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6 STREET & SMITH’'S TOP-NOTCH

CHAPTER IL
THE RADIO MAN.

STUMPY, rusty, grimy tramp
A steamer. flying the British flag,

was wallowing In a head sea in
the Gulf Stream. She was the Mer-
maid, New York to Trinidad and other
ports farther south. She had a slight
list to port, and she was down a little
by the head, and her engine was unable
to push her along at more than five
knots against the head wind.

Half a dozen nondescript seamen
loitered upon her dirty iron decks. An
officer in a torn and faded blue uniform
leaned upon the rail of her bridge. In
a tiny cabin, abaft the chart house, sat
a young man with radio headpieces over
his ears, and a book open in front of
him, the title of which was “Wireless
Telegraphy.” He had been sitting like
this for hours, listening to the clicking
of messages from vessels a hundred, two
hundred, three hundred miles away.

At his open door appeared an un-
shaven man in overalls and without a
coat. His once white shirt was smeared
with grease, and his hands were black
with it. He thrust a slip of paper at
the wireless man.

“I sye, Bill,” he commanded. “Get
this off. Skipper’s orders.”

The wireless operator grasped it
eagerly, and laboriously began to send
the message. Wilbur Stetson was mak-
ing his first voyage; he was far from
being an expert wireless operator, but
he was, at least, a willing worker.

Three months had passed since the
boy from Stoutsville had arrived in New
York. They had been three amazing
months in a career which up to that
time had had only blank pages. They in-
cluded a month of futile search for em-
ployment, a period of hard labor as a
shipping clerk, and the day when he had
observed the advertisement of the
Downing School of Wireless Teleg-

raphy.

“Learn to be an operator, and see the
world,” was the advertising slogan of
the Downing School. “We make you
an expert operator for one hundred
dollars. Open nights.”

And Wilbur had found something
which appealed to him. The dcadly
grind of office and shop in New York
had not been even as pleasant an aspect
as the bank in Stoutsville. To sit in
the wireless room of an ocean liner, and
take and receive messages from all parts
of the world—that was the life for a
live young man.

He had turned over his last hundred
dollars to the Downing School. He had
attended sessions for five nights a week
during a period of a month, weary from
nailing boxes and pushing about heavy
cases of machinery. He had been given
a diploma, but the school’s promise of
quick employment had been a delusion
and a snare. There were no great liners
looking for inexperienced operators. It
had seemed as though no steamship cap-
tain wished to place the fate of his ship
in the hands of a recent Downing gradu-
ate.

But just when he had made up his
mind that he had wasted his time at
school, a shipping agent offered him the
berth of the Mermaid at thirty dollars a
month, and Wilbur had signed his name
to the articles without taking the pre-
caution to have a look at the vessel. Not
that it would have done him any good.
He didn’t know the difference between
a lady liner and an unseaworthy old
tramp. The Mermaid had looked like a
lot of ship to him, though she was a mis-
erable specimen of British tramp, and
hardly two thousand tons burden.

MAN has to be as young as
Wilbur Stetson to be happy un-
der the conditions he found on
board. His cabin was filthy, the ship’s
food as bad as possible, the skipper was
a red-nosed drunkard, and the officers
a grumpy, surly, unpleasant set of cock-
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day out in language almost as vile as
that used by the stokers.

He tricd to turn his ecars inside out
when he didn’t have the car picces over
them, and he 1gnored the ribald remarks
addressed to Sparks occasionally by
the rufians outside his door.

Y the sixth day, \ilbur had
B learned to take a message with

reasonable speed as the result of
constantly writing down whatever was
heing said on the air within hearing
radius. He was getting so that he could
translate Morse and International code
orally, when the hig storm came up.

While some of the stokers had in-
sisted that the ‘“‘bleeding old wagon”
wouldn't get by Cape Hatteras in safety,
she had lurched past the Virginia Capes
without disaster, and she was in Florida
waters when the big wind came.

Wilbur had reported the storm warn-
ing—sent out by the United States gov-
emment—of a heavy southeaster, to
Captain Brown upon receipt of it,

“Tell me something I don’t know,”
snarled the skipper. “The glass ‘as
been falling for three hours. Get back
up there, and keep yer bloody ears
open.”

The crew had been moving swiftly
about, making everything tight for a
couple of hours before the sea began
to rise, and the Mermaid began to lurch
more drunkenly than ever.

Up on the top of the deck house,
Wilbur heard the wind whistling in a
most sinister manner, and shortly
picked up a report from a ship a hun-
dred miles to the south that it was blow-
ing sixty or seventy miles an hour.

Very soon the Mermaid began to
pitch. Being short and squat, a high
head wind caused her to move like a
rocking-horse, and, as the wind in-
creased in violence, it would lift her bow
uut of water. and let it slap itself back
on the surface with a crash which was
terrifying. Following the crash of the

descending bow would be the awful
rattle of the single screw when the
stern rose out of the sea and caused the
propeller to revolve in air.

Nor did her pitching interfere in any
respect with her gift for rolling. She
would roll to port as though she in-
tended to turn over, and then she would
roll to starboard in the same sinister
manner. And despite the efforts of the
crew, there were so many things still
loose on board that there was a continual
clanking of metal hitting against metal.

In short order the sea was running,
in Wilbur's opinion, mountain high.
Never having seen the ocean in a storm,
he supposed that waves were great roll-
ers many times higher than those which
broke upon the beaches of southeastern
New Hampshire in bad weather, and he
was surprised to observe that ocean
waves were shaped like pyramids of
varying height.

