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The
Ace Of Buccaneers
By Albert Dorrington

OLONEL BOOM watched the
incoming brig through his
gold-plated binoculars, and his
mouth  twitched nervously.

“Our friend Hayes takes no trouble to
conceal his fighting irons,” he said to
Koltz. “lIn the teeth of a man-nf-war
guard boat, too.”

“Id vas merely his cheerful impu-
dence,” Koltz declared. “A buccaneer
haf to polish his guns dese days to keep
his name i de papers. Yah! He haf
der cheek of a blame rhinoceros.”

The brig Leonora warped to her
moorings at the mouth of Hurricane In-
let, where the Sourabaya Hotel reared

e — o -
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its verandaed frout to the bay. Lines
of close-planted palms screened the flat-
roofed town from the reefs and
breakers of the Pacific Ocean. A small
fleet of trading craft and béche-de-mer
luggers lay three deep at the end of the
jetty. Gangs of Manila boys and Rotu-
mah men loafed under the rail, watch-
ing the movements of the notorious brig
Leonora.

It was known that “Bally” Hayes, her
skipper, had completed a successful
cruise among the pearling banks of
Torres Straits. News had gone abroad
concerning his recent raid on the shell
batcheries of the Dutch-Arab Pearling
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place he seemed to have drawn on a
 Vast store of vitality.

“Even in business deals a man wor-
ries Jest his encmies discover his weak-
gess. It's the onmly chance—the only
chance left.”

He stopped before the two detec-
tives. ,

“You're not through yet,” he told
them.

FOUR guests had been invited out to
~ the Gilroy home several evenings
“later. Two of them were the two men
who might possibly have committed the
crime for which Ray Gilroy had been
arrested. The other two were friends
of Mark Gilroy.

And the two detectives were there

At nine o'clock a telegram was de-
livered to ane of the detectives. He
read it and smiled unpleasantly.

“You'll be glad tn sce this,” he said.
“I's a wire from old Mr. Gilroy. He'’s
always maintained that his son was in-
nacent, and that the real murderer made
same mistake which, if we coukl un-
cover, would give us the name oi the
guilty man.  This is what lie wires:

~ "Your tip has produced results stop Roy s
innocent stop Will arrive with proof as '
who the real murderer i< at ten o'clock to-
nite.”

The four men who listened to the
reading of the wire expressed their joy.
They discussed the case and watched the

Jhands of the clock At nine thirty, the
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two detectives left the room. And 8
little later, the lights. for_some unex-
plainable reason, went out. L

It was just ten when Mark Gilroy
climbed from his car at the gate and
started up the walk. He moved slowly.
Suddenly, the stillness of .the night was
broken by a shot. The old man ut-
tered a crv. grabhed at his chest, and
crumpled to the ground. Then, from
the place from which the shot had been
fired, came sounds of a struggle, and a
moment later one of the .detecﬁves
dragged a manacled and babbling figure
out into the open. . ]

They carried Mark Gilroy into- tl’le
house and the ligrhts came on as mysten-
ously as thev hasl gone out. The old
man was pale. lnit his face was twisted
into a happy smile.

“It warked. he gasped. “It worked.”

One of the detectives, busy giving
first aid while waiting for a doctor,
nodded. :

“You were right, Mr. Gilroy. The
real murderer was wornded. He had
killed once. fIe did not hesitatea try
another murder to prevent the fisst
crime from being fastened on him. We
have him absolutely dead to rights, Mr.
Gilroy.

“No Gilroy was ever a murderer."”
went on the old man. “I knew Roy was
innocent. But if you tell him what I
did—~"

He didn't finish the sentence, but fn-
vored the detective with his most fierce.
look.
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noitered the place. “If the fat little
manager runs true to form,” he thought,
*“at ten o'clock he'll bring up the cash
from the last show—and he’ll be alone.
Better sec if my gun's O. K. He
stipped behind a curtain to examine the
automatic he had hought just that day.

“This is a cinch. Softly follow the
manager into the affice, make him open
the safe. scoop the place, lock him in,
and zet away before he can sound the
alarn:.”  His dry chuckle held a note
of hvsteria.

“Why the devil don’t he come?  Sup-
pose Fe isn't bluffed at sight of the gun,
bur vells and puts up 2 ficht! T be in
w0 fne messt” A new and horrible
thought stenel him. “AMy Godt T
conldn't shaot the man——i'm no killer!

“This i« a fine time to be thinking
what mihe baneen. 17 Mary knew the
Kind of yellow dax [ am, o (dan o thing
like this, =he'd sack me o-morrow.”

S the time for action arrived, the

{ne of unhalunced thought which

fad llinded him Jdnring the past week

The hideousness of the

thine ke was ahout to do stood starkly

reveale:l. When the test came; he
formd he had na ceriminal mstinets,

Thranvh a chink i the wall behind
tiim, he saw the¢ news reel being run for
the Jast time.

Sueddenly cold iear held him nigid.

“Put 'rm up and keen ’em up!”’ came
a harsh whisper from behind.

Whirhing like a cat, he peered between
the curtains and saw the little manager,
at the ~oint of a gun. being backed into
his otnee. The stranger was business-
like. - 'The door clased softlv behind him.

“Tust as T planned it!” Freddie ejacu-
lated in »mazrment. “So darmed simple
it nccurred to somebody else, too!”

Then thcre surged through him a
creat joy. and instinctively, he acted.
No longer furtive in his movements, he
ripped the curtains aside and sprang to
the daor. It was not Jocked! With a

cleares] away,

jerk, he threw it open. The room was
not large, and he took in the situation
at a glance. The little manager was
perhaps ten feet away, half facing him,
in front of the safe, covered by the
stranger’s gun.

At the sound made by the door, the
hijacker half turned, firing automati-
cally, but the shots were wild. He was
met by the crash of a beautiful diving
tackle. Freddie hit him at the knees,
and as the stranger went down, was on
top of him with flying fists. The
manager came to his assistance, but it
was unpnecessary—the man was com-
pletely knocked out.

As Freddie got to his feet, he saw
the entrance and stairway crowded with
excited people, drawn by sound of the
shots. A policeman burst through and
set about reviving the hijacker.

Freddie felt it was time to get away.
ITis conscience was none too easy. But
the little manager insisted on accom-
panying him. “A hurricane, folks.
This man laid him out like a hurricane!”
he repeated the words over and over.

When they reached the lobby, Fred-
Jdie saw Mary on the outer fringe of
people and finally made his way to her,
but not until he had been made to give
his name to the police and reporters who
had collected. He felt strangely weak,
but filled with a great calm.

“I heard the shots and came running
back to see what had happened,” Mary
said tremulously, slipping her hand in
his. “Oh, Pm so proud of you!”

They reached the car, and when Mary
was seated, Freddie slipped in behind
the wheel. Then he tumed to Mary:

“See this,” he exclaimed, reaching in
his pocket and displaying a short, black
automatic. “I bought this gun because
of hijacking, and the first time I get a
chance to use it, what happens! T ask
you! What do I do? Use my fists like
any other dub,” he concluded.

With a swing of his arm, the gun dis-
appeared into the night.
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old Ring, by golly—only
Hicks, and he’s dead.”

“He isn't!” The negative was
Shaine’s, and it was violent.

“I thought he was, but—he—isn't.”
Shaine brought his big soft fist down
on the table. We stared at him.

“I met him in Guatemala. He'd
turned bug-hunter for museums, you
know. We went into the Jivaro coun-
try, up the Amazon—after emeralds.
Hicks knew where they were. 1 put
up the money. Risked our heads.
Jivaros are nasty. We got the emeralds.
Then we had a row. Hicks said I
cheated him. I didn’t. He got his
share.  Anyway, I had put up the
money. I—I heard afterward that he
was dead.

