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If This Were You—
id Up By
SICKNESS
_0_3#“/175//7-

What Would It Mean
To YOU To Get Up To

$150.00

A MONTH? |
Amazing New Policy

COSTS ONLY 3¢ A DAY

If sickness or accident should strike YOU—Ilay you up, dis-
abled—stop your income, perhaps for months—don’t face the
additional worry of money for bills and expenses! Protect
yourself and your loved ones with the remarkable low cost
Sterling Sickness and Accident Folicyl, For only 3¢ a day this
amazing policy provides AC' SH—to_help pay bills
and expenses!” Pays you up to $160,00 o month. 0 sickness,
including Hospital Benefits; §100.00 a month for accident:
pays as much as $2,500.00 for loss of limbs, sight, or accidental
death, plus many other liberal benefits, a4 provided in policy.

Pays Cash For Common Sicknesses
And All Types Of Accidents

This policy covers sicknesses common to men and women,
covers all types of accidents as happen every day in or by
automobiles or trucks, on street, at home, on the farm, in fac-

tory, while at work, etc. Benefits payable from FIRST DAY,
as explained in policy.

MORE THAN
5500 000.00 PAID

Young and old— men,
ges

EASY MONTHLY TERMS

Tecause we deal direct with you and have

no agents”our gost of this insurdnce i+
mazingly’ low. On a day, In easy
Tonthiy payments, s’ you sl these

protetion’ features.
B% without  ments

e 10 DAYS FREE INSPECTION
foe" e SEND NO MONEY! ieevr

Write, giving your a and

dues—no assess

o tate o relataninap of >out bencciary. " W wil

o mail you Actuai Policy on 10-days’ FREE
1u; Thsutince Department for INSPECTION. No obligation Whatever.
Protection of all policy Rotaers, Act now.

STERLING INSURANCE co.
5641 Jackson-Franklin Bldg. (118

Liberal Benefits At
Amazing Low Cost
AS MUCH AS

$2,500.00

paid to you IN CASH for
Accidental Death or Loss of
Limbs or Eyesight.

$150.00

a month for sickness includ-
ing Hospital Benefits.

¥ $100.00

a month for disability due to
accident.

$100.00

Cash paid as Emergency Aid
or Identification Benefit.

OTHER LIBERAL BENEFITS

Doctor’s bill for non disabling
injuries — 10% increase in
benefits for 5 years at no
extra cost.

All Benefits as described
on Policy




C. W. HARBERT
Aviation Cadet
Bristol, W. Va.

o “I ook off from Pensacola on a
night training flight in my single-
seater fighting plane,” writes Cadet
Harbert. “Later, as I started home-
ward, a heavy fog rolled in. The land-
ing field was blotted out!

t a landing. I had to
bail out in that pea soup fog! Heading for open country, I circled at 5,000 feet until the
gasoline gauge showed empty, then jammed the stick forward and catapulted into space!
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"l landed waist-deep in the wide mouth of a river. Marooned by deep water
on all sides, I grabbed my flashlight, and —despite the soaking—it worked!
Guided by its beam, two fishermen eventually found and rescued me—thanks

to ‘Eveready’ fresh DATED batteries—which (Signed) W .
'

you can depend on in emergencies!

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC., 30 EAST 42nd STREET, NEW YORK, N. Y.
Unit of Union Carbide [I[4% and Carbon Corporation
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). E. SMITH, President
National Radio [Institute
Established 25 years
He has directed the training
of more men for the Radieo
Industry than anyone else.

| TRAINED
THESE MEN

Service

Manager

for Four
Stores

g ‘T was work-
ing in a garage
when I enrolled
with N.R.I. In a few months
I made enough to pay for
the course three or four
times. I am now Radio ser-
vice manager forthe M - - -
Furniture Co. for their four
étores,”’—JAMES E. RYAN,
hﬁés Slade St., Fall River,

ass,

Owns Shop,
Makes
$3,000
a Year

“Befors tak

your Course i
earned about e
17% cents per hour as a
truck driver. When I had
completed 20 lessons I
started service work. During
the last vear I have made
about $3,000 in Radio. I
now own my awn shop, ' —
KARL EKELLY, 306 W,
Calhoun St., Magnolia, Ark,

$10 o $20
a Week in
Spare Time
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“T repaired
many Radio
gets when 1

"
.....
. "

I have made enough money
to pzsfur Radio course
and 0 my truments. 1
really don’t see how you
can glve so much for such
A small amount of money.
I made $600 in a year and
a half, and I have made an
average of $10 to $20 a
week—just spare time.”"—
JOHN JERRY, 1529 Arapa-
hoe St., Denver, Colo.

wau'nn my fenth lesson and .

Clip the coupon and mail it. I'm certain I can train
you at home in your spare time to be a Radio Tech-
nician. I will send you my first lesson free. Examine
it, read it, see how clear and easy it is to upderstand,
Judge for yourself whether my course is planned to
help you get a good job in Radio, a young growing
field with a future. You don’t need to give up your
nt job, or spend a lot of money to become a Radio
echnician, I train you at home in your spare time.

Jobs Like These Go to Men
Who Know Radio

Radio broadcasting stations employ engineers, operators,
station managers and pay well for trained men. Radio
manufacturers employ testers, inspectors, foremen, ser-
vicemen in good pay jobs with opportunities for advance-
ment. Radio jobbers and dealers employ installation and
servicemen. Many Radio Technicians open their own
Radio sales and repair businesses and make $30, $40,
300 a week. Dthe_ri hold their regular jobs and make $5
to $10 a week fixing Radios in spare time. Automobile,
police, aviation, commercial Radio; loudspeaker systems,
electronic devices, are newer flelds offering good op-
porfunities to qualified men. And my Course includes
Television, which promises to open many good jobs soon,

Why Many Radic Technicians
Make $30, $40, $50 a Week

Radio is already one of the country’s large industries
even though it is still young and growlng. The arrival
of Television, the use of Radio principles in industry,
are but a few of many recent Radio developments. More
than 28,000,000 homes have one or more Radios. There
are_ mero Radios than telephones, Every year millions
of Radios get out of date and are replaced. Millions
more meed new tubes, repairs, etc. Over 5,000,000 auto
Radios are in use and thousands more are being sold
every day. In every branch Radio iz offering more op-
portunities—opportunities for which I give you the re-
quired knowledge of Radio at home in your spare time.
Yes, the few hundred $30, $40, $50 a week jobs of 20
years ago have grown to thousands.

Many Make $5 to $10 a Week
Extra in Spare Time
While Learning

The day you enroll, in addition to my regular course,
I start sending you Extra Money Job Sheets which start
showing you how to do actual Radio repair jobs.
Throughout your training, I send plans and directions
which have helped many make from $200 to $500 a
year in spare time while learning.

You Get Practical Experience
While Learning

I send you. special Radio equipment, show you how to
conduct experiments, build ecircuits illustrating impor-
tant principles used in modern Radio and Television

GOOD FOR BOTH

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 9N09,

Technicians., (Write Plainly,)

64 PAGE BOOK 7/
SAMPLE LESSON |

National Radio Imstitute, Washington, D. C.

Dear Mr, Smith: Send me FREE, without obligation, your Sample Lesson and
64-page book “Rich Rewards in Radio”” which tells about Radio’s spare time and full-
time opportunities and explains your 50-50 method of training men at home to be Radio

O T RS S RS AT, SN ISR NN T Dl
T R R SRR e i L,
RN G e L L e R s A b STATE. oo . 2FR

I Shows How [/ Train You
af Home in Your Spare lirme for e

GOOD JOB IN RADIO

receivers, broadcasting station and loudspeaker installa-
tions,. My 50-50 method of training gives you both
printed instruction and actual werk with Radio parts
—makes learning at home interesting, faseinating, prac-
tical, I ALSO GIVE YOU A MODERN, PROFES-
SIONAL, ALIL-WAVE RADIO SET SERVICING IN-
STRUMENT to help you make more mouney fixing Radio
gets while learning and to equip you with a professional
instrument for full time work after you graduate,

Find Out What Radio Offers You

Act today. Mail the coupon for Sample Lesson and my
64-page Book, “Rich Rewards in Radio.”” They poiné
out Radlo’s spare time and full time opportunit and
those coming in Television: tell about my course in
Radio and Television: show letters from men I have
trained telling what they are doing and earning. Read
my money back agreement. ¥ind out what Radio offers
YOU! MAIL COUPON in an envelope, or paste on a
postcard—NOW !

J. B. SMITH, PRESIDENT, DEPT. 9N09
NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE,
WASHINGTON, D. C.
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ERFECTLY NEWLY
EAS/ILY t#e INVENTED TOREH o

y Complete with Power Unit— Works Off 110 Volt AC or DC Light Gircuit

Here at last fs & portable machine that does real welding, brazing and

soldering, yet is priced within the reach of all. ‘The 38 in 1 comes to you

complete with goggles, carbons, various types of welding rod and all acces-

sories needed to do various repair jobs. It is all ready to plug in a light
socket—nothing extra to buy, ﬂimplu ingtructions make it possible for
you to do first class work easlly without any previous experience or me-
chanical skill. The 8 in 1 instantly creates a terrific flame by just touching
the carbons together,

f REPAIRS EFeens; auto sootes, vanxs.

The 8 in 1 is ideal for auto body repairs and fender weld jobs and
fitters, plumbers, sheet metal shops, engineers, maintenance mjgn and h:tftg:g '

WELDING

JICKLY

e ™

WHOLESALE

will find it indispensable. By following simple instructions. hea

ggﬁllllﬂaﬂsssbjuﬂzgner&, ;ilnitahand indl;ﬂtriu,l {{raga}.{réscad}r‘ba done. ’Iﬂealvjl:urwg{lﬁ
8 .arou 2 home or farm. ALUMINUM, BR ¥

COPPER, IRON, STEEL AND OTHER METALS, am

AGENTé! You will find quick easy sales waiting for you in repair

garages, factories, sheet metal, radio and blcycle repair EhFﬂDB, and I:Lanysgfl?:r'

glrieﬁes.l ]gnfei atTnne[a rnl:' Eretelpa;ticulfars and learn how you can get your own
eciric Torch absolute ree for demonstrati

introduce it to others. Y T e 2 N

ELECTRO-TORCH CO., 2613-FB Michigan Ave., Chicago, Il }
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MEN AND WOMEN T0 MAKE 7o0/3299 ' WEEK
Introducing Hose Guaranteed 4 #o 8 Months

Earningsstartatonce! Brand new Fordgiven roduacers. Every-
body buys hose. Guaranteed to wear from 4 to 8 months
(depending on number of pairs) withoutholes, snags or
runs orreplaced FREE. Big repeatsales. 2
Doris Jensen, I1l., earned $11 in 5145 hrs. [Fur "
. received 2 new cars; Charles Mills, Minn., s
ey earned$120.inl weekand received 2 new { -
Couee TRCREEE CArs, asextrabonuses. Yourownhosegiven 59 Senad
e P asbonus, sendhosesize. Rushnameon f£#:.3
R penny card for sample outfit, de- o M::”
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Meet the West's Most Famous
Pioneers in the Action-Packed
Pages of Our Newest

Companton Magazine
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Featuring BOB PRYOR and
LEARN CHEMISTRY AT HOME His Fighting Pards

40 complete lessons, 860 pages. Original price $1490.00.
O A1 AL STANDS

Slightly soiled complete course ONLY $10.00. Full
BEST COMICS

B e Lowis Cour 138 15, 20rd St New York, U. 5. o, | NOW ON SALE 1
The biggest and best comic

magazine for all the family

now on SAE L Q¢ AT ALL STANDS
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If you are in earnest about SN Gt N S i R
wanting to make money-—if you want -2 B AT
to enjoy the independence of having a “-1_:'.1!11._“1'I'I'i“'l;lv'llllli.l'-.h_ﬁl"-“]
pleasant, profitable, all year ‘round business of L

':F
|

your own—write at once for full details of my ¥ree (‘U

T~ /. %
i ! operate right in your own locality, Your home 1is your

headquarters. You don’t have to rent an office or store-
room, or invest in fixtures or big stocks of goods.

TO RELIABLE MEN AND
WOMEN WHO

Splendid Cash Profits

Offer! To an honest, reliable man or woman in any open
looality I will give the big, valuable outfit piectured here absolutely
FR You don’t send sme a penny. There are no ““ifs,”” ““‘ands”
or “buts’’ about this offer. It is a straight business proposition—
and a fine one—for reliable men and women who are willing to
devote full time or part time.

With the splendid outfit I give you, you can start at once in a fine-
payving home-owned business a3 Local Food Distributor. Don’t
think you can’t, because you positively do not need experience to
start, Under my simple, sure-fire plan you distribute coffee, teas,
delMcious food products and many other fast selling, quick repeating,
dafly necessities, direct to the home. You make regular calls, take
orders, make deliveries and pocket a big profit. In fact, your average
gross profit Is from 30 to 40 cents en every dellar you take in.

| Send Everything You Need To Start Right Out

With the complete Free Outfit, containing a Jarge assortment of
regular full size packages, I also give you a proven, successful plan
which anyone can follow. I give fw advertising material, trial-size
samples to give away, and everything else you need to start earning
your very first day. And yvou can save money as well as make

You owe it to yourself to write and see what wonderful success so
many others have enjoyed with this tested and proven money-making
Plan. lIeot me mall you full particulars—then you can judzge
whether you want to start in making money at once, You can devote
your full time or part time.

Certainly This Is An Opporfunity

Worth Inquiring About NOW

This is a sincere, bonafide offer made to you by the President of a
big, reliable, old-established company operating from Coast to
Coast. Under my plan, you run your own business. You don’t have
to be out of work, without money. You ean be independent. You
can have money., Y¥You can build up a sound profitable business.
You can handle all the cash and keep a liberal share for yourself.
! give you FREE the big valuable Outft containing everything vou
need to start. That’s how much faith I have in the success of my
time-teated money-making Plan. Now don’t put this matter off.
I don’t want you to send me a penny. But I earnestly urge you

to mail the coupon today and get the whole interesting story.
E. J. MILLS, President, 8050 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, O.

money—because you can get any or all of these household necessities
for yourself at wholesale prices.

I am certain that you will find this a most fasoinating busginess once you
gtart. You’ll be your own boss, free to come and go as you please, free to
set your own hours. You’ll get to meet interesting people who will become
your friends: fhey’ll welcoine you into their homes and will give you steady
orders. Unless you take advantage of my Free Offer you may be missing the
very money-making opportunity you have been looking for!

You Handle Only Quality Products And Are Proud of Them

I wouldn’t want to go inte any business handling cheap merchandise, and X
don’t ask anyone else to do so. We maintain absolute control over the
quality of our products. Each and every product in the line is tested and
approved, for purity and uniform high quality, in our own pure-food kitchens

and laboratories, Every package is backed by our powerful guarantee of
satisfaction or money back,

Necessities That Every Home Must Buy

Another reason why my Plan has proved so successful for hundreds of men
and women is that my producots are househeld necessities—fast sellers and
quick repeaters, Besides tempting foods, I have over one hundred other
daily household necessities—and you can handle them all. Besides this—
under my liberal credit plan—you cam operate on my capital. You cam

RUSH COUPON

FOR FREE OFFER!

i E. 5. MILLS, Prosident ;
i 8050 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio

Without the slightest obligation on my part, please '
maill me full particulars about your offer of a Com-
il full icul b fI f C
' plete Free Outfit, and tell me how I can start making '
money at once as a Local Food Distributor for your

§ nationally famous products. f
I ¥
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. (Please Print or Write Plainly) '
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FOOT I1C

ATHLETE'S FOOT

Send Coupon
Don’'t Pay Until Relieved

According to the Government Health
Bulletin No. E-28, at least 50% of the
adult population of the United States
are being attacked by the disease known
as Athlete’s Foot.

Usually the disease starts between
the toes. Little watery blisters form,
and the skin cracks and peels. After a
while, the itching becomes intense, and
you feel as though you would like to
scratch off all the skin.

BEWARE OF IT SPREADING

Often the disease travels all over the
bottom of the feet. The soles of your
feet become red and swollen. The skin
also cracks and peels, and the itching
becomes worse and worse.

Get relief from this disease as quickly
as possible, because it is very conta-
gious, and it may go to your hands or
iaven to the under arm or crotch of the
egs. |

HERE'S HOW TO RELIEVE IT

The germ that causes the disease is
known as Tinea Trichophyton. It buries
itself deep in the tissues of the skin and
1S very hard to kill. A test made shows
it takes 15 minutes of boiling to kill the
germ ; so you can see why Athlete’s Foot
1s 8o hard to relieve.