Some of those pyramids were com-

ing over the bow and sweeping the
length of the ship, flooding the decks to
a depth of five or six feet. When one
of these waves from the bow happened
to collide with a pyramid of water which
came over the side, they broke against
each other with a deafening roar, and
sent spray fifty or sixty feet into the
air.
He watched this natural phenomena
from his radio house with growing ap-
prehension. He knew that the Mermaid
was fifty years old, and built of iron,
and had been encountering gales and
hurricanes all her life, and he was
aware, from his instrument, that this
was not a hurricane—only a heavy gale,
which should be reassuring. There
was no human being to encourage him
in this thought. The crew was under
cover. The captain and second officer
were on the bridge, of which he had no
view from his door, which faced aft.

And things were getting worse.

An hour passed. Two hours., Passen-
gers on a great transatlantic liner in a
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refuge. It was a refuge for Wilbur
Stetson.

tHle dragged himself upon it and lay
flat, clinging with both hands to a line
which was fastened to one corner of it.
The waves were still rough enough to
toss it about and, without that life line,
he could not have remained on board
of it.

He had no food, no water, and he was
all alone in mid-ocean on a raft. Ina
book of adventure he had read of a man
being in such a situation, and he had
been thrilled, and considered it a ro-
mantic experience. To him, now, it was
nothing but horror.

It scemed an interminable time hefore
the sun came up, but when it was broad
daylight, the sea hecame much smoother.
He was able to stand and balance him-
sclf on the raft and peer into all quar-
ters in search of a sail or a wisp of

smoke. Nothing!
S

A were cruising about in search of

the Mermaid, but all of them
were many miles distant. No matter
how accurately a distressed vessel gives
her position, wind, current, and varia-
tiuns make it inaccurate in a few hours.
Wilbur sank down upon the raft and
gave himself up for lost.

The motor craft Vulture was within a
couple of miles of him before he was
aware of it. The reason was that she
was long, very low in the water, had
no betraying streak of smoke, was
painted a grayish blue, and traveled at
thirty-two knots an hour. When he
did become aware of her, he stood upon
his raft and waved his arm, and danced
in a frenzy of anxiety.

She saw him. She headed toward
him, and she took him on board, and
made it possible to continue the career
of Wilbur Stetson. Had a coast-guard
ship rescued him, or had the United
Fruit steamer picked him up, he would
have been landed in New York, cured

a matter of fact, three vessels

of his passion for adventure. He might
have found a job in New York City. He
might even have crawled back to Stouts-
ville and implored his uncle’s forgive-
ness.

But Wilbur was rescued by the rum
runner Fulture, which was returning
empty, after landing a cargo of whisky
in Florida, and whose master and crew
were in a dour mood because they had
profited very little by the enterprise.

The depression had hit the booze
business. Prices had been cut in halves,
and the rum runners were no longer
recking with ill-gotten gains. They had
the decency to pick the shipwrecked
youth off his life raft, force a stiff drink
down his throat, toss him in a bunk, and
cover him with blankets, and, a few
hours later, landed him on a pier in
Nassau, on the island of New Provi-
dence, without a penny in his pockets,
and owning only the bedraggled clothes
he was wearing when the Mermaid went
down.

They had betrayed not the slightest
interest in the details of his shipwreck,
nor did they make an effort to find the
two lifeboats which had put off from
the sinking Mermaid.

When Wilbur timidly asked the cap-
tain of the Vuwlture what he should do,
that worthy answered indifferently:

“Go find the American consul, and,
if he ain’t on the job, the British port
authorities will send you back to the
United States. YVe saved your life, and
we've too many troubles of our own to
bother any more about you, young fel-
low. Want a drink?”

“No, thanks,” Wilbur replied.

“Then the hell with you,” retorted
the skipper. “We’re tying up to the
pier to take on some supplies, and you
hop ashore as soon as we make fast.”

“0. K." M *

He had learned the character of the
ship which had rescued him, and he was
eager to get away from her. And Nas-
sau looked like a paradise to this youth
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who had never seen a tropical island,
and who so recently had been afloat on
a raft in the open ocean.

CHAPTER 1IV.
THE BUCKET OF BLOOD.

TANDING on the deck of the Vul-
S ture, he had gazed in delight at
the lovely harbor, the waters of
which are as green as the finest emerald,
and which contrast exquisitely with the
gleaming white of the houses on the
shore. He stared at the quecr-shaped
sponge-fishing vessels, and at the quaint
ocean tramp< which were tied up to the
piers, and his eyes gleamed at the spec-
tacle of waving palm trees on Hog
Island to the left, and behind the little
city at the right.

And then he spied the great pink ho-
tel. the New Colonial, with its baroque
architecture, and its spacious gardens, in
which every type of tropic tree and
plant blooms profusely. It was exactly
like colored steamship posters he had
seen during his sojourn in New York.
It was worth the horrible experience of
the preceding night to be here.

It was hot, but he didn’t mind the
heat, standing upon the deck of the
rum runner. It was August, and Nas-
sau, in August, is so nearly dead that
it hardly breathes, but Wilbur didn’t
know that. This was the land of en-
chantment. This was everything he had
dreamed when he added up long columns
of figures away back in Stoutsville—the
lovely fantastic foreign country that he
had never hoped to set eyes upon.

The Vulture tied up at a pier, and
Wilbur shouted a grateful good-by to
the captain, his rescuer, who didn’t
deign to answer him. He stepped upon
a paved dock where a dozen half-clad
Negroes lay flat, sleeping like lizards in
the sun, and walked toward a small,
dusty public square which was also
some sort of market place.

A score of black women, with baskets

arranged in front of them, squatted on
their haunches and set up a hopeful
yipping as the young man passed along.
He came to the main street, and stared
at the spectacle of a stalwart black po-
liceman wearing a sun helmet, and di-
recting traffic, although there was no
traffic.