“Hc's heen writing to me.  He's
crazy. The damned fool”—Shuine's
heavy voice went unnaturally shrill—
“has threatencd me. He said he'd kill
me—even named the dayv.  Yes, sir
the idiot told me that if I chidn’t come
across by a certain day, [ wouldn't live
to sce midnight. And-to-day’s the day!”
Shaine knuckled the table and glared.

TOP-NOTCH

- ‘Slender’

THINK we all felt that it sounded

fishy. [If Slender Hicks said he'd
been cheated, it was a bet that he had.
He was a man who couldn't lie. More-
over, if Slender ITicks had said that he
would kill me, I knew that I would have
made my will. He had a steely quality
of unswerving directness that was in-
vincible and 2 rittle awesome.  He made
a fetish of his word. He had becomc
a scientist and a fanatic. And now

1 looked at the clock, and shivered.
Tt marked six minutes to midnight.

Shaine must have pressed a bell. That
vascally Portuguese appeared.

“Bring him in!" roared Shaine. “Oh,
yes; I've got himi here—safe and fast.
I learned where he was hanging out,
and we bagged him. He was going to
kill me by midnight, and he's got just
five minutes 1o make good.”

MAGAZINE

Two men carried a big, pad-
to the foot of the table. Thet .
were met again. We had to take
Shaine’s word, though, that it was Slen-
der Hicks. till he opencd his eyes. He
was vellow, worn to skin and bone, and
horrible. But when he opened his eyes,
we knew it was Slender. His mouth
was shut like a gash, and he didn’t say
a word, though we were all babbling.
He just sat andalooked at Shaine, and
those familiar eves in that ghastly,
shriveled mask were horrible.

“That's a dying man, Shaine,” said
“Doc™ Mason. “Take off thosce chains.”

I hadn’t noticed the chains.

“ln  four minutes, doctor.”' said
Shaine. “But not for four minutes—
and all hell can’t make me. Look at

his cyes. 1f a look could kill, by God,
he'd make good vel. He won't talk.
Hasn't opened his mouth since” I got
him, day before yesterday—won’t talk,
won't eat—just sits and tries to hate me
te death.”

For fear, 1 suppose. lest we should
say too much, we all fell silent. The
clock hands crept. Shaine got up and
stood over Slender Hicks. “Hicks,” he
raid. “T'm almost sorry for you.” The
clock clicked and struck.

Hicks's face was raised to meet
Shaine's gloating gaze. At the mellow
chime of the clock, the chained man’s
lips parted. | caught a glimpse of a
tinv wooden tube clenched between
Slender's teeth. I heard a hiss of ex-
relled breath.

Shiine staggered back, clutching at
his throat. He plucked away a tiny
something that clung to one of his pen-
dnlons  jowls.  “A Jivaro dart!” he

screanted. “You "”
He flung himself at Hicks. Big Cor-
win caught him f{rom bhehind. He

struggled, snarling and frothing like an

animal. He was almost a match for all
of us. Then, 2all in a minute, he col-
lapsed. We laid him on the floor, and

Doc Mason covered his face.
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‘a tango came floating up to him. The
refrain was striking. He had never
heard it bejore. Banished, instantly,
were all thoughts of Don Pablo Quieros
and his Beetles, for now Fred was
thinking of Mercedes Toral.

Always was she - associated with
music—grave or gay. To visualize the
cancers circling the floor below, was to
conjure memory of their last night at
the Plaza—the night when he had left
her so ahruptly to keep his appointment
with Arturo.

\When he sought her the next day, to
explain as best he could his seeming
rudeness, she had gone with her uncle
—perhaps to gay Mar del Plata, the
Newport of Argentina—perhaps to her
own estancia, a day's ride west of Cor-
ralitos, where he was now sitting.

What must she think of him? Could
it be possible that but forty-cight hours
had elapsed since he held her in his
arms and thrilled to the bright glances
of her dark eyes, the light touch of her
white fingers on his sleeve?

The window faced westward, and as
Fred sat staring out of it. he noted far
to the left of him the brilliant Southern
Cross limned against the velvet black-
ness of the sky. His gaze stole along
the invisible horizon until, at length, he
was looking due west. A star hung low
from a constellation that was unknown
to him.

“She lives somewhere beneath that
star.” he breathed, looking out across
the dark stretches of the pampas. “I'll
ride to her. T'll find her. and explain
all—soon.” :

A clapping of hands, a tinkling of
glasses from below, and the musicians
vielded to the demands for another en-
core. It was the reirain of the new
tango. The watcher at the window
closed his eyes and listened. A smile
hovered around his lips. On the eve
of a great adventure, he was moving in
fancy with a girl in a wine-red gown.
They were dancing “Argentine styvle”—
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slowly, languorously, fused by the fires
of love into an indissoluble one.

Violin, and ‘cello, harp and guitar.
gave each its version of a story sweet
10 hear, sweet to remember—sweet even
in the telling. \Vhat mattered it that
guns had hlazed and men had died t?ut
a few hours before? Music would live
forever. The Southern Cross wheeled
bigher: the soft night wind crept over
the gras.es of the pampas brow:vned. by
Ociober suns. On and on, wblspenng,
sobhing, hushing with dramatic pause.
the instruments sang their story to the
stars. to the earth, to the Texan listen-
ing at the window above and singing in
a fow vaice.

I iell for your charms

The moment that we met.
You escaped my arms,

"Il never forget.
fut I still do not fear,

For I'll win you yet.

“\Vithin your hair
[ see a rose there.
It has me guessing,
My love copfessing,
For my tainbow of love is you.

“Yuur Spanish eyes
And the fan in your hand
Are so entrancing
That I'm romancing,
For my rainbow of love is you.

“It's true that where’er I go
I see through a rosy glow
As your vision comes to view.
My heart flame grows
As our romance glows
Into a blessing,
Tender, caressing,
For my rainbow of love is you,”

CHAPTER XXIIL
INTO THE SHADOWS.

THE wide-brimmed Stetson felt good

to Fred as h¢ jammed it on his head
for the first time in many a week. The
high-heeled riding boots, a little stiff
from disuse, were not so comfortable.
he mused. but would limber up before
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“Yes, sefior, they are here,” the
storekeeper replied, his face lighting_up.
“You will find them in the fourth little
house on the left—the lagoon side.”

“Gracias,” Fred thanked his inform-
ant, and strode back to the rail where
he had left Souora.

Scores of eyes were on him as he
1ode slowly along the curving street
which bordered the banks of the lagoon,
and Fred was conscious of the prob-
ability that even now a Beetle or two
was looking him over. Yet, he had
no fear of being attacked. Laguna del
Reyv was off the main road which skirted
the opposite side of the lagoon. His
presence would not be anticipated there.
And broad daylight and many potential
witnesses precluded the likelihood of
any trouble.

Therefore, feeling safer than at any
other time since landing from the
Castilian Prince, Fred drew up before
the designated hut and left Sonora rub-
bing muzzles with two saddled and
bridled browns, in which Fred thought
rightfully he detected a strain of Mor-
gan,

There was neither gate nor fence in
front of the thatch-roofed brick hut to-
ward which he strode, and it was but a
few paces to the open door through
which an appetizing odor issued. At the
clink of his spurs on the beaten earth
of the walk, a woman in calico appearcd
in the doorway.

“I am looking for Patricio and An-
tonio Lopez,” Fred told her.

“My sons,” she beamed, and straight-
away from behind her came a scraping
sound of benches being pushed back.

Two men arose from their puchero
of stewed meat and corn, and Fred was
bidden to enter.

“No,” he told them, noting with ap-
proval their sinewy build, the frank
curiogity in their level gaze. “I have
to keep an eye on my horse. I come
from Sefior Gaylord. I am the new
jefe of the ganado-mayor. You are
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to be my two helpers. When you have
finished with your food, roll your
blankets, say your farewells and join
me where your horses stand.”

“Servidor!” the wondering two
brothers chorused in unison, but made
no move toward the table.