H. F. was developed solely for the
purpose of relieving Athlete’s Foot. It
1Is a liquid that penetrates and dries
quickly. You just paint the affected
parts. It peels off the tissue of the skin
where the germ breeds.

ITCHING STOPS QUICKLY

When you apply H. F. you may find that
the itching is quiekly relieved. You should
paint the infected parts with H. F. night and
morning until your feet are better. Usually
this takes from three to ten days, although in
severe cases be sure to consult a specialist.

H. F. should leave the skin soft and smooth.
You may marvel at the quick way it brings
you relief.

H. F. SENT ON FREE TRIAL

Sign and mail the coupon, and a bottle of
H. F. will be mailed you immediately. Don’t
send any money and don’t
pay the postman any money;
don’t pay anything any
time unless H. F. is belping
you. If it does help you, we
know you will be glad
to send us $1 for the
bottle at the end
of ten days. That's
how much faith we
have in H. F. Read,
sign and mail the cou-

pon today.

i GORE PRODUCTS, INC.
849 Perdido St., New Orleans, La,

Please send me immediately a complete
supply for foot trouble as described above.
I agree to use it according to directions.
If at the end of 10 days my feet are getting
better, I will send you $1. If I am not
entirely satisfied, I will return the unused
portion of the bottle to you within 15 days
from the time I receive it.

o .81 AR A RS e MRS A O R R 5
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DON’T BE A WEAKLING!

You never krfaw when an emergency
will arise and you will need

STRONG ARMS & SHOULDERS

Men, women and children — improve
your health, build up quickly and de-
velop powerful, shapely arms, shoulders
and hands, without any apparge-
tus. Hnjoyable easy exercises,
Send 25¢ coin or 30c stamps
for my book “Strong Arms.”

PROF. ANTHONY BARKER
(Dept. TF) 1235 Sixth Ave., New York City

= === = s

CANDID CAMERA

CATCHES CO-EDS
In Every Issue Of

COLLEGE
HUMOR

GAYER AND GRANDER
THAN EVER

15c¢
AT ALL STANDS

FOR SWIFT-MOVING, TIMELY
STORIES OF SECRET AGENTS

Read
Our New Companion Magazine

THRILLING

SPY

_ STORIES
Now oN SALE L& AT AL STANDS

|

of ALL the
Identification Bureaus
of America!

Send for complete list of our 600 Bureaus where our
graduates have been placed in good positions as

FINGERPRINT EXPERTS

Then write the nearest Bureau and learn what our
graduates think of us!

We have space here to list only a FEW of these more than
600 institutions, so be sure to send for the complete listl

State of Idaho Trenton, N. J.
State of Colorade Detroit, Mich.
State of Towa El Paso, Tex.
P State of Utah Schenectady, N. Y.
State of Ohio Scranton, Pa.
Boston, Mass, Lincoln, Neb,
New York, N. Y. Mobile, Ala,
Pittsburgh, Pa. Littlo Rock, Ark,
St. Paul, Minn, Pontiae, Mich,
Mexico City, Moex, Havana, Cuba
Augusta, Ga. Miami, Fla.
Seattle, Wash, Birming Ala,
Omaha, Nab, Columbus, 0
Des Moines, Ia, Galveston, Tex,
Montreal, Can, Houston, Tex.
Cedar Rapids, Towa Windsor, Ont,
Elgin, Il Pueblo, Colo.
Syracuse, N, Y. Salt Lake City, Utah
. Tampa, Fla. Atlantie City, N. J.
Long Beach, C Sioux City, lowa
St. Louis, Mo. Rochester, N. Y.
State of Michigan Lansing, Mich, Cleveland, Ohio
State of Washington Bur ton, la Spokane, Wash.,
State of Masgsachusetts ¥rie, Pa. Fort Worth, Tex,

State of lllinols Oklahoma City, Okla. Shreveport, La.

Want a Regular Monthly Salary?

Be a Secret Service and (dentification Expert!

Enjoy the thrill of getting your man—with no personal danger-
PLUS a regular monthly paid ealary and the opportunity to share
in Rewards, Learn at home, in spare time, and at low cost, the
unique secrets of this young, fascinating and fast growing profession.
You have exactly the same opportunity that was offered the hun-
dreds of our graduates who now hold splendid positions in more
than 600 institutions. ¥ach of these bureaus has anywhere from
ONE to FIFTEEN of our graduates on regular salaries—and new
openings develop from time to time.

Wonderful Opportunity for TRAINED MEN

in This Young, Fast Growing Profession

Of the thousands of towns in America, three-fourths are still
without identification bureaus, Many more are bound to comel That
spells OPPORTUNITY. But you must be READY! It's easy to
master this profession that combines thrills with personal safety, AND
the security of a steady income. We show you HOW—just as we have
already shown the hundreds who now hold good pay positions.

FREE' The Confidential Reports Operator
] No. 38 Made to His Chief
Just rush ecoupon!

Follow this Operator’s exciting hunt for a
murderous gang. Also, get free, ““The Blue Book of Crime,” show-
ing the wonderful opportunities in the fleld of Finger Prints and
Crime Detection, Take your first step TODAY toward a steady
income and success, Mail coupon NOWI

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
1920 Sunnyside Avenue Dept. 7969 Chicago
l——-—-——----_-—-ﬂﬂ———-——--—-
INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
| 1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 7969, Chicage ¢
i Gentlemen: With no obligation on my part, send me Confi- i
dential Reports of Operator No. 38, also illustrated ‘‘Blue Book
| of Crime,”” complete list of bureaus employing your gadum |
| together with your low prices and Easy Terms offer. (Literature
: will be sent ONLY to persons stating their age.) i
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PERHAPS you think that taking music les-
sons is like taking a dose of medicine. It
isn’t any longer!

As far as you’re concerned, the old days of
long practice hours with their scales and hard-
work exercises and expensive personal teacher
fees are over and done with.

For, through a method that removes the bore-
dom and extravagance from music lessons, you
can now learn to play your favorite instrument
entirely at home—without a private teacher—
in an amazingly short time—at a fraction of
the usual cost.

Just imagine . . . a method that has made the reading and
playing of music so downright simple that you don’t have
to know one note from another to begin. Do you wonder
that this remarkable way of learming music has already
been vouched for by over 700,000 people in all parts of the

world ?
EASY AS CAN BE!

The lessons come to you. by mail from the famous U. S.
School of Music. They consist of complete printed instruc-
tions, diagrams, and all the musie you need. It’s actually
fun to learn this simple way. One week you are learining a
dreamy waltz—the next you are mastering a stirring march.
As the lessons continue they prove eagier and easier. For in-
stead of just scales you are always learning to play by actual
notes the classic favorites and the latest syncopation that
formerly you only listened to. '

And you're never in hot water. First, you are told how =
thing is done. Then a picture shows you how, then you do
it yourself and hear it. No private teacher could make it
cleamer or easier,

NEW FRIENDS—BETTER TIMES

Soon, when your friends say “‘please play something,” you
can surprise and entertain them with pleasing melodies on
your favorite instrument. You’'ll find yourself in the spot-
light—popular everywhere,
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If you're tired of just looking-on at parties—if you’ve been
envious of others entertaining your friends and family—if
learning music has always been one of those never-to-come-
true dreams, let the time-proven and tested home-study
method of the U. S. School of Music come to your rescue.

Don’t be afraid to begin your lessons at once. Over 700,000
people have studied musie this modern way—and found it
eagy as A.B.C, Forget that old-fashioned idea that you
need special ‘‘talent.” And bear in mind no matter which
instrument you choose, the cost in each case will average
the same—just a few cents a day. No matter whether you
are a mere beginner or already a good performer you will
be interested in learning about this newly perfected method.

Our wonderful illustrated Free Book and our Free Demon-
stration Lesson explain all about this remarkable method.
They show just how anyone can learn to play his favorite
instrument by note in a short time and for just a fraction
of what old slow methods cost.

Read the list of instruments below, decide which one you
want to learn to play. Act NOW. Clip and mail this coupon
today, and the fascinating Free Book and Free Demonstra-
tion Lesson will be sent to you at once, No obligation. In-
struments supplied when mneeded, cash or credit. U. S.
School of Musie, 29412 Brunswici: Bldg., New York City.

FREE DEMONSTRATION LESSON & BOOKLET
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U. 8. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, 29412 Brunswick Bldg., New York City

Please send me your free book ““Haow You Can Learn Music in
Your Own Home,”” with inspiring message by Dr. Frank Crane,
¥Free Demonstration Lesson and particulars of your easy payment
plan. I am interested in the following course:

Plano Cello Trombone Ukulele Organ

Violin Hawaiian Cornet Flute Modern Elementary
Guitar Guitar Trumpet Piccolo Harmony
Accordion Banljo Harp Drums and Volce culture
Saxophone Mandolin Clarinet Traps
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BEAUTIFUL
DESK ' $1.00

WITH ANY
REMINGTON PORTABLE TYPEWRITER

A beautiful desk in a neutral blue-green—trimmed in black
and silver—made of sturdy fibre board—now available for
only one dollar ($1.60) to purchasers of a Remington Deluxe
Noiseless Portable Typewriter. The desk is so light that it
can be moved anywhere without trouble. It will hold six hun-
dred (600) pounds. This combination gives you a miniature
office at home. Mail the coupon today.

THESE EXTRAS FOR YOU
LEARN TYPING FREE

To help you even further, you get Free with this
special offer a 24-page booklet, prepared by experts,
to teach you quickly how to typewrite by the touch
method. When vou buy a Noiseless you get this free
Remington Rand gift that increases the pleasure of
using your Remington Deluxe Noiseless Portable.
Remember, the touch typing book is sent Free while
this offer holds.

SPECIAL CARRYING CASE

The Remington Deluxe Noiseless Portable is light in
weight, easily carried about. With this offer Reming- ot TV ) ._
ton supplies a beautiful carrying case sturdily built of PP, e >,
3-ply wood bound with a special Dupont Fabric. SN e/

SPECIFICATIONS

ALL ESSENTIAL FEATURES of large standard
office machines appear in the Noiseless Deluxe Port-

.
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Remington Rand Inc. Dept 169-12

able=-standard 4-row keyboard; back spacer; margin i 465 Washington St., Buffalo, N. Y. :
stops and margin release; double shift key; two color ( P _
ribbon and automatic reverse; variable line spacer; i Tell me, without obligation, how to get a Free Trial of a I
paper fingers; makes as many as seven carbons; takes new Remington Noiseless Deluxe Portable, including
paper 9.5” wide; writes lines 8.2 wide, black key | Carrying Case and Free Typing Booklet, for as little as |
cards and white letters, rubber cushioned feet. § 10c a day. Send Catalogue, ;
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE f BERDREE 43 5% 5 3 18 b Ta ek et e Slale e s . e e s w8
The Remington Noiseless Deluxe Portable Typewriter is Add
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ten days trail, you are not entirely satisfied, we will take
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A Complete Novel

of Modern Knights
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Vangrift's eyes were greedy as he snatched the chain with the Knight Templar ring
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The Golden
Hauberk

‘A

The room, almost
dark, was filled with
the odor of incense,
and weapons of me-
dieval days hung
upon the walls

Jeff Shannon, Antique Buyer, Is Plunged
Seven Hundred Years into the Past as He
Combats Greed and Treachery in the Orient

By HOWARD R. MARSH

Author of “Wild Buteh Braden,” “Town of the Dead,” eic.

CHAPTER 1

The Armenian Dealer

EFF SHANNON told the droshky

driver to wait, then turned
through the grilled entrance to
the old stone house. He noted, as he
jerked the bell cord, that the door was

of Circassian walnut, heavily studded

13

with iron and deep-set in the thick
walls.

Faintly, far in the dark interior, he
heard a bell sound. He lighted a ciga-
rette and waited. All things move
slowly in the Caucasus—except Amer-
icans.

Below him and around him sprawled
the little town of Passanaur, swarme-
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ing with Soviet military, with Turks
and Persians, Jews and Armenians,
Tartars and Georgians. Above the
town reared the great mountains,
marching across the horizon like
giants stooped low with the weight of
centuries.

The glowing cigarette had reduced
itself to less than an inch when a
panel in the heavy door finally slid
open. Two eyes, black and faintly
mocking beneath long lashes, stared at
him curiously, enly to be replaced
quickly by another pair, narrow and
beady.

“Narriman Erzinkian,” Jeff Shan-
non spoke quickly. “Tell him that
Jetf Shannon from the United States
1s here at last.”

The panel shut. Shannon had
lighted a second cigarette and half-
smoked it before again the panel
opened.

“Narriman Erzinkian not home,”
came a voice.

Jeff Shannon thrust his big hand
grickly into the opening, prevented
the slide from closing.

“Cut out the run-around!” he or-
dered. “I can get that in New York,
without coming across two continents
for it. Tell Mr. Erzinkian that it’s
Jeff Shannon who’s waiting at his
door. The guy who wrote him about
the armor, the golden armor of Rich-
ard the Lion-hearted. Hell’s Dbells,
man, I've come thousands of miles to
see him and—"

HE servant had already departed.
He returned and opened the door.
Shannon stared at him curiously. The
little fellow was not a Persian, but he
was dressed like one. His English
was very fair.

“I take you to him,” he said. “This
way.” *

Shannon followed the man along a
dark, musty passage which led into
another, even mustier corridor which
in turn opened into another. Always
he had to keep his head low. These

passages were not made for a man as

tall as the young American. He began
to wonder how the trick worked.
Surely the house wasn’t large enough
to require so many long hallways.
They must wind back and forth, like
a maze.

“Ah,” said the servant, opening a
door at the end of the third passage.

Shannon stepped through. The
room was almost dark., It was hot, but
cooler than the blazing street, and it
smelled of incense and olive oil. The
rug was the thickest Shannon had ever
sunk into.

On all four walls hung shirts of
chain mail, cross-hilted broadswords,
helmets, daggers, and circular shields
bearing superimposed iron crosses.
Over a saw-horse arrangement at one
side hung small prayer rugs, and an
ancient armoire of beautifully carved
Circassian walnut stood in the far
corner.

A short, stringy-looking man
dressed in black alpaca and a high col-
lar rose from a cushion.

“Yiss,” he hissed in English. “Yiss,
I am Narriman Erzinkian. You are
Jeff Shannon. You wrote me about
the all-gold armor of King Richard
the Lion-hearted, no?”

He stepped forward, reached high
with a limp hand. “Pleased to meet
you, Mr. Shannon. I know your New
York. I am Armenian. Once I sold
the pretty rugs there.”

Now that he could see him better,
Shannon found his host looked like a
very hungry Napoleon. Something as
Napoleon must have looked on the re-
treat from Moscow.

“You will please sit,” Napoleon-
Erzinkian invited, indicating a bro-
caded cushion. “That dog Xuri will
bring cofiee.”

Xuri entered with small, eggshell
cups of sweet, black coffee, pickled
fruit wrapped in grape leaves, and
small chunks of broiled lamb skew-
ered on a stick. All the time the
Armenian was appraising Jeff Shan-
non with bright, twinkling eyes.

He had seen much of the world, had

’»
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Narriman Erzinkian, and many of its
people. The name told him that this

young man came of Irish ancestry,
and was therefore incurably romantic.

There was that in Jeff Shannon’s eyes
which spoke of pixies and the end of
the rainbow—strange in a man who

stood six feet two. He looked at Shan-

non’s hands—big and square, heavy in
the palm. He had seen such hands
among stevedore gangs on the East
River docks.

He looked at Shannon’s tanned
skin, his square, hard jaw, his unruly
blond hair. He had seen such features
on a sergeant of Marines at Peiping.
But the clear blue eyes, the broad
forehead—ah, they were the features
of a man who could dream dreams,

“A long journey, Mr. Shannon. A
pleasant one?”

- “Fair enough. New York to Paris,
then the Oriental Express to Istanbul
and across the Black Sea on an oil
tanker to Batum. That part was pretty
foul. Up here by way of Tiflis. An
ox team for the last twenty miles,
which took exactly one day. Seven
weeks and a day from New York to
Passanaur.,”

“Your companion did it in seven
weeks, even,” said Erzinkian, mockery
in his voice. “He arrived yesterday.”

PEFF SHANNON started.
companion?”’

“Yiss. Mr. Vangrift.”

“That damn’ pup!” Shannon looked
less a dreamer and more like a ser-
geant of Marines. “He was on the same
boat. He had me held up by customs
in Batum. Told the authorities I was
a Fascist agent.” |

“You know why?” demanded Erzin-
‘kian. |

“I suspect it. He’s after the same
thing I am—the gold armor. That’s
okay. The more after it the merrier.
But not fourflushers and blowhards
like Vangrift. He’s a crook and a
liar !