Wilbur crossed to the policeman.

“Can vou tell me how to find the
American consul's, please?"” he asked.

The officer jerked his thumb to the
left.

“Twe blocks down,” he said.
body will tell you, sir.”

The Negro talked with an English
accent, which amused young Stetson.

He was hatless, and he became aware
that the sun was terribly hot. The
pavement burned his bare feet. He had
kicked off his shoes in the water, and
his indifferent rescuers had not offered
to replace them.

Half of the stores and shops were
closed tight. Nobody was on the side-
walks. By the curb were a few horse
vehicles, whose drivers sprawled, sleep-
ing, in their seats, and whose horses
hung their heads in a manner of ex-
treme dejection. The enthusiasm for
Nassau, with which Wilbur had burned
when he stepped ashore, cozed out of
him. By the time he reached the little
building which housed the consul, he
was suffering frightfully from the heat.

HE consulate was closed. " A
' Negro in a candy shop next
door said that the consul was
on a vacation in New York, and that he
didn’t know where his clerk had gone.
“You get sunstroke if you no wear
a hat,” he remarked in curious clipped
English. “You can buy a sun hat for
a shillin’, sah.”
“I haven’t any money,” admitted the
shipwrecked mariner.
At this, the black man shrugged his
shoulders and lost interest. Remember-
ing the beautiful hotel and garden at the

“Any-



14 STREET & SMITH'S TOP-NOTCH

other end of the street, Wilbur retraced
his steps painfully. Never having gone
without shoes and stockings, his feet
hurt him, and he stubbed his tes on
the hot, uneven paving. Evemually be
reached the gate of the New Colonial,
and ventured within.

Here was heaven. Fvervthing was
green and luxuriant. There were pretty
walks and deep soft grass for sore feet,
and wide-spreading trees to ward off
the burning sun, and there was nobody
to order him out of this paradise. The
hotel was closed for the summer, and
the gardeners were having their siesta.

Wilbur walked across the cool grass
toward the harbor edge, and, finally,
came to a spnt where hig trees gave per-
fect <hade, and thick bushes afforded
concealment, and the grass was thick
and soit as moss. And he lay down
and was snund asleep in a few minutes.

All night he had been without rest—
he had slept anly a couple of hours on
the [“wltnre hefore she made land-—and
he was suffering now from reaction to
a terrific strain which only youth could
stistain,

He slept all the afternoon and well
into the evening, and only awoke when
the cool night breeze from the harbor
chilled his bare feet.

He sat up, confused and unable to
think how he came to he here—in his
dream he had heen back on the Mer-
naid, and had gone down with her. He
became aware of the chug-chug of a mo-
tor boat, and a bump as it collided gently
with a landing only a little distance off.

He heard voices. Men leaped upon
the landing and were coming toward
him.

“You have it straight,” said a harsh,
grating voice. “Anything can happen
in the 'Bucket of Bload.” You can strike
and be away before these black cops
find out what has happened. T'll be
here with the launch until midnight. Get
over the wall at the back of the hotel,
streak it across the grounds. I'll have

you back on board ten minutes after
you've stuck your knife into Carson.”

“Suppose something happens? Sup-
pose he don't go there?”

“You fool, he's got to go there! His
sister wants to go. Get a table on the
balcony. and keep out of sight until you
get a break. Good luck!”

The two men separated. Wilbur
heard one of them walk across the
wooden boat landing. He could not hear
the other, who was striding across the
grass.

“The Bucket of Blood!’ It sounded
like a name out of a dime novel. And
one of these men was going to stick a
knife into Carson, whoever he was. A
murderer. And the other fellow would
wait for this killer in a launch to take
him out to some vessel.

What was the Bucket of Blood? A
place where there was a balcony and
tables; it must be a restaurant or bar-
room. And Carson’s sister wanted to
go there.

TETSON climbed upon his feet
and moved softly away from the
vicinity of the boat landing, the
proximity of which he had not been
aware when he laid down to rest. He
got lost in the big garden, but eventu-
ally found the gate, which was open and
unguarded, and he looked from it down
the main street of Nassau, which had
come to life with the nightfall. The
sidewalks were thronged with colored
natives, who were promenading—the
women in white dresses, most of the
black men in white suits. Lights blazed
from the windows and doors of scores
of grogshops. Free from winter tour-
ists, the population of Nassau was
spending an evening in its own way.
Wilbur wandered down the street,
uncertain what to do. If he went to a
policeman and told what he had heard,
he was afraid he would not be believed,
and he might be arrested as a vagrant
because of his disreputable appearance.
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right hooks. The man went down.
Carson was immediately floored by a
blow on the back of the head from a
big black dancer who came up behind
him, but he was up like a flash. Miss
Carson was standing three or four feet
from Stetson’s hooth, screaming at the
top of her lungs. Wilbur was beside
her in two strides.

“In there, miss,” he said sharply. She
tumned, saw that he was white.

“Help him! They're killing
brother I she cried.

Wilbur pushed her into the booth, and
plunged toward Carson. He was by
no nreans a fighting man, but he was
big and strong, and his blood was up.

Carson, however, was holding his
own. He had picked up a chair which
stood heside a table on the edge of the
dance floor, and was clearing a path for
himself, and the Negroes were not eager
to be brained by it. Stetson dived
through the mob, and reached the white
man'’s side just as a mulatto dressed like
a scaman leaped upon the table behind
Carson, drew a long knife, and lifted it
high in the air,

He aimed at the broad shoulders of
the white man, and his blade would
have been driven down to the heart, ex-
cept for Wilbur Stetson. Wilbur thrust
his side against the table, knocked it
over. and sent the knife man headlong
to the ground. Carson glanced over his
shoulder, and took it all in like a flash.

