











































































































































































































Tale of the Perfect Women 69

as far as I know. It’s . . . something
else.”

“Well, I wasn’t being inquisitive. I
was just surprised at the way you blew
up, all of a sudden.”

“Made rather an ass of myself, I
guess. But . . . well, you'll think I'm
insane if I tell you what made me do
it.”

“You don't have to tell me anything,
you know,” Lane said puzzled. “As I
said, I was just curious for reasons of
my own.”

“I know. But . . . I haven’t had a
chance to talk about this, and I'd like
to.”

“Well, if you want to get something
off your chest, go ahead. I'm a good
listener.”

“You know, don’t you,” Craddock
started, “that I just got back from an
inspection trip up North. Was gone
about a month.”

“Yeah, you told me. Got snatched by
some bandits, out in the Gobi, didn't
you?”’

“Not bandits.

“Priests! !”

“Priests, monks, filthy yellow devils
—whatever you want to call them.”

“How’d you happen to get mixed up
with them?”

“Fifty miles north, at Shidun, we’ve
a storage tank. That's where I was
supposed to go. But I heard that there
was some good hunting in the Sutusin-
tag, just above Shidun.”

“They’re in Mongolia, aren’t they?”

“They are. No one knows that better
than I do, now. Mongolia comes down
in a little point, almost to Shidun. I
crossed the border to get into the moun-
tains. And . . . . followed a trail right
up to the gate of a damned monastery.”

“Brothers didn’t like trespassers, eh?”

Priests.”

“No, they treated me very well, ex-
cept. . . .” Craddock paused.

When he continued, there was a queer,
sleepy monotony in his tone. Lane
glanced at him sharply, in the half-light
of the street, but the other’s eyes were
wide and staring.

“Lane,” he said, “did you ever see
a perfect woman?”

“Perfect!” Bill Lane said, startled.
“No, I've seen a lot of women, of all
shapes and sizes, but I never saw one I'd
call perfect. Anything but that.”

“I mean a woman without a physical
flaw. A woman whose body you could
watch and touch and twist and turn from
long, red-gold hair to slender, tiny feet
without ever finding a mistake or a
blemish? A woman who had been taught
from birth that there was nothing of any
importance in her life except pleasing
a man—any man—in any and every way
she could. And who had been taught by
experts.”

“Hey !” Lane exclaimed. “You didn’t
take to hitting the little pipe with your
friends up there, did you? If I had
dreams like that, I'd spend all my time
asleep.”

“I didn’t expect you to believe me. :
Especially you. You’ve never been fou
about a woman, have you, Lane? You're
too hard-headed. I know. Sowas1. . . .
once.” ’

“Wait a minute,” Bill Lane objected.
“I didn’t say I didn’t believe you. I don’t
know, yet, whether I do or not, because
I still don’t know what you're talking
about.”

“Those monks,” Craddock said, slow-

ly, “. . . . who kept me practically a
prisoner for a month . . . . breed such
women!”

“Breed them!”
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Justice 93

drove a raging right upper-cut to the
man’s teeth, Darx staggered backward,
spat a bloody froth of curses. Again
his cudgel smashed downward. Kermit
leaped aside, avoided the blow. Then
once more he bashed his hard knuckles
against his assailant’s jaw, putting every
ounce of his splendid, muscular strength
behind the trajectory of his fist.

Darx went down.

The American plunged at his fallen
enemy ; leaned over him. It was a sui-
cidal move. Even as he stooped, he
heard footfalls behind him—

He tried to whirl. Too late! He saw
that the goateed man had entered the
room; was smashing at him with a
clubbed Webley automatic. Kermit
tried to side-step, to parry this new at-
tack ; but his movement failed. The up-
raised weapon thudded down on his un-
protected skuwll. A blinding hell of pain
coursed into his brain, stabbed him with
white-hot fires. He felt darkness clos-
ing in upon him, smothering him.

Kurt Kermit tried to fight off the
seeping unconsciousness that claimed
him; but the task was hopeless. Again
came the murderous impact of gun-butt
against his skull. He closed his eyes,
slumped to the floor in sudden, com-
plete obliteration. . . .

WHEN Kermit regained his senses,
he was trussed hand and foot; and

his pain-bleared gaze revealed to him
that he was in a small room, windowless
and containing but one closed door.

