


























Savage Paradise

Until we met at Suhiti, that cinder heap
of the Sultry Straits, I had managed always
to avoid him in his more lurid periods, but
he had sworn that sooner or later he would
“christen” me thoroughly.

Of the actual christening my recollec-
tions are vague and troubled. I believe the
orgy started respectably, and on my part
with the very best intentions, at the Hotel
Gabricl Rossetti. It finished disreputably
enough—my recollection is of hot surging
darkness, shot through with flashes of light,
the sound of breaking glass, the thud of
blows taken and given and then a blank, till
I awoke at sunrise on the beach.

WAS roused finally by MacGrath, who

prodded without mercy, and sat up to
find Yuan Pei-fu standing beside us. His
rickshaw, with its uniformed boy squatting
beside it, stood a few yards away, and very
obviously Yuan himself had slept virtu-
ously during the past night and had never
in his life been the worse for liquor.

I was embarrassed, for Yuan owned most
of the undertakings in the Islands from
which money could be made. He held in
his delicate yellow fingers threads of diplo-
macy, intrigue and war, which ran to
Tokyo, Pekin, Sydney and even sometimes
to that old gray mother of wisdom, London
herself. More important than that he was
a Chinese gentleman whose ancestry car-
ried back to the shadows before the Tsin
dynasty. I had dined with him more than
once, discussing with him weightily across
coffee-cups the improvement of the world;
it was not nice to confront him thus, squat-
ted like a poor white in a native compound.

I should not have been surprised had he
stirred me delicately with his foot, but cool
beneath a wide-brimmed straw hat trimmed
with green silk, he bowed and wished me
good morning with utter unconcern.

“Pull yourself together. and for God’s
sake stop looking as if you want to cry.”
MacGrath begged. “Yuan from the Land
of Chrysanthemums has got a jobh for us.”

“He's got no job for me,” T said. *I
shall presently return to my decent hotel.
bath, and have tiffin. [ shall then try to
forget 1 have ever known vou."”

“A wise decisinn, Mr. Matheson.” Yuan
Pei-fu murmured. *Adventures are to the
adventurous.”

I was annoyed for no reason at all, unless
because my head was aching abominably
again; but MacGrath prevented a reply.

“Our friend,” he told me sadly, getting to

THE BLUE

his feet and dragging me up with him,
“‘swears by the souls of his ancestors that
last night, when the bowl was flowing, I
promised to take command of the Emma,
bound this morning for foreign parts. I
can’'t deny the charge, though it doesn't
sound like me to start work. As the Em-

- ma is spitting steam and impatience along-

side his jetty with my kit thoughtfully put
aboard, I'd better be going. Coming?”

What maggot was it invaded my aching
head? 1I'm not particularly thin-skinned,
but Yuan Pei-fu’s ‘‘Adventures are to the
adventurous’ rankled.

“How long will you be away?” I asked.

“Six weeks or so—Les Veuves, Blue
Reefs and so on. There’ll be time to write
a note for Ito, and if you feel the Times
may go broke while you're away, you can
cable.”

I may as well admit here that I have not
an adventurous disposition. 1 was in the
south from pure laziness. 1 love the good
glad sun, the physical and mental ease, the
lack of convention and artificial restraint
to be found among the Islands. Fate in the
shape of desperately energetic forebears, has
endowed me with the wherewithal to do as
1 please where I please; and though in
those days I pretended to preserve my self-
respect by acting as “Our own Correspond-
ent” to a journal, not the Times, it really
mattered to nobody very much whether I
was in Suhiti or Valparaiso, Magellan or
Herschel Island—or indeed whether I were
alive or dead.

MacGrath observed me with the good-
natured contempt of a big brother for a
very small one.

“You're not gun-running?” I said.

His eycbrows lifted.

“What nasty minds newspaper people
have!” he murmured to Yuan Pei-fu.
“Even making allowance for his state—"

“There will be no gun-running, Mr.
Matheson,” Yuan assured me. “A little
smuggling perhaps—a very little.”

“T’ll go if you permit me,” I said, little
knowing to what a trail of battle and mur-
der I was committing myself.

Yuan was honored. He assured me of
the fact in his most felicitous English, and
dismissing his rickshaw he started to walk
with us toward Suhiti.

TO reach our destination, we were com-

pelled to cut through a segment of the
respectable European quarter. Before we
reached its white bungalows and vine-cov-


























































































Border Men

HE door opened, and a slim young man,
dressed in flying overalls came in.
“Who's doing the praying?” he asked with
a boyish grin. ‘“Doggone! Gats out and
everything!  Quit it, gents—this is no

time for a display of hardware. Let your
arm come straight, Joe. Bill, you bring

that gat up from under the table. I'm a
shootin’ scoun-da-rel, and I'll kill the both
of you deader than a wagon-tire if you
don’t act your age.”

The tone was gay and joking, and both
men, the tenseness suddenly lifted, laughed.

“Tell Bill to put his rod on the table,”
said Werner. “Then I'll park alongside.”

“Do it, Bill—]Joe will play fair. If he
don’t, I'll come on board him myself, good
and plenty.”

Ganer put his gun on the table; and as
he did so, Werner loosened the automatic
from the clip holding it up his sleeve.

“That damn’ thing will hang on you some
day,” sneered Ganer as Werner laid the gun
on the table. “I hope I'm there to see it.”

