming apprehensive, Anthony
rose and began to pace the floor of
the cabin where he and the girl had
been sitting. Of a sudden, as he
shifted his rifle from one arm to
the other, a sudden shock knocked
him off-balance and hurtled him to
the floor.

E rose to his feet, baffled by the

cause. He became aware that

the White Snake was lurching chop-

pily from side to side in short, swift
strokes.

“This tub’s floundering like a fish
out of water,” Anthony said. “Hill’s
not holding her. She’s liable to spin
around. You wait here, Miss Trevor.
I'll be right back.”

He left the cabin and ran down
to the stern, rolling with the side-
swiping antics of the yacht. He
covered the distance rapidly. The
helm in the stern was revolving idly.
The spokes whirled like spinning
gyros.

No one guarded it—the yacht was
masterless once more!

Anthony called: “Hill! Where are
you?” Only an eerie silence answered
him.

He sprang forward, a nameless
dread materializing in his heart. As
he started to seize the spinning
helm, he saw something and stopped
with breath-taking suddenness.

A body had fallen there, crumpled
limply, one of its arms reaching for
the unguarded wheel—even in death.

The face was partly upturned in
the yellow moonlight. It was marked
with indescribable lines of terrible
agony. The wild, staring eyes seemed

to burst from their sockets. The con-
dition of the body was startlingly
like that of Trevor's.

And it was the sailor—Hill

Struck dumb with shock and stu-
pefaction, Anthony only removed
his fascinated scrutiny from the
corpse to adjust the free helm. He
stepped over the dead man and
awkwardly brought the yacht around.
Then he fastened the guide ropes to
hold the ship in a straight course
without a master.

He did not glance at Hill again.
Instead, he ran breathlessly to the
forward cabin where he had left
Lois Trevor.

He was excited and panicky when
he hurtled in.

“Hill's dead!” he cried pierc-
ingly. “Out there in the stern. The
King got him—just like the others!
I'm going down after Ridley. You

stay here. Right in the cabin—
lock the doors!
“And no matter what happens,

don’t open them until you hear from
me. There's a killer loose on this
ship!”

CHAPTER IV
The King!

Q-S Martin Ridley descended the
gangway into the hold, after
leaving Lois Trevor and

Anthony, he miscalculated a step,

missed his footing and plunged head-

long down to the bottom of the
stairs.

He cursed and picked himself up,
badly bruised. Then he continued
down the corridor to the animal
room in the aft of the ship.

The lights were on.

They disclosed an unusual spec-
tacle to him. In sundry boxes, crates
and cages, arranged around the capa-
cious hold, was a startling variety of
beasts, birds and smaller mammals.

The mate of the defunct black
leopard was pacing in its cage. In
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rowed cages, next to it, were four
royal Bengal tigers, beautiful
specimens with gorgeous, gleaming
stripes. Multi-colored birds of ex-
quisite resplendency were held cap-
tive in cages behind the big cats.
Monkeys and apes also constituted

the cargo. It was a formidable
group.
IDLEY entered quickly and

closed the door behind him. He
went to an empty cage next to the
leopard, which snarled furiously and
struck at him through the narrow
bars of its cage. The tigers regarded
him unblinkingly, without moving.

The cage of the dead leopard was
bound at the base of its stakes with
strong rattan. Evidently this rat-
tan had been chewed and eaten until
it had weakened considerably. Rid-
ley concluded that, in fury of ag-
gravation the dead leopard had
struck the weakened fiber a strong
blow and had thus escaped to the
deck.

But Ridley felt the break for lib-
erty had been coincidental with
something else—something far more
sinister.

Further inspection brought him to
a packing case, securely nailed. It
had two small bored holes in the
side. The label on the box read:
Regal Pythons (2).

He moved away from the box in-
stinctively. On top of it, however,
he noticed two red-haired, weasel-
like rats in a small cage. Their label
read: Herpestes Mungo. But that
meant nothing to him.