“Good man!” he ejaculated. “Come
on, now! Let’s clean them all up!”

HE fellow with the knife was

on his feet, crouching low and

creeping in. “Look out!” ex-
claimed Wilbur, but Carson was slam-
ming away with his chair.

The killer charged, but he was met
by the bare right foot of Wilbur Stet-
son, which caught him full upon the
jaw and sent him backward.

Wilbur followed up his kick by
pouncing upon the would-be murderer

my

while he was recumbent, and tearing the
knife from his hand. He rose with the
vicious weapon, and that was plenty for
the Nassau Negroes, who rushed for
cover.

“Good man!"” repeated Carson again.
“But don't use that knife! These Blue-
noses would send you up for a hundred
years if you stuck one of their black

ts.”

P Your name Carson?”’ asked Stetson
hoarsely.

“You bet.”

“You've been framed. There was a
plot to kill you. This fellow—" He
turned, but the knife artist had scuttled
out of sight, and they were surrounded
by jabbering waiters.

“You leave,” commanded a burly
black who must have been the proprie-
tor. “You start fight. Get out, quick.”

Carson removed the knife from Wil-
bur’s limp fingers.

“Give that back to its owner if you
can find him,” he said contemptuously.

He thrust his arm inside that of Wil-
bur, and led him toward the exit where
his sister stood, white, trembling, and
with tears rolling down her cheeks.

“You wanted excitement, and you got
it, Clara,” he said, laughing. “I hope
you're satisfied.

“Oh, Frank!” she wailed. “That man
was going to kill you. This gentleman
saved you. I saw him take the knife
away from the other man.”

“Come on,” replied Carson. “Step
onit! We don’t want to land in a Brit-
ish jug.”

UTSIDE in the street, approach-
ing with extreme leisureliness,

were two Nassau policemen.
With one arm inside Stetson’s and
the other around his sister, Carson led
them toward the officers.
“Any trouble in there, sah?” asked
one of the policemen.
“Nothing to speak of,” said Carson
coolly. “Lovely evening, isn’t it?”
TN-—-1
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to get to New York, 1 promise to repay
you. :

*It begins to look as though we were
going to nced a two-fisted young man,”
said Carson.  “It's like this, Stetson.
A few wecks ago, in New York, I
bought an island in the Bahamas. Cora
and 1 are poing down to look it over,
and sec what we need to make us com-
fortable there. We're going to take
you along. There's a wireless outfit on
the yacht, but nobody to operate it. I'll
give you a decent salary. \We may have
some fun. Who knows?"

Wilbur hesitated.

“Do you want to go back to New
York?” demanded the girl.

Wilbur shook his head. “I started
out to sce the world. 1 just don’t want
to have you make a job for me because
I happened to be of service to you.”

“You're hired,” Frank Carson said.
“Want anything else to eat?”

“I've had plenty, thanks.”

“Let’s go?

They walked down to the pier at the
foot of the little plaza, and found a
small speed boat awaiting them, with a
uniformed seaman smoozing in the
stern. ,

trim white motor yvacht, about sev-

enty-five feet on the water line,
which lay at anchor close to the Hog
Island shore.

During the trip, Wilbur had hardly
been able to keep his eyes off Cora Car-
son. She was not only the most beauti-
ful. but the most dainty and graceful’
- creature he had ever seen.

Her feet were incredibly small. Her
hands were tiny. Her eyes were ex-
traordinary; very large and very, very
deep blue. Her nose was small, and
tilted a little. Her teeth were small, and
as regular as stringed pearls. She was
a thoroughbred, that girl.

Some day Wilbur expected to fall in
love and get married—when he was

IN ten minutes they ran alongside a
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about thirty, and had made a lot of
money, and was fed up on travel and
adventure. He hoped that a girl like
Cora Carson would be around at that
time, and would reciprocate his affec-
tion.

A man in white uniform with gold
on cap and sleeves met them at the
gangway, and helped Miss Carson on
board. It was the first time in his life
that Wilbur had ever stood upon the
deck of a private vacht, and this was
more splendid than he had supposed a
yacht to be. Carson must be tremen-
dously rich when he could own a yacht
like this, and buy a whole island.

“Captain Smith,” said Carson. "“This
is my friend, Wilbur Stetson. He
knows how to run a wireless instrument,
and he’s going with us to Fandango
Key.”

* “Very good, sir,” said the captain po-

litely, but he gave Wilbur a hard
scrutiny. “The gentleman sleeps in the
cabin, sir?”’

“Didn’t I say he was my friend?”
asked Carson sharply. “Come on,
young fellow.”

He led Wilbur down into a combina-
tion salon and dining room, the walls of
which were paneled in mahogany, while
the buffet gleamed with the silver dis-
played upon it.

An English steward bobbed up from
somewhere, and Carson called him over.

“Hobbs,” he said, “take Mr, Stetson
to No. 3.”

“Yes, sir. Certainly, sir. Your bags,
Mr. Stetson, sir?”

“Mr. Stetson was shipwrecked,” said
Cora Carson smoothly. “He'll get a
new outfit to-morrow.”

“You'll find me ondeck when you're
settled,” Carson stated. “I want to
have a talk with you, Stetson.”

“Yes, sir.”

Wilbur followed the steward who
thrust open the door of a stateroom, and

motioned to the shipwrecked youth to -
enter.






“ think s0.”

“Keep your ears open. [f this fellow
intended to take the knife man off in
a launch, he may be living on some
craft in the harbor. You and I will
drift around Nassau together to-morrow
on the off chance of running into him.
I'm recording my ownership of Fan-
dango Island at the Government House,
taking on somc supplies, and hope to
pull aut of here to-morrow night. Now
you'd beiter turn in.”