“Ah, so you are not in partners with
him!” observed his host softly. “That

iiMy

Vangrift. I know him. He has been
here, and in the Caucasus before. He
knows many tricks. He is a rascal,
eh?”

“Let’s forget Vangrift,” suggested
Shannon, “and get down to business.”

“Good! My business!” The Arme-
nian waved an emaciated hand toward
the armor lining the wall, but his man-
ner had subtly changed. “I sell armor
and rugs, Mr. Shannen. The old armor
I get from the Khevsurs back in the
Caucasus, the rugs from my own peo-
ple. But you are interested only in
the armor, eh?”

“Yes. One suit of armor alone. The
gold suit of Richard Coeur de Lion,
For three years we have heard in the
United States that such a suit exists,
that it is among the Khevsur people,
close by this village. I have been com-
missioned by a wealthy organization
to get that suit.”

“Yiss. It is worth—"

“The real thing is worth about fifty
thousand dollars.” Shannon eyed the
Armenian hopefully.

“I have not got it,” Erzinkian said.
“I cannot get it, Many things I can
buy from the Khevsurs, but I would
not even dare ask for the golden ar-
mor. They treasure it and guard it as
much as life itself.”

“Then it actually exists? I haven’t
come on a wild goose chase?”

Narriman Erzinkian blinked his lit-
tle black eyes wisely. “You should
separate your questions, my friend.
The answer to the first one is, yiss, the
armor does exist. And the answer to
the second is, yiss, you have come on a
wild goose chase.”

“No!” declared Jeff Shannon.
“Would you mind telling me what you
know of the armor? Where you think
it is? Have you seen it?”

“Slow, and I tell you,” said Erzin-
kian, his little eyes gleaming. “Listen
caretully. These are the facts which
I tell you. Perhaps they sound fan-
tastique, but they are as true as you
sit there, Mr. Jeff Shannon.”

Carefully, calmly, logically, Erzin-
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kian outlined the golden armor’s his-
tory. A Scotch knight named Sir John
of Kinloch had been armor-bearer to
King Richard during the Crusade in
Palestine. Once, while out hawking,
Richard and a small party of knights
and men-at-arms were surprised by a
horde of Saracen tribesmen.

After a running fight, the Crusaders
had become separated. King Richard
and a few others had finally reached
the safety of their encampment. But
Sir John of Kinloch with twenty other
knights and their men-at-arms had
been driven off to the northward.
From that time they were in desperate
flight. As fast as they outdistanced
one band, they ran into another.

OUNTLESS skirmishes they

fought. They replenished their
own horses with the animals of their
slain foes. Week after week they
pressed forward, past Mount Ararat,
past the Kura River. Finally Sir John
and the miserable handful of warriors
remaining to him had entered the Cau-
casus Mountains, that incredibly rug-
ged and precipitous barrier between
the Mongols to the north and the Mos-
lems to the south.

“Why not remain here?” Sir John
of Kinloch must have asked himself.
“Farther we cannot go. Nor can we
hope to return te Europe or Palestine
with our throats uncut. These simple
folk like us, and their women are beau-
tiful. Perhaps one day we shall go
back. If not, the crags are like our na-
tive Scotland, save that they tower
monstrous high.”

So, deep in the Caucasus, southwest
of Mount Kasbeck, Sir John and his
men drew rein forever. With them re-
mained King Richard’s golden armor,
for on that fatal day in Palestine the
monarch had been clad only in hunt-
ing dress. His faithful armor-bearer,
at the risk of slowing his horse to the
point of capture, had carried the
golden armor from the plains of the
Holy Land to the heights of the Cau-

casus.

“From time to time,” Narriman
Erzinkian finished, “other fugitive
knights joined them, They married,
had many children. They are now
known as the Khevsurs, a people with
whom I deal. Their armor has been
kept burnished, their swords always
unsheathed. Never have they been
conquered. '

“Many times, even in my lifetime,
the Russians have tried to penetrate
these mountains, to subdue the Khev-
surs, and that is blood-stained fact. It
is these wild people who have the
golden armor. But no man will ever
live to take it from them!”

CHAPTER II
The Knight Templar Ring

SHANNON sat silent
on his silken cushion
A=~ Ee=std after Erzinkian fin-
el 1 ished., What Irish-

oA % man ever listened to
] a brave tale of the
=¥ past without his soul
-1 showing in his eyes?
; So, suddenly he
found himself liking this hissing little
Erzinkian better. For the armor dealer
had told the legend with something
like reverence in his voice, a ring of
absolute belief in his words.

“You'll help me—for a price—into
the Khevsur land in search of the
armor, Mr. Erzinkian?”

“Ah, no. It would ruin me, Never
would the Khevsurs deal with me
again. But I like you. You listen with
your soul. Not like that Vangrift. He
1s a beast who listens only for profit,
counting dollars with every word. For
that I shall do something for you,
something I would not do for him.”

He bent forward, spreading his
palms outward for emphasis. “When
you reach the valleys of the Khevsurs
you will find strange customs, as you
know. They wear crosses on their
clothing and call themselves Christian,
yet they never heard of Christ. Also
they celebrate the sabbaths of the
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Jews and the Mohammedans—three
Sundays each week—but at bottom
they are pagans. They, Mr. Shannon,
are the Middle Ages—preserved till
this day.” ,

Jeff Shannon leaned toward him,
“Have you seen them?”

Pride shown in the jet-black eyes.
“¥Yiss! Once, in Khevsuretia, I saved
a coward’s life, one who would not
fight a blood feud, which are every-
day affairs up there. This one, I smug-
gled him out to Passanaur. He had a
daughter. She was grateful. She gave
me a talisman. Like the Middle Ages,

= -

T

eh? She said that if ever I get in
trouble in my deals with her people,
this would help me.”

Erzinkian unbuttoned his collar and
drew forth a gold ring suspended by
a heavy gold chain. He handed it to
Shannon.

The gold was so old and worn that
but little of the Latin engraving re-
mained visible, yet Shannon managed
to decipher: Milites Templi above a
crest, while below it were the words,
Non nobis Domine.

“That’s a Knight Templar ring!
They were the chief military and re-
ligious order of the Crusades. That
ring must be at least seven hundred
years old!”

There was a splintering shock as the charging horses met

“Yiss!” Erzinkian hissed, and then
broke off as a bell tinkled in the cor-
ner of the room. “Wait!” he ex-
claimed, grabbing the ring and chain.
“We have a visitor!”

He glided softly across the rug,
lifted a shield from the wall. A small,

~grilled opening was uncovered there,

with yellow rays of sunlight stream-
ing through. Erzinkian beckoned to

Jeff Shannon, who hastened to peer
through the tiny window. He stif-
fened as he looked, remembering that
maze of passages which he had fol-
lowed to this room.

Maze it was, a maze to hold back an
invader—ifor there, across an angle of
the foyer, not ten feet away, was the
heavy door. Beyond it, impatiently
jerking the bell cord and visible
through the grilled panel, was the man
he hated—Eric Vangrift.

“T think,” Erzinkian murmured,
“that it would be better if he did not

find you here! Come! I show you
something.”

E LED Shannon to a complete
suit of burnished plate armor
standing in the corner. He pressed a
rivet on the breast-plate, then grabbed
one of the steel gauntlets crossed over
the great sword-hilt, and pulled. The
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entire suit swung open on hinges, re-
vealing a space the size of a huge man
within.

“It was a little joke of a Shah of
Persia, many centuries ago,” Erzin-
kian explained, obviously enjoying
Shannon’s wide-eyed stare. “Some
time I explain it to you, but now you
must get in.”

“Get into that thing?”

“Yiss. Our friend Vangrift will not
see you, but you will see him. Through
the barred visor.”

Obediently, Shannon stepped into
the steel shell, shoving his arms into
the jointed sleeves as the front half
closed in on him, squeezing him in
spite of its great size. He heard a
slight click as it snapped shut, then
watched through the visor. Xuri ap-
peared. Erzinkian said something to
the servant, and Xuri left, to return
after a couple of minutes with the
visitor.

Eric Vangrift stepped quickly
across the room. He was a heavily
built, florid man, handsome in a coarse,
theatrical way.

“Hello, Erzinkian,” he boomed. “I1
saw a droshky outside. Is that fool
Shannon here?”

“Ah, no, Mr. Vangrift.” The Ar-
menian smiled. “The droshky? Per-
haps it is calling at the house across
the hill. Some very beautiful ladies
there have many visitors.”

Vangrift removed his Panama hat
and wiped his moist forehead with a
silk handkerchief.

“You’re lying, Erzinkian. I never
saw an Armenian who didn’t. But no
matter. Let’s get down to cases! What
about that golden armor?”

The dealer’s face was bland. “Abh,
yiss. What about it, Mr. Vangrift?”

“I want it, that’s what. And I know
how to get it. I learned a lot about the
Khevsurs when I was up here two
years ago. I know what I need, Erzin-
kian, and I know you’ve got it. It’s a
certain talisman, a ring.”

Xuri padded into the room with a
crystal decanter anq tiny crystal

glasses on a lacquered tray. Erzinkian
poured two glasses of thick, amber-
colored liquid and motioned to Van-
grift to accept one.

Vangrift took the proffered glass
and raised it to his nostrils.

“Murderer!” he snarled. “Poisoner!
Cyanide, eh? I know it well. It has
the same odor as burnt almond. You’d
poison me, eh?”’ He smashed the price-
less crystal glass on the floor.

“This time it is burnt almond,” Er-
zinkian said, raising the other glass
and drinking its contents calmly.

Eric Vangrift gulped. “All right,”
he said. “To hell with it! Now, Erzin-
kian, where’s that ring?”

“Ring? I have many rings, Mr. Van-
grift.”

“You know the one I mean—that old
Knight Templar ring. Don’t tell me
you haven’t got it. I know you have.,”

The armor dealer shrugged his
shoulders. “You know much, Mr. Van-
grift. A go-getter, as you Americans
say. But this time you are too late. I
sold the ring to a London museum last
year.”

“Trash!” Vangrift exploded. “I
keep up with museum purchases, and

I'd know about a sale like that. Quit
stalling. I'll give you two thousand

dollars for it.”

RZINKIAN smiled. “The same

kind of dollars you gave Ahmed
Vejik in Istanbul? The American
banks call it counterfeit.”

Vangrift’s florid face flushed redder.
One great arm flashed out and clutched
the Armenian by the collar.

“Either you cough up that ring, or
I’ll tear you apart!” |

The dealer’s body remained relaxed
only a gleam of perspiration on his
dark forehead betrayed his fear.

“I am very sorry—"

Jeff Shannon, standing in his hot
steel observation post, decided he had
seen enough. Vangrift would not com-
mit murder when there was any
chance of hanging for it, but he
wouldn’t hesitate to torture the secret
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out of this defenseless little Arme-
nian. Shannon couldn’t see that occur.
He shoved forward against the steel
shell. Nothing happened. He shoved
harder. Only then did he realize that
the infernal thing closed with aspring
catch. The armor fitted so tightly
there was no room to use his full
strength.

“Like a sardine in a can,” he mut-
tered, and caught himself just in time
from crying out. He was defenseless
here, and Erzinkian could not spring
him loose. Better to wait. Maybe
Xuri could prevent Vangrift going
too far.

Xuri tried. He sprang silently into
Shannon’s field of vision, a native
dagger known as a kindjal in his hand.
Vangrift wasn’t afraid of these two
little fellows. Still keeping his grip
on Erzinkian’s collar, he swung around
with the Armenian held in front of
him, and caught Xuri’s upraised arm
in his left hand. He tripped him with
one outstretched foot, and flung his
weight forward.

The three of them went down in one
writhing jumble, but Xuri was on the
bottom, with Vangrift’s knee in the
pit of his stomach. The shock
stretched the servant out cold, and
before Erzinkian could wriggle away,
Vangrift had renewed his grip on his
collar, which tore open.

The Knight Templar ring was re-
vealed, hanging from its gold chain.
Vangrift’s eyes were greedy as he
snatched it. The heavy chain broke,
cutting Erzinkian’s scrawny neck so
deeply that blood welled.

“British museum, huh?” Vangrift
exulted. He rose to his feet. “The old
Armenian run-around. But I happen
to need this ring.”

He hauled a wallet from his pocket,
snatched out some bills and threw
them down in the dealer’s face.

“There’s a hundred bucks—real
money. That’s just so you can’t claim
I stole this trinket.” He straightened
his rumpled linen suit and picked his
hat from the floor,

i

“The next time I see you I'll have
that gold armor. Explain that to your
friend Shannon when you pull him
out of whatever closet you've stuck
him in. The droshky was waiting for
somebody else, huh? Say, don’t you
think I can speak French as well as
that droshky driver?”

Eric Vangrift swaggered from the
room. Narriman Erzinkian rose slowly
to his feet and stared after him, ab-
sently wiping blood from his neck and
speaking very softly to himself. His
eyes blazed with tigerish hatred.

CHAPTER III
An Assassin Strikes

“HEY!” Jeff Shan-
non called. “Let me
out of this contrap-
tion!”

Only then did Er-
zinkian remember

| him. He released the
] catch and threw the

hinge half back.
Shannon leaped out and- started down
the maze of passages after Vangrift.

“I'll get that ring!” he yelled.

“Hi! Yi-yi!” shrilled Erzinkian.
“Come back here, you wild man! Van-
grift is a mile away by now!”

He was right. Outside there was no
sign of Vangrift., Ruefully Shannon
reentered the stone house.

Erzinkian was holding a small vial
to Xuri’s nose, while the servant
writhed and mumbled. The Armenian
was grave,

“The thing I fear is that Vangrift
will- use the talisman ring with the
Khevsurs and perhaps get the gold
armor before—but come, Mr. Shan-
non, I said that I would tell you what
the Shah of Persia used that armor
for.”

“You mean the sardine can?”

“Yiss. The Shah used to place
Christian knights in there as a decora-
tion for his banquet hall. While the
Shah ate and drank and watched the
beautiful hareem girls dance, the im-
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prisoned knight was forced to look on,
being given neither food nor water
until he died. Very clever, no?”

Shannon grimaced. “Very clever.
That’s my first taste of the inside of
armor. I don’t care if it's the last.
What was the idea of locking the
thing on me?”

“Vangrift is a treacherous man,”
Erzinkian said, “and you perhaps have
a quick temper. I thought to prevent
trouble. But come! You were not the
only one locked up in this room.’

The little Armenian crossed to the
ancient Circassian walnut armoire in
the corner, pressed a spring catch and
opened the two doors. There, revealed
like a doll in a box, stood a girl. But
unlike a doll, she held a revolver in
her hand. She leaped out and down,

“Whew! What heat in there!” Her
voice was light and musical. “Papa
Erzinkian, you told me not to shoot
until you were in mortal danger, but
how my finger ached to kill that
Feringi! One more second and—"

“The Soviet prisons are not pleas-
ant, my daughter. You did well to
check your impulse.”

“Check my impulse!” the girl re-
peated. “Always you tell me that.
Soon 1 will become a stuffed pillow!”

She dropped the revolver on one of
the cushions and fled from the room
in a flash of color. Her rapid steps
echoed and died in the depths of the
house.

Jeff Shannon stared after her, his
eyes wide, There was a catch in his
throat and he felt his heart leap. Never
had he seen such a beautiful woman.
Oval face the color of old ivory, sur-
mounted by curly black hair; black
eyes shining with roguery and chal-
lenge, glinting with mischief and
amusement at the sensation she had
created; a small slender body garbed
in a silken robe of blue and gold
which revealed her litheness and per-
fect grace of figure. Those roguish
black eyes—

Shannon gulped, turned question-
ingly to Narriman Erzinkian, who was

chuckling without sound at the Amer-
ican’s surprise.

“The girl I spoke to you about,” he
explained. ‘“Eylai, whose father 1
saved from his Khevsur enemies and
who brought me the Knight Templar
ring, She comes from noble blood
among the Khevsurs, which accounts
for her beauty, her intelligence. Her
education she received here. English,
French, dancing, the violin. Unfortu-
nately”’—Erzinkian lowered his voice

—“her father died. So she is now my
ward, my adopted daughter. I love

her as if she were my own.”

““Then why stick her in a closet like
that?” demanded Jeff Shannon as if
he, personally, had been affronted.

“Is it not always best for an Arme-
nian when he talks business with for-
eigners to have a witness?” Erzinkian
asked. “It is also best for him to have
a guard. A panel in the armoire slides
easily. Eylai is a perfect shot with a
revolver. She is fearless. If things
had been too hot—but no, no, she kept
her head well. There are other ways
to get the ring back—ways which

won’t ruin my rugs with blood, or ruin
me with the Soviet authorities.”

HANNON remained staring at the

brocaded curtains through which
the girl had departed. Erzinkian
shook his head with mock pity and
touched the American’s shoulder.