His thoughts reeling dizzily, he strug-
gled to sit upright on the floor. He
propped his shoulders against the wall;
looked about him once more. Then he
stiffened in astonishment.

He was not alone!

There were two fellow-prisoners in
the room with him—a man and a girl.

The man was elderly, bald; a deep cut
ran across his head from crown to
temple. He was tightly bound.

Beyond the wounded man lay a girl;
and when Kermit saw her, an electric
tingle raced through him. She was
young, lovely, gloriously blonde. She,
too, was fettered. Her long yellow hair
streamed down over her bared shoul-
ders and half nude, firm little breasts.
Her frock had been partially ripped
from her slender body, leaving her clad
in nothing but its tatters and wisp-sheer
panties of tissue-thin chiffon. Her legs
were milk-white and softly-contoured
and enchantingly feminine, Her small,
delectable breasts were rounded cones
of perfection. But there were percep-
tible bruises on her shoulders, every-
where on the exposed girl-flesh, . . .

Kermit found his voice. “What—
what’s the meaning of all this?” he
demanded weakly. “Who are you
people? What’s been going on?”

The elderly man stirred feebly against
his fetters; strove ineffectually to free
himself. “I—I am Sir Landon Royce,
Resident Commissioner for this dis-
trict,” he answered in a dim voice. “And
this is—my daughter—Allene—"

Kermit nodded grimly. “A goateed
man claimed to be Sir Landon; a bru-
nette girl, his daughter. And that other
chap said he was the mission minister|”

The real Sir Landon groaned. “They
are murderers—all three of them! They
arrived here at the compound last night.
They killed our mission curate, threw
his body to the vultures. .. .”

Kermit’s eyes narrowed. That would
account for the carrion birds he had
seen wheeling overhead when first he
had come to the deserted settlement.

The British official groaned again.
“They—they have been trying to wrest

(Continued on page 112)
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VIPER PIT

{Continued from page 51}

Harley rode beside her, his eyes pop-
ping. Her legs were lovely and long
and the jolting of the camel imparted
to her breasts a pleasant, rhythmic
movement. He liked the slenderness of
her waist and his arm itched to encom-
pass it. Her nude beauty made breath-
ing very difficult and his heart was go-
ing like a riveting hammer.

“Aren’t we far enough away?”’ he
suggested.

She looked at him and smiled. Then
she wet her lips and a twinkle came to
her eyes.

“You do not like the looks of me?”
she asked.

“Aw, Honey, I could look at you for-
ever. It's just. ...”

“Vultures have prying eyes,” she
said. “I would like the privacy of a
yurt.”

Harley slid to the ground and began
running back to the pack camels, Na-
dee’s eyes were warm now. Her lips
smiling. She watched him anxiously.

Harley Cooper didn’t know it. But
he was about to break the Mongolian
record for yurt erecting.

FOR THE HONOR OF
THE DUCHESS

{Continued from page 15}

“I'll tell you when we get there. Do
you trust me? Darling—Oh, darling !”

He clasped her in his arms, and their
lips met. Then they went on, mile after
mile, forgetting their soaked clothes,
Dave all but oblivious of his aching leg.
Hand in hand, mile after mile. . . .

“You—you're not taking me here?”
whispered Cecilie, as they passed the
cottage of Lotta’s grandfather.

“Just two miles more.”

Mile after mile. Two miles! There
it stood, blocking the trail, Dave’s aban-
doned car. But the swamp had dried a
little. That one rear wheel. .

Some beech-bark in the rut, a mighty
heave, and the car came up. Dave opened
the door.

“Get in, darling,” he said. ‘“‘She’s

mine, and there’s gas enough to get us
across the border.”

HE landlord of the little inn stood
-~ in his nightshirt, his good wife be-
hind him, similarly attired, both glaring
at the intruders who had aroused them
from their sleep at four in the morning.

“What country’s this?’ asked Dave
in German.

“What country? Croatia, fool! What
do you want? No German dog can wake
me up at this hour of the night, when
I am in bed with my wife! Olga, run
for the gun!”

Cecilie stepped forward and placed
two gold pieces in the landlord’s hand.
He held them up, to see their color in.
the light of the moon. He bit them.
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“You don’t despise me?” came a
muffled voice from the bed.

“Despise you, darling?”