“You wont be,” answered Werner grimly.
“You’ll be knocked off and eating sand for
breakfast long before that time comes.”

“Call the feudin’ off a few minutes,” said
the young man, who was called Skybo be-
cause he flew a plane. Both Werner and
saner laughed. There was an intangible
something about the gay young flyer, whom
they knew was a dead shot and equipped
“with a chilled-steel nerve, that appealed to
them both. He was much younger than
most of their men, and always seemed
happy. Life to him appeared a huge joke
—to be laughed at and played with. The
two hard-boiled gamblers, dope-runners
and killers, used to hard-faced, vicious-
hearted men, probably found a certain re-
lief in Skybo.

“Did the Sniffling Kid tell you that Mac
and Rizetta were relaxin’ in the booby-
hatch in Yuma?”

“Yes,” said Werner. “That’s all he did
tell us, though. Did vou get through,
Skybo?”

The young man reached into the inside
pocket of his overall and drew out a roll
of yellow-backed bills. tossing it on the
table.  “Yeah. brother, T always get
through. Twenty grand-—count ’er, gents.”

“And while you are doing it,”" said Ganer
with a grin. “toss half of it over here.”

“Try and get it.,” answered Werner.
“You're done, feller.”

“Am I? Well—”

“You'll both of vou be done in a few
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hours,” interrupted Skybo curtly. Mac
has squealed.”

“What?”’ shouted Werner.
little rat! T'll put him—"

“Steady does it,” interrupted Ganer.
“Tell us just what you know, Skybo.”

“I met Danton, the lad that stays out at
the transfer. He's got a friend that is a
deputy sherifi—you know, the one that
passes the loads along. Well, he told Dan-
ton that he was at the pogie when they
brought Mac and Rizetta in, and he stuck
around.”

“Who knocked them off?’" asked Werner.

“The Federal dicks. Danton said this
John Law tipped him that Mac was telling
them all about it, and that Rizetta was
hanging tough.”

“All Mac knows could be put on the back
of a postage stamp,” sneered Werner. *“‘I'm
not worrying about that. Did they have a
chance to dump the load?”

“No. The Government cops jumped
them while they were turning in at Pedro’s
to transfer.”

“What was Manny Allmayer and Con-
nors doing all that time?” demanded
Werner.

“Both dead in the barn,” answered
Skybo cheerfully. ‘‘Pedro had a gun point-
ing at his ribs when he waved the boys to
come on.”

“How do you know?” asked Ganer.

“Pedro told Mac before they tock him
in. Mac told the John Law—the John Law
told Danton—and Danton told me,” an-
swered Skybo with a grin. “Did you think
I was there, Bill?”

“The dirty

GANER laughed. “I thought you might

have been flying over. Just how much
does Mac know of this game all the way
through. Werner?”

“He had charge of transportation below
the line,” answered Werner shortly, ‘‘and
that's all. If he knows anything else, he
gumshoed it.”

“What he tells and what they can prove
are two different things.” sneered Ganer.
“Well, if you say so, Joe. I'll stick along
until we get it settled. T never ran yet,
when the bulls showed.”

“All right—jake with me. —Skybo,
supposin’ you drift over and see if you can
pick up any dope on how far Mac opened
up. Got money enough?”

“I could use a grand,” answered Skybo
with a grin. “Thanks!”—as Werner tossed
it over, in one bill.






























At the height of 1pe-
cac’s activities he heard
the wheels of doom.
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to interfere with his business around Tuxedo
Junction than a long run with longer lay-
overs at the far end. Neither could Susie
—which was why her mind was set upon it.
Ipecac never had heard about the irresistible
force meeting the immovable object, but
some such event was in his mind when
Susie should finally come up against his
anti-portering complex, reinforced by the
redoubtable Bees Knees’ persuasive friend.
Until that time, lpecac said nothing and
sawed battercakes.

Ufder the influence of the food and
promised deliverance, his mind cleared fur-
ther. Bees Knees and his friend would fix
everything. It was a promise. Ipecac
cheered to the point of asking for a third
egg—and not getting it. Indeed, there
seemed to be something suddenly symbolic
about that third egg. Right then and there
Ipecac started not getting some more things.
A knock at the front door filled him with
mingled hope and alarm before he remem-
bered that it was yet too early for the anti-
portering and pro-paper-passing combine to
call. Nor was Susie’s cousin due yet, either.

SL'SIE set up vibrations and tremblings in

the loosely built shack as she lumbered
toward the front door to answer the knock.
Shortly after which the surrounding atmos-
phere took up the business of vibrating and
trembling as Susie answered not only the
knock but, evidently, eleven-tenths of what
the knocker had to say. In fact, it would
be perfectly noticeable to anyone within a
couple of blocks that somebody was getting
turned down, hard. Susie was at her vocal
best as she slammed back into that portion
of the house where her lord and master con-
tinued to breakfast apprehensively.

“Man wid nine child’en passin’ a paper
to git up money fo’ a awphan ‘sylum fo’ he
chu’ch!” she snorted explanatorily as she
moved the remaining eggs well back out of
Ipecac’s reach. “Aint nothin’—’cep’ a
husband—dat pester me more 'n a paper-
passin’ nigger!”