“Vangrift is probably starting even
now after the gold armor,” he sug-
gested. ‘“Perhaps we should make
plans, yiss?”

“You're damn’ right!” Jeff Shannon
cried, brought back to his own prob-
lem. “You’ll help me, Mr. Erzin-
kian?”

“Remember I have been there,” Er-
zinkian said. “No man is safe there.
They kill easily and often. They al-
ways wear shield, sword and dagger.
Scarcely a man in the tribe who has
not suffered hideous wounds on his
face from one weapon they use—a
spike-studded ring worn on the right
thumb, which bites deep. Not a pleas-
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ant weapon, nor a pleasant people for
you to face, Mr. Shannon.”

“At that, blood feuds and all, they
attract me. To think that they actu-
ally wear their armor today! How
many strangers have ever been in their
valley ?”

“A dozen, perhaps.”

“Thirteen always was my lucky
number. Can you find me a guide?”

Erzinkian rose, paced the room with
short steps, obviously troubled, unde-
cided.

“You say someone in America offers
fifty thousand dollars for the all-gold
armor ?”’

Shannon nodded.

“For fifty thousand dollars you
would sell your life, Mr. Jeff Shan-
non? For that is what it means, my
reckless friend. Perhaps I am able to
find you a guide. Perhaps you even
succeed in entering Khevsuretia alive,
though that I doubt. But what then?
It becomes knewn you desire the
armor, and you are a dead man. Par-
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The aroused American grabbed the slippery
wrist, twisted hard
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ticularly as Vangrift has the Knight
Templar ring. Fifty thousand dollars
is not worth dying for, Mr. Jeff Shan-
non!”

Shannon smiled, blue eyes serious.
“It’s worth far more than that to me,
and I don’t mean in money.”

The little man’s eyes lighted with
half-fearful admiration. “You mean—
ah, yiss, I know what you mean. It is
a—a mountain no man has climbed, a
veritable Mt. Everest, no?”

HE American nodded again, em-

barrassed by the respect he saw in
the armor dealer’s eyes, the respect of
a man who grabs after money for one
who risks his life for something less
tangible, more idealistic.

Narriman Erzinkian hesitated. “You
know the risks and are not afraid?
Then I must help you. I shall get you
a guide. He will come to your hotel
at midnight with two horses. It is
safer to climb the mountains at night.
Besides, the Soviet soldiers have or-
ders to let no one start. Even the tax
collectors dare not go near the Khev-
surs—not with half an army. You
must depart by stealth.”

For some time Erzinkian detailed
routes, gave advice, mapped a rough
campaign, interrupting himself to
make the American memorize a few
names and words and customs.

“One final word, Mr. Jeff Shannon,”
Erzinkian said. ‘“Never forget that,
above all, the Khevsurs love a brave
man! Bravery will save a man many
times when a coward is sure to die.
Good luck, Mr. Jeff Shannon. There
are things about you I like.”

As Shannon turned away, the Ar-
menian muttered softly to himself,
“He climbs mountains.” Then, think-
ing of the golden armor, inviolate in a
pagan temple for seven hundred
years: “But can he climb a Khevsur
mountain? Man, man, you go to your
death!”

After the darkness of the house, the
bright sunlight of the street made Jeff
Shannon blink. He blinked again as

he saw that his droshky was no longer
there.

“So my friend Vangrift took it,” he
muttered, starting down the hill
““Score another for the opposition!”

He was far too preoccupied to no-
tice a dark little man in a loose bur-
noose tagging along behind. From a
shaded balcony above him, he could
hear the plaintive strains of some
stringed instrument, a high voice
raised in a tremulous, weirdly pitched
tune:

" Once more the old wound throbs,
O land of mine that once wast sorichly

gifted. . ..

The Georgian words meant nothing
to Shannon, but the meaning of the
nostalgic tune was clear. He forgot
the odors of the street.

He almost forgot to duck.

From a recessed doorway a brown
arm shot out, uncoiling a rolling
noose. The shadow—the swish of a
brown sleeve—something warned Jeff
Shannon just in time.

E DODGED aside, The noose
missed his throat, caught only
his Panama hat, sailed it into the
muck. His long arms reached out and
grabbed coarse brown cloth, but
couldn’t prevent a turbaned little man
from slipping out of the cloak. Shan-
non heard his lapel rip as a dagger
flashed and the beggar snaked beneath
his arm. The aroused American
grabbed again, caught a slippery wrist
this time, twisted hard. The dagger .
clinked against the cobbles.

But the little man was incredibly
elusive. Eyes popping, lips mouthing
strange gibberish, he jerked away and
his bare feet flayed the street in frank,
unabashed flight. Shannon started
after him, but the fugitive swerved
into a side street, disappearing into
a clutter of jabbering food vendors.

Jeff Shannon walked back, picked
up the cloak. It was coarse and dirty.
There were hundreds like it in Passa-
naur. He examined the dagger, a
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keen-bladed, brass-hilted kindjal.
Every street boy had one.

“So Vangrift still thinks I'm dan-
gerous,” Jeff Shannon mused, “even
though he’s got the Templar ring. 1
might've known he wouldn’t pay off
my droshky just for spite. He wanted
me on foot so this little rat would
have a chance to knife me. All right,
Vangrift, now we know, at least, that
you'll stop at nothing.”

CHAPTER IV

Avalanche

FOR hours, which
seemed days to Jeff
Shannon, he had
been following that
little figure ahead of
him up the black
mountainside.

“This,” thought
Shannon, ‘“is one
form of hell.”

It was not the
racking of the harsh-angled saddle
with its high pommel and cantle, nor
the rough gait of the horse, nor the
fact that he could feel rather than see
the chasm at the right of the trail
from which occasional rocks dropped
and splashed long after in a stream far
below. It was not these physical tor-
tures that really concerned him. He
had endured much worse punishment
many times.

The attitude of the guide worried
him. In a region in which most men
seemed suspicious, this one took the
prize. He had appeared at ten o’clock,
two hours before the appointed time,
with two shaggy horses, and called
Jeff Shannon from the hotel.

“From Narriman Erzinkian,” he
said in the darkness of the yard. He
spoke French, and that not too well.
“Mount! Your enemy, Monsieur Van-
grift, has already started, soon after
sunset.”

All the American could see was a
small burnoose-clad figure. From the
lowered hood came a sullen voice,

husky and roughened. In answer to
Shannon’s questions, the fellow said
that he was an Ashuk—a wandering
poet. This was hard to believe, con-
sidering that rasping voice. He as-
sured Shannon he had been in Khev-
suretia several times, knew some of

the language.

Jeff Shannon had wished to ask him
numerous other questions, but the fel-
low had immediately mounted and
taken the lead. The trail was too nar-
row for the riders to proceed abreast.
Besides which, a person needed all
his effort, all his breath, to keep bal-
anced on the swaying, climbing horse.

“Don’t suppose Eric Vangrift has
put over another fast one on me?”
Shannon asked himself. “How do I
know this is Erzinkian’s man? For
that matter, how about Erzinkian and
Vangrift being in cahoots? What trap
am I falling into? That devil ahead!”

Shannon touched the Luger auto-
matic in his belt. Its feel was reassur-
ing, but his foreboding thoughts
didn’t shorten the night, which seemed
without end.

The first faint glow of morning
brought savage crags into harsh re-
lief against the graying sky. Jeff
Shannon felt awe creep over him so
overpoweringly that he could feel it
in the small of his back, the pit of his
stomach. ,_

It wasn’'t beauty. It was a rugged
brutality, a cruelty of line, a menace
of barrenness and sheer heights and
great depths, reeking of blood, mys-
tery and violence. Even when the sun
rose there remained a chill in the
mountain air, a grim depression that
twisted cold fingers around a man'’s
soul.

The little guide, as if aroused by
daylight, spurred his horse ahead more
rapidly. The fellow was tireless and
rode with a certain careless grace
Jeff Shannon swore and tried to keep
up. His horse wasn’t equal to it. Even.
tually the guide disappeared around
cliff ahead.

Shannon cursed many things, but
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principally the deserting guide. What
to do now? Return down the moun-
tain? Confess himself defeated before
he had barely started? He thought of
Eric Vangrift.

“Like hell!” snapped the American.
“I'll lick him yet!”

E CLIMBED the steep slopes.

He slid down cliffs so precipi-
tous that the horse’s rear hoofs
touched its belly. He followed defiles
so narrow that his knees scraped the
rock on either side. He came to
bridges across dizzy chasms that were
not bridges but merely two logs laid
across the void and pegged down with
rocks.

Mid-morning he saw an old man and
woman, garbed in ragged robes, stand-
ing in front of a flat-roofed dwelling
which was pressed into a hillside. Be-
side them stood the guide, one arm
resting negligently on his horse.

Anger rasped Jeff Shannon. He
spurred forward, threw himself from
his horse and grabbed the guide by the
neck and shoulders.

“Damn you!” he said, shaking the
fellow. “What’s the idea of—" He
jerked the hood from the guide’s face.
Instantly his hands dropped to his
sides. “You!” he cried.

Staring up at him, mockery in her
eyes, mischief in her smile, was Eylai,
the girl he had first seen like a doll in
a box at Narriman Erzinkian's. Be-
fore he thought of anything else there
was time for the certainty to flash
through his mind that she was even
more beautiful in broad sunlight. Her
lips were redder, her hair blacker, her
eyes more lively.

“You!” he repeated.

“You!” she mocked.

“But you—you—"

“You’re sputtering,” she said, and
her low laughter sounded. “Why
shouldn’t it be I? Once each year I
come up here to see my family. Papa
Erzinkian told you that my dead
father was driven out, disgraced. But
my family still lives up here. I, too,
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“am well known. If anyone can get you

near that golden armor which you
seek, it is probably 1.

“At least, Papa Erzinkian thinks sc
and he is very wise. He likes you, Mr.
Shannon. He told me that perhaps you
are the reincarnation of Richard the
Lion-hearted, returning for his golden
armor. Perhaps you are the king we -
Khevsurs have awaited so long. He
said that, because you are big as Rich-
ard was and blonde and strong.”

“Thanks,” said Jeff Shannon shortly.
“But I'm not accustomed to putting
women in danger for my own profit.”

“Thanks, yourself!” she said. “Don’t
you think I guessed that? What about
my disguise, my voice last night? 1
did it well, did I not? But come, these
good people have prepared us break-
fast. Milk, some cheese and unleav-
ened bread of a sort. And they’ll care
for our horses. They say that a big
blond Feringi, a foreigner, passed here
at daybreak with five tribesmen, all
heavily armed and moving fast.”

“Vangrift, naturally,” cried Jeft
Shannon. “Quick! Let’s go! We have
to stop him!”

“First, we eat,” said Eylai firmly,
“There is time.”

And Shannon subsided without fur-
ther argument, following her into the
house. He found she had arranged a
number of details, besides breakfast.

OR a time that morning the trail

widened and Jeff Shannon was
able to ride beside the girl, but even
her presence couldn’t make him for-
get for long his aching bones, his
cramped muscles. Her set face and
half-shut eyes showed that she, too,-
was utterly weary.

“Damn this burnoose you made me
put on!” he called, as they started
across a soft mountain meadow and
the clack of the horses’ hoofs was
silenced. “It’s in the way. And it
smells like stale goat!™

“I suppose,” the girl said, “you’d ex-
pect to ride into Khevsuretia in full
dress?”
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“You also managed to leave my gun
behind. Now I'm easy fish for any-
one. When we catch up with Van-
grift—"

Eylai turned to stare straight at
him. “Mr. Jeff Shannon, up here a
gun would do you no good. You
haven’t the slightest idea of the dan-
ger ahead of you, danger beyond that
of bullets. I'd rather that you not even
guess at it. Because I, too, would like
to see you get the golden armor of
Richard the Lion-hearted. In a way it
seems to—to suit you.”

“Thanks!” he said dryly. “But a gun
might do me some good with Vangrift.
It speaks a patois he understands very
well.

“But we shall be long in catching
Vangrift, if we ever do. He is ahead
of us. His horses are as fast as ours.
Do not fret about Vangrift.”

“We’ve got to catch Vangrift
Shannon exploded. “We've got to
reach that armor ahead of him. You
know this country. There must be
shortcuts. Find us a shortcut and we’ll
beat him to the punch!”

“Punch? Shortcut? Must you
Americans always find a way—or
die?” The girl’s eyes were somber.
“Mr. Jeff Shannon, you have the body
of a king. Must you break it to pieces
on jagged rocks?”

Shannon was not to be parried with
questions. ‘“What have rocks and
broken bodies got to do with 1t? All
I’'m asking is to be shown a way to
overtake that fourflusher, Vangrift!”

Eylai was silent a long moment.
Then, reluctantly: “You ask for a
shortcut, and all I can offer you is a
chance to die. There 1s a trail— No,
it is not a trail; it is merely a way for
goats. No one has even tried it in over
forty years. We have a legend that
seven out of every ten men who use
that trail must die in the attempt.”

Jeff Shannon nodded. “Does it
shorten the way? Do you know where
it begins?”

“I know where it begins. Only the
buzzards know where it ends.”

»»
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“Then show me! Show me the be-
ginning, and I'll risk it alone.”

The girl drew herself up. “Mr. Jeff
Shannon, you are a reckless fool, but
I am your guide. A guide doesn’t
show the way. A guide leads. Come.”

Beside a tall, red pinnacle upraised
like a bloody sword that forbidding

~shortcut’ began. There they left the

horses, for no hoofed animal other
than a goat could attempt that mock-
ery of a trail. Even Jeff Shannon’s re-
spectful memories of the Jungfrau
and Mt. Denali dimmed as he contem-
plated this fearful climb. The girl,
born of a race of mountaineers, was
pale as she flatly refused to be left be-
hind.

They were in a hell of aching mus-
cles, bleeding hands and knees, lungs
burdened beyond belief. The two
tether-lines taken from the horses
acted as a safety rope; they saved
Eylai’s life twice. She had expected
strength of this tall Feringi, but she
was not prepared for his lithe agility,
for his calmness when he glanced
down into fissures and saw the
bleached bones of fallen men.

HEN came a moment when she all

but believed he was a god. The
two were skirting the base of a huge,
overhanging precipice of red rock.
Under their feet stones rolled and
turned, to crash down into an abyss a
thousand feet below them. The ledge
itself was scarcely a yard wide. Often
it was almost entirely blocked by the
projecting edges of jagged rock. Sud-
denly they were 1n an inferno.

Shannon had pushed aside a large
boulder which blocked the trail, and
paused to listen to it as it bounded
and crashed into the great crevasse
below. The girl was just behind him
and so loud was the roar which rose to
their ears that they both seemed mo-
mentarily numbed.

Then another rumble started. It was
a throbbing reverberation which made
the ground shake. It seemed to come
from nowhere, to come from every-
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where. At the last moment Shannon

looked up. His eyes widened in hor-
ror. That great red overhanging butte
was breaking loose, was toppling
straight down on them. There seemed
ne escape.

“God in heaven!” he thought. “This
is the end!”

He turned, lifted the slight figure
of Eylai in his arms. He leaped ahead.
Gone was all thought of the danger-
ous trail, gone was every thought ex-
cept the mortal necessity of escaping
those thousands of tons of rock and
rubble which were toppling down on
them.

Jeff Shannon did things that no
man in his senses could ever do. He
leaped boulders on the narrow ledge,
he broad-jumped fissures. At times it
seemed that he ran along perpendicu-
lar walls, and all the time Eylai was
held close in his arms.

The roar, the rumble, the terrible
reverberation of the avalanche in-
creased. It was on him now and he
would go down under it, he and Eylai.
He gave a last despairing leap.

A jagged rock cut his face and
brought blood ; another one struck his
shoulder, numbing it. Smaller rocks
crashed into his ankles. They knocked
him down. He pitched ahead, protect-
ing Eylai with his body as they went
down together. The rocks flowed
over his legs. He wondered when they
would engulf him completely.

The noise was deafening now. Red
dust choked him, blinded him. He
pulled his legs from the rubble and
crawled ahead to safety, still carry-
ing Eylai. He would never forget how
white was her face or how wide her
eyes.

The avalanche roared on down the
mountainside, and the two sat and
watched it, every sense numbed by the
grandeur of it, the terrible force and
fear of it. They sat there and won-
dered whether or not they were still
alive. .

Eylai wondered, too, looking at this
great bronzed foreigner, cut and

bleeding, the superhuman man who
had done the impossible. She looked
at him and wondered if perhaps he

were not a god.