Fred, standing guard over his
precious rifle, the precious contents of
his saddlebags. had but a short time to
wait. Fagerly, the two brothers came
toward him, and stood drinking in his
words,

“You are needed for very important
work,” Fred said quickly, for a time
was now a factor. “Mount your horses
and follow me to a spot where no man
can overhear us.”

OBEDIENTLY the gauchos climbed
into their saddles and followed
Fred to the far end of the village.
Ahead, the curving road led to the
estancia. two miles northward and
westward. Now Fred tumed from the
road and urged Sonora into a gentle
lope. In the open country, a hundred
yards from the lagoon, he drew up.

“Men,” he said, looking first at one
and then the other of the brothers,
“Sefior Gaylord needs your help.
Crooked work has been going on here.
He is being robbed and defrauded. He
hired me to ‘get to the bottom of th
matter and put a stop to the thieving.
T can do this. but T need help. Already,
attempts have been made on my life.
Utfless I am guarded in my sleep and
protected when 1 make certain tours
of inspection, I'll almost certainly meet
up with death.”

Fred paused to survey the effect of
his words. Patricio, the taller of the
brothers, sat mute, his burning eyes
fastened on the new jefe as if hé would
search his very soul. Antonio also had
no word to offer. Calm and stoic, he
sat erect in his saddle, motionless, but
for a slow opening and closing of the
fingers of his right hand.


















What Would You
Do?

The central character of this story is confronted with a most perplexing px:ob £ '
What would YOU do in his place? Make your answer finish this story. Prizes o
$10.00, $5.00, and $2.00 will be awarded for the three best conclusions. Answers must

be received on or before November 1st,

DWARD LANNING leaped
from the roadway to the curb-
ing, then glanced reproachfully
over his shoulder at the motor-

ist who had all but run him down. The
sporty, low-hung roadster was turning
the corner into Harmiston Avenue at a
dangerous and illegal rate of speed, but
Lanning caught a flash of brushed-back
blond hair, wet and shining, and an in-
solent and autocratic profile. Anger
flamed in his eyes as he stood and
watched the bobbing tail light dwarf
to a mere twinkle as the car continued
to streak down the avenue.

“Julius Clark!’ he exclaimed. “Out
for another night of fun. Late for a
heavy date, probably, and if a pedes-
trian’s in his path, well, it’s just too
badt”

That was Jule Clark, all the time!
Imperious, high-hat, heedless of the
rights of any one but himself. And
always getting away with it, too!

Ed Lanning disliked few persons—
but Julius Clark was one of the few;
headed the short list, in fact. And
Lanning’s thoughts were none too char-
itable as he continued to walk down
Harmiston Avenue, toward the Harmis-
ton Trust Company.

He had started out to try to like
Julius. Not for the sake of Julius—
that would have been entirely too sweet.
But Julius Clark was one of his own
associates at the bank. As employees
of the trust company, they had to work

together at times. It made the job
more pleasant for everybody when the
fellows got along well.

And there was still another, even
bigger, reason why he had tried to like
Julius Clark. For Julius was the
brother of Marjoric Clark. And Ed-
ward Lanning just knew that he coul_d
never fall out of love with Marjorie
Clark. No, not if she had a dozen
Juliuses as brothers; not, i fact, if she
had had Attila and Benedict Arnold and
the Borgias for direct ancestors, al_'ld
the latest hammer murderer for a cousin.
When he looked irto Marjorie’s dark-
fringed gray eyes, he always thought of
some beautiful, tree-shadowed pools with
the late afternoon sun striking them,
and

But Edward Lanning promptly for-
got his poetic phrases. For the actual
poem was before his eyes. Marjorie
herself was walking toward him, along
Harmiston Avenue. She was only three
or four paces away. Lanning stopped.
But his heart went on more speedily
than ever. This was a shock, a decidedly
pleasant one.

“Marge !’ he said. “Ah—are you out
for a walk?’ It sounded “sappy” to
his own ears. It was obvious that
Marge was out for a walk. But some-
how Ed Lanning could never think of
just the right thing to say in the pres-
cnce of the gorgeous Marjorie. He
was in that particular, magic stage of
love.
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“stuff”’ on this particular evening. The
discovery had been due partly to acci-
dent. Lanning had gone over a certain
ledger once. H’m! Slipped that time!
Must be wrong! He had gone over the
ledger again. The sheepish little grin
had left his face now. He realized, with-
out ego, that he was something of a
master at figures. And the third addi-
tion had brought the same result. There
was an irregularity here in Julius Clark’s
department. Julius Clark was the only
man who could be directly responsible.
That might have been enough for most
men. But Edward Lanning studied, ana-
lyzed. checked back, found out how Ju-
lius Clark had done it, and covered it up.
Why he had done it was obvious enough
—to get maney in addition to his mod-
erate salary, and possibly a small allow-
ance from an indulgent father, to keep
up his sporty night life.

Julius Clark short about $10,000!
Well, $9,762, to be exact. More than
he could earn in three years. More
than he would be apt to save in thirty-
three years. Diabolically clever, too,
young Julius. But the cleverness of
the crook, that was all—the crook who
thinks up ingenious schemes, cashes in
on them, and finallv gnes to prison while
even the lout, if honest, is a free man.

H’'m! Yes, Clark would be clever
enough for that. A genius for bluffing
and trickery, a smooth worker, no doubt
of it. The public accountants would
catch it, but they would not be in for
several weeks. The examiners of the
Federal Reserve or the Clearing House
would catch it, of course, but they would
not be in for even a longer period.

Edward Lanning looked over at Char-
ley Hobbs. Charley hated Julius Clark
—had good reason to hate him, too. A
dramatic announcement was on Edward
Lanning’s lips.

He held his speech, though, sat back
in his chair, got his pipe going again.
It had gone out in his excited hunt over
those pages. Ten thousand dollars

short! Yes, it took big money to play
the sport these days. Those who danced
had to pay the fiddler. Why not Jule
Clark? Jule Clark had always treated
him with lofty condescension, high-hat-
ting him on all occasions. To think of
it! A dirty crook high-hatting a fellow
who was plugging along trying to be a
regular guy and do right! And besides,
Jule Clark objected to having his sister
go around with him. It was all right
with Marge; he sensed that. But Jule
had prejudiced old Colonel Clark and
Mrs. Clark against him. He had proof
that, on more than one occasion, he had
even descended to lies in order to dis-
credit him.

But did he, Edward Lanning, want to
make a rat out of himself ? Did he want
to kick a man when he was down? Or
would he, after all, be a rat? Didn’t he
owe an allegiance to his employers?
Didn’t he owe something to Mr. Sayre,
the president, who was giving him every
chance to get ahead? His mind shuttled
back and forth. He made judge and
jury of himself, looked at both sides,
accepted certain bits of evidence, threw
out others. He knew that Jule Clark
was guilty as well as he knew that
Marge Clark returned his love. Judge
and jury. But did he want to be ex-
ecutioner, as well?

He supposed he ought to call up Mr.
Sayre this very minute, and make the
report. But Julius Clark’s father was
wealthy. He might give his son the
money to square himsclf before dis-
covery. He might not, teo, Lanning
considered. Clark, Sr, was an ex-
army man—might have stern ideas on
letting a transgressor take his medicine.
His own son, a trifie spoiled, might be
one thing. His own son, a crook—that
might be quite another! And what
would Harmiston folks say? It would
leak out that Ed Lanning had been the
man to expose Clark. Most folks would
say that he had reported the matter
because he and young Clark were ene-






PEED, is what the sporting
world is craving nowadays. It
makes no difference what the
sport. Whether it is on the dia-

mond, gridiron, track, in the ring, on
the water or what not, if the athlete
hasn’t the necessary burst of speed, and
the ability to call on his reserve power
at the psychological moment, he might
just as well forget all about getting to
the front.

Never did we seem to be having such
sensational feats or so many record per-
formances slipping by the board.
Gradually many of the old-time world’s
records will be no more. Never did the
exponents in the various sports appear
to be showing such remarkable speed.