Ipecac suddenly and disastrously remem-
bered something, and showed the whites of
his eyes at the memory. Nothing in Susie’s
remarks or the motion of her skillet-arm
sounded or looked like Welcome to Our
City when his church-building friend with
the subscription list should show up—which
would but increase the severity of the labors
thus laid out for the eminent adjuster of
domestic discords who was scheduled to ac-
company him. All in all, it began to look

By Arthur K. Akers

as though Ipecac had been unduly in-
fluenced toward optimism by the barbecue
and big talk of the previous evening. LEven
Trombone could tell that this was distinctly
the wrong morning for approaching Susie
with a subscription paper.

Vague thoughts of posting himself at the
mouth of Alley G with a red flag in the in-
terest of longevity on the part of Bees
Knees and his influential friend began to
mingle in Ipecac’s head with more definite

. ones of boarding an outbound freight train.

But, again. trains reminded him of Pull-
man cars and portering—the precise thing
he was out to avoid. You could lead a boy
to a Pullman but you couldn't make him
porter, was Ipecac’s stubborn stand.

Frantically his mind began to dash about
within the four walls of his newest dilemma.
Selling Susie on the idea in advance—if
possible—seemed the best, indeed the only
hope of escape. Preparation of her mind
for impending events forthwith became Ipe-
cac’s policy.

“Fo’ out of five niggers in D’mop'lis
cain’t git inside de Predest’'narian Chu’ch
dar now,” he opened his feeble argument to
her. “Hit’s too small—"

“Yeah, an’ fo’ out of five niggers in
Bumin’ham cain’t git inside dat unifawm
dey got over at de Tu’minal station fo’ you
—hit’s too small, too,” Susie yanked the
conversation firmly back into place. ‘“White
man say fo’ you be dar at two ’clock: dey’s
too much class to de noon train fo’ boy like
you—you goes out on de three-fawty fo’
New Yawk.”

Mr. Ingalls watched the clouds begin to
roll up along his personal horizon. Am-
monia and Tuxedo Junction began to fade.
Despite the fact, Ipecac had to get back to
Tuxedo—for Ammonia’s desirable sake and
because it was about the last place in which
her violent husband would expect to find
Ipecac again.

EANTIME—and regardless—it be-
hooved Mr. Ingalls to hustle back to
the Royal Presidential in an endeavor to-
warn the unsuspecting Bees Knees that this
was no day to pass papers in Alley G, no
matter how worthy the cause, how great ihe
need of the passer. Some totally different
scheme was going to be necessary, instead,
to avert portering and improve Ipecac’s
personal standing around his home.
“Now whar at you gwine?” demanded
Susie, however, as he began edging toward
the gate on that errand.

























































A Fighting Man of Mars

valley, it is true—a valley hemmed in, as
far as we could see, by mighty cliffs, but yet
a valley of life and fertility and beauty
bathed in the hot light of the sun.

“It is not quite the surface of Barsoom,”
said Nur An, “but it is the next best thing.”

“And there must be a way out,” I said.
“There must be. If there is not, we will
make one.”

“Right you are, Hadron of Hastor,” he
cried. “We will make a way. Come!”

Before us the banks of the roaring river
were lined with lush vegetation; great trees
raised their leafy branches far above the
waters; brilliant, scarlet sward was lapped
by the little wavelets and everywhere were
blooming gorgeous flowers and shrubs of
many hues and shapes. Here was a vegeta-
tion such as T had never seen before upon
the surface of Barsoom. Here were forms
similar to those with which I was familiar
and others totally unknown to me, yet all
were lovely, though some were bizarre.

MERGING, as we had, from the dark

and gloomy bowels of the earth, the
scene before us presented a view of won-
drous beauty and, while doubtless enhanced
by contrast, it was nevertheless such an
aspect as is seldom given to the eyes of a
Barsoomian of today to view. To me it
seemed a little garden spot upon a dying
world preserved from an ancient era when
Barsoom was young and meteorological con-
ditions were such as to favor the growth
of vegetation that has long since become
extinct over practically the entire area of
the planet. In this deep valley, surrounded
by lofty eliffs, the atmosphere doubtless
was considerably denser than upon the sur-
face of the planet above. The sun’s rays
were reflected by the lofty escarpment,
which must also hold the heat during the
colder periods of night and, in addition to
this, there was ample water for irrigation
which nature might easily have achieved
through percolation of the waters of the
river through and beneath the top soil of
the valley.

For several minutes Nur An and I stood
spellbound by the bewitching view and then
espying luscious fruit hanging in great clus-
ters from some of the trees, and bushes
loaded with berries, we subordinated the
esthetic to the corporeal and set forth to
supplement our meal of raw fish with the
exquisite offerings which hung:so tempt-
ingly before us.

As we started to move through the vege-
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tation we became aware of thin threads of
a gossamer-like substance festooned from
tree to tree and bush to bush, so fine as
to be almost invisible, yet they were so
strong as to impede our progress. It was
surprisingly difficult to break them and
when there were a dozen or more at a time
barring our way, we found it necessary to
use our daggers to cut a way through them.

We had taken only a few steps into the
deeper vegetation, cutting our way through
the gossamer strands, when we were con-
fronted by a new and surprising obstacle
to our advance—a large, venomous-look-
ing spider that scurried toward us in an in-
verted position, clinging with a dozen legs
to one of the gossamer strands, which
served both as its support and its pathway,
and if its appearance was any index to its
venomousness it must, indeed, have been
a deadly insect.