They were odd specimens with
bristly long fur.

Ridley finally left the animal room
and explored the corridor. His foot
struck a bamboo pole with a wire
noose on it. He kicked it aside and
went on. The first door on his left
was open. He peered in, throwing
the beam of the flashlight ahead of
him.

There was a man on the flocr—
probably the cook. He had died in
the ship’s galley. A quick glance
showed that the King—whoever the
killer was—had not been responsible
for this man’s demise.

The man’s face was upturned and
had been clawed to ribbons.

“Leopard got him,” Ridley thought.
“He probably stood in the way as
the cat escaped, and it struck him
down. Rotten luck!”

He closed the door after him and
went on to the next room. His spot-
light fell upon the sign on the door,
which was ajar, opened about a foot

wide. He approached it closer and
read it.

Danger, it said. Poisonous Rep-
tiles.

IDLEY felt his hair rise a little

on the back of his neck. He
took a deep breath. This was rot-
ten business. He would rather have
fought a dozen head-hunters bare-
handed, than play around venomous
serpents. He cautiously pushed the
door open full length.

Here, too, the lights were on.

He went in. On tables against the
walls, all around the room, were
boxes of all shapes and sizes. They
had heavy meshed wire for their
tops, nailed down firmly at the four
corners. Nothing seemed amiss.
Ridley crossed the room and looked
into one of the boxes through the
semi-opaque meshed top.

A squalid ugly maple-leaf headed
snake was coiled within, motionless.
It was a Gaboon Viper, third dead-
liest serpent of the world.

That sufficed. Ridley decided to
get out of there pretty damned fast.
Examining snakes did not appeal to
him much.

He cast a sweeping glance hur-
riedly around the room.

One of the snake boxes was lying
on the floor on its side!

Instantly Ridley snapped to at-
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tention. His hand flew to his pocket
for his automatic.

It was gone!

Ridley felt an empty sensation
sweep through him. He thought
rapidly. The Luger must have
dropped from his pocket when he
fell down the stairs while descend-
ing into the hold. He tried to shake
off his nervousness, and took a closer
look at the fallen box.

It was empty.

He picked it up and placed it on
the table again. The wire mesh in
one corner was raised, leaving a
yawning hole. The identifying label
on the side read: “Elapidae genus:
Naia Hannah.”

The scientific name confused him.
Elapidae. That was a sub-species of
the Colubrine snake family. He
knew that. But Naia Hannah. What
the devil did that mean?

He shrugged. There was a red
star on the box with a notice, “Spe-
cial Care.” The two words stuck
in his mind—Naia Hannah. Hadn't
he read somewhere—

“God!” he exclaimed hoarsely. His
hand went to his mouth in a motion
of awe at the sinister translation of
the words.

“I've got it!” he cried stridently,
staring in horror at the labeled box.
“I've got the answer to the whole
mystery!”

E heard a slight shuffling noise
in the corridor outside.

“Anthony! Anthony!” he shouted.
“Come here quickly! TI've got it!
What a maze it's been—but I know
the answer! I know who the King
is!”

He turned as he spoke. And
froze like death! There was only
the sharp piercing intake of his
gasping breath. His blood felt like
ice-water in his veins. Eyes widen-
ing in terror, the skin of his face
drained a ghastly white, he stood
stock still.

There was unmitigated terror in
the room as he met the accusing
gaze of the intruder. For it was not
Anthony.

At last Ridley found his voice, a
tremulous whisper.

He groaned, “The King!”

CHAPTER V
Grim Battle

IDLEY was dazed with the

R unanticipated proximity of

the ruthless killer. It was

the King beyond all doubt, evilly
regal in all his deadly character.

The King was a fantastic entity,
shaped at the head like a diminutive
parasol. Its two black, elliptical, un-
moving eyes glittered like cold,
hard diamonds at Ridley. Its body
was a repugnant gray-white and on
the upturned belly was a series of
half-etiolated, scaly rings.