“I don’t know what is the limit of
all speed and endurance,” remarked
Coach “Dink” Templeton of Stanford
University to me recently. “The way
the athletes are traveling, on the track
and in the field events, have many of us
puzzled. Where they will stop, it is hard
to say, but there is no question about
our being in a real record-breaking era.”

Coach Templeton never said a truer
word. Especially have the track and
field men been performing in miraculous
fashion. 1 can recall, when the time of
10 seconds for the 100 yards, 21 1-5
seconds for the furlong, or a 2-minute
half-mile or a 4.15 mile were thought to
be the limit of all speed. But such feats
to-day are only mediocre performances.
An athlete would stand but little chance
of winning any championship event with
such a performance.

Arthur Dutfey
Says—

Particularly was I impressed with the
remarkable sprinting of Frank Wykoff
of the University of Southern Cali-
fornia in the outdoor season now rapidly
drawing to a close. Yes, there were
other sensational performances. George
Simpson’s wonderful sprinting over the
century and 220-yard distances; George
Bullwinkle’s wonderful running in the
half and mile runs, both in this country
and abroad; Paavo Nurmi's great six-
mile record performance in which he
shattered Al Shrubb’s former record by
20 seconds. All these and many more.
But Wykoff’s feat of running 100 yards
in 9 2-5 seconds at the National Col-
legiate A. A. games at Chicago easily
eclipses them all for a real world-record
achievement.

If Top-NotcH readers will recall, in
a recent article under this department,
in naming my selections of the greatest
athletes of all time, I selected Frinkie
Wykoff as the premier sprinter. This
selection was made before Wykoff ac-
complished his remarkable feat of.nm-
ning the century in the new world’s-
record time of 9 2-5 seconds.

I had plenty of reason for naming
Wykoff. T felt that sooner or later he
would get down to these unheard-of fig-
ures. And what was my reason for
fecling that way? Well, it is easily ex-
plained. I saw Wykoff run his mem-
orable 100 meters in 10 3-5 seconds in
no less than four different heats in the
Olympic trials of 1928 at the Harvard
stadium.

After seeing this young, rawboned
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ented mind groping through fogged
memories. And then: “Where in hell
am I?”

The air in the room was cool and
damp-—a fact which hastened the clear-
ing of Reynolds’s mental processes. He
began to recall distinctly that feeling of
overpowering drowsiness which he had
been fighting when consciousness
slipped from him. Had he fallen
asleep from the heat and weariness
alone?

“No, by God!” he growled aloud, ris-
ing to his feet abruptly. “That coffee
—that damn Chinaman!”

.He hurried over to the barred win-
dow, and stared out. There he com-
manded a view of a luxuriant garden
that attained beauty by the abundance
of its flowers and shrubs rather than
by any formal arrangement of them.
Under different circumstances Reynolds
would have been interested in the wealth
of tropical flora. Now it served only to
furthur confuse him as to his where-
abouts,

- The garden was inclosed by a high,
stone wall, smothered with vines. Just
over the lip of this, directly behind the
window from which Reynolds stared, a
swollen, fiery-red sun was spewing its
scarlet across the sky.

The position of the sun made Rey-
nolds realize, with a start, how late it
must be. He'd been unconscious for
hours. And what had happened in the
meantime ?

A sound from behind made him
whirl. There was only one door in the
roon, and it had been thrust suddenly
open. The person who stepped swiftly
through the opening, pushed the door
shut again and stood near it, staring
fearfully at Reynolds with widened,
dark-brown eyes shadowed by the brim
of a low-pulled straw sombrero.

Apparently a boy of about sixteen,
the newcomer was slight in build and
with a delicately modeled face of almost
girlish beauty. The eyes, which sud-

denly dropped before Reynolds’s pene-
trating gaze, were shaded by thick, curl-
ing lashes of silken fineness. The full,
red lips quivered as they faltered out a
question in a voice pitched so low that
Reynolds could scarcely catch the
words:

“You are the Sefior Americano—the
prisoner ?”

Reynolds stared, amused and puzzled,
as he answered: _

“Well, I'm an American all right.
But I really don’t know if I'm a pris-
oner or not. Who are you?”’

“My name is Carlos, sefior.”

The young Spaniard seemed to gather
courage from Reynolds’s quiet, friendly
voice. Reynolds noted that the new-
comer wore a riding outfit of coarse ma-
terial which seemed sharply out of keep-
ing with the obviously aristocratic face.
The American also noticed that Carlos
was still trembling slightly.

Not yet having any clew as to his
real whereabouts, and anxious to gain
an ally in the event of a dangerous cap-
tivity, Reynolds said reassuringly:

“You mneedn’t be afraid of me,
Carlos. Am I a prisoner here?”

“Si, sefior”” came the low-toned re-
ply. “You are a prisoner. And I, too.”

“Where are we?’ Reynolds de-
manded. “Who's holding me here?
Who brought me ?”

“I do not know, sefior.” Carlos made
the sign of the cross as the denial came
falteringly out.

Reynolds laughed, commenting:

“You're not used to lying, chico.

CARLOS’S head hung. Small white
teeth bit in vexation on a trembling
lower lip. Reynolds placed a reassur-
ing hand on the Spaniard’s slight shoul-
der. But Carlos drew away hastily.
shivering.
“Why did you come in here?” Reyn-

" olds was still amused. *“‘Surely you can

tell me that much?’
“Si. sefior.” Again the low voice was
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Reynolds was covering him with his
automatic, Jorge loumed menacingly
over him, Miguel stared viciously with
Porotea clinging at his side.

Reynolds said, in level tones:

“Yau'll tell me and Miguel what this
is alt about right now. Or you'll never
tell #ny one anything again.”

“You—an Americano,” smarled Don
Guido, “you would not dare shoot me
here. You would be hung, no matter
what yaur justification.”

“I think,” Miguel said slowly, *“that
it does uot matter whether he speaks or
not, Mr. Reynolds. If you or Derotea
can explain about—about being here,
['m willing to listen to it now—"

“Si, si,” Dorotea interrupted eagerly.
“l can explain, Miguelito. And yon
will be sorry that you were angry. This
sefior,” she pointed to Reynolds, “was
brought as a prisoner to the Casa de
Alcanzar, where he was keeping me, as
you know. Then De Alcanzar came to
me and made me dress like this—in
boy’s clothes. Ak, what will the father
confessor say ?”’

“He will forgive,” Miguel assured
her. “Go on, querida.”

“Don Guido,” she continued, eying
that man scornfully, “then made me go
to this sefior and offer to show him a
way to escape, and bring him here.”

“Made you?” Miguel was quickly
suspicious again. “How could he?”

“Through you, Miguelito! He told
me he had taken you prisoner, too. And
unless I did as he commanded he would
torture you, kill you. Ah, you will not
understand, chico. But to save you
would do anythipg. Anything!”

“Si, querida.” He drew her into his
arms. “l understand—=and forgive, as
the father confessor +ill.”

PRESENTLY, Miguel turned to the
still bewildered Reynolds and said:
“And now, Mr. Reynolds, you will hear
the secrct of the Ingenio Diabélico.
. This man, this Guido de Alcanzar y
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Scrapio, has had officials of that Ingenio
murdered, has fired his own’ cane fields
because the loss fell on the mill, has
done everything he could to force our
company to abandon that mill.” '

“But why, in the name of God?”

“I will tell you that,” Don Guido of-
fered in even tones of venomous hatred.
“It is because that mill is owned by
Americanos—gringos, like yourself,
who are liars, cheats, thieves. ¥nd
th ”

“They refused to pay thé exorbitant
sums demanded of them for protee-
tion,” Miguel interrupted dryly. “That
is why he calls them such names, Mr.
Reynolds. This Don Guido has, of re-
cent years, become what I suppose a
good American would call a racketeer.
But he works under a mask. To the
public, he is a respectable citizen. His
sins have been laid to bandits who are
supposed to have their headquarters in
these mountains. In reality, those
headquarters are at the Casa de Alcan-
zar-’l

Guido de Alcanzar put the next ques-
tion to Miguel. He asked sullenly:
“Yeu are, no doubt, what I have
thought since the first—an agent of the
fools in Havana who call themselves
our government ?”’