*Mr. Carsod,” said Wilbur with emo-
tion. “l consider myself a lucky fel-
low to have mect you.”

“I may be the lucky one.
shoot 2"

“I've done a little hunting in the
woods round Stoutsville. [ can use a
shotgrun.”

“Well, you'll have plenty of chance
for target practice with a rifie. Good
night.”

HEN Stetson retired that

\; \/ night and sank into a soft

mattress upon perfect springs,
he was almost delirious with joy and
excitcment. Carson, he thought, was
one of the finest men in the world, and
to be privileged to he a member of an
expedition in search of gold, was the
sort of thing he had dreamed about
back in Stoutsville, the sort of thing that
every youth dreams about while buried
in humdrum monotony at home.

His imagination was busy creating the
details which Carson had fajled to sup-
ply. Tt was cash, but not exactly treas-
ure. There was danger. An attempt
upon the yachtsman's life had been
frustrated by none other than Wilbur
Stetson, erstwhile bookkeeper back in
Stoutsville.

He had a most delicious dream, and
when he woke it was broad daylight,
and the steward was shaking him by
the shoulder and solicitously asking if
he wished to get up for breakfast.

He sat dawn to a breakfast of grape-

Can you
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fruit, golden toast, and crisp bacon. He
ate rapidly and rushed on deck.

A stiff breeze was blowing in from
the sea and ruffling the light-green sur-
face of the harbor. The yacht was even
more gorgeous than she had seemncd the
night before—her oak planking white
as milk, her steel sides gleaming with
white paint, her brass work shining like
gold. She was very broad for her
length, he thought—she happened to be
the last word in modern power-yacht
construction.

At the stern he saw the flutter -of a
white dress, and he walked rapidly aft.
The captain was sitting in a chair on
his little bridge, and bowed civilly to
him. He was a stout man with gray
hair and a red, lined face.

Miss Carson nodded cheerfully to
him as he approached.

“Frank has gone ashore,” she said.
“He will be back in half an hour, and
then we shall all go ashore together.
Did you sleep well 7’

“Perfectly.”

“Now tell me all about your ship-
wreck. It sounded awfully thrilling.”

“] guess it was pretty horrible,” he
replied. “I was so green that I didn’t
realize what danger we were in until |
found the ship had been abandoned, and
that I was alone on it.”

“Begin at the beginning, and tell me
everything,” she commanded.

While Wilbur Stetson had never been
mawkish over girls, and had reached
the age of twenty-one without having
had his heart broken, he was human,
and Cora Carson was beautiful and
sympathetic. With her gorgeous eyes
upon him, he related the tale of his
voyage upon the unfortunate Mermaid,
and he can be pardoned if he soft-
pedaled his terror at being left alone
upon a sinking ship, and permitted it
to be surmised that a stern sense of
duty had held him at his key, while the
cowardly crew had launched the boats
and made their escape,
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than you can, and swim faster, and I've
twice as many brains, and you know it.
I'm going to see the fun.”

“Fun! Trouble, you mean.”

Her mood changed, and she tucked
her arm inside her brother's, and be-
came very sweet and alluring. *‘Please,
darling,” she pleaded. “I'd die if 1
wasa't with you. And I'll be a help,
not a hindrance. Besides, I've the whip
hand."”

“All right,” he said with a sigh. “I
didn't really hope ‘to get nd of you.
Please leave us alone. 1've got to talk
to Stetson.”

She nodded curtly at Wilbur, and re-
treated with all the honors. Carson
grinned apologetically at Stetson.

“Spoiled,” he stated. *‘Until recently,
Cora had everything in the world she
wanted, and nobody ever dared to cross
her. Underneath, she's a sweet kid,
and she has the courage of a man, Ter-
rible temper. She ought to be spavked
for talking to you like that.”

“I had it coming, 1 guess,” said Wil-
bur.

“I've established title to my island,”
stated Carson. ‘I've ordered certain
things we may need, and I'll get under
way as soon as they are delivered. The
police say that there never was trouble
in the Bucket of Blood before, and
they're going to shut the place up.
Hello, a visitor!”

A small speed boat had arrived at the
yacht's ladder, and a decidedly British
voice announced that its owner wished
to talk to Mr. Carson.

“Come on board,” Carson called.

CHAPTER VI.
CARSON REFUSES AN OFFER.

HERE immediately arrived an
Englishman in white drill and
sun helmet. He was tall, with

shoulders that were big, but stooped a
trifle. He had a long, narrow face, with

a jaw of the type often described as
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lantern. He had pale-blue eyes, and
wore a monocle in the left orb. He was
tanned very brown. He removed his
helmet and revealed a scanty crop of
brown hair.

He smiled courteously at Carson, and
showed teeth that were yellow and very
irregular.

“Pardon my intrusion,” he said in a
deep voice of peculiar quality. “You're
the new owner of Fandango Island, 1
am informed.”

“Yes,” said Carson curtly.

“] say, what on earth do you want
with a barren coral key at the back of
beyond ?”’ asked the Englishman.

Carson stiffened and thrust out his
solid chin. “That is my business, sir.”

“No offense,” observed the English-
man. ‘“You bought the bally place from
Jeffrey Johnstone in New York very
recently, eh?”

“That is correct.”

“For the sum of fifteen hundred
pounds.” ’

“You are well informed.”

“Made it my business to be. It won't
wash, Mr. Carson. I'll give you five
thousand pounds for your title, Neat
Iittle profit, eh.”

“May I ask why you want Fandango
Island ?”’

“Going to establish a health resort
there,” replied the stranger with a’
toothy grin.