“I can’t help—having—red hair.” She
was out of the bed and she snuggled
against him. “I'm glad I'm no longer

Duchess of Lichtenberg, but I do wish

you could have re-roofed the palace,
darling.”

Dave mumbled mdxstmctly as he laid
his face against her soft shoulder. He
didn’t even care about the roofing con-
tract any more. For this was Romance
at last.

LA CABEZA HUMANA

{Continued from page 63}

leatherbound chest he tossed a pair of
trousers, a dark colored shirt. Without
a word she donned them, hopelessly.
She knew what was coming.

Once dressed he surveyed her sar-
donically. He drew off his sombrero,
clapped it on her head. “Tonight,” he
smiled, “I will be the housewife and
you will be the Sabinas Kid! You will
bed down good E! Diablo, corazon!”

Her face was white, her lips trem-
bling. But she did not cry out. She
Inew the dice had gone against her.
Somehow this devil, this Sabinas Kid
knew the truth. She walked slowly to
the front of the house, took El Diablo’s
halter and walked toward the stable,

Seizing a murderous machete from
the wall, the Sabinas Kid leaped through
the solitary window and skulked toward
the stable in the shadows.

N the stable Tony Peters tensed as

he heard the clop-clop of the horse’s
hooves, Carefully he aimed the heavy
revolver. Suddenly a woman screamed.
He thought it was Chiquita telling him
to fire. He pressed the trigger. El
Diablo reared and snorted as the slender
figure leading him collapsed in the path.

Suddenly something hit Tony Peters
on the head and he too, collapsed. The
machete rose and fell.

Moments later the Sabinas Kid
stepped from the stable, something gro-
tesque and gruesome dangling in his
left hand. He walked to the house,
spurning the body of his faithless wom-
an with his foot. At the stove he leaned
over the boiling pot, then grinned as he
dropped the gruesome object within.

For two long hours he fed the flame
of the stove, replenished the water from
time to time in the pot.

Later that evening Jim Carson
started back in amazement as the figure
of a blind beggar stepped unannounced
through the doors that led to the patio.

“You!” he gasped, unable to believe
his eyes.

The Sabinas Kid bowed sardonically,
grinned at Elsa Moran who stood
against the wall.

“Of course, sesior. I come for the rest
of my money. That was our bargain, half
before, half after.”

Carson recovered his aplomb. “You
double~crosser! I pay you to kill Mo-
renes and you save his life! Then you
come for more money!”

The Sabinas Kid laughed, raised his
brow. “Why, sefior! I want much to
earn my fee. You do not pay me to let
the bull kill this bad politician! No, you
pay me to kill him. I have to save his
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Serior Morenes, Meester Carson. Sefior
Morenes who was killed in his bedroom
by an unknown assailant. The exploiter
of the peons will do no more harm, you
may rest assured.”

“How do I know you speak the
‘truth!”

The Sabinas Kid laid something on
the table. It glittered and gleamed,
sparkled and flashed like a great eye.
Carson looked and grinned. It was the
enormous diamond that had once
adorned the pudgy finger of Morenes.
Without a word the American went to
his safe, opened it and took out a bag
of gold coin.

From across the room Elsa Moran
faltered, “And Tony, Tony Peters?
You did not see him? Where—"

The Sabinas Kid took the money bag,
picked up the ring and thrust it back
into his pocket.

“Tony? Tony?” he said reflectively.
“Ah yes, to be sure! Sesiorita, Tony
Peters say to give you this to remember
him by.”

You will like

From the shadows near the window
he extracted a large package, fully a
foot square. He placed it on the table
and went again to the window.

“Adios, sefior, and you, sefiorita. The
Sabinas Kid rides far tonight. I have
done well in ridding my country of a
crooked politician. And you, Sefior Car-
son, I will be back in a few weeks. See
that you do not fall into the ways of
this Morenes, who was a greedy pig!
Adios.”

He was gone.

WHITEFACED, Elsa Moran opened

the package on the library table.
Suddenly she screamed and Jim Car-
son, still nervous at the Mexican’s warn-
ing, caught her slumping body. His hor-
rified eyes were held by the gruesome
object on the table,

It was a man’s skull, white and gleam-
ing, seeming to grin up at him, to taunt
him. In the front of the lipless mouth
gleamed three gold teeth.

“BLOOD WILL SINK A SHIP”

“DARK TEMPLE OF TORMENT”

“MALAYSIAN VENGEANCE”
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