A King Cobra!

The famous long-sought white
hamadryad of Celebres which Barton
Trevor had searched for all his life,
for the fame it would bring him—
and which instead, had brought him
horrible death. It was fifteen feect
in length and its ominous spectacled
hood was spread wide, raised plainly
by the small anterior ribs at the
sides of the throat. Ridley recalled
flashingly a cobra was able to ele-
vate its body one-third of its
length.

Now, the King seemed to tower
above him.

It swayed back and forth less than
a dozen feet away, concerned with
Ridley's presence, yet completely un-
afraid.

Ridley remained like a marble
statue, fearful even of breathing. He
did not want to antagonize the great
serpent to action.

Cold, clammy sweat exuded from
his brow.

The King remained motionless.

With his automatic lying some-
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where at the foot of the gangway
in the corridor, Ridley was helpless.
And he knew what a lightning blow
the snake could deliver from that
strategic position!

IDLEY thought of the keen

machete in its scabbard around
his shoulder. He knew the deadliness
of the bolo-knife, but wondered how
he could ever make it effective with-
out getting into the cobra’s lethal
range.

If he could only throw it, like
book heroes did!

Reptile and man regarded each
other fixedly. Transfixed, Ridley
made no move toward his machete.
His throat was tight and painfully
dry.

What was it snake charmers did?
Those filthy beggars with their bas-
kets of venomous snakes— they
played a piccolo, didn’t they? Or
hummed a tune? Ridley tried it.
He began to hum a popular melody
in a low, fear-rasped voice.

The King hissed shrilly and raised
its hood slightly. Simultaneously,
the tune ceased. Ridley knew he
had angered the snake. He watched
it rigidly for the next move. Slowly
his hand crept up to the machete
and drew it from its scabbard. Inch
by inch. Monotonously tense.

At last, the big knife came out.
Its fat hilt felt reassuring in his
clenched fist.

The King had seen enough. The
long squalid length dissolved as the
deadly head went down to the floor.
By a series of shallow lateral loops,
the snake’s repulsive body slithered
squirmingly across towards Ridley.

An experienced herpetologist might
have frozen immobile and lifeless in
such a predicament, and thus avoided
rousing the creature’s ire and ani-
mosity. Ridley liked life too much
to take the chance. He fell back
with a rush against the boxes of the
other reptiles. They hissed angrily

at the distrbance and reared within
their dens.

The King’s tongue flicked out at
the action of the man. The deadly
head rose like an arrow, its grim
hood expanded.

Ridley was in a dangerous posi-
tion—he had placed himself in a cor-
ner from which there was no re-
treat.

And he was now within the strik-
ing range of the vicious fangs with
their bursting venom sacs.

His grip on the knife tightened.
It was a fight to the death now. He
glanced around despairingly for
something to help him, anything! A
small chair was next to him.

E seized it and held it out in
front of him.

The cobra struck!

The grisly gray length shot for-
ward in a bullet-like streak. For a
second Ridley thought he had been
bitten, the toxic fangs came so close
to his hand on the chair. His stom-
ach rolled, nauseated at the closeness
of the hideous dart.

The cobra was back into a raised
position faster than his eyes could
follow the action. There were two
drops of greenish vicious venom on
the wood of the chair.

This was too much for Ridley's
nerves.

Blindly, he flung the small chair
at the snake’s hooded head. It struck
the cobra full on, and hurled the
squirming length cruelly to the floor.
With rapid dexterity, Ridley leaped
over the snake as it struggled to
free itself from beneath the chair.

He reached the corridor safely,
but before he could close the door,
the white reptile had wriggled out
and launched itself at him in a new
attack.

Ridley raced down the corridor,
terrified. He reached the aft hold
where all the other animals were
housed. He leaped in and slammed
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the door after him with terrible
force. Then he swore blackly.