CHAPTER V
Capture

7 AN hour later Eylai
g crept toward a hud-
dle of houses, Shan-
YA non’s money bag in
il her hand. When she
4l returned she led two
¥ horses whose spindly
legs supported starv-

" ing bodies.
saved nearly

three

Ilwe
hours,” she said. ‘“We are ahead of
Vangrift. Come.”

She led the way forward on a trail
which again was only a ledge cut into

have

the mountainside. Suddenly she
paused.

“Listen!” she cried. |

Shannon didn’t need to listen. The
sound came distinctly enough. It was
the clatter of hoofs and the rumble
of rolling stones.

“Vangrift!” he said. “We can’t keep
ahead of him aboard these saw-horses.
Why not wait? Vangriit and I have
a little game to finish—"

Eylai reached over and slapped
Shannon’s horse on the rump.

“Don’t be a fool!” she cried. “He’s
got five tribesmen with him. He'd
love to finish you off! The trail nar-
rows ahead. There’s a bridge. We
must reach that.”

“What about blocking the trail
with boulders?”

“No good! Too long. But there’s a
place where two logs bridge a cre-
vasse. We could break it down-—if
we reach there. Listen! They'’re very
near!”

As if to emphasize her words a sud-
den shout sounded behind them. It
was followed by shots, and bullets
ricochetted from the rocks over their
heads to whine across the great de-

files of the mountains. It was only a
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warning volley. Jeff Shannon knew
that. It was an order to stop, but the
American now had no idea of stop-
ping. The trail had widened a little.

“The horses!” he cried. “We’ll turn
them around, send ’em back. That’ll
stop ’em. They can’t get past. It'll

hold ’em up for a time at least. Damn

it, why’d you take my gun?”

The girl nodded and slipped from
the saddle. She managed adeptly to
turn her horse, then helped Jeff Shan-
non with his. They thwacked the
beasts on the rump and sent them
clattering down the trail.

“Ahead,” the girl ordered.
bridge! It’s not far!”

She started to run. Despite her
slender fragileness and his own great
strength, Jeff Shannon found her
pace plenty fast enough. The altitude
was great, the mountain air was thin,
Heart and lungs labored and his
bruised legs ached.

Two shots sounded, distinct, om-
inous, followed by a roar of crashing
rocks as heavy bodies moved down
the mountainside, gathering an ava-
lanche with them.

“The horses!” the girl cried. “He
shot them and they toppled over the
edge. Nothing will stop him.”

She tried to run faster. She fell,
almost rolled from the trail. The
. American snatched her up, put her
on her feet.

That flight was a nightmare now.
His lungs were filled with fiery coals,
his entire body seemed to throb with
the beat of his heart. His burnoose
was torn to rags and his knees were
bloody from innumerable falls. He
was certain it was a hundred years
since he had drawn a full breath.

They came to a place where the
trail was straight for at least two hun-
dred yards. The mountainside echoed
with the deep-throated sound of guns
and the whistle of bullets.

“Sounds like business this time,”
Shannon panted, and he whisked the
flagging Eylai from her feet.

“The bridge!” she cried.

“The

“The

bridge—over to the right! Put me
down!”

HEY crawled over the two logs

that were called a bridge. They
began clawing hurriedly at the rocks
that pegged them down. Blowing of
horses and creak of leather sounded
just around the rock point. Desper-
ately they inched the near ends of the
logs over the ledge.

The plunging roar of their descent
was still loud as the two of them stag-
gered up the trail to the safety of
the first angle. Then the sound of
gunfire ceased. Across the chasm
came Vangrift’s angry bellow.

“Hold up, Shannon! Don’t be a
fool all your life!”

Color had returned to Eylai's
cheeks. Her black eyes sparkled with
excitement. |

“That’ll stop them for a time!” she
triumphed. “But we have to hurry.
They’ll rebuild it. There’s a shelter
up on the summit which I have used
before. Vite, mon ami, vite!”

“But they’ll catch us again!” Shan-
non protested. “And you’re all in!”

“And you, Mr. Shannon,” she
mocked him, “are a fool all your life,
because Vangrift said so.,” All levity
left her voice. “There are ten miles
of hell ahead of us, mon ami, so it is
good you are a fool, for only a fool
would attempt it.”

Jeff Shannon struggled and tossed,
nothing between him and a stone floor
but a sheepskin robe. As bright sun-
light filtered through the grilled door
and reached his face, he rubbed his
eyes, finally ventured to open them.

The tiny, almost circular room was
strange to him, though he had seen it
by candlelight the night before. But
then it had been merely a cave of
shadows, of no interest to a man who
had gone thirty torturing hours
without sleep.

The American lifted himself to one
elbow, groaned as overtaxed muscles

sent little darts of pain through his
body.
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“Eylai!” he called. “Eylail”

There was nothing in the room but
himself and the sheepskin. The cham-
ber was pessibly eight feet in diam-
eter and cut into the wall of the
mountain—cold and dank despite the
small stream of checkered sunlight.

He remembered now. He remem-
bered the fearful avalanche, the flight
to the log bridge. Then the toilsome
descent into another valley in which
cows scarcely bigger than dogs
browsed, the fording of an icy stream,
the girl hobbling along, and at times,
despite her brave words sobbing aloud
with pain.

From then on exhaustion had
merged the passage into a jumble of
brief, painful visions. It had been
dark when he and Eylai had reached
this retreat, deserted and gloomy, but
a shelter,

From a hiding place above a ruined
stable she had produced two sheep-
skin robes and a candle.

“This stable for me,” she had an-
nounced with a brave attempt at light-
ness. “You find your own shelter.”
She had hesitated, then, “You are
brave, Jeff Shannon. Good night.”

Where was she now? He rose
stretched his arms over his head to
limber his muscles and crossed to the
grilled door. He tried to open it. It
was locked.

For a moment the situation was so

stupid that Jeff Shannon was tempted
to laugh. Had she locked him in on
purpose?

“Eylai!” he called. “Time for break-
fast! Me, I'll take waffles and bacon
and two cups of black cofiee.”

IS words echoed hollowly from
the rock walls. He listened, long
after the echo had ceased. All seemed
serene around him—not a person, not
a sound.

Then motion on the mountainside
to his right and above him caught his
eye. He pressed his face to the rusty

bars.
Horsemen! Six horsemen angling

-up the mountainside, already

a half
mile away as the crow flies, probably
three or four miles by trail. One man
was riding ahead; behind came five
others.

And the leading horse carried a
double burden.

The heart of Jeff Shannon told him
the truth even before his eyes re-
vealed it. The five riders in a group
were the tribesmen hired by Vangrift;
the leading horse carried Vangrift
himself—and on the saddle in front
of him was Eylai!

“Damn me!” cried Jeff Shannon.
“While I slept that pup sneaked up
and took Eylai! Because she was my
guide. Because I'm utterly helpless
without her. He has the ring; he has
my guide. But he can’t get away with
them!”

He backed across the room. Then
he charged for the iron door, hurled
into it. He hit it with his right shoul-
der, with all the angry impact of his
hundred and eighty pounds. The door
bulged, the bolt gave. He drew back

and charged again, and pitched out
into the sunlight.

RUISED and shaken, he pushed
to his feet. He stared up the
trail, far above.

Did he imagine that Vangrift waved
a mocking hand at him?

He turned to seek the beginning
of that trail. Only then did he fully
realize how great were the odds
against him, what little chance he had
of success. Or even life, in this
strange, wild country. But he would
follow the tracks of those horses foot
by foot and mile by mile, straight into
the enemy’s camp.

The goal, strangely enough, was no
longer the golden armor of Richard
the Lion-hearted alone. That had
once seemed of value beyond price,
worth any risk, any suffering and
peril. But hate is beyond price, too,
and hate rode ahead with Vangrift.
Because Eylai also rode with Van-
grift.



THE
CHAPTER VI

Face to Face

@ EYLAI talked over
\q her shoulder to Van-
| grift as the horse
jogged the two of

tain trail.

“It is well that you
rescued me from that
adventurer who calls
himself Jeff Shannon,” she said, and
tried to sound convincing. She had
made up her mind quickly what she
must do. To resist Vangrift was im-
possible; therefore she must try to
betray him.

“At first I resisted you,” she went
on, “but that was when I thought you
were a wild tribesman. Tell me, aren'’t
you a friend of Narriman Erzinkian?
Haven’t I heard him speak admiringly
of you?”

Eric Vangrift grunted. His mind,
too, was considering many things.

“Then why did you help that fool
Shannon escape us? Help him destroy
the bridge? And this morning we
could have popped him off while he
slept.”

“And gain what?” demanded Eylai.
“Leave that job to Nature—and the
natives. He’ll not last long. In the
mountains I helped him because I
thought we were being chased by
murdering nomads. Besides, at that
time I trusted him.”

“And you don’t trust him now?”

“No!” Eylai spat the word. “Not
since you have told me he is such a
villain. And he tried to make love
to me. Any man who tries that I
hate! I will kill such a man! Al-
ways!” She made a motion of stab-
bing with a knife, and her eyes them-
selves stabbed with fiery darts.

“Whew!” breathed Vangrift. “A
regular spitfire! But how did you
happen to be guiding Shannon?”

“Because he hired me to guide him.
He heard in Passanaur that I grew up
in this country., He offered me five

them up the moun-
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thousand American dollars if I helped
him get—get a certain thing.”

“What was it he wanted so badly?”

“I mustn’t say.”

Eric Vangrift threw back his florid
face and laughed aloud.

“You don’t have to tell me,” he
said. “I know well enough. It’s the
golden armor of Richard the Lion-
hearted.”

Eylai started with feigned surprise,
turned again and studied his face.

“How did you know?” she asked. “Is
it possible you—"

“I'm after the same thing,” Van-
grift declared. “And listen! If I get
it and you help me, I'll pay you ten
thousand dollars American.”

“You mean it?” she said. “You
really mean it?” She was silent a long
moment and when she spoke it was
as if she were musing aloud. “Ten
thousand dollars will buy me many
things,” she murmured. “It will take
me out of Passanaur. To Paris. Beau-
tiful gowns and jewels. Ten thousand
dollars is a great sum of money.”

“And if you help me enough,” de-
clared Vangrift, anxious to seal a bar-
gain, “I’ll make it even more. But
tell me! How do you happen to speak
English?”

Again Eylai he51tated. This man,
who knew so much, could he have
heard of her in Passanaur? Well, this
whole game was a chance, and any
chance which might help Jeff Shan-
non, which might hinder Vangrift,
was worth the taking.

“I was brought up in the family of
an English missionary. Then for a
time I was a servant to Narriman Er-
zinkian. That is when I learned to
hate all men.”

ANGRIFT took a deep breath
and smiled to himself., What the
girl told him sounded very good. He
had found a tool, a valuable tool. This
girl knew the country. Perhaps she
even knew-—

“Have you ever seen the golden
armor ?”” he demanded.
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“Yes, of course. As a child. Many
times. They call it the Golden Hau-
berk. It is the most valuable posses-
sion of one of the inner tribes—my
tribe. They keep it under guard and
always shining like new. They think
that some day Richard the Lion-
hearted himself will return and claim
it for greater deeds of glory. They
keep the armor ready for the return
of Richard.”

Vangrift nodded his head. “I heard
that story first two years ago when 1
was here. And I have heard it again
this time. How will they know King
Richard when he returns?”

Kylai considered rapidly. How best
to help Jeff Shannon, the man who
was a near-god? Perhaps she could
betray Vangrift by half-truths,

“First,” she said, “my people will
know the real King Richard because
he will be able to answer several se-
crets and sacred questions. Then he
will have a ring, a Knight Templar
ring which bears a crest with the
words, ‘Milites Templi’, and other
words on it. That’s the ring Richard
will wear on his right thumb when he
comes for his armor.”

“You mean a ring like this?” From
a pocket inside his chamois vest Van-
grift produced the Knight Templar
ring.

“Oh!” she cried. “Oh!” She slid
from the horse to the ground, turned
and looked up at Vangrift, pretending
awe and innocence.

““Oh, maybe it is true! You are big
like Richard was. You are fair and
English. Anyway, it is more simple
now. You will show them the ring.
The armor will be yours. Ten thou-
sand dollars will be mine.”

“Sounds pretty good,” Vangrift
conceded. “Here! Get up here again!
We’ll ride straight into the village
and do our stuff, eh?”

He swung the girl on the saddle in
front of him. Suddenly he caught her
arm and twisted it behind her back.

“If you betray me,” he said, “I’ll
tear you apart.” He twisted the arm

‘again, higher. Eylai’s face went white.

The torture was unendurable. She
tried not to scream, but a scream of
agony burst forth from her and
echoed down the mountainside. “If
you betray me,” repeated Vangrift.
Just after sunset they reached the
village where the presence of Eylai
quickly gained them admission.

RIC VANGRIFT stood at last
in the center of a large conical
room vastly pleased with himself. He
assumed a kingly attitude—shoulders
back, head up, one hand on a dagger
in his belt, the other arm thrown be-
hind his back.

Standing thus, he reviewed the sit-
uation. He had gained entrance into
this guarded Khevsur village because
he had the captured Eylai with him.
At the gate—an iron-studded barrier
between two stone pillars—they had
been stopped by a dozen men with
sharpened pikes, hairy men who wore
chain mail and were hostile. With a
few rapid words the girl had changed
the attitude of the guardians from
enmity to suspicious awe and wonder.
They had lowered their pikes as Van-
grift and the girl entered, but they
had raised their weapons again to bar
the other five Rhorsemen, the tribesmen
who had escorted Vangrift.

“Let the dirty fellows take care of
themselves,” Vangrift declared. “We
have no further use for them, eh?”

“Not if you are brave enough,” the
girl said, and smiled wisely, remem-
bering how Vangrift had twisted her
arm. |

She had led him straight to this
central building with its huge sunken
fire, where he was now practising his
kingly postures.

“Now you must act like a king,” she
had instructed Vangrift. “Like Rich-
ard the Lion-hearted.”

The regal attitude came easily to
one of Vangrift’s arrogant nature; he
loved the idea of being a second Rich-
ard the Lion-hearted. The more he
strutted and posed, the more con-
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vinced he was that the Khevsurs
would accept him, if not as a rein-
carnated king, at least as a very pow-
erful and heroic man—a man not to be
defied. But his role was that of Rich-
ard, and he would concentrate on
playing it as long as it got him any-
where.

- “While you sleep the Khevsur high
priests and tribal leaders will be
called from all places,” Eylai had said.
“All must be here to—to welcome the
reincarnated king who has come to
claim his golden armor.”

“The armor!” Vangrift had re-
peated. “Where is it?”

“You will see it soon enough! Good
night, sire!”

During the night Vangrift’s slum-
ber had been disturbed fitfully by the
sound of many pounding hoofs. It
was morning now, a pink and gray
morning with sun and fog competing
for dominance, as they so often do
high in the Caucasus. Through a slit-
like window he could see a portion of
the village itself.

The houses were three and four
stories high and built of the same rock
and trees as their surroundings. So
tightly were they pressed against the
mountain wall that they seemed a part
of it. In the windows of the second
floors appeared the heads of women
and children.
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The men behind him were younger,
but equally ragged, with pieces of
armor revealed by rents in their cioth-
ing. Yet there was nothing squalid
about them. Their eyes were straight-
forward, almost fierce in their intent-
ness. Their well shaped heads were
held high. They were serious men and
intelligent ones, and Vangrift won-
dered momentarily just how far his
pose of King Richard would go with
them.

HE leader of the Khevsurs ob-
viously was of 1mportance, a
mirza, a prince of princCes in a land
where there were no kings—as yet.
Vangrift wished Eylai were there to
help him. He remembered her instruc-
tions, and spoke first in French, im-
perious and loud.

“Why have you kept me waiting,
you dog? This delay pleases me not
at all.”

The Khevsur bowed and folded his
hands across his breast. Obviously he
had understood the words, yet when
he answered there was little similar-
ity in the speech. Vangrift understood
it, however. It was old Norman
French, the tongue of King Richard
and his crusading knights, related to
the French he had heard around Neut-
chatelle, a French with strange in-
flections and outmoded words, but not
too difficult for the quick ear of a
linguist like Vangrift.

“We have been delayed, sire,” the
man said, and Vangrift failed to no-
tice the anger in the fierce eyes. “An-
other Feringi has been found at the
gate. This morning at daylight he fell
there, dirty and bloody and hali-dead,
and the guards brought him in. At
first we wished to kill him, but the
same girl who came with you has in-
terceded for him.

“Now he casts doubts on your
claims, and the girl agrees with him,
We”—the old man indicated his fol-

lowers—*‘‘after due consultation, have -

decided that it would be well for you
to face each other, you and this Fe-

ringi, who is also big and fair-haired.”

‘I can’t waste time on such dogs!”
roared Vangrift, furious that Eylai
had taken up the cause of Jeff Shan-
non. “Take him out and throw him
over a cliff!”