“S81,” Miguel nodded. “And soldiers
of those fools, as you call them, will
shortly shoot you, my friend.”

Reynolds demanded: “Then you're
not an engineer, Miguel?”

“Oh, si. That, too. You see, I came
here as an engineer to mask my real
job of government agent.”

“And the Sefiorita Dorotea?™ Rey-
nolds asked. “If I’'m not being too per-
+mal, how does she figure in all this
mess?”

Miguel's teeth flashed in the glare
from the burning hut behind them.

“She figures, Mr. Reynolds,” he said,
“as the beautiful flower set in a bush of
thorrs. She was the ward of this Don
Guidn, wha is her distant cousin. I met
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her at his house when I first came here.
Don Guido suspected what I was, but
he dared not kill me. Aud for reasons
which I can only guess, he encourazed
the love bhetnwez=a Dorotea and myseli.”

“You say he dared not have you
killed>" Reynolds was puzeled agzain.
“And, yet, he was the man who caused
the murder of the last supcrintendent
and of Arton? The ore who put that
black devil after me?”

“Si. It is a shameiul thing to be true.
Nevertheless, seiior, where Americans
were murdered he could count on bribes
to pievent. a careful investigation.
Aurder of a Cuban, especially of one
with high government affiliations, would
have been a different matter.”

“Well,” Reynolds said, “the solving
of the mysteries is all very welL But
it seemss to me we owe our lives to Jorge
here. He didn't arrive any too soon!
I"v;?nder how he happened to come at
all?

{0t

“He is my faithful servant,” Miguel
cxplained. *I met him with his oxcart
on my way up here, and he came with
me. But I made him wait with the
horses down the trail. I suppose when
he heard the Lghting he came on up.
Is it not so, Jorge?"

“Si, senor.” Jorge grinned widely.

“And now,” Dorotea smiled, “now
we will be happy, Miguelito.”

Reynolds drew away from them, and
with the help of Jorge. bound the hands
of Guido de Alcauzar, Beiore long the
small party was riding under the puls-
ing stars toward the distant lights of
the Ingenio Dialiolico.

Reynolds was very fatigued and weak
from his weund, but his mind was at
rest for the first time in forty-eizht
hours. Me was thinking that the suzar
house, over which he ruled, would nesd
a new name now. And he was hopeiul
that “Mill of Peace” might pinve an
appropriate one.

by,

BIG SPENDING

N these days of high cost ef everyth'ng. it is cheering to hear that some things

ran into real money in the good old days. .
In 1635, when the entire Dutch nation was crazy upos the :ubject of tulips,

a single bulb was sold for two thousand two hundred dellars.

At suczh prices it

would pay better to raise tulips than to own the most valuable gold mine in the

world.

The Shah of Persia and the Sultan of Turkey, before the World War, ea-h

possessed a prayer mat, or rug, made of diamonds and pearls, and va'ued at
something over two million five hundred thousand dollars apicce. The largest and
most expensive rug in the world, made of the erdinary materials of which such
things are manufactured, is owned by the Carlton Club of london, and is said to
be worth a quarter of a million.

Speaking of gold mines, where do you suppose the most valuable bit of ore
ever smelted in the world so far as is known, was found? In California or

Australia or India? No, indeed. It was a lot containing two hundred pounds of
go'd-bearing quartz at the rate of fifty thousand dollars per ton, and was found in
a mine at Ishpeming, Michigan.

Think of paying two hundred and fifty thousand dollars for a sinle meal!
That is what a wealthy Roman once did, when he wished to impress a dozen guests

with his disregard fer riches.
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here,” indicating with the knife, “for
stealing his girl. Watch your step the
both of you."”

“What do you
asked Bill.

“Now. F'm telling vou,” answered
the old man, “but if any one should
ask me, 1 don’t know a thing. Remem-
ber that. I've got troubles of my
own.”

“But what is it all about?" Cathie
wanted to know. “Don’'t be so mys-
terious, Grandpa. Tell us.”

“The Joey an’ that Slater guy were
in here late last night with a bottle of
hooch. The Joey had it, an’ him an’
the Slater guy were drinkin’ an’ talkin’
fow, down there at the end of the coun-
ter.

“I didn’t pay no attention to ‘em, an’
didn’t hear what they said until they
both oot mad an’ had an argument.
They'd had several drinks, an’ I guess
they didn't know they was talkin'
lowver.,

“The Joey wanted the Slater guy to
do somethin’, T didn’t catch what it
was, to Bill. An’ when he refused, the
Joey told him nastylike that he was
afraid Bill would put the slug on him.
That’s what the row was about.

“They started to callin’ each
Look out!’ he warned, and drew back
from the counter, and began to cut
bread. as two members of the band, in
trousers, undershirts and slippers, came
into the car. “Do you want that toast
dry or buttered, Cathie?” he asked
sourly.

“Oh, buttered, Grandpa,” she an-
;w;red. assuming a gaiety she didn't
eel.

Bill and Cathie remained thought-
fully at the lunch counter. Standing
near them were the two men who had
just come in. The latter gave their
orders. and the old counterman busied
himself with his work. A switch en-
gine. hissing steam and with its bell
ringing, rolled past on the next track.

mean, Grandpa?”’
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Under cover of its noise Bill said to
Cathie: L

“Dearest, go sit down, and I'll brin
your breakfast to you. We’re evidently
in for some trouble with the bess any-
way, and I might as well start waiting
en you now as later.”

She flashed him a smile that set his
heart thumping.

When Cathie was seated at her break-
fast at a small, circular, movable table
by a window, which overlooked rows
upon rows of tracks holding broken
strings of freight cars, and Bill had un-
hesitatingly sat down there with her,
they carried on a perfunctory conversa~
tion for the benefit of the two musicians
and to still the perturbation which filled
their hearts.

There were many things which they
wanted to say to each other, further

pledges of their love, and surmises and

cenjectures about their approaching in-
terview with the manager of the cir-
cus. They both thought that when they
were on their way to the hotel they
would be alone, and that these confi-
dences could then be exchanged. But
as they left the pie car, they were joined
by a group of troupers, some ten or
a dozen and comprosing both men and
women, who were also geing uptown
to the hotels, and their chancés of being
by themselves became remote.

LL of them walked in single file up

the rough pathway between the
track holding the circus coaches on one
side and a track on which a freight train
was being made up on the other. Con-
versation of any kind was difficult here
because of the noise of the moving
freight cars, the loud puffing of the en-
gine doing the work, and the clouds of
smoke and falling cinders. Besides,
there was the lurking danger of being
hurt, or even of being killed, through
a misstep, and every one of the group
had to be on his or her guard against
just such an accident,
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because I was strongly impressed. Tt
was on a Sunday afternoon. Your
father and [ were knee-decp in a litile
stream, washing the ponies. Jimmy and
lLittle Red were seated on the bank. To
one side of us some zebras were heimg
wvashed. On the other side the three
elephiants the show owned iere frolick-
inz in the water, and behind us were
the harrage stock and the tents, with
the wapgons s:autered about the lot as
they usually were.

“In ag eeing to help vour father,
Jimmy and I helred ourselves by hav-
ing to apply eursclves 19 studies which
we would never have bothered about
otherwie. You can have no idea of
the difhi-ulties we cxperienced trying to
studdy while we were with that mud
show,

““The country roads in those davs
were wsually bad, and a circus travel-
ing over them had many obstacles to
overcome. There were days and nights
of rain, and mud, and mired wagons;
there were fizhts with the townspeople
and opposition fights; and there were
days and nichis when we were so tired,
so worn with fatigue, that we could
have criesl from the yain of it.