HE had pushed the door so hard
that the catch had missed the
lock. It swung slightly ajar. Ridley
backed away and dashed from the
entrance, climbing up on top of the
cages.

The beasts were roaring and pac-
ing to and fro in frenzied pande-
monium. Some smashed themselves
against the sides of the cages in their
maddened efforts to get free and es-
cape.

They were panicky, and with good
cause, Ridley admitted.

Out of the turbid darkness of the
corridor, the white cobra material-
ized like an apparition—an avenging
specter. It glided past the open
door, into the room. It halted and
coiled. The hood rose ominously.
A hiss. The neck inflated.

Simultaneously, there fell a pro-
found silence.

The four tigers and the solitary
black leopard stood as still as
marble carvings. They seemed to
sense that death was close to them.
Ridley was reminded, strangely of a
setter pointing a covey of birds.

The King, regally erect, swayed
perceptibly, its eyes beady as black
onyx.

Ridley was breathing fast. He
gripped the knife in his hand and
waited—waited. For an intermina-
ble time, neither snake, man nor
beasts moved.

Then Ridley noticed, for the first
time, a peculiar paradox. In the
small cage on top of the Regal
Python crate, were the red-haired
little weasel-like rats. They were
very excited. Their long hairs had
bristled up and stood stiffly erect.
There was a queer sparkle of ex-
pectancy in their tiny eyes. Some-
how—they were unafraid, not daunted
like all the others.

“Mongooses!” Ridley cried aloud.

A Kipling children’s story came
surging up into his mind out of the
remote past. Rikkitikki-tavi!

The little rats were dancing ex-
citedly on the floor of their cage
now, instinctively sensing a climax.
With a strong slice, Ridley brought
the razor-edged blade of his mach-
ete down against the wooden stakes.

They split into pieces and crum-
bled to the floor., The mongooses
flashed like twin red sparks from the
cage through the gap.

The King had started to glide
away, but instantly reared up again.
The two weasels stepped stealthily
up to the great serpent. When they
reached the outer circumference of
the snake’s striking range, they
paused tantalizingly.

OR a second no one moved. Rid-

ley could hear his heart pound-

ing like a trip-hammer.

Then one of the
stepped into range.

‘The white snake struck like a fiery
bolt of lightning, hurling its hood
forward and down. The body struck
flat on the floor and thudded. The
cobra darted upright again, so
quickly that Ridley only had a
blurred impression of the rapid
movement.

That anything could elude a strike
of such astonishing rapidity amazed
Ridley. But the mongoose was still
there. Its lips had curled back and
it was snarling angrily, its needle-
like teeth in plain view.

In the meantime, the second mon-
goose had traversed the outer rim
of the snake’s range and was back
at the tail. The little beast nipped
it smartly. The cobra swayed. Its
tail lashed furiously, but the head
never moved its concentrated stare
from the enemy in front.

The first mongoose moved slightly
forward. Again, the snake struck
like lightning, brushing through the
erect hairs on the weasel’'s back;

mongooses
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Ridley was sure the fangs had gone
home.

But the little red mongoose danced
lithely out of danger. )

T the same moment, the second
mongoose bit savagely into the
snake’s spine.

The scaly head shot around at the
rear oppressor. As though prear-
ranged, the first mongoose stepped
in and snapped at the serpent’s belly.
Then both animals dashed back out
of danger.

The white cobra raised up again.

For several minutes this procedure
persisted. The snake’s beady eyes
still glittered with that ruthless in-
tent, but Ridley sensed the reptile
was worried. He watched the strange
duel, fascinated.

The cobra was tiring. Its body
was heavy, and the constant strike
and return of its head to a firing
position was a fagging exertion. The
task was telling. Ridley could see
its movements slowing up.