The old Khevsur leader tugged per-
plexedly at his beard. ‘“No, you must
face him.” He turned to his followers.
“Bring the other Feringi in.”

The door was flung open. Vangrift
turned toward it as, like an enraged
panther, Jeff Shannon broke from his
guards and sprang at him.

Shannon swarmed over Vangrift.
His right arm shot out in a single,
jolting blow which twisted as it
struck Vangrift’s jaw. The latter fell
backward, reeling, falling. Someone
caught him, helped him to his feet.
He blinked momentarily and rubbed
his jaw. Then he thrust himself for-
ward, hatred and cold murder in his
eyes. -

This was a scene the Khevsurs
would talk about for years, which
would perhaps be related down the
centuries. Two yellow-haired Fe-
ringis, two blue-eyed giants glaring
like wild animals at each other, eager
and anxious to kill. One had struck
the other a blow which would have
felled an ox. Such a blow! Something
to tell one’s children and grandchil-
dren. Not a blow with a spike-studded
iron ring attached to the thumb—they
knew from experience how terrible
that could be—but a blow with a bare
fist which had veritably lifted a gi-
gantic man from his feet.

Vangrift felt for his revolver. It
was gone. That girl, Eylai, must have
taken it. But he carried a dagger.
He sprang at Shannon, and the dagger
cut. a glistening arc in the air.

The Khevsurs formed naturally into
a ring. Here was a blood feud much
like their own, except that the fight-
ers were bigger and stronger. Too
bad, perhaps, that one man was un-
armed, but someone would have to die,
anyway. That was the way of blood
feuds, and all Khevsurs knew it.
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CHAPTER VII

The Inquisition

pitcee=70 THE moment of

2 7] mortal combat be-
7l tween these great
/A blond Feringis was
near. But this was
== | not it. It was Eylai
i who prevented the
A unarmed Jeff Shan-
"non and the armed
Vangrift from fighting their blood
feud. '

Her cry sounded, and everyone
turned. She was in the throng at the
door. Neither Shannon nor Vangrift
could see her, although both recog-
nized her voice. She spoke rapidly,
passionately, and as she spoke the
guards seized both Shannon and Van-
grift.

The old Khevsur leader, the mirza,
nodded.

“The girl is right,” he explained.
“Either of these men might possibly
be the great king returned. True, one
of them has the sacred ring, but the
girl claims it was stolen from the
other one. The gods have surely sent
King Richard to claim his armor, but
which of these is the king? There is
but one way to answer that.”

The Khevsurs shouted their agree-
ment. ‘“The test of the secrets! The
contest in the masjid!”’

“Yes,” agreed the mirza. “Then
later, if necessary, the mortal combat
to see who dies—to see who is the true
Richard. Now to the masjid!”

Breathing hard and eyes metalli-
cally bright, Jeff Shannon and Van-
grift were marched under heavy guard
across the stone flags to the masjid,
the sacred templelike structure be-
yond the square. From the doors of
this temple, blatantly pagan despite
its decorations of Christian crosses,
the chief priest appeared.

With him he brought a horn cup of
muzzhu, the sacred beer brewed only
by the priests. Drops of this were
sprinkled to the four winds while the

priests murmured prayers in a chant-
ing cadence. Next a sheep, which
seemed to appear by magic on the
steps of the temple, was slaughtered,
and the chief priest painted a cross of
fresh blood on his forehead.

Jeff Shannon glanced around him.
He realized for the first time that the
village was perched atop a huge, mesa-
like rock, apparently unscalable. The
only approach to it was by a high
bridge which led from the great gate
to a notch in the adjoining mountain-
side.

Evidently the notch was a pass lead-
ing through the divide.

Shannon gazed at the bridge. It was
built of blocks of reddish stone, al-
most purple. He must have crawled
across that great span when entering
the village, but he had been so ex-
hausted that he could remember none
of it. Now the sight of it filled him
with a new respect for this strange
people, so starkly primitive and yet
capable of such an engineering feat.

Heavy and crude it was, yet its
length and its great height made it
seem almost graceful and spidery.
That bridge, thick at the base and
narrowing to a scant eight feet in
width along the top, without railings
of any kind to prevent a fall to the
half-seen rocks below, was this vil-
lage’s defense. A single Horatius
could hold it against any primitive
army.

Jeff Shannon was oppressed by an
unexplainable feeling that those stone
blocks and the sharper stones far be-
low had seen such strange, grim
things again. As he turned away he
felt cold, like tiny fingers, tingling at
the base of his spine.

His guards urged Shannon through
the crudely carved entrance of the
masjid. Inside every man, woman and
child of the village had gathered, as
if by magic. Dimly seen above the
heads of the crowd, hanging against
the walls, were broad-swords and
shields, black with the smoke of cen-
turies.
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T ONE end of the huge room

lay tier after tier of primitive
hogsheads filled with muzzhu. Shan-
non thought of the Vikings and their
sacred beer. Someone pressed close to
him. He heard a whisper.

“Wield the sword when it is of-
fered!” It was Eylai’s voice, but he
could not see her.

The windowless interior would have
been dark but for the roaring fire in
the center and the sputtering torches
in the hands of the priests. Red light
and black smoke. The clank of arms
and armor as men moved to peer curi-
ously at the tall blond Feringis. The
tight breathing and hushed voices of
. human beings faced with something
they considered divine.

Shannon was led to a place beside
the high flames. He scanned the crowd
again for a glimpse of Eylai. But the
girl seemed to have vanished as mys-
teriously as she had appeared, ages
back, in that hotel yard at Passanaur.
Among all these peering eyes, Shan-
non felt more alone than ever he had
in the jungles of Brazil or on the
peaks of the Alps.

Neither Shannon nor Vangrift
moved a muscle as they faced each
other. Zhawhan Mirza spoke first, ex-
plaining to the two men that this was
a questioning both spiritual and tem-
poral. Then the high priest held up a
broadsword which, unlike its dingy
counterparts on the walls, was bur-
nished bright. He held it close to
Vangrift’s eyes and pointed to the
three intertwined letter, A. M. D., ex-
quisitely engraved on it. He asked
what they signified.

“The glorious battle-cry of the Cru-
saders,” Eric Vangrift answered non-
chalantly. “ ‘Ave Mater Dei'—'Glory
to the Mother of God!"”

The high priest nodded and moved
on to Jeff Shannon, held the sword up
as before, then asked the same ques-
tion.

“Score one for Vangrift,” Shannon
thought.

He could have answered just as cor-

rectly, but Vangrift had been given
first chance and so had stolen his thun-
der. How to get around it? He remem-
bered Eylai’s whispered advice.

“It is my sword,” he said with all
the majesty he could muster. “The
sword of Richard of England.” It was
no guess, he felt, he just knew he was
right, else why the sword’s obvious
sacred character among these people?
He raised his voice. “Song and story
tell you how I may prove that this
weapon is mine!”

Amazed, the priests muttered among
themselves. Shannon felt a quick
thrill run through him. He took the
sword from the wvenerable hands,
thanking his stars for his great stature
and strength as he recalled the legen-
dary tales of Richard’s prowess with
the great sword no other man could
wield. He remembered one of these
facts. Would it be the same one Sir
John of Kinloch had handed down to
his descendants?

Striding to the entrance doors he
picked a spot where the wood, inches
thick, was not reinforced by metal.
Then, holding the hilt designed for a
two-handed grip in his right fist alone,
he drew a deep breath and thrust that
mighty weapon through the entire
thickness of the wood, so that nearly
a foot of the blade protruded from the
far side.

A gasp and then a cheer from the
audience told him that this was the
feat they knew. This was something
only one man could perform—Richard
Coeur de Lion!

Tight-lipped, Jeff Shannon hid the
numbing pain which paralyzed his
forearm after the shock of that
tremendous thrust. Withdrawing
the weapon, he turned and handed the
sword back to the priest. He felt
the honors were even so far.

E MORE than held his own dur-

ing the long inquisition that fol-
lowed, and it was due to his real re-
spect and sympathy for these people
and their simple faith. Some of his
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answers to their questions were halt-
ing. But in his favor was a kinship of
spirit and a lack of that contempt
which colored his opponent’s voice.
Vangrift—misled by Eylai—was too
brutally contemptuous for a proud
people, and often scarcely bothered to
reply.

And suddenly Jeff Shannon forgot
his opponent and the strain of this in-
quisition. Just a flash of a mail-clad
arm among a hundred others like it,
but it was enough. Beneath a round,
steel helmet, oval face framed by a
protective- fringe of dangling steel
mesh, was Eylai!

Where had she come from? Had
she been there all along? And why
the warrior’s dress? Well, what did
those things matter as long as she was
there, lending him her sympathy and
aid.

Zhawhan Mirza suddenly raised his
right fist high above his head, and the
spiked iron ring on his thumb gleamed
dully.

As if this were a salute calling
for a response, every man’s right hand
in the entire assembly rose, displaying
its heavy, brutal ring.

Wondering, Jeff Shannon glanced
at Vangrift, saw his eyes lower
quickly to the gold Knight Templar
ring on his own right thumb. There
was a moment before anyone spoke,
and Jeff Shannon was conscious of a
great suspense here.

Through the lurid swirls of flame-
tinted smoke he searched for a clue in
HEylai’s face, but her eyes stared back
at him with the fixed blankness of a
martial statue. The high priest was
speaking.

“These questions of the sacred cate-
chism have been correctly answered
by both of these giant blond Feringis.
Yet we know that the great king of
whom our forefathers told us cannot
be two men. One of these is true, one
false. We shall knew how to deal with
the false!”

The great room filled with sound.
“The bridge! They’ll fight on the

bridge. They will fight to the death
on the bridge!” |

Eylai came to Jeff in his narrow cell
in the round tower, where his guards
had placed him. She was still clad in
her masculine dress, still wearing her
ragged shirt of mail and her steel hel-
met.

Shannon forgot the ogling, curious
guards as she came through the door,
but then, before he spoke her name, he
remembered them and stood silent,
pretending not to recognize her. If
this were a disguise she wore, ineffec-
tive though it was, he wouldn’t give
her away.

She understood and tried to smile.

“It’s all very silly,” she said in Eng-
lish. “You will laugh when I tell you.
You see, when I rode into the village
with that dog Vangrift I was sitting
with him on his horse. That is taboo
with us, but I had forgotten. My rela-
tives locked me in my room for such a
violation of etiquette.”

He gazed at her very earnestly.
“Eylai, I laugh at nothing here. It
isn’'t because I’'m probably going to
die soon; it’s just because I don’t find
this people laughable.. But you
couldn’t fool your people with that
outfit.”

“No. I fool nobody. But even in
Khevsuretia we wink at some of our
customs. My relatives knew they
couldn’t keep me away from the cate-
chism, so they let me go as a man, be-
cause as a girl I was supposed to be
doing penance. Everybody knows, but
everybody is satisfied, do you see?”

Shannon grinned. ‘““Just like every-
body knows Vangrift and I are a
couple of impostors who ought to
be kicked out on our ears, eh? But
they want to see somebody wear that
golden armor so they pretend to be-
lieve one of us, 1s that 1t?”

HE came close to him, and her
eyes were solemn.

“You know that is not true. These
people—my people—sincerely believe
one of you is King Richard returned.”
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Something in her wvoice warmed
him.

“But you, Eylai, you don’t believe
all this stuff?”

She hesitated. “No. I don’t really
believe it. But I believe the spirit of
it. I believe the man who wins on the
bridge—the man in armor and on
horseback who wins this mortal tour-
ney—will be everything a returning
king should be.”

“Armor? Horses?” repeated Shan-
non. “So that’s the way it will be!
That’s all right. It’s fitting. But what
if Vangrift wins? Will you believe
that fourflusher is everything a king
should be?”

“He won’t win,” Eylai replied, lean-
ing toward Shannon in the intensity
of her conviction. “When you ride
your horse into Vangrift’s on the
bridge tomorrow you will still know
that the bravest, most honorable man
always wins.”

Shannon took one of the two re-
maining cigarettes from his pack and
lighted it. He was completely serious
now, speaking as much to himself as
to Eylai.

“I’'m going to give the devil a good
run for his money, that’s all I know.”
He looked down at the girl. “That’s
fun, Eylai. That’s as near pure ecstasy
as a man ever gets, except—"

He turned away from her, and didn’t
finish. After all, he was in no position
to finish. But there was something
else he could say, something he owed
to himself and to this girl to say.

“Look, I didn’t feel this way when I
started. I started out to get a valuable
suit of armor, something that would
be envied by every museum in the
world. I wanted to do what no other
man had ever done before, and I
wanted to beat Eric Vangrift do-
ing it.”

He ground the cigarette under his
heel.

“But now the thing that bothers me
1s that when Vangrift and I pile on a
couple of horses and fight on that
bridge tomorrow, we’re both four-

‘flushers. We’re acting like a couple

of chivalrous knights of old, when
what we’re really doing is putting on
a fight for a fifty-thousand-dollar
purse with the added attraction that
death takes the loser!”

She understood him. His words
were plain enough. Yet she knew he

‘was missing something here. He was

a man who, during the inquisition, had
been very close in spirit to the men
around him, very close to the Middle
Ages.

She knew that, because she had seen
it in his face, heard it in his voice. It
had not been acting with him, not a
role played with eyes fixed on the
main chance, as Eric Vangrift had
played it. -

*Jeff Shannon,” she said, forgetting
the guards, the cold stones, forgetting
everything but his strong, troubled
tace, “perhaps you will die tomorrow.
You will win, that I know, but usually
both winner and loser are knocked by
the shock of their meeting over the
edge.” She lowered her eyes. “It was
from such a combat that—that my own
father fled.”

ALF fearfully she put her hands
on his shoulders.

“In spite of all I could do, Vangrift
has taken almost every advantage. He
will wear the best armor. His spear
will be sharper and his sword keener.
The fight is at dawn so the sun will
be in his favor. For you I have done
my best. The horse you will have un-
der you will be the strongest, bravest
horse in the village. It belongs to my
uncle. He has promised it. It is a
great black, and may give you more
chance.

“Oh, you must win! If Vangrift
wins it will ruin my people, for any-
thing he touches is ruined. No matter
what you felt before coming here, to-
morrow you will be fighting to save
the spirit of the Khevsurs, and their
spirit is their life! I mean it, Jeff
Shannon. Tomorrow Eric Vangrift
will have the devil riding with him!”




THE GOLDEN HAUBERK 37

He comprehended her in amazement.
The devil was something very real to
her, something very real to every
Khevsur. And something, devil or
not, was very real to him then. Be-
cause it was so real, he grinned and
tried his best to appear as bluntly
casual. He looked again like that ser-
geant of marines whom Narriman
Erzinkian had seen in Peiping.

“Okay,” he said. “Bring all your
friends. It'll be a whale of a fight to-
morrow, anyhow—a fight to death!”

CHAPTER VIII
Trial by Combat

COLD, dank mist
shrouded that high
mountain dawn. Jeff
Shannon impatiently
sat his horse at the
far end of the bridge,
with the notch behind
him seeming to pierce
the black cliffs like a
sharp gray sword rending them.

Shivering in the cold, Shannon
looked back at it, wondering if he
would ever travel that narrow pass
again. Above him, the windows of
the houses were filled with the heads
of curious, excited people. Armor-
clad warriors and small, oddly mature
boys milled around him, yet kept the
distance due a claimant of the Golden
Hauberk.

Across the narrow bridge, barely
visible in the fog, stood the high gates
of the village. The walls were nearly
obscured by the spectators there. The
dark browns, the reds, the purples of
their clothing were robbed of color by
the mist.

Jeff Shannon shifted restlessly in
the high-pommeled saddle, trying to
accustom himself to the weight of the
armor he was wearing. Steel helmet
was harsh against his forehead. Long-
sleeved, long-skirted link mail reached
from his throat to his knees and was
covered by a tattered surcoat bearing

a crudely embroidered cross. There
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were dark stains on that surceat, and
Shannon, glancing down at the sharp
rocks below the bridge, wondered
what had happened to its former
owner.

He adjusted the shield on his left
arm, marveling at the dents and deep
gouges 1n the solid iron he saw there.
Why didn’t Vangrift appear? This
was timeless agony, this waiting.

Drawing his sword a few inches
from its scabbard, he studied the
sharp-ground edges of it. Armor,
swords, and bucklers—what a mas-
querade! But Jeff Shannon knew it
wasn’'t that. Nothing that is life and
death can be masquerade. Richard of
England and countless other cham-
pions must have gone through just
these same sensations, felt this same
weight of armor, seen these same gray
dawns before battle. What were seven
or eight hundred years? Men didn’t
change.