“Jimmy and [ lagged in our studles.
But vour father's ambition was so de-
termined, sa strong, so deeply rooted.
that nothing could stand in the way of

it. He soon outstripped us, and we

have rever caught up with him.

“When vou think about his early life
and wonder whv he idn"t go to school,
vou must rememher that he was wholly
deendent upon his own resources, that
lie wns a_voung bov, and that the {ear
of lwing Placed in an orplan asylum al-
wavs hune over him,

“By the tire we were ready to buy
our cirens, Little Red hod hecrme a
voune rwoman, and the childhsod hond
of atfection between herself and vour
fatber h~d ernwn intn love. Timmy and
T, tou, hal fallen in love: and our girls
were performers. or kinkers as per-

TOP-NOTCH MAGAZINE

formers werc called in those days, and
were f[riends of Little Red's.

“When we spoke of marriage, we met
with bitier opposition from the girls’
parents, herause we three ysung men
were classed as roughpecks, and it was
considered that the girls would be mar-
rying beneath them if they married us.
Besides, the acts they were in would he
weakened if the girls left them. So we
kept onr engagements a secret.

“Your father and Jimmy and 1 spent
the winter at our winter quartets re-
rairing and painting our property. We
did almnst all the work ourselves in er-
der to save as much as we could of our
meacer capital. _

“Thase three girls who shared our
hardships and encouraged us with their
love are gone. But witheut their in-
terest and love and com-anionship, I
doubt that we could have succeeded. If
we worked hard before we were mar-
ried. we worked harder afterward to
justify their confidence in us. They and
Forepauch Jimmy were the features of
our performince.

“In you. Enid, I see Little Red as she
was in those davs—voung, lithe, grace--
ful, vivacious, beautiful. She was Enid
Fenton. your mether, a bareback rider
of rare ahility.”

HIILE Catherwood was talking,

Enid sat bolt upright, with her fin-
gers interlocked and her gaze fixed on a
point in the carret. Now, when he
paused for a moment, she turned her
tawny eves full on him., There was
firc smoldering in them, She said
nothing. Then she returned her gaze
to the pnint in the carpet.

“I am trving to impress vou,” Cather-
wond continued. after looking thought-
fully at Enid. “with a picture of your
parents as they were then, so tkat you
may understand your father’s later ac-
tion. ‘

“The Anding Brothers' Circus, a one-
ring wagon show, started out on its first
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CHAPTER XXI.
THE SPOTLIGHT.

URING the narration, Williamn

Sturgis had sat inert, and seemed
scarcely to breathe as thuse intimate
days of his youth were reviewed for
the henefit of his children.  When
Catherwood  stop;ed speaking, he pot
up slowly, took a step toward his daugh-
ter and stopped, as if undesided. Then
the ielephone rang and Catherwood an-
swered it,

“It's Martin Hillsdale, the press agent
bark with the show,” he sa'd, turning to
Sturgis. "“He says there arc some re-
porters downstairs who spotted your
private car and want an interview with
yvou. He says he can't hold them in
che~k any longer—they’re getting impa-
tient and think he is stalling them so
that you crn get away without seeing
them. What do you want to do about
them?”

*“What kind of a fetlow is Hillsdale ?”

“Smart fellow. But like most of his
tritic e hits the booze now and then. 1
had to give him a good bawling out a
couple of weeks ago for getting cock-
eved. He sail he was entertaining
newspare-men. I told him to wait until
the wintertime to do his entertaining.
He's all right now. Do you want him>"

“Yes, tell h'm to bring the newspaper-
men up. I might as well give out the
story now and have it over with."”

At the same moment that Catherwood
turned back to the telerhone, and her
father stood looking thoughtfully at
him, Enid gave a little gasp of horror
and uiade as if to rise from her chair.
Then as the message was given, she
=at hack again and. for a moment,
laoked pleadingly at her father. But
he «in’t see her expression, for he was
lnoking at and listening to Catherwood.
The color rose in her cheeks.

Put Cathic had cauzht the meaning
nf her look, and she symnathized with
the stricken girl, whose pride was about
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to he held up to the ridicule of her most
cherisl-ed illusions. She said nothing,
however, nor marde any move 10 express
her unde-standing. the whole matter lLe-
ing she knew, one in which a stranger's
interference would be resented.

1 ARTIN HILLSDALE came in

with the rewspapermien, and they
were giveu 2 bricf outline of the stary.
They were told whao Cathie was, and
that she and Bill would not be married
untit the close of the season; that they
would then live at the winter quarters,
for Bill was going to work his way up
with the circus.

Puring the interview, Enid stoed at
orie of the windows, with her back to
the room, and curtly refused to say
anything at all.

When the reporters were leaving,
Hillsdale was told to remain for a mo-
ment.

“Martin,” said Catherwood, “you
seem to be taking all this very much as
a matter of course.”

“I've known who Bill was since he
joined the show, Mr. Catherwood. 1 rec-
nrmized him the day he joined us,” re-
plied Hillsdale. He took some news-
paper clippings from his pocket and
handed them to his employer. “You
will find some pretty good pictures of
him here,” he said, “Pete, the stake-and-
chain man, recognized him, too, from
his name and the strong likeness to his
father. We used to talk, Pete and I,
about Bill, and what he was doing at
various times.

“I could have sold the story for a
good price if I had wanted to. But
Bill has seemed to be so much up against
it, and has been trying so hard to make
good, that T havent had the heart to
do it. But this reunion and finding him
working as an usher in a circus, is go-
ing to make a peach of a story and the
show will get a lot of publicity about it.
We ought to da a turn-away business
to-morrow. Oh, by the wav.” toring
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YOU—AND YOUR CAREER

precisely what you mean, for “art ob-
jects” s a very inclusive term. You
will have to narrow your ambition down
to one class of art object. Do you like
to make pottery and decorate it? Or do
you like metal work or wood carving or
what? You see what I mean, of course.
There are scores of divisions in the crea-
tion of beautiful things. Painting,
sculpture, etching, water coloring are
some. Think it over, arfd decide what
definite line you are to pursue.

Dear Mr. Hanpron: I am a boy of seven-
teen. 1 am also interested in collecting street-
car checks in which I have an even twenty-
five in number from all different places, the
farthest being Honoluhw. I do not like sports
very much, but I am an ardent cyclist.

Ever since I have been little, I have always
wanted to work on a ship, but it is almost im-
possible for me to obtain a job on a ship
because of the simple reason that I have not
bBad any experience. If such is the case, how
am I ever going to get a job and experience if
I never work at it to experience it?

“"W. H. S.

I am inclined to think that you lack
enterprise, and that you have not tried
very hard to get the kind of job you
want. Or have you tried at all? You
did not say, and rather seemed to have
give up because you realize your lack of
experience.

Every boy lacks experience when he
starts oyt in the world. He has to get
it somewhere, Some one gives him a
job. The first step is to get to know the
men at the water front, be friendly with
them, do things for them in the way of
small errands, let them know your in-
terest in ships and that you want a job
on one. Eventually your chance will
tum up. Also, by staying around the
docks, you will learn a great deal about
ships and commerce that you don’t
know now. Be interested in everything
and remember all you are told.

Are your parents interested in your
idea? TIf they are on your side, the job
will be easier and it is not wise, at your
age, to do anything they would not ap-
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prove. The thing to remember, if you
are going ahead with your idea, is to
stick to it until you lnd something.
Perseverance wins many times when
nothing else will.

Dear Mr. HAnProN: 1 am fifteen years old
and would like to be a nmaturalist. Do you
think the field for naturalists is good? And
also the pay and opportunities, and is a col-
lege education needed?

I spend most of my time in the woods
studying the habits of birds, animals and fish.
I have chosen this ambition because I love
the great outdoor life. M. B.

Your ambition is rather unusual for
a boy of your age, but an excellent one.
There is nothing better than the out of
doors, and study of animals and plants
is one of the most interesting of jur-
suits.