As it came toward me,—apparently with
the most sinister of intentions,—I hastily
returned my dagger to its scabbard and
drew my short sword, with which I struck
at the fearsome-looking creature. As the
blow descended, it drew back so that my
point only slightly scratched it, whereupon
it opened its hideous mouth and emitted
a terrific scream so out of proportion to its
size and to the nature of such insects with
which T was familiar that it had a most ap-
palling effect upon my nerves. Instantly
the scream was answered by an unearthly
chorus of similar cries all about us and im-
mediately a swarm of these horrid insects
came racing toward us upon their gossamer
threads. Evidently this was the only po-
sition which they assumed in moving about
and their webs the only means to that end,
for their twelve legs grew upward from
their backs, giving them a most uncanny
appearance.

Fearing that the creatures might be
poisonous, Nur An and I retreated hastily
to the mouth of the cavern and as the
spiders could not go beyond the ends of
their threads, we were soon quite safe from
them—but now the luscious fruit looked
more tempting than ever, since it seemed
to be denied to us.

“The road down the river is well
guarded,” said Nur An with a rueful smile.
“which might indicate a most desirable
goal.”

“At present that fruit is the most desir-
able thing in the world to me,” 1 replied,
“and I am going to try to discover some
means of obtaining it.”
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The Murder at the Beach

leather halr and big cow eyes—the type
that even sensible girls fall for at times. I
also learned that he was a motorboat en-
thusiast and owned a peach of a boat called
the Grayling.

I was in the city next day, and when I
was through at the Star, I went on down
to the Stell offices in Wall Street. T just
wanted to look the ground over. The girl
at the information-desk and switchboard
was a peach. I parked in front of her and
was giving her the once-over while she was
busy on the phone. Right there I had my
first bit of luck, my first break. About my
second look, I discovered that the pretty
girl was Kitty Archer from New Rochelle.
We used to go to the same Sunday school
when we were kids. I knew that she went
to business, but I'd never known where.
sShe did not know that I was on the Star
until T told her. T could sce she was im-
pressed and that made me feel better.

KI'I‘TY told me what I had expected to

be told, which was that Mr. Rhodes
had gone for the day. She added that in a
few minutes Miss Archer would be gone
for the day. 1 asked her if she was going
to catch the five-forty-two, and she said
that she was. I asked if I could ride out to
New Rochelle with her. She said I could
if I'd wait a minute for her. Wait for her?
Say, she was worth waiting for. I'd for-
gotten how pretty she was. I bought her a
soda before we got in the subway, and we
made the five-forty-two easy. I didn't ask
her any questions at first, I was too busy
renewing our acquaintance. I did steer the
talk around to the Underwood murder and
told Kitty what she didn’t know: that I
was one of those who found the body. That
thrilled her to know some one who was on
the inside of <o sensational a case. We were
drawing out of Pelham. the next stop to
New Rochelle, when T said casually:

“This must hit yvoung Rhodes pretty
hard. T have it on reliable authority that
he was engaged to her.”

Say. Kitty went straight up. She turned
on me like a tiger anckblurted out:

“Don’t vou helieve it! He was no more
engaged to her than he was to me. He
knows which side his bread is buttered,
helieve me! Why, his engagement to Helen
Stell is going to be announced next Sat-
urday.”

The minute it was out, she was sorry.
Seems that just as a nurse is not supposed
to carry tales of the patients they nurse,
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so a Wall Street switchboard operator is
not supposed to mention things they know
from hearing them over the wire. A kind
of your right hand not knowing what your
left hand does. Kitty knew this, and she
felt bad about what she had told me.

l WAS all excited inside. This was amaz-

ing news to me. Why, it pointed to a
motive. No one had been able to dope out
a motive up to now. I pacified Kitty the
best way I could. I told her it was all
right. She need not fear that I would quote
her; but she was sure she had done wrong.
I invited Kitty to go for a ride after din-
ner. I offered to take her up to Rve Beach
and show her where it had happened. I
could see that she was crazy to go, but she
said, “No, thank you.”

I.had to leave it at that. But I was cer-
tainly glad that I'd met her. She’d given
me a lot to think about. Not that my think-
ing did me much good. That night before
I went to bed I put a question-mark op-
posite Rhodes’ name in my notebook.
Then T had three question-marks all in a
row. They looked ridiculous. I had three
suspects, and they couldn't all be guilty.
Rivals in love may kill cach other-—that
happens frequently; but I never heard of
their joining together to kill their lady-love!
I pitched the notebook away from me,
turned out the light and went to bed. . . ..

There was the usual line of bunk in the
newspapers next day. The Star was as bad
as any of them. The police were expected
to make an arrest at any moment. You
know, the usual line of talk thev hand out
when they are stalling. In the Clarion there
was an interview with some doctor about
the weapon that was used. He said it was
an unusual one—not a stiletto. or a butcher-
knife as thev had first thought. but some-
thing that retained the best features of
both. The doctor was a foxy guy. He
wouldn’t commit himself except to say for
publication that it was unusual. I'read it,
as T did every line I could find about the
murder in any of the papers. That day it
was off the first page for the first time since
it happened. Yes, I thought, tomorrow it
will be further inside, and in about next
week it will join the list of unsolved mur-
ders.