With his tall black horse standing
like a rock beneath him, Shannon
forced himself to relax. This should
be a good fair fight. Neither he nor
Vangrift knew much about the man-
agement of a lance; neither of them
was accustomed to the weight of
armor. But it would be a good fight,
Vangrift was a crook, a ham actor, and
a ruthless thief, but he had the
strength and courage to fight.

Fumbling awkwardly, Shannon
pawed under his surcoat, under his
shirt of mail, and drew out a crun#pled
package. From it he took his last
cigarette—saved for this moment. He
started to light it, and then, suddenly,
he found he couldn’t. You could wear
armor and smoke a cigarette during a
masquerade. But, damn it, this wasn’t
a masquerade! This was real, this was
the Middle Ages.

He returned the cigarette to his
pocket. Perhaps, if he lived, he would
feel like smoking it some time. But if
he died, he would die exactly as King
Richard would have died—with a
horse beneath him, and a lance in his

hand, and a battle cry on his lips.
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His head jerked up at the abrupt
metallic blare of a trumpet from across
the chasm. Through the wispy layers
of mist he saw a huge white horse ap-
pear at the far end of the bridge.
Seated upon it was a broad, heavy-
- shouldered man clad in gold armor,
who raised his lance high, lowered 1it,
raised it again in response to a burst

of cheering.
AND then Eric Vangrift’s luck,
which had run strong before, ran
even stronger. Within a few seconds
of his appearance the mists gathered
themselves in headlong flight, and the
morning sun glinted and blazed
against his golden armor like light
gone mad. Seven hundred years old,
that ancient gold, but it had been
cared for with such reverence that it
shone like metal fresh from the fur-
nace. Jeff Shannon, looking at it, was
dazzled by a brightness which made
his eyes waver,

Eric Vangrift had chosen his time
well; it lent majesty to his appear-
ance.and blinded his opponent. Damn
him! He had all the breaks. The vil-
lagers were largely on his side, be-
cause he had arrived at their gates
first, on horseback, while Shannon had
crept to the gates, a half-dead man.
They had given Vangrift, despite all
Evylai could do, the best of weapons,
positions, armor. All right, let him
have them! There was such a thing as
raw courage, worth more than shining
gold.

The trumpet sounded again. Two
men in purple rushed up to Jeff Shan-
non to adjust his accoutrements, to
tighten the girths, to check bridle and
bit. Then Shannon swung his tall
mount around, urging him a few feet
up the road. He turned him again for
a headlong gallop toward the narrow
bridgehead.

Just as the black’s hoofs thundered
hollowly upon the first stones of the
bridge, the trumpets blared a third
time, and then Jeff Shannon was lost
in a soundless, motionless, timeless

‘world where nothing mattered but the

point of his own lance and, far out
ahead, the tip of another lance with a
blinding flash of gold behind it which
grew ever larger, and larger, and
larger.

There was a splintering shock as
the charging horses passed. And then
his shield, and the arm holding it,
seemed to disappear and leave him
with nothing but a great, numb ache
along his entire left side. But it didn’t
matter. Nothing mattered but the
thrill of the shock to his right arm
which told him that his own lance had
met something solid. Even that was
forgotten as the flowing mane of his
black horse rose up before his eyes,
like a smothering cloud, and he felt
himself rising higher and higher, un-
til it seemed nothing could save him
from going over backward.

The big black caught himself just
in time, and as Shannon flung his
weight forward, he settled back, front
hoofs pawing into space as he fought
to stay on that narrow width of stone.
Shannon caught a glimpse of jagged
rocks far below, and then the length
of the bridge was before him again.

Swinging his black around, he saw
the white horse struggling up from its
haunches and Vangrift staggering un-
certainly to his feet, his golden hel-
met gone and his blond hair lank and
wet against his head.

Only then did Shannon give thought
to his left arm and the shield that
should be there. The shield was gone,
torn away by the impact. As he flexed
the fingers of his hand he felt pain
flow along his arm to the shoulder.

The trumpet blared warning. A
warrior unhorsed must fight on foot
or surrender. Eric Vangrift under-
stood this. He stared irresolutely at
Jeff Shannon, wondering whether his
enemy would exercise his right and
run him down.

But Jeff Shannon couldn’t fight that
way. He dismounted, tossed away
what was left of his lance, and drew
his long sword. Vangrift, pale with
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relief, unsheathed the bright blade

bearing the sacred letters, “AMD,”
and rushed toward him.

HEY faced each other eagerly,
swords flashing aloft in the sun-
light. Then came the clank of steel,
the harsh, ringing clamor of metal
against metal. A blow fell on Jeff
Shannon’s mailed shoulder like a
sledge. Having no shield for protec-
tion, he staggered backward. Vangrift
pressed his advantage, hammering him
back to the edge of the bridge, back
until he struck against the black
horse standing behind him.

Aided by the horse, Shannon re-
gained his balance. He rushed desper-
ately forward, wielding his long blade
with both hands. One mighty stroke
sheared Vangrift’s shield in two, and
every Khevsur on either side of the
chasm could hear the clang of its
upper half as it fell upon the stones.
Vangrift sank to his knee under the
terrible blow. He gained his feet
again, and in his turn gave ground.
There was no science of weapons here.
No science was necessary with those
heavy blades. Victory belonged to the
man who could strike the hardest.

Vangrift went down again. Jeff
Shannon stood over him, trying to see
him through the film of blood and
sweat dimming his eyes. From every
housetop, every window, every wall
on either side of the gulf, he could
hear a roar that beat upon the moun-
tainside like thunder,

The roar of a crowd which had
changed its favorite:

“Kill him! Kill him! Kill him!”

But Jeff Shannon couldn’t kill this
fellow American, richly though he de-
served it. Panting for breath, he
leaned on the great crossed hilt of his
sword and looked down at Vangrift,
waiting for him to speak.

Vangrift's face was so white that it
seemed green against the yellow of his
hair and armor. All his blustering

pride was gone. The crowd fell silent.
“You win,” he sobbed. “Take this
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damned sword so they’ll know I've
surrendered.”

Jeff Shannon took the proffered
sword without a word, and started
walking toward the gate. Above the
rising clamor that greeted this merci-
ful act, he recognized one voice, a
feminine voice raised in warning.
Eylai was screaming at him. Or per-
haps it was only in his head. Never-
theless, he stopped and turned sharply
around.

The sharp point of Vangrift’'s kind-
jal struck him in the chest just as he
turned. Exhausted as he was under
the weight of his heavy armor, the
blow almost knocked him down, but
that same armor saved him. The steel
links held.

Before Vangrift could strike again,
Shannon had forgotten such things as
swords and daggers. He forgot he had
anything to fight with but his hands,
forgot there was anything important
in the world but seeing the treacher-
ous Eric Vangrift’s body hurtling
down to those hungry rocks. The two
swords dropped unheeded from his
hands as he lunged under the dagger,
clasped Vangrift around the waist,
crushed him to his chest and swung
him around.

A greater terror than she had ever
known before gripped Eylai, watching
from the bridgehead. All along she
had feared that both men would go
over together, and now she was sure
of it. No Khevsur chief had ever
stopped a fight while both men re-
mained alive. No other Khevsur girl
would have so much as dreamed of it.
But Eylai forgot codes and traditions
in that moment. Frantically, she
wormed through the clamoring crowd,
past the tense figure of the high priest,
past the intent guards.

And then she was out on the mar-
row bridge, running toward the two
men who were reeling and staggering
together as if blindly determined to
hurl themselves to destruction before
she could save either of them.

She was still a hundred feet away
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when she saw them locked together
on the edge, straining so equally that
they seemed still as stone. Then Eric
Vangrift began slowly to bend back-
ward,

His dagger slipped from his wildly
clutching hand.

Jeff Shannon steadied himself,
shifted his grip. He could kill this
man now, and he knew it. The knowl-
edge swept some of the blind anger
from his brain, and suddenly it didn’t
seem important to kill Vangrift.

Vangrift was licked. Vangrift was
a champion defeated. Worse, he was
a man defeated after trying to stab his
adversary in the back. Vangrift might
have been a menace to the Khevsurs
once, but he was no menace now. He
was only a ham actor who would be
laughed off the stage.

Jeff Shannon slammed his right fist
hard against Vangrift’'s upturned jaw,
then caught him as he slumped and
swung him around to the safety of the
bridge.

He looked up from his deflated
enemy’s pale, vacant face to see Eylai
coming toward him. He knew it was
she, though he could scarcely recog-
nize her in her brilliant colors. He
couldn’t think of anything to say, and
besides, his throat was so tight that
he couldn’t have said it.

He discovered that words weren’t
necessary. It seemed that when you
won a fight in Khevsuretia you didn’t
have to talk. You didn’t have to pro-
pose to the girl, either, or anything as
stiff and awkward as that.

No, the girl was suddenly right
there with you, soft and warm and
trembling against you, and she was
crying or laughing or something, but
you didn’t bother to figure it out. You
didn’t give a damn about all those peo-
ple swarming toward you from both
ends of the bridge, either.

Yet when they got so close that you
could hear them talking to you, cheer-
ing and shouting something about
Richard Coeur de Lion, it was time to
make yourself understood. A man

couldn’t travel under false pretenses
forever. -

Eylai saw in his eyes what he meant
to say, and she stopped him.

“You can’t!” she shouted in Eng-
lish. “You can’t tell them anything!”
She pointed to Eric Vangrift’s inert
body. “Look at him! Look at him
lying there! He’s a fine King Rich-
ard, isn’t he? He is the man my people
allowed to profane the golden armor
they have guarded for seven hundred
years. That armor is Khevsuretia, and
if it is humbled now one of the proud-
est peoples in the world will be no bet-
ter than any other backward Caucasus
tribe!”

“You mean the fake Richard has
fallen, so his conqueror must be the
real one! But I'm not the real Rich-
ard,” Shannon protested. “I'm just a
man ready to admit that though these
Khevsurs sort of lean to the bloody
side, they’re a fine people, and I'm for
‘’em. I'm not going to steal their
armor away from ’‘em!”

As she had done once before, she
rested her hands on his shoulders and
gazed up into his face. “It isn’t steal-
ing. It's what I've been trying to tell
you. It’s the truth that came to me
during that inquisition in the masjid.
Who can say you are not King Rich-
ard returned? You fought like him.
You must have felt like him. Can you
say you are not King Richard?”

EFF SHANNON remembered
that moment before the trumpets
first sounded, a moment when he had
sloughed off seven hundred years. He
really understood now. He understood
that not to take this armor and ride
away as a triumphant monarch, would
be to rob this people of their soul, of
the intangible spirit which had enabled
them to maintain their customs and
defeat every attempt to conquer them
since Sir John of Kinloch had first
drawn rein in these high mountains.
If he took this armor he left no
sense of loss, for they had expected

their Richard to come, to claim the
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armor, to ride away with it to yet
greater glories. A shrine needs no
relic to be still a shrine. But if he left
the armor on the bruised body of a
discredited champion, if he seemed to
spurn it, he would be robbing the
Khevsurs of the very thing which had
made them what they were.

“All right, Eylai,” he said to her.
“We’ll strip that armor from our
friend Vangrift—and Erzinkian’s
ring, too. I'll put them on. I'll wear
them and be proud I'm wearing ‘em.

41

We'll feast and we’ll sing songs like
a king and his queen should.”

“A king—and his queen?” Eylai
questioned him.,

“That’s what I said, a king and his
queen.” Jeff Shannon glanced up at
the pass through the mountains, warm
now in the sunshine, and he smiled
tenderly as he brought his gaze back
to this girl.

“We’ll feast, you and I, and then
we’ll ride away as a king and his queen
should—in a blaze of glory!”
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sle of the Cursed

By CLAUDE RISTER

Author of “Piwrate Seas,” “Human Treasure,” ete.

HE rotten old barkentine,

Island Belle, was a hellship 1t

ever there were one, but now
she was heading for her doom. She
rolled, and pitched, and shuddered as
she battled a terrific typhoon. It had
been this way for three days and two
nights. Now, the Island Belle was
leaking rather badly.

The pitch-black night seemed filled
with a thousand banshees. Wind
screamed through the rigging, and
howled about the three bare poles.
Waves boomed and sloshed and foam-
ing floods snarled over the deck.

It would have been a night of ter-
ror for ordinary seamen, but the
shellbacks aboard the Island Belle

were not ordinary sailors. The old
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Bucko sent the aged man sprawling
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Avarice and Tropic Heat
Warp the Souls of the
Seven Castaways on Lona!

barkentine carried one of the tough-
est crews ever to sail the Southern
seas.

Back in the wheel-house, sturdy
legs set wide, big hands gripping the
wheel, stood “Tiny” Beal. The pale
glow of the binnacle light showed his
rugged, massive face, hard square
jaws and somber eyes. His blunt nose
seemed to be more pugnacious than
usual, in that grim battle with the
elements.

“Bloomin’ dirty night!” he mut-
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tered. “One of the worst whizzers 1
was ever out in.” |

The door of the wheelhouse opened,
and a gust of wind and rain came
in. Tiny looked over one shoulder,
as the door banged shut and his
pal, Scotty Kildare, entered. There
was a deeply worried look in Scotty’s
round blue eyes.

“How’s she going?” he asked, as he
peered earnestly into the black night.

“Storm’s dying down some, but
she’s still plenty bad,” answered Tiny.
“I wouldn’t be so uneasy if this was
a good, staunch craft. How’s things
below ?”

“A madhouse, and getting worse
every minute. Everybody’s drunk and
raising hell, just as if there were no
storm at all. I've seen some tough
crews in my time, but nothing like
that one below. They’re just a bunch
of wharf-rats. I'm glad we rigged that
lifeboat for sea. We may have to use
it before morning.”

ESTERDAY the slave-driving

captain had been killed by a fall-
ing timber. KEarly tonight the first
mate had disappeared—slugged and
thrown overboard by some member of
the cutthroat crew, Tiny and Scotty
believed.

The second mate, a swart, piratical
bucko, was in charge now. The first
thing he had done was to open the
liquor stores, and invite all hands to
help themselves. So tonight, in spite
of the storm and danger, an orgy of
drunken debauchery was in progress
below.

Suddenly it happened.

“Reef ahead! Reef ahead!” the look-
out screamed. A vivid glare of light-
ning showed dashing breakers, dead
ahead. There was no hope of avoid-
ing them. A wreck was inevitable.

“Rotten scum!” snarled brawny
Beal, “This might not’'ve happened
if he’d kept sober.”

Then came the jarring impact. The
whole forepart of the Island Belle
was crushing like an eggshell. A mast

fell, smashing the bridge. A boom
broke adrift and splintered itself
against the main-stick. On the deck
there was a riotous welter of rigging,
broken timbers, and foaming water.

Scotty Kildare had come to relieve
his big pal. Now he sprang to the
wheel, but Tiny shoved him roughly

away.

“It’'s no use. Let’s get out of here.”

They flung open the door and reeled
out onto the rolling deck. Below,
sounded a bedlam of hoarse cries.

He and Tiny went staggering and
slipping to the lifeboat which they
had made ready. They swung the
davits and got in, straining their eyes
to see 1f there was any one near
whom they could take.

Forward, the herrible crashing and
grinding was going on, as giant waves
pounded the Island Belle to kindling
against the hidden reef.

“This way! Lifeboat waiting! This
way ! This way!” Tiny bellowed again
and again, but no one came. The
human rats below had been caught in
a trap. Already the barkentine was
sinking.

A glare of lightning showed a sin-
gle drunken sailor, emerge from the
after companionway. Instantly a
comber dashed over the starboard side
and swept him out to sea.

As if in mad glee, veins of light-
ning quivered wickedly, thunder
boomed, waves pounded, and the wind
shrieked insanely,

“Let’s shove off,” advised Scotty.
“There’s nothing we can do here. If
we don’t chop-chop we’ll go down
with the ship. She’s starting to slide
under, already.”

They dropped the boat, unhooked
the tackle, and the next moment were
being tossed wildly by the giant
waves., Another flash of lightning
showed the wreck, diving for Davy
Jones’ locker. ,

“That’s the last of the Island
Belle,” Tiny’s deep voice boomed out.

“And her cutthroat crew,” supple-
mented Scotty, “The drunken devils
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didn’t have any more chance than the
rats in the hold. Lucky we didn’t go
with 'em. Why the dewvil did we ever
sign on with such a hellship?”

“Well, we were both broke, and fig-
ured we should get out of Singapore,
regardless.”

HROUGHOUT the remainder of

the night there was a new battle;
the battle of two men in a small boat,
adrift on the stormswept deep. The
brawny Beal labored at the oars,
while Scotty Kildare constantly
wielded a bucket.