So engrossed was he with the
conflict between mammal and reptile
that he failed to hear steps ap-
proaching in the corridor. He sud-
denly saw the long protruding bar-
rel of a rifle aimed through the door
at the raised head.

“Don’t shoot!” he cried fiercely.

Anthony, in the doorway, lowered
the gun in amazement.

“Don’t shoot?” he echoed, stunned.
“My God, Ridley, let me kill the
damned thing!”

“No,” Ridley replied. “Not unless
you have to. Let the mongooses
get it.”

He was really safe now. The
cobra’s lunges had carried the snake
away from him. Anthony had his
rifle in case of emergency. The lit-
tle weasels had made a brave fight.
They wanted to finish it.

Suddenly, it was all over.

Ridley had thought the snake was
fast. But he never even saw the

leap when the first mongoose fas-
tened his teeth into the depths of
the cobra’s throat. There was an
indistinct red streak. The snake
went down from its height, twisting
and squirming revoltingly on the
floor.

The second mongoose dived into
the fracas, onto the back of the turn-
ing serpent. Its fangs sank into the
reptile’s spine in a paralyzing grip.

Chaos followed.

Despite the terrific thrashing of
the long body, both little beasts
hung onto the snake like grim death.
They were brutally beaten and
banged on the floor. Neither re-
leased its grip. The mass became
a seething fury of red fur and ugly
white snake.

The wild uncontrolled tantrums
of the cobra continued for several
minutes before the great snake fell
still. Its spectacled hood collapsed
limp, the mouth hanging open.

The mongooses loosened their
grips at length and sniffed the body
with uncanny caution. Their long
side-whiskers were badly rumpled
from the ordeal. They began to
yank and tear the body, dragging it
around the room.

Anthony was breathing as though
he had run a race. Ridley joined
him at the door.

“That was the most exciting thing
I ever saw,” Anthony muttered.

Ridley nodded. He couldn’'t get
his wind.

His stomach felt empty. He closed
the door after them firmly.

Somehow—the King had met with
a poetic justice.

CHAPTER VI
Ridley Explains

{4 OW did you happen to
come after me?” Ridley
asked as they walked

through the corridor to the gang-
way.
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" “Hill’s dead,” Anthony replied
soberly. “That damn snake must
have come up on deck and bitten
him. He died like Trevor and the
leopard.”

Ridley’s face looked pained.

They reached the deck and walked
to the cabin where Anthony had left
Lois Trevor. She looked up as they
entered and held her finger to her
lips. ’

“What’s the matter?” Ridley asked
in a hoarse whisper.

“I've heard something,” she re-
plied in a low voice. ‘“Listen here
against the wall.”

They ran forward to where she
stood and took up listening posts,
ears to the wall

There was a sound—an inexplica-
ble sound like that of a person stir-
ring.

“Where
asked.

“On this side,” Lois answered.

is that room?” Ridley

IDLEY motioned to Anthony. He

ran out of the cabin around to

the starboard deck, stopping abruptly

before a closed door. He tried it. It
was locked.

“No lights on inside,” Ridley mut-
tered.

“What'll we do?” Anthony asked.

“Break it in. You've got a gun?”

“Yeah. Here’s your pistol. I
found ¢+ down below.”

Ridley nodded his thanks.

“Heave!”

They threw their bodies against
the door like a battering ram. The
wood groaned with the force. Again
they hit it, projectile-like. The lock
split and the door swung open with
a bang. Ridley leveled his pistol
and waited.

Nothing happened.

They listened. A voice within was
groaning faintly.

“Turn on the lights,” said Ridley.
“There’s some one in there. A
man.”

. more at ease.

Anthony groped along the wall,
found the electric light switch and
threw it on. The bulbs in the cabin
burst into a bright glare, illumining
the place brilliantly.

The groaning man was lying on
the bunk of the cabin, face-down.
He kept rolling back and forth as
though in severe pain. Ridley bent
over him and pulled him on his back.

“What's the matter?” he asked.