I was walking along the street later that
day when I saw a sign in front of a church.
You know, one of these billboard effects to
show that the church is as least as much of
a go-getter as the local Chamber of Com-
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escaping through the tree-tops overhead.
Then there were rustlings in the jungle all
about them; the Sakai were giving back
stubbornly. One could hear the frequent
phew-pit! of sumpitan darts as they fired
at the advancing Malays. Once or twice
Sam thought he saw the long rod of a blow-
gun gleaming in the dense blackness all
around, but you could see nothing distinctly
save the red flash of a musket as it let go
somewhere in the underbrush.

Those flashes were coming on swiftly. A
harsh and barbarous voice kept calling
urgently, coming straight for the very ban-
yan under which Sam and his party sat.
That voice was Po-Ut’s, The renegade of
his people had already located the rattan
runway, and his purpose was evidently to
get to the end of it first and capture the
old and helpless in a lot when they arrived.

Swiftly the firing was concentrating in
their direction. Si Ular nudged Sam and
drew him within the huge roots of the ban-
yan, for bullets were combing the under-
brush all about them now, and a chance
one might hit the Tuan Besar. Also it was
necessary, he whispered, for them not to be
discovered here when the Malays came up.
Sam nodded. No; his idea was to lie low
and break in on these proceedings at just
the right moment.

Men were bursting triumphantly into the
grove from every direction. Torches flared
up. The light showed a vast glittering
canopy of leaves, like a dense black tent-
roof, high overhead. There were shouts of
exultation, pointings upward. Sam could
see dark figures up there high in the
branches, taut V's of rattan rope with
Sakai women and old men advancing
tremblingly along them like strings of
monkeys, their balance maintained by the
tenuous grasp of the nearest handful of
foliage. Iow wails of despair were coming
from them as they hesitated and stopped
under the discovery of those flares. Answer-
ing scrcams of dismay came from their
fighting men in the forest, a shower of darts,
one or two Sakai bursting out recklessly,
only to be shot down by the Malay muskets.

Then a naked and disheveled black
creature brandishing a kris rushed for the
banyan, followed by two active young
Malays. Up into its branches they
swarmed. Immediately after them came

running a shouting and gesticulating Malay .

chieftain in a gold turban, a sarong of silken
plaid girded up for battle, kris and musket
in hand. Quickly he posted his men for

By Warren Hastings Miller

the final rush when that rattan should be
cut and the Sakai come tumbling down, a
rich booty of slaves. Sam eyed him grimly
from concealment in the banyan thicket.
He knew those harsh and seamed features
with the evil almond cyes—Mat Tombak,
datu of his own village and supposedly the
trusted chief of police of this district of
the Upper Jelai—engaged in a private
slave-hunt on his own. [Ior that the pow-
der of muskets served out to him by a be-
nign government! A scoundrel indeed!

Up above, the bright flash of a kris
gleamed in the lurid torch-light. A group
of Sakai headed by an old man were chat-
tering with terror as they stood on the last
taut stretch of that rattan runway. They
were trying to turn around and go back,
but there was no time, for the rattan was
strumming and singing as the Malay up
there with the kris hacked at it. A fright-
ful fall and a hopeless lifetime of slavery
would be their lot within the next instant.

And then Sam raised his rifle and fired.
They did not wait for the falling kris and
its owner, but burst out of the banyan to-
gether, he and Dedham, and confronted
Mat Tombak with rifles at poise. Sam
leveled an accusing finger.

“You! Drop that musket! Throw down
that kris—quick/” he barked in a voice of
fury. “On your hams, every one of you!”

Their rifles swung menacingly, and every
Malay present made haste to assume a
humble and a squatting posture. The sur-
prise had been too great for even anger
to show its head. The Tuan Besar was
miraculously /%cre/ And he had caught
them all red-handed in the very act of slave-
raiding! And behind him stood the whole
power of the white government of Pahang.
They all knew that. Mat Tombak’s face
was contorted with rage, but he had noth-
ing to say.

“You are under arrest. Mat Tombak!”
Sam went on cuttingly, using not the cour-
teous “t/iou” but the contemptuous “vou,”
a term of insult to a Malay.

“Tie him up, Dedham!"" he added.

THAT last was too much for the war-chief

and Datu! When a-Malay feels that
the misfortunes of life are no longer to be
borne, he runs amok. Mat Tombak gave an
exhibition of that custom right then; for
with a swift stoop he had recovered his
kris, and in the same leap, swift as light,
he lunged with it at the Tuan Besar. It
was all swift as a flash of light—the mur-
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With his various sources of information,
Trevor learned that a Scotch naturalist
had leased two hundred acres of woodland
on part of the adjoining property, and had
run up a rough unplastered bungalow for
his biological work. This seemed inno-
cent enough—but His Lordship had two of
his men keep the naturalist under close
espionage—and learned from them that the
man was doing a lot of excavating under
his bungalow. After that report, the espi-
onage was even more strictly kept.

DDLY enough, it was Doctor Auch-

terlony who first produced, quite by
accident, something which the Earl instinc-
tively thought might be a step in the right
direction.  Auchterlony worked best at
night—though he admitted that in those
soundless underground chambers, by elec-
tric light, one hour was much like any other.
His Lordship had gone down with him after
dinner to watch a fusing from which the
scientist expected certain results. On the
long bench with various other specimens,
there was & partly translucent cube of some-
thing which the Earl picked up curiously.
It looked as if it would weigh about the
same as the glass bull’s-eye of a sidewalk
grating. But to his amazement it seemed
to weigh rather less than a similar block
of- magnesium or chalk.