Strange are the whims of the South
Seas. At dawn the typhoon which
had raged for three days and nights,
suddenly ceased. Exhausted the two
men curled up in the boat and went
to sleep.

A burning noonday sun awoke Tiny
Beal and the hearty boom of his
voice brought Scotty Kildare to a
sitting position, rubbing his eyes. The
surface of the sea was almost glassy
now, but beneath that smooth exte-
rior it was still heaving. They had
drifted far since the wreck. Behind
them lay a little smudge which they
guessed to be an atoll

“I suppose that’s where she crashed,
huh, mate?” asked Tiny.

“l imagine so. Look, there’s an
island forward. We’ll make for her,
eh?”

As Tiny Beal stared, his dark
brows frowned low over his eyes. His
blunt, massive face took on a grim ex-
pression. Tiny held a mate’s papers,
and he knew the South Seas like a
book.

“Looks like out of the fat into the
fire,” he growled. “Unless I'm mighty
mistaken that’s the 1isle of Lona,
most God-forsaken place in the South
Seas.”

“Don’t worry about it. Some ship
will pick us up.”

“Ships never call at Lona. She’s
uninhabited, and nearly barren, and
far out of the trading lanes,” said
Tiny shaking his big head glumly.

“Well, the island is our only bet,
so let’s make for it.”

“All right, let’s shuck off these oil-
skins and lay to.”

Hour after hour, all through the
day the two men toiled. The sun beat
down upon them fiercely. Sweat
streaked their faces and their bodies.
The twilight came, and still they
were far from their destination.

They took turns at the oars that
night, Tiny Beal seemed indefati-
gable, his strength inexhaustible.
He was stripped to the waist now,
and his muscles rippled beautifully
to the stroking of the oars. Scotty
Kildare was a chunky, sturdy little
fellow, but he was no sort of match
for his giant shipmate, in strength
or endurance.

Another sun came up. Finally
at mid-day they beached their little
craft on a silvery shore, and carried
their meager supplies over the sand
to the shade of a palm.

“We’ve got about enough chow to
keep a canary alive for a week,”
grumbled Tiny. “Good thing we
were thoughtful enough to put a
couple of rifles and some ammunition
in the boat.”

“Good thing we thought of pre-
paring the boat at all; but I had a
hunch we might need her, with that
rotten old tub under us, and that
wharf-rat crew aboard.”

There beneath the palm they pre-
pared and ate a snack consisting of
hardtack and tinned meat. They had
just finished, and were enjoying ciga-
rettes when Scotty Kildare stiff-
ened. His mouth fell open, and his
blue eyes grew large.

“Blow me down!” he exclaimed
huskily. “Do you see what I do?”

OTH men were seated cross-
legged on the ground. Tiny Beal
twisted his columnar neck and looked
at the spot toward which his pal
was staring.
“Blast my timbers!” he ejaculated.
The foliage of a bush was being
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~ held apart by two skinny hands.
Framed in the opening was a veri-
table spectre of a face, long and
cadaverous with wild hair. He wore
a beard that was twelve inches long
and both hair and whiskers were
-_snow-white. His eyes were china-

blue, and burned with an insane
light.

As Tiny and Scotty scrambled to
their feet, the old man stepped into
full view. He was totally naked, ex-
cept for a breech of deerskin, and
so skinny that he seemed all knobs
and bones.

In his right hand he held a bow
and a few arrows.

“Ahoy, matey,”
“Who are you?”

boomed Tiny.

The old man emitted a weird,

cackling laugh.

“T'wo more victims of the seas,”
he yelped in a cracked falsetto. “Two
more men to go mad from waiting
for a ship that will never come. Do
you know where you are? On Lona,
the isle of the damned, that’s where.
You’ll never get away! No ships
ever come here! I've been on the
accursed island for ten years.” He
wheeled and sped away. As he ran
he shrilled wildly:

“You've come to the isle of the
living dead! The isle of the damned!
You’ll go mad with the rest of us!
You’ll never get away, I tell you!
Never, never, never!” He plunged
into some bushes. Again came the
weird, cackling laugh, and then all
was quiet. ,

“Well, there’s one castaway who
won’t go nuts on the island,” de-
clared Scotty. “The skinny old
snipe’s already there.”

“Come on, let’s overhaul him and
make him show his colors.”

Big Tiny Beal dashed away with
bandy legged Scotty Kildare sprint-
ing after him. They crashed through
the bushes and soon saw the old
man still running.

He looked back and saw them
coming. A screech went up, like that

of some animal, and he put on a
fresh burst of speed.

“Old Shanks can run,”
Scotty, Tiny said nothing.

The adventurous shipmates had
grabbed their rifles before taking up
pursuit, and their running was some-
what impeded by the weapons; but

panted

 they held on to them, nevertheless.

They might be needed at any time.

The chase led them up a slope and
to the top of a great, flat knoll. Now
a fresh shock brought them to an
abrupt halt.

The old man was forgotten for the
moment.

Before them was a field of stone
images of all sizes and shapes. There
were birds, animals, human faces,
and strange creatures that were com-
binations of two or all of these.
Some of the stone faces were stern,
some mawkish, some grotesque gar-
goyles. And every one was turned
toward the east.

That the figures had been carved
and set up there by some ancient,
vanished race, there was not a
doubt. It would have taken ages for
such hard stone to weather as these
monuments had.

COTTY KILDARE broke the

astounded silence.

“Bellowing sea-cows! The whole
island is nutty! What in blazes is
this ?”

“Religious images left by some
prehistoric race, I guess. I've seen
things like ’em on Easter Island.
They’re a puzzle to science.”

“And me, too. But where’d old
spider-legs go?”

“No savvy. We'll just search
around and see what we can find.
There must be other castaways here.
The old lubber said: ‘Go mad with
the rest of us!” That indicates he
doesn’t hold down the island alone.”

They left the eerie field of stone
and went down onto the lower land.
After a while Tiny pointed a thick
finger,
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“Ah, didn’t I tell you? Look, camp-
fire smoke!”

The two adventurers emerged sud-
denly into a small opening that was
shadowed by ceco-palms. They saw
a dying campfire, crude cooking uten-
sils and supplies—indubitable evi-
dences of human habitation—but no
living thing,

Again they heard the crazy cack-
ling of the old man. They wheeled
to face the spot from which i1t had
come, and received still another
shock. Out of the bushes came men
with primitive weapons. They once
had been white, but now their bodies
were burnt to mahogany darkness by
- fierce tropic suns. Each man wore
long hair and a beard, and was clad
solely in breech skins and moc-
casins.

The two Americans threw their
rifles to a ready position and looked
about them. Seven men completely
surrounded them.

“What a crew!” pgrunted Scotty.
“Thought you said this island was
uninhabited. Do you suppose these
people are descendants of the race
that carved them things we saw on
the knoll?”

“Naw, they’re castaways, same as
us, I'll lay you. Am I right, sailor?”

The question had been addressed to
a man who was fully as big as Tiny,
and who carried an ironwood spear.

He wore a breech-clout of leopard -

skin from which his biceps bulged
almost as thick as an ordinary man’s
thighs. He seemed to wear a perpetual
contemptuous sneer.

“You said it, mate,” he answered.
“And who are you swabs?”

“I’'m Tiny Beal; my shipmate here
is Scotty Kildare. We're castaways
from the barkentine Island Belle.
She went down at the atoll of
Tuanga. We're the only survivors, I
suppose.”

The other laughed harshly, show-
ing strong, white teeth.

“The Island Belle! That damned,
rotten old tub should have been at

the bottom of Davey Jones’ locker
long ago!” .

“Another ship went down!”
screeched the skinny old man glee-
fully. “And now they’re here! They’ll
never get away! This is the isle of
the damned!” He pointed a bony
finger and again burst into a wild
laugh.

“Shut up, Socrates, you cackling
old idiot, or I'll pin you to that palm-
tree with my spear,” blasted the
brown giant.

The old man quieted. “All right,
Bucko! All right!” Evidently Bucko
had established himself as king of
this little group of castaways.

“I wonder what would happen if
that sailor and Tiny should tangle?”
Scotty asked himself silently.

UCKO turned back to Tiny.

“Let’s all set down and chin-
chin. We’ve been ten years on this
God-forsaken island. Like you, we
were wrecked on a reef. The Lady
May, our craft was. There were more
of us at first, but the battle for lead-
ership, little differences of opinion
now and then—you understand.”

The two Americans nodded, study-
ing the group. There was a big
Lascar, with a deep scar and poison-
ous eyes. There was a Swede, with
a battered nose and piggish eyes.
There was a blond youth of about
twenty-five, There were two men of
uncertain nativity, whose faces
showed all the evil of the seven seas.
Bucko and Socrates completed the
hard looking group.

The blond youth was different.
His face was wistful and his blue
eyes held a look of perpetual longing
for things that lay beyond the South-
ern seas. Tiny and Scotty learned
later that he was “Blondy” Ryan,
and that he had been cabin boy
aboard the ill fated Lady May.

Bucko said that he and his follow-
ers had become adept in the use of
primitive weapons, and in devising
dead-falls and snares. Old “Socrates”
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had been a missionary, whom the Lady
May had picked up on a Pagan
island. He had gradually gone crazy.

“Rifles!” Bucko said in a low,
gloating voice, avidity gleaming in
his hard blue eyes. “Long time no
see. Now we can knock over some of
the big game that has been too wary
for us. Let’s have a look-see.”

He held a tattooed hand toward
Tiny Beal. Tiny thought swiftly,
and then handed over his gun. With
the exception of Blondy, he had no
doubt that these men were as hard
as the human rats who had drowned
aboard the Island Belle. But what
had he and Scotty to fear? Why
should this tough crew harm them?
They carried nothing of value.

Bucko handled the rifle fondly;
aimed with it and smacked his lips
with satisfaction.

“Do you mind if me and Swede
go out and knock over a deer? We're
a little shy of meat in camp right
now.”’

“No, shove right off,” consented
Tiny,

“Get the other rifle, Swede, and
let’s pull the mudhook,” Bucko or-
dered.

Scotty looked a bit dubious as the
Swede reached a big, knuckled hand
for the weapon. He shot a glance
at his partner. Tiny nodded slightly,
and Scotty gave over the rifle.

Bucko and Swede quickly disap-
peared into the brush, leaving the
men about the campfire to talk,

Within a comparatively short time
Bucko and Swede were back but they
carried no game, nor had any one
heard a shot. The sneer on Bucko’s
cruelly handsome face was one of
triumph now and Swede was grin-
ning openly, his little pig-eyes
squinted. Both Tiny and Scotty
showed suspicion and uneasiness.

Bucko threw out his great chest
and looked about the group. He ran
iron-hook fingers through his brown
beard and exchanged glances with
Swede. Suddenly both men pitched

their rifles to their shoulders. One

covered Tiny, the other Scotty.
“Rise and stand anchored!”’ Bucko

ordered, his voice like the sound of

a saw, ripping through hardwood.

LOWLY, without a word, the two

American adventurers got up.
Tiny’s blunt features once more were
like those of a stone face. His dark
eyes were smoky. Scotty’s round face
was red, his blue eyes snapping.

“What’s this?” he burst out an-
grily.

Bucko smirkerd at him; then jerked
his head aside and commanded:

“Lash them to a couple of palm-
trees, Lascar, you and Blondy.”

“I say, Bucko, what do you mean
to—"" Blondy started to protest.

“Shut up! Do as I tell you, or I'li
knock your head off!” Once more
his voice had blasted, and once more
the explosion brought immediate obe-
dience. The scarfaced Lascar and
Blondy moved forward. Bucko waved
slightly with the leveled rifle.

“Get over there and stand-to, with
your sterns against a couple of them
palm trees!”

They were bound to the slender
stems of coco-palms; then Bucko and
Swede lowered the rifles. “All right,
my hearties, gather round and squat
for a powwow. I've got big news for
you,” called Bucko.

Curiously the men drew into a
close group and sat down, ringing
Bucko and Swede.

“These two swabs come ashore in
a staunch boat. Rigged with sail, she
could make the Isle of Ilili, in good
weather, and from there she could
follow a chain of lesser isles until
she reached a trade route. Rescue,
then, would be certain,” explained
Bucko.

Howls of delight went up from the
crowd.

“But!” supplemented Bucko, and
immediately the howling ceased.
There was a tense silence now, as his
cold gaze roved over the group.
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“There will be room in the craft
for only four men. Since me and
Swede hold the rifles”—he grinned,
and once more looked slowly over
the crowd—*“we’ll be two of that four.
The rest of you can draw to see
who’ll be the other two. The new-
comers are out. They don’t belong to
our crew.”

Skinny old Socrates scrambled to
his feet and flew at Bucko.

“'m going, draw or no draw!
This is the isle of lost souls! There’ll
never be another chance! Never,
never, never!” he screeched.

A powerful hand slapped onto his
long, thin neck and sent him spin-
-ning away, to land in a sitting posi-
tion.

“You can’t leave me, I tell you., I

won’t take a chance. I'm going!
I_H‘
A shot cracked out. Bucko had

fired from the hip. Socrates lurched
to a stop, an amazed expression on
his face, his eyes rolling dazedly.
A bright serpent of blood sprang
from a small hole in his ribby chest
and started streaking down his skinny
body. A shocked silence lay upon the
group.

With a whimpering cry, Socrates
collapsed. For a moment he writhed,
then shuddered and became still.

“That was a damned lousy trick,”
Tiny Beal stated in a matter of fact
tone.

“Nobody but a yellow-belly would
have done it,” joined in Scotty Kil-
dare.

UCKO sneered. He squared

around, cocked the rifle. Tiny’s
brows drew like a stormcloud over
the pools of his eyes. His square,
massive face was defiant.

“Go ahead and shoot, you scum!
You'’d better, for if I ever get a
chance at you I'll—"

“No!” called Swede, as the rifle
swung up to a nut-brown cheek.
“Remember! We can use them. We

no want to do das work ourselves!”

THRILLING ADVENTURES

“Yeh! That’s right.” Bucko whirled.
“Bring the dice and the cup, Blondy.
We'll see who goes with me and
Swede. Wish I could take all you
sailors, but on such a long trip the
boat will stand only four men
aboard.”

Silently Blondy brought five dice,
made from wood. He placed them in
a bamboo cup and set them in the
center of the circle. Tiny and
Scotty watched, fascinated.

“The two high men go,” stated
Bucko. “Since Socrates is out, that
leaves only two men who must stay.
Go to it, sailors.”

The scarfaced Lascar was first to
cast. His score was very low. Next
a flat-faced, hard-mouthed ruffian took
the dice. The Lascar, desperate be-
cause of his low score, accused the
man of cheating. Then both men
leaped up and flew at each other with
knives, the only weapons they had
brought with them from the Lady
May.

The battle which followed was sick-
ening to the two captive Americans.
The Lascar and his opponent were
like animals, Teeth gritted, eyes flam-
ing, they literally slashed each other
to ribbons. The stamping of their
moccasined feet, and the hissing of
their hot breaths were the only sounds
to be heard. The others watched tense,
wordless.

With a gurgling groan, the flat-
faced man went down, his throat cut
from ear to ear. The Lascar stood
panting, clutching his dripping knife,
he grinned venomously at Bucko.

“I go, yes?”

“You will stand by your score. Now
Blondy, you and Singapore shoot.”

The curly haired young fellow and
a squat, ugly, ruffian moved to the cen-
ter of the ring and knelt., Blondy
raked up the dice and dropped them
into the bamboo cup. Tiny Beal and
Scotty Kildare watched, fascinated.

Blondy won. The two contestants
stood up. Singapore had shot an even
lower score than Lascar. For a mo-

}
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ment he stood glaring, as if hating
them both for beating him.

Suddenly Singapore spat out a bit-
ter oath, wheeled, and went racing for
the brush.

“He go for das boat,” yapped Swede.
His and Bucko’s rifles went up and
both weapons cracked simultane-
ously. Singapore’s nearly naked body
whipped forward and crashed life-
lessly into the bushes,

““That leaves only four of us,” ex-
ulted the Lascar. ‘“Which mean I go,
yes?”

Bucko’s sneer was gone.” He was
deadly grim. Slowly he shook his
head, staring at the scarfaced man in
a deadly way.

“You’re all slashed up, Lascar.
You’re dead on your feet and don’t
know it. This is an act of mercy for
you.”

RACK went the rifle and the fel-

low’s head flew back. The bullet
had struck him in the face. He
whirled around and hit the ground
hard. A moment later his death-
throes had ceased.

“And that leaves only three,” Bucko
remarked callously, as he levered a
fresh cartridge into the firing cham-
ber.

“It’s just as well. The boat will
carry safer, and there’ll be just a
three-way split of the pearls.”

He shifted around on his powerful
legs and again faced the captives.
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