To become really expert in your field,
I think it is almost necessary for you
to go to college. You see, there is a
great deal of scientific information you
must have to carry on such work. |
take it that you already are going to or
have finished high school. If so, you
already have had some science. In col-
lege you would have to study botany,
biology, geology and related subjects.
You would also study history and geog-
raphy, for plants and animals have had
a great influence on the life of men and
their progress. You would want to
know all about these things.

I suggest that if you have a library
in your town or near by that you get
books on some of the subjects I have:
mentioned, starting perhaps with bot-
any. You will then get some idea of
the size of the field and some of the
many things you must know. I should
mention languages also, most of alf
Latin, since all plants and animals have
Latin names. 1 do not mention these
things to discourage you, but because
they are essential to you. If your in-
terest is keen enough and your enervy
good, you can learn all these things
eventually.



124

Now, as to apportunities and pay.
These depead on your abilities and
kuowledge. If you should become a
teacher vou wouid make an excellent
salary and as your reputation grows
your income would advance. There
is also the possibility that you might
hecome connected with a museum and
through it with cxpeditions of one kind
or another to many parts of the world.
If I were you, however, I should not
dwell too much just now on the money
end. If that field is the only one you
can be satisfied in, go into it with all
your will. The money will take care
of itself.

R. W. M.—I find your letter a very
difficult one to answer. If you have
kent a carbon copy of it. read it over,
and 1 think you will find you have
diagnosed your own case. Your chief
difficulty at the moment is mental, aris-
ing partly from physical causes. Your
problem, therefore, is to get yourself
into the right mental statc. How to do
that is the question. '

You are obviously bitter, perhaps
with good reason. You are discour-
azed and. as vou admit, a bit sorry for
yvourself. None of these things is
good. In addition. if it does not sound
ton harsh, I deteet a little of the spirit
of the quitter, who finds the world just
a bit too much for him. You are on
the point of admitting you are licked,
in spite of your expressed determination
to get going aeain. Understand that
this is not critical. The underlying
causes without doubt are excellent rea-
sons for your situation.

Now. I think, if you are ready for
a hattle, your outlook is not at all hope-
less. But vou must overcome hopeless-
ness. If you cannot become optimistic,
you must be dorged enaugh to fight it
cut as if you wcre confident of the out-
come. If you are not optimistic, try to
be. The mere effort stimulates yvou to
get up against the world and prove
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vourself. Pick your jobh, whatever that
may he, and make a go of #t. Don't
ever admit defeat. Make your mind
overcome your physical disabikties.
Nerves are terrible things when they
get the best of you. but determination
will make you a success in spite of them.

It may seem to you that what I say
is platitudinous. That is readily ad-
mitted. But think about it. Apply
what I say to yourself. Get the inside
out of what I have said. All the rules
for success, either in business or per-
sonally, are platitudes. But they wark.
Get over feeling low. Forget inferi-
ority. If I may say so, much of your
trouble is due to family difficulties. I
have no advice to give about them, ex-
cept to suggest that you straighten them
out at all costs. Nothing is more ruin-
ous to 2ll concerned.

Dear Mx. Hampron: I am ambitious to
obtain a bit of information, which I believe
vou can supply. Since I am extremely inter-
ested in anything dealing with geography and
travel, I should like to know just where 1
can get more or Irss detailed information as
to the following subjects, their possibilities,
requirements. kinds of work, and remunera-
tiveness* Commercial geogranhy, foreign
trade, Natinnal Geogranhic Society, and deal-
ing in stamps and supplies for collectors; also,
any other subjects you might suggest along
the same line, A.K R

I am not quite certain what you wish
me to do, exactlv. but I assume you
want to know whether it will pay for
you to get a job in one or other of
the fields you mention.

Commercial geography is a study, so
1 will deal with it in connection with
foreign trade, to which it is applied. T
suggest vou write to the department of
commerce, Washington. and ask for
literature on our foreign trade, its pos-
sibilities.- and its need for competent
men. If travel is what you want. you
might then see about getting a job with
some large oil concern or other export-
ing company. It would be necessary
for you to get neater the coast. As to
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pay, this depends on your work. Your
questions are too general for mc to
give a specific reply.

The National Geographic Society is
concerned mainly with publishing -the
magazine, The National Geographic,
and, so far as 1 know, has no commer-
cial possibilities to offer.

I'm afraid I can give you no infor-
mation on stamp collecting and dealing
in supplies. It js too specialized a
field for me to have general knowledge.
A talk with a stamp dealer probably
will give you the information you want.

\

Dear M. Hampron: I am twenty-two
years old, and graduated from high school
four years ago. Since then I have worked in
a shoe factory. The work does not satisfy
me, and I want to make a change to some-
thing in which there is a future. I have be-
come interested in several different pursuits,
especially in writing, both fiction and jour-
nalism. I would like it very much if you
would advise me how to get ahead in this
field. I have liad no experience, except for
writing a few stories in the school paper. I
like the work, and think that I could make a
success of it if I could get a start.

I also like music, can play several instru-
ments by ear very well, but never studied it
because I felt that there was small hope of
earning a good living at it. I have also in-
quired about several radio courses which in-
terest me, but I do not know if I have the
technical mind which this would require.
Your articles interested me very much. They
made me realize that it was time for me to
get started if I am ever to. I hope you can
start me on the right path. R. D.

I agree that it is time you thought
seriously of what you are going to
make of yourself. Of course, I do not
know the possibilities of your present
job; but, since you are dissatisfied, it
is time to think of something else.

There is a future, of course, in writ-
ing and journalism if you have the abil-
ity. If you have a fertile mind and
have the knack of writing fiction inter-
estingly, then that is your field. It
sometimes is a hard struggle to get a
start. You often have to write many,
many stories before you break in, but
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it pays in the end if you have enough
confidence in yourself to stick to it.

On the other hand, journalism offers
a somewhat easier course. The work
is difficult, but success of a mild kind
and an adequate salary are more quickly
achieved. You seem, moreover, to
lean to newspaper work, so I assume
that is what you are more interested in
at the moment. Journalism also is a
stepping-stone to fiction writing for
many young men. There is nothing to
stop you from going into it later if
your ability to write develops.

My suggestion is that you try to get
a job on : newspaper in your city. It
is better to get a start in your own city,
if possible. You know the place and
its people well. That is an advantage
ta any newspaper man, The more fa-
miliar you are with your city, the easier
you will find it to get news. In a large,
strange city that is almost impossible,
and the chances of failure are multi-
plied.

Do you know any newspaper editors?
If so, or even if you do not, go to the
newspaper office and ask if there is any
opening for a reporter. Don’t be afraid
to ask. And stick to it, if you are
turned down the first time. Persistence
will win for you in the end. Once
you get a job, do what you are told,
and don’t forget that you have a mind
that should be working. Don’t make it
necessary to be told the same thing
twice. Keep your eyes open, keep
keenly interested in all phases of news-
paper making, read the news, not only
in your city but of all the world. Read
magazines, study, do anything to get a
fund of information about men and
affairs. That is the only way to make
a first-class newspaperman.

Dear Mz, HaMPTON: I happen to be one
of the many who seems to be unable to settle
in a satisfactory way. Have tried the follow-
ing jobs, newspaper, drug, garage, theater,
stage, railroad, and lumber camp. Now the
thing I like best is the music profession, hav-
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was sprawled Leside him. Hondo, with
the yellow hair on the back of his neck
sticking straight up, was trying to claw
his way throug!: the door.

" Hilow struggled to his feet, rubbing
bis jaw with one hand,

“What's the matter, Hondo?” he de-
manded dazedly.

The pup paid no attention, but kept
up his frantic attempts to get out,
growling all the while deep in his throat.
The noise brought Happy around, and
he. too, sat up.

Suddenly the quiet night outside the
dobe storeroom was split wide open by
the roar of several six-guns.