“I say, Doctor!” he exclaimed. “What
the devil have you here? What’s this
stuff?  How strong is it?”

“Weel—it’ll hae fairly strong properties,
ye mind—but its possibeelities stop there.
It presents aboot its limit in lightness. I'll
no’ say it hasna strength enough for manu-
facturin’ use—for ye may bounce it.upon
the floor wi'oot chippin’ or crackin’—an’
it’ll no’ smash easily under a hammer. But
in the line of specific grravity, I've gone as
far as the stuff’ll be made to work oot, d'ye
see.”

“What's it made of?”

“In the beginning, forbve, there wair a
matter of forty percent solidified argon—
then there wair silicates of one sort or an-
ither, an’ mair stuff as matrix.”

“But don’t you know the exact propor-
tions and figures?  Can you reproduce it?”

“*Oh-—aye. There'll be mebbe a large
centainer fu’ of the stuff which I made for
cxperimental  purposes—an’ my calcula-
tions air always set doon in my note-books,
which T presairve most carefully. For any-
thing in which ye may find it usefu’, I can
rerroduce it in quantity at any time.”

. By Clarence Herbert New

“How expensive would it be?”

“Weel—I'd no’ figured the expense, as
yet. Posseebly twenty poonds for the con-
tainer-fu’ I hae the noo—but ye’ll obsairve
that is merely experimental production. It
micht be less in quantity.”

“If you've no objections, Doctor, I'd like
to see what Porchester can do with this,
electrically. He’ll have no knowledge of
how you produced it—probably mightn’t
duplicate the stuff in a year of experiment-
ing. But I'd like to have him go on from
where it is now and see if he can get any
further with it. What?”

“Oh, aye—of course! T'll be pleased to
mak’ as much as ye weesh o’ the stuff.”

Phoning to the Hall, Trevor had Por-
chester down in his own big laboratory—
the largest of all, with a motor-chamber ad-
joining—in twenty minutes. On the big
work-bench there were various pieces of
Auchterlony’s new ‘solid”’—some in the
form of cubes, two to six inches square—
some in one-inch bars a foot long.

Porchester picked up one of the bars, ex-
amining it in a strong light.

“What the devil is the stuff? Partly sili-
cates—judging from the semi-translucency!
What do ye wish me to do with it sir?”

“Consider it raw material an’ go on from
there—electrically. Auchterlony says he
can reproduce it in quantity, any time—
and that there’s solidified argon in it—"

“Moonshine! He was pulling your leg!””

“Quite possibly—though T doubt it. As
long as he can reproduce it and will sell me
the formula—for a price—what diff’rence
does it make how he got it? He attaches
no value to the stuff himself—says he’s
reached its limit in density, so that it's use-
less for what I asked him to get.”

Porchester dropped a two-inch cube on
the floor from a height of three feet, and
saw it rebound over ten feet in the air
without a trace of chipping.

*“H-m-m—lighter than magnesium—and
high resiliency. If there’s enough silicate,
it's a non-conductor. We’'ll test that first!”

LAYII\'G one end of the bar on the posi-

tive binding-post of a forty-five-volt
battery. he touched one wire from a volt-
meter to the negative post and the other
wire to the opposite end of the bar. The
needle didn’t even tremble—apparently
there wasn’t a trace of current passing
through the bar. Then Porchester wound
thirty or more turns of insulated wire
around the middle of the bar, attaching
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and six feet. As the bar was an inch
square and a foot long, they now had a
ratio of twelve cubic inches of the induc-
tion-treated solid supporting a dead weight
of four pounds in air as a liquid. Por-
chester said further experiments with the
solid would determine exactly at what vary-
ing heights above ground different-length
exposures to induction would make the
twelve cubic inches support the four pounds.

HIS next experiment was to slip a bar
into the inverted container on the edge
of the work-bench, while Earl Trevor sat
on it—then fasten a rope to the handle, and
let go of it. Had both of them not been
easing up the rope through their hands, the
container would have been smashed by the
force with which it started for the ceiling
—it took their body-weight to pull it down
again. Going up in the lift, they got into
one of the new planes, which His Lordship
took aloft until they reached twelve thou-
sand feet altitude. Here they unscrewed
the container-cover and eased out the two
bars—which immediately soared upward
until they entirely disappeared. At just
what hcight they would reach a stratum
of equilibrium, it was impossible to say—
but with sufficient exposure to such power-
ful induction, the Doctor was of the opinion
that they would rise out of the earth’s
forty-five-mile envelope of atmosphere.
“There’s one thing obvious—we’ll not
find it practical to handle the stuff with
more than a three-minute exposure to the
current. If we find it holds its gravity-
repelling qualities indefinitely, it’'ll be
mercly the question of bolting with thumb-
screws cnough two-by-twelve plates, half
an inch thick, to whatever you wish to lift
—simply adding additional pairs of plates
until the object floats off the ground. Con-
structing an airplane entirely of this solid
would be simply out of the question, be-
cause a reduction of fuel or any other load,
at any altitude, would simply result in send-
ing your boat up-an’-up until there’d be no
possibility of gettin’ her down again. By
using the lifting-power of this stuff in small
plates, fastened with thumbscrews, vou can
cqualize the lifting-power at any altitude by
simply uniastening an’ throwing out a few
plates which never would fall to the ground.
Of course it's merely so much algebra figur-
ing out the heights at which a given num-
ber of plates will neutralize an’ keep the
plane afloat. motionless, in mid-air—an’
I'll caution yvou now, sir, never to leave the

THE BLUE

ground with full neutralization at that level
—because, with your ailerons an’ rudders,
vou'll be able to neutralize an’ float any-
where within thousand-foot strata-limits by
the manipulation of your plane alone.
We’re by no means certain as yet of what
we have worked out—I’ll want at least a
fortn’t more of experimentin’ before I'm
sure, as a scientist. But I’'m hopin’.”