“Not there,” replied Carson. “You
can find a lot of islands in this group
for sale at bargain prices. Good morn- -
ing, Mr.—er——""

“Bright. Sir Alfred Bright, at your
service. Frankly, sir, no Yankee is
going to meddle with this affair, Better
accept my offer.”

Carson stepped closer to his visitor.
“T suggest you get into your boat,” he
said softly, “because, in about three sec-
onds, I'm going to throw you into the
harbor.”

The Englishman’s pale eyes gleamed
viciously, and he forced a smile, -
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the return of Cora Carson, who had
changed her dress, and her mood
with it.

“All's right with the world,” she de-
clared brightly. “Mr. Stetson, I am
sorry if 1 hurt your feelings. When
do we get under way, Frank 2

“In a few hours. Stetson has en-
listed with me for the war.”

Cora offered the boy her hand.
“That's fine,” she said cordially. ““Most
likely vou hate me.”

Wilbur shook hands without enthusi-
asm. “Well,” he drawied, “1 don’t like
you as much as | did, but 1 realize now
that | ought to have minded my own
husiness,”

Her eyes smapped, and she laughed
with embarrassment, and then glared at
her brother, who was chuckling.

“I've a temper,” she retorted, “and
when I'm annoyed, 1 claw like a cat, so
don't ruffle my fur, Mr. Stetson.”

“T'Il try not to, Miss Carson,” he re-
plied stiffty. '

From the bridge,
hailed the owner. -

“1 say, Mr. Carson, the Munson
Liner Munargo is coming in,” he called.

Carson waved his hand. “Not inter-
ested.” he answered. “I've some work
to do below, Cora. Don’t you kids quar-
rel. Stetson, when you're dealing with
beantiful  but  swell-headed  young
women, try tact, if you know what
that is.”

“l don't quarrel with children,” re-
torted Cora haughtily.

Wilbur flushed. “I'm older than you
are,” he exclaimed. “I'm nearly twenty-
two.”

“I'm twenty,” she replied.- “A girl
of twenty is ten years older than a boy
the same age. I'm not interested in a
man u’nicss he is at least twenty-six or
seven.”

“Oh, indeed,” retorted the affronted
young man. “Well, I'm not interested
n girls at all.”

She threw a resentful glance at him.

Captain Smith

“You look as though you could be
very mushy,” she remarked scornfully.

“Tg that so? He travels farthest who
travels alone.”

“I know the book you got that out of.
I bet you've been in love already, and
were an awful calf about it.”

“No,”" he replied maliciously. “You
see, 1 admire brunettes, and there were
no good-looking ones in Stoutsville—
only blondes.” .

Miss Carson rose and glared at him.
She strode away, leaving Wilbur with
the honors of war. He was young
enough to congratulate himself, when
he should have been trembling in his
shoes. Miss Cora Carson, as her
brother had stated, was a very spoiled
young woman, and took a terrible re-
venge when she felt herself affronted.

While Wilbur was a good-looking
youth, he was only a boy in the opinion
of this New York society girl, and she
would not have wasted any time on
him if there had been older men avail-
able. But Cora was accustomed to sub-
jugate whatever male happened to be
in the vicinity, and Stetson deserved
punishment.

She strolled up forward and watched
the tender coming in from the Munargo,
which presently tied up at a pier.

A few moments later a motor boat
left the pier and headed for the Cora
Carson. She caught a glimpse of a white
dress in her stern, and stared at it with
growing conviction. She gazed for a
few seconds longer, and then vanished
below, .

MOMENT later, Wilbur Stet-

son observed a launch at the

yacht’s side, and saw a sailor as-

sist to the deck a young woman, who

was followed by a thickset, short-legged

man who smoked a pipe, and had a

round, weather-beaten face with twin-
kling blue eyes.

The man had the homeliest face that

Wilbur had ever seen, while the girl
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With the curiosity of all wireless men,
Wilbur listened, heard the warship give
her position, and then heard the order
from the Government House:

“Procecd at once to Fandango Island.
Further orders will be radioed.”

Wilhur was nut of the deck house
and running for the cabin companion
entrance.

“Mr. Carson! Mr. Carson!”

Frank darted immediately on deck.
Wilhur repeated what he had learned.

“The devil!” exclaimed the yachts-
tan. “[ say, captain!”

“Aye. sir,” called the skipper from
the bridge.

“We won’t wait for any supplies. Get
out of here, immediately,” commanded
Frank excitedly. “You see, Stetson,
you're earning your salary already.”

“Nut what does it mean?”

“Darned if | know. You'll have to
be on duty continuously until we find
out what further orders will be radioed
to the gunboat.”

“IBut won't it be in cipher ?”

“1 doubt it. You see, they don’t
know we have a radio operator. That’s
why they used the international code
to send the first order.”

“But a warship!”

Carson laughed. “She’s an ancient
gunboat. We'll reach the island twenty-
four hours ahead of her. They smell
some kind of rat, though. My title to
the island was graciously acknowledged,
but they'd like to know what the deuce
I want of the place. You're going to be

a busy man, Stetson.”

CHAPTER VII.
111S MAYESTY’S SHIP “PORPOISE.”

ATHED in the gold-and-crim-
son radiance of the setting sun,

Fandango Isle rose out of the
ocean before the eyes of the adventurers
about thirty hours after the yacht’s hasty
departure from the island of New
Providence.

It was an istand some four or five
miles in extent, almost surrounded by
a reef, which at once protected the
island from the violence of the ocean,
and made access to it a probiem except
to those who were acquainted with the
passages through the coral wall.