The man seemed not to see him,
although his eyes bored into Rid-
ley’s with an insane, terrified gleam.
“That damned snake!” he muttered
wildly. “It's loose—you mustn’t let
it near me.”

“TYE'S nuts,” said Anthony, per-
turbed.

“It’s only shock,” Ridley answered,

“Amnesia, too, prob-

ably. Evidently, he came in close
contact with the King. I know the
feeling.

“Nerves can snap from the terrible
tension and strain.”

“Who is he?”

“I don’t know. Suppose you get
Lois Trevor. She ought to be able
to identify him.”

“That’s right,” said Anthony. “I'll
get her.”

He disappeared through the door
of the cabin.

When he had gone, Ridley sat
down on the bunk and lifted the
stricken man’s head. ‘“Take it easy,”
he said. “We've killed the snake.
It's dead, gone. It won't hurt any-
one else now.”

The man looked at him without
comprehension, eyes glazed and
glassy. ‘

Anthony re-entered the cabin, fol-
lowed closely by Lois Trevor.

“I can’t bring him out of it,” Rid-
ley said.

“It’s Mr. Weston!” Lois exclaimed
in surprise.

“Paul Weston?”

“Yes, Uncle Barton’s assistant;
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what can be the matter with him?”

“Shock and amnesia. See if he
recognizes you.”
A strange new light pervaded

Weston’s stare as he gazed at Lois
Trevor. He tried to speak but could
only grunt. His second effort was
more successful. His voice trickled
out raspingly: “Barton—"

GRADUALLY recognition  dis-
placed the imbecilic emptiness of

He tried to sit up, ac-
He looked at

his eyes.
cepted Ridley’s aid.
both men carefully.
“Who are you?” he asked.
“Friends,” said Ridley. “What has
happened tonight? You know, don’t
you? Tell us what has happened.”
“The cobra—"” Weston murmured.
“The King Cobra. God, yes. That’s
it. I—went mad. Something snapped

out there—after the snake got
loose.”
“Tell us everything,” Ridley en-

couraged soothingly.

A frown lined Weston'’s face. *I
went down into the serpentarium to
water the snakes.” He paused. “Yes,
that was it. I was watering the

snakes. The white cobra's water tin
was dry. It was an emergency sar-
dine can. I took it out safely and
filled it. Then as I pulled up the

wire mesh to drop the tin into the
box—the snake struck at me!”

He licked his lips.

“I dropped the can and my elbow
knocked the box to the floor. The
snake began to crawl out. I had no
weapon. I ran for Barton. When I
got him, we both came down, he
with a rifle and a snake noose. The
cobra had gone into the aft hold and
the animals were all in a frenzy.

“Then—it happened! The leopard,
the black leopard was so terrified
by the presence of the snake, it
struck the lashings of the cage and
split them open, escaping.

“I ran upstairs instantly.
Barton shoot at the beast.

I heard
On deck,

my mind seemed to snap. I tore for
my cabin here and locked myself in.
That’s all I remember.”

“And it’s enough,” said Ridley.
“The entire puzzle is pieced to-
gether, thanks to Weston’s testimony.
I think I can explain the whole
thing intelligibly now.”

“Well, explain it, then,” Anthony
insisted. “I haven’t the slightest
idea what it all means.”

Ridley leaned back
and lighted a cigarette.

“You just heard Weston’s story,”
he began. “Therefore you know
everything leading up to the libera-
tion of the great snake. All right.
Listen.

“After Weston left, Trevor took a
shot at the black leopard and put a
slug through the beast’s leg.

comfortably

¢/ OU remember, Anthony, that we

saw the wound before we tossed
the cat overboard. I saw Trevor’s gun
in the cabin with one shot fired. The
leopard evidently went past Trevor,
struck down the cook in the galley
and then went up the gangway to
the deck.