Meanwhile, the Wilhelmstrasse man was
permitted to finish his tunnel—to come up
in the Trevor woods one night, and prowl
through them to the hundred-foot-square
building over the big central shaft, which
he couldn’t enter because it was too well
guarded, but assumed to be either a ma-
chine-shop or laboratory or combination of
both. He also got a casual look at the air-
plane runway, the hangars and assembling-
shop. Then he was chased back to his hole
in the ground. Next morning, he was ar-
rested by one of the local constables upon
a charge of burglariously entering the
Trevor estate—but as His Lordship refused
to prosecute, the man was warned by the
magistrate to leave the county and not enter
it again under penalty of immediate arrest.
He had seen only what the Earl was per-
fectly willing to have him see!

HORTLY after the conclusive tests had
been made, Earl Trevor ran up with the
Countess for an audience with the King at
Windsor. He described to His Majesty the
idea he’d had in mind and the progressive
steps by which the discovery had been
worked out. The King was frankly skep-
tical, but intensely interested none the less.
Presently he expressed a desire to see the
new plane in the air; finally he agreed to
spend a week-end at Trevor Hall accom-
panied by two of his equerries—General
Lord Ferningham, Commander-in-Chief of
the Army—and General Sir Thomas Mas-
siter, Chief of the Royal Air Force. His
Majesty had been at the Trevor mansion in
Park Lane upon more than one occasion,
but never had seen the Decvon estate of
which he had heard a good deal from time
to time. To avoid observation and com-
ment in the news-sheets, the party motored
down with His Lordship in two of the Tre-
vor cars.

Next morning the party were driven
down through the forest to inspect every-
thing that could be scen above ground—
His Majesty and the Larl going down to the
laboratories and shops below, unaccom-
panied. Then the “mystery plane” was
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nothing he could do for the poor fellow ly-
ing there. When they came back—if they
came back—they could pick him up. For
the present he must go on. What deadly
hide-and-seek game was he playing?

“Do what your man says,” had been the

instructions. Did they cover such a cir-
cumstance as this? He must assume that
they did.

“Number 27—they're trapped!”

Seemingly the mumbled words still rang
in his ears. They must find Number 27
then. And anyone outside the house, or op-
posing their passage, must be considered as
an enemy. That meant, in this day and
place, shooting first and asking questions
later; there were only two kinds of people in
Vladivostok now—the quick and the dead.

And as they went he whispered his in-
structions to his men. Some one trapped
in Number 27—some one they must rescue.
No need to say more. His men knew the
situation as well as he did.

FIFTY yards—a hundred—and still no

sign of life in the black street. Another
flash of the searchlight. Number 21.
Three doors farther, then.

‘“Easy, corporal,” Grant cautioned.
most there—watch out!”

Somewhcre down the street—very near,
a whistle trilled; an odd. shrill, bird-like
call. Like an echo, a door banged. Grant
threw the beam of the pocket-flash where he
thought the entrance of Number 27 ought
to be. Into the flickering light popped sev-
eral human forms, rushing out of the door-
way. One stopped, lifted an arm and
hurled something behind him into the house.
From across the street a pistol crashed.
The rifles of the patrol cracked viciously
as the soldiers loosed pot-shots at the fleeing
men and at the attacker opposite them.

A sheet of tlame split the night, leaping
from that doorway, and a rocking blast
crashed on their ear-drums, reverberating
through the street. That last man had
thrown a hand-grcnade as he fled from
the building! Grant and his men hugged
the snowdrifts, their blinded eyes blinking
in the darkness.

They held their positions for an instant,
then something dark moved, limned against
the white snow, just across the street. The
corporal fired. An unearthly screech an-
swered the shot and the black thing jumped
and laid quiet.

The patrol slipped down opposite where
the grenade had burst and crouched again.

((Al_

By Captain R. Ernest Dupuy

“I'm going in,” whispered Grant. “One
man watch up the street, one down, one the
opposite side. You cover me, Corporal, but
don’t follow unless I call.”

Pistol in one hand, flash in the other, the
lieutenant crawled into the shattered door-
way, stinking with the explosive fumes,
over the litter of debris. Gaining the en-
trance he lay and listened. Something
murmured inside—a groaning whisper.
Grant took a chance.

“Amerikansky!” he called, cautiously.

There was no answer. Still that faint
groaning murmur came to his ears. Again
he called, and a slight movement some-
where inside followed. Some one spoke—
an unintelligible sing-song.

“Amerikansky!” repeated the officer for
the third time. His flashlight for a mo-
ment illuminated the vestibule, the shat-
tered door sagging on its hinges, the mess
of splinters and crumpled woodwork left
by the grenade's burst.