To Wilbur Stetson, it was far more
beautiful and romantic than New Provi-
dence had seemed when he first set eyes
un it two days ago. It was dowered
with mystery, and decorated with ex-
citement. Thrusting their feathered
crowns against the sky were platoons
of tall coconut trees, fantastic in the
sunset. While still miles away, he could
discern a gold streak which the captain
told him was a beach of yellow sand.

As the yacht approached, the sun
dipped behind the horizon, and yellow
and crimson deepened to purple, and
finally faded, and the stars came out
like lanterns suddenly hung in the sky,
and the evening air seemed perfumed
from the profusion of tropic plants on
the still distant shore.

Captain O'Malley joined Captain
Smith on the little bridge, and presently
Frank Carson was standing beside them,
while O’Malley pointed out to the
yacht's skipper an opening in the great
reef. The two girls, who now were
apparently upon the most friendly
terms, steod at the bow, spellbound.
Wilbur was standing under the bridge,
just forward of it.

Darkness blotted out everything just
as the little vessel had slipped into
smooth water, and the captain wisely
ordered the men forward to let go the
anchor.

“We’'ll go ashore in the morning,”
Wilbur heard Captain O'Malley say to
the others. “How do we know what we
might run into there?”

“I's our island,” Carson replied.
“And nobody is living on it.”

“There may be fifty beach combers

for all we know,” retorted the Irish-
man.
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Cora when he said that he preferred
brunettes, but if the O'Malley girl
wanted to become friendly with him, he
would encourage her a little.

Wilbur had seen Miss O'Malley cast-
ing curious glances at him every now
and then. It looked as though the beau-
tiful dark girl wouldn't mind meeting
Wilbur Stetson,

The members of the crew were eating
up forward, and Wilbur was still stand-
ing by the rail. From the dming salon
came girlish laughter and the clink of
glass and crockery. He could be down
there with them if he wanted to.

Finally he went forward and joined
the seamen, who began to pump him
ahout the intentions of thnse aft. How
long were the owners gaing to stay on
this forsaken island? Would they kecp
the yacht here, or send it back to New
York or Nassau?

Stetson kept his mouth shut. The
crew were cither married or had sweet-
hearts, and, being familiar with the
tropics, didn't want any more of them
than was absolutely neccssary. They
favored places which had subways and
motion-picture shows.

About nine o'clock, Wilbur went to
the wireless room and listened in for
an hour or so. Then he came out on
deck and leaned on the rail again, The
vacht's riding lights supplied the only il-
lumination in a wilderness of black, of
which the island was only an inky
shadow. Not a pin point of yellow any-
where ashore (o indicate inhabitants,
not a light at sea to reveal the presence
of another vessel. One of the seamen
had mentioned that the waters of this
section of the Bahamas were less fre-
quented than any part of the Atlantic.

HERE was a radio in the cabin,
which was suddenly turned on,
and a dance program from

Havana burst loudly upon the silence
of the lonely sea. The man on watch

sat down near the companion entrance
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to hear it better, but Wilbur walked
away up to the bow to get away from it.
He couldn’t escape the music, however,
and that is why he didn’t hear the chug-
chug of a motor craft until it was very
close.

He strained his eyes to locate the
boat, but the stars, though bright,
seemied to shed no light upon the water,
and there was no moon as yet. The
motor craft passed swiftly and invisibly,
and finally could not be heard, and then
it occurred to Wilbur that it was curious
that a launch should be moving about in
this haven of Fandango Island, which
was supposed not to be inhabited.

Heé went back and spoke to the Scan-
dinavian on watch,

“You ban crazy. I hear nodding,” re-
plied the sailor,

“How could you? You had your
ears full of jazz,” replied Wilbur. “You
better report it.”

“I tell the skipper you claim you
heard it,” agreed the Swede. He ven-
tured down into the cabin. A moment
later the captain, Carson, and O’Malley
came rushing on deck, and the radio
was turned off.

“Are you sure, Stetson?” demanded
Carson.

“Absolutely, Mr. Carson.”

“Is the lad given to seeing things?”
Captain O’Malley inquired.

“If Wilbur claims he heard a motor
boat, he heard a motor boat,” Carson re-
plied.

“In that case, ye'd better put a couple
of men armed with rifles on watch all
night, and we had better sleep on our
arms,” replied the Irishman. “Sure’n
ly:;v: poachers on yer preserves, me

“They’re a scary lot if they put to sea
on sight of the yacht,” commented
Frank Carson. “Did it sound as though
they were going seaward, Stetson?”’

“Yes, sir. They seemed to be coming
.ftrgm the shore, and going away from
it.
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“Permit me to introduce my sister, he.r
friend, Miss (" Malley, Captain Denis
OMalley, my saling master, Captain
Smith.”

He did not introduce Wilbur Stetson,
who stepped to one side, but not out of
hearing. .

l.irflcn:mt Dlake shonk hands W:lth
Carson, bowed cordially to the ladies,
and turned a cold eye on O’ Malley.

“May I ask to what =ervice your title
refers >’ he demanded.

“And why not?” replied O’Malley,
grinning.  *“Irish Republican army, if
vou happeu to have heard of it.”

The naval officer nodded. “Released
a year ago from Dartmoor prison, I be-
lieve,” he said significantly.

“Proud of it, me lad,” retorted
(rMalley blandly. “Political offense.
Held illegally in jail for years after
Ircland won her freedom.”

The officer did not unbend. “I be-
licve you had held a commission in the
Roval Naval Reserve, and had taken
the oath of allegiance.”

“The Easter-week massacre in Dub-
lin absolved me from that oath, young
man,” declared O’Malley. “I’'m pleased
to have done whatever I could for my
country.”