“Trevor meanwhile was faced with
the problem of récapturing the white
cobra—the snake which would at
last give him renown. Somehow—
we shall never know the way pre-
cisely—he laid himself open to a bite
from the serpent and the snake bit
him in the leg.”

Ridley paused as
gasped in horror.

“He knew immediately that he was
doomed,” Ridley resumed. “An in-
travenous injection of King Cobra
or Naia Hannah venom will kill a
victim in five minutes. It has been
known to kill elephants in less than
two hours.”

“But that snake was smart,”
Anthony intervened. “I never knew
a serpent had a brain like that.”

“Most of them haven’t,” said Rid-
ley. “The King Cobra is one of the

Lois Trevor
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exceptions. It is a canmy creature,
¥t knows enough to strike an ele-
phant between the toes. . Otherwise,
its fangs could not pierce an ele-
phant’s tough skin.”

€0 on,
put in.

“Trevor immediately abandoned all
hope of recapturing the snake. He
had no antivenin serum aboard. He
was dying and he knew it. So his
next concern was for his niece—Miss
Trevor here.

“He ran upstairs again to warn
Lois. He grabbed her and pushed
her into her own room, locking the
door securely after her. Thus,
neither the King Cobra nor the black
leopard could reach her or harm her,
This done—he realized that the
masterless yacht would soon attract
the attention of a passing ship, and
that he had to leave—"

“Just a second,” said Anthony, in-
terrupting. “There’s something I
still don’t. understand. Why is the
yacht masterless? Where the devil
is the crew?”

Ridley tossed his cigarette ex-
pertly through the door, over the
railing and into the sea.

“I'll come to that later,” he an-
swered. “Trevor knew he had to
leave a message for any one who
happened to board the White Snake
to investigate its unguarded helm.
He took a piece of paper from the
desk and wrote the warning which
perplexed us so.

“You recalled the words: ‘To any
one who reads this: For God’s sake
—keep out of the hold. The King—’
He never finished what he started to
say. And the message was so garbled
that it fooled us. We thought the
King was a human being, a man, a
murderer who knew what he was do-
ing.

“Instead it was a ruthless snake,
whose instinct is to kill.

“What Trevor meant to say, prob-

please,” Lois Trevor

ably, was: ‘The King Cobra is
loose.” or some similar warning.”

“But the black leopard,” Anthony
put in. “What about that? We saw
the beast alive when we came upon
the yacht with the freighter. When
we got on board, only half an hour
lIater, the beast was dead.”

“The black leopard,” Ridley ex-
plained, “was no problem at all. We
knew it was an escaped animal. How
it escaped, we know from Weston’s
story. Captain Bradley and I were
the first to see it. Finally, it disap-
peared in the doorway of the salon.
I noticed then that it limped and
evidently had been shot.

¢¢T\URING the half an hour which
it took us to board the yacht

from the Cumberly, the black leopard
must have passed unknowingly close
to the coiled King Cobra and was
savagely bitten by the white snake.”
“In the left foreleg!” Anthony

cried. ‘“That’s why it was so swollen
and I thought it was a tumor.”

“In the left foreleg,” nodded
Ridley.

“And Hill,” Anthony ran on, “that’s
how he died. The King bit him
while he was at the helm.”

“Of course,” said Ridley. “The
King was the crux of the whole mys-
tery. He struck silently and disap-
peared. Trevor, when writing the
note, did not think that the snake
would leave the hold and come up
on deck.

“But it did. The cobra confused
us all the time by shifting the scene
of his operations.” ‘

“But where is the crew? Where
has every one gone to?”

“That was the most redoubtable
riddle,” Ridley said soberly. “I
couldn’t figure that for quite a while.
Consider the psychology of the situ-
ation. You, with the other sailgrs,
know something is wrong. You
crowd around the companionway en-
trance, the only exit from the hold,
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wondering what is happening down
there.

“Suddenly, and completely without
warning, you hear a horrible screech
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