“If you are an American,” some one said
in perfect English, not ten feet from him,
“you should have a token to show me.”

Grant bethought himself of the coin that
the dying fugitive had shoved into his
hand. He fumbled in his pocket, found it,
and lying on the ground, his pistol against
his chest, held it out. With his other hand
he once more winked his electric flash on
the coin, or rather, half of a coin, about the
size of a silver dollar, of copper, and
broken jaggedly.

“Please come in, invited the unknown.
Grant wriggled through the wrecked en-
trance and scrambled to his feet in the dark-
ness. It was eerie work, standing in that
black hall. What was he running into?

“Who is there?” he demanded. ‘“What
is the matter?”

“Put on your light,” was the answer.
“They are gone for the instant. But you
must be quick. They will return.”

HE flicked on the searchlight. In front
of him stood an odd figure—a man

clad in the quilted outer garments and wool
hat of a Mongolian wanderer. The stern
face and black eyes that confronted him,
however, were those of a man of education .
—the features almost European—no coolie,
this. In one outstretched hand the other
held a fragment of coin. The other hand,
by his side, held a pistol.

“Assure yourself,” he cautioned.
will fit.”

Grant extended the portion of coin he

“They
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Through the deserted streets Mumford
raced, with pounding heart and gasping
sobs, bending his steps towards L Com-
pany’s barracks, the nearest to the railway
station. It was a long half-mile and he was
winded when he got near it. Then the
thought flashed through his mind that this
was L Company’s night for M. P. duty on
Kopek Hilll There would be only a hand-
ful of men remaining in barracks! Well,
perhaps he could gather a few anyway. He
neared the corner, just a block from the
barracks. A flicker of light met his eyes.
Odd, that light. What was it? He turned
the corner and the light flared up—flames
from the barracks windows, roaring flames!
No help from L Company tonight!

ESPERATELY he turned to make his

way to his own company—M—Ileaving
behind him the gathering street crowd and
the few soldiers working like demons to
fight the fire. Eight men were dying in
that trap, as he was to learn later; eight
men caught asleep in their beds! But the
corporal had no time to speculate on what
was happening there. M Company was
the only hope now, for the other companies
were quartered too far away to be of use.

The Japanese barracks lay on his route,
and he made a detour about them, noting
as he did that a column of motor lorries
was rumbling into the barracks gate. Their
movement was about to begin!

Staggering like a drunken man he
plunged on, his fumbling fingers casting off
first his belt and gun, then his hampering
overcoat. That weight off, he felt better,
With gritted teeth and clenched hands he
lunged ahead. He had been running for
hours, it seemed, when the old Russian bar-
racks where M was quartered loomed in
front of him and he caromed into the post-
ern gate and the arms of an anxious com-
pany commander.

“What'’s up, Corporal?> There’s a fire
back there and the telephone line is cut, I
have just sent patrols out. Quick, man,
what’s up?”

But Mumford could only gasp.

“Railway station—Licutenant Grant says
—railway-—we must take—Dbefore Japs!”

And he pressed into the Captain’s hand the

token that Grant had handed to him.

The Captain gazed at it in the light of
the lantern held by the sergeant of the
guard. A broken copper piece, about the
size of a silver dollar, with part of the image
of an angry Buddha leering up at him.

By Captain R. Ernest Dupuy

He turned to the bugler beside him.

“Sound ‘Recall’ for those patrols! Ser-
geant, turn out the company!” He fairly
shook the panting corporal. “To the rail-

way station? Any other word from Grant?”

I’latoon leaders’ and section chiefs’ whis-
tles were shrilling now and the barracks
was vomiting armed men into the courtyard
—uarmed men who fell into ranks with the
precision of veteran troops.

“You must go by motor—]Japs have
trucks!”

Mumford was attempting to catch his
breath and tell his story at the same time.

“We can’t, man! You know that. There
are trucks here, but the motor transport
men are not quartered with us. We’ll have
to march!”

“Wont do—wont do! You'll be too late.
The Japs have trucks, I tell youl” gasped
Mumford.

“Beg your pardon, sir.”

The Captain turned angrily at the inter-
ruption. A Canadian soldicr stood before

“him.

‘“‘Begging your pardon, sir, I've heard the
conversation. There’s five of us here been
havin’ a chat and a smoke with some of
your men. We’re transport men, an’ if
you need drivers, we’re here!”

“You'’re on, soldier! There are your
trucks, oiled and gassed. Get going!”

And in as many minutes, five trucks,
crammed with Yankee fighting men and
driven by Canadian chauffeurs, went rum-
bling out of M Company’s barracks, to go
thundering through the streets of Vladi-
vostok, with flaring lights and screaming
sirens.

“It’s ‘Two Nines,’ feller!” yelped an ex-
New York City fireman. “General alarm
from the Battery to the Bronx!”

And as they went roaring into the night,
Mumford on the leading truck with the
Captain, pointed down a cross-street, where
three blocks over, paralleling their course,
another fleet of motor-trucks was racing.

“The Japs!”

HEN Grant went down under a wave

of adversaries, he expected every in-
stant to feel the searing thrust of a knife-
blade. Whether or not his attackers were
afraid to use steel for fear of injuring one
of their own number, or because they werc
confident of the press of numbers, he never
knew. Fists ground into his face, groping
hands sought his throat as he writhed and
twisted, striving with every nerve to shake
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