The lanky Hilow was first tn grasp
the signiticance aof the firing. He
jumped to a window and stared out
through the bars,

“It's the Z K gang,” he announced in
a tense whisper.  “Somehow they’ve
slipped away from our men. Tt looks
like they're rushin’ the house.”

Happy jerked himself tn his feet.
“We gotta git out!” he grated. “Thev'll
kill the Old Man sure.” The eves of
the freckled youth shifted rapidly over
the small roum, searching for a pos-
sible means of escape. There scemed
to be none, and his gaze came to rest on
the heavy door. ’

“I'll try this,” he grunted. Tensing
himself, he ‘hurled his bulk forward.
Although he weighed close to a hundred
and wighty pounds, the door refused to
givee. The storeroom was built for
safetv. For this reason the one en-
trance was of thick ocak, and the win-
dows were barred.

Again and again, Happy used his
body for 2 battering-ram; but it was no
use. He turned heatedly toward Hi-
low. “It was you and yore dog got®us
in here,” he accused. “Now get us
out!”

But Hilow wasn’t listening. He was
over in one end of the room rummag-
ing through a stack of junk.

Both of the Jacks were unarmed, for
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the Old Man, when he got them into
the storeroom by a ruse, had foresight
cnough to lift their guns. They always
seemed satisfied to fight with their fists
only, but you never could tell, and the
boss was playing safe.

Now Hilow wa$ in hopes he could
find some sort of a weapon. Presently
he gave an exclamation of satisfaction,
and hauled out two spades. He pointed
mutely at the dog who had given over
trying to get out the door and was
busily engaged in digging a hole next
to the wall, in the hard-packed earth
floor.

“Dawg's got more sense than either
of us,” muttered Hilow, and, spade in
hand, he attacked the dobe wall.

Happy Jack followed suit, and, side
by side they set to work to dig their
way out. Even then, with their mutual
desire to save Old Man Purdy, each
found time to give the other one an oc-
casional dirty lnok or gruff threat.

The,sound of gunfire was duller now,
as though the raiders had forced their
way inside the house. The two Jacks
pictured their boss, crippled and alone,
standing at the top of the stairs, fighting
off a villainous crew. With sweat pour-
ing down their faces, and breath coming
in labored gasps, they redoubled their
efforts. The dobe wall was thick and
baked hard,

Suddenly Hilo drew back and snuffed
the air. “I smell smoke!”’ he gasped.
Dropping his spade he leaped to the
window. What he saw caused his blood
to freeze.

In one of the upstairs windows of the
ranch house three figures showed clearly
by the light of the lamp. Two of them
had a long rope and they were wind-
ing it around and around the other man,
tying him to the tall post of a bed. As
they moved to one side, Hilow re~oge
nized the third man. It was Old Man
Purdy.

The other two had black neckerchiefs
covering the lower part of their faces.
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gagged. It was not so smoky here, and
Hilow fumbled his way to the door in
time to sec the foreman leap wildly
through the window, carrying the sash
with him. There was a duil thud as the
man’s body hit the ground below.

“Git the boss loose!” Happy was
dragging his erstwhile opponent into the
room.

Quickly Hilow unwound the lariat
that strapped the Old Man to the bed-
post, and tore away the gag. Purdy
was pale and his face glistened with
beads of sweat, but his voice was calm
as if he were directing a round-up.

“Good work, boys,” he said simply.
“Yuh'll have to carry me out; I'm
wounded pretty bad.” And before Hi-
low could catch him, he slumped to the
floor.

While Hilow lifted the Old Man
gently in his arms, Happy looped the
lariat around the wounded Z K man,
hoisted him over the window sill and
lowered him to the ground. As he did
so, he noticed that one leg of the man’s
overalls was torn as though a dog had
ripped it. He remembered seeing
Hondo darting into the house; but
there was no time to ponder on it. Bit
by bit, H& lowered his wounded enemy
to safety. It was hard work, for his
bleeding shoulder only allowed him to
use one arm, but he made it by wind-
ing the end of the rope around the bed-
post and tetting it slip.

Tuming back to Hilow, he took hold
of Purdy’s legs with his good arm,
and between them they carried their
boss to the hall door. When they peered
through they were met with a sight that
made them shrink back. Where there
had been rolling masses of smoke there
was now flashing jets of flame.

“We——cain't make it that way!”
Happy hesitated.

“Got to!” barked Hilow. “Cain’t let
the boss through the window. Rope’s
gone. C’mon!”

Heads down and shoulders hunched
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to protect their faces, they pushed into
the crackling inferno. Eager flames
flared and licked out at them, scorching
their faces, singeing their hair. Their
clothing bLegan to <moke dangerously.
Still they Jurched on, shielding the Old
Man with their own bodies.  Somechow,
they fought tieir way to the head of the
stairs and started down. Although the
walls were hurning, there was still
enough leeway to keep them from the
actual fire.

And then, at a turn in the stairs when _
the worst of all was beforc them. a
seething mass of roaring fire, Happy
stopped, his head cocked on one side
as though listening.

“I—I'm goin’ back,” he said in a dry,
strained voice. And before Hilow
could stop him, he wheeled and darted
back up the stairs.

_Hilow, left alone with the dead
weight of his boss in his arms, drew
his heat-blistered forehead into a fur-
rowed scowl.

“Quitter |” he snarled.
and jump from the window!
low quitter!”

The stairs trembled ominously, wamn-
ing him that they were likely to sink at
any moment, It looked the height of -
folly to try and battle through the red
torrent below ; but that was the one way
out with his unconscious burden. Reel-
ing from the effect of smoke-filled
lungs, he plunged downward. _

“Goin’ back
The yel-

THERE was a fleeting moment of

agony as the flames closed in on
him, sending needles of pain shoot'ng
through his burned facc and arms.
Then he was on the floor. It still held,
and with a heart-bursting effort he
leaged on and won the door. He was
out.

With sombrero and blistered hands he
beat out the smoldering fire on the
Old Man's clothing and his own. Both
men were burned. but not so badlv that
healing lotions and time would not cure
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Answers to correspondents will be
given as space permits.







age—new to me, at Jeast, although [
first drank maté du the barbar of Callao
a goad many years ago. A\ large down-
toswwn matd distributor has called my at-
tention to the {ollawing jpassage fram
the fincyelopedia Britannica:

Maté acts ay a restorative after  great
fatigue. . . . The Gaucko of the plains will
travel on horselack for weeks asking no bet-
ter fare than dried beef washed down with
copious draits of maté, and for it he will
forgn any other luxury, such as sugar, rice
or lhucuit.

SE\"ERAL readers have asked about
the gourds and the bowmbillus.  The
bombills, as many readers may know, is

the hollow-handled spoan with the sieve- @

like bowl thraugh which maté is taken.
In a Washington Street establishment I
found a “Gaucho Maté Set'” made up
as follows: One attractive hand-decor-
ated maté gourd fitted into a pewter
stund ; one hand-made, imported, silver-

Yerba mate, enouph for a month's use,
on an average.  This set was priced at
£5.00. )
HOSLE readers who have written in
asking where to ger manuals on
Uniterl States army regulations, charts
faor army color-vision tests and peneral
army data may save time by writine to
the Amay Information Service, White-
hall Street, New York City, 1 am only
too ¢lad to continue t send any infor-
mation which 1 am able to gqive, bot 1
include this note here for thase who may
le intevested.
Top-Norcu reader in Minresota
writes me as follows, in acknowl-
edgzement ol a little service I was able
to perform in his iuterests:

Dear Comnopnorr: Received your letters
and I seut for the hat-stretcher to the firm you
suggested, and I have received it, and every-
thing is O. K. 1 want to thank yay for the
wonderful service you are doing. It is a great
scrvice. Many thanks.

Your friend, H. L

Cedar Mills, Minnesota.

It has been a plcasure to coGrerate
with Mr. H. L. His letter is appreciated,
and I wish also to thank A. L. G.. San

plated bombilla; one large tin of Gaucho Antonio, Tex; R. D. B., Portland Ore.;
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