“Isn’t this inquisition uncalled for?”
asked Carson angrily. “Kindly state
vour business, Mr, Blake. As an Amer-
ican, I honor Captain O’Malley for be-
ing a patriot.”

Blake smiled. “I beg your pardon,
sir, and that of the ladies,” he said.
“We were notified in Nassau that Cap-
tain O’Malley had come down from
New York. Surprise at finding him on
your yacht is responsible for my rude-
ness.”

“I've done my time,” said O’Malley.
“There is no law against my setting foot
on British territory, I believe.”

Blake bowed acquiescence., “My busi-
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ness, sir,” he said, “is this: A band of
Cuban malefactors recently broke jail,
stole a fishing vessel, and are supposed
to be in hiding on some of these islands.
The Provincial Government has been
asked by Cuba to apprehend them. Sev-
eral are convicted murderers. You, Mr.
Carson, recently purchased Fandango
Key, and established your ownership
at Nassau. I strongly advise against
your landing here, especially with ladies,
while these criminals are at large.”

Frank smiled politely. “We can take’
care of ourselves, sir,” he said. “Thanks
for your advice, however.”

Wilbur had walked to the rail on the
shore side of the yacht, and was star-
ing at the island, though he was not
missing a word of the conversation. For
the first time he discerned a house
ashore. It was almost hidden by a
clump of tall palms, but part of its red
roof was visible. He saw white smoke
curling skyward from an invisible chim-
ney.

~“The officer noticed it at the same in-
stant.

“I understood that the previous
owner, Mr. Johnstome, was in New
York, and that there was not even a
caretaker ashore,” he said.

“That’s right,” replied Frank, whose
back was toward the land.

“Look! There is somebody living
there.”

Everybody whirled about and stared.
The smoke stream grew in breadth, and
turned from white to brown, and then
to black.

“Look!’ cried Wilbur.
is on fire!”

“The house

How does Wilbur Stetson make out on
the tropical island? Does he get enough
of adventure? Or maybe a little too
much? Watch for the second installment
of this thrilling serial by Fred Mac-
Isaac, on the news stands December 16th.
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a matter of finding the man, and placing
im under arrest. .
hH?\nrl he had no reason to think this
cast was any different. Every shred of
evidgtice pointed toward  “Bun” Hol-
bowav, voung cwner of the little H Bar
sprenl. And Sheriff Pat Burke had
promptly put Holloway behind the bars.

raido Romirez, half-breed line-rider
ior the Ace of Spades outfit, had
Lrought the news of Sheamus O’Rorke’s
passing.  Sherifi Burke had followed
the hali-breed's directions, and found
things as Pablo Romirez had stated.

The old rancher's body huddled half
eroct against a great boulder on the rim
ni Brcakneck Canyon, ten miles from
the little county-seat town of Hidalgo.

The gnarled left hand clawed at the
flar face of the rock, as if O'Rorke had
tricd desperately to remain on his feet,
cven after the bullet had pierced his
heart,

The fingers of the right hand had
stiffencd  on a .45 cartridge, held
like a peneil. And on the gray rock
two wavering lines of writing had been
traced by the lead of the bullet.

Bun Holloway got me.
hack.

Plugged me in the
Sreamus O'R.

There was no need of further wait-
ing.  There was no doubting the words
oi a dving man. Sheriff Burke emptied
the old man's pockets of the few trin-
kets he carried—a jackknife, a few
cents in change, a bit of string, a hand-
ful of assorted nails—nothing else.

He turned the body over to “Solemn”
Todd, the undertaker, and headed for
the H Bar. and Bun Holloway.

Ot course Bun Holloway protested
his arrest vehemently, denying any com-
plicity in the crime. He declared that
his differences with the old man had
heen settled satisfactorily—that he had
paid Sheamus O’Rorke a thousand
dollars for the water rights that had
long been a bone of contention.

But he failed to show any papers
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confirming the purchase. Sheriff Pat
Burke shook his head solemniy.

“Sheamus O’Rorke done wrote on
the rock thet yuh plugged him from the
back. An’ thet’s documentary evidence
of a dyin’ man. I'm afraid yore state-
ment that the ol’ man shook hands with
yuh on a thousand-dollar deal won't go
with a jury.”

OM MATHEWS, Bun Hollo-
way's only rider and closest
friend, protested as bitterly as

the young rancher himself—and with as
little success. He rode to Hidalgo with
the sheriff and his prisoner, arguing
every step of the way.

Nor was the argument ended when
they pulled up at the sheriff’s little office
and the old officer herded his prisoner
inside.

It is doubtful if all the words would
have done any good. But when “Ace”
Calderwood, owner of the Ace of
Spades spread, edged his huge bulk
into the tiny room, he made a single
statement that clinched Bun Holloway's
guilt in the sheriff’s mind.

“Holloway’s lyin’ to yuh, Burke. He
didn’t buy no water rights from Shea-
mus O’Rorke, like he says. Why? For
the simple reason that I hought ’em
two-three days ago—an’ I've got the
papers to prove it.” He pulled a legal-
appearing document from his pocket,
and passed it to Sheriff Burke.

The old officer read it slowly, his lips
pursed and a frown of concentration on
his brow. Then he nodded solemnly.

“All shipshape an’ in order,” he
grunted. “An’ thet proves a motive.
Likely Sheamus O’Rorke tol’ Holloway
thet he’d sold to yuh—an' Holloway
flared up an’ plugged him in the back.
Probably got scared an’ high-tailed,
whilst the o’ man dragged himself to
the boulder an’ scribbled his dyin’ mes-

Tc..vm Mathews, who had listened si-
lently to this accusation, leaped to his
TN-2
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neath a huge boulder that balanced pre-
carionusly on the crest.

With the tiny fire still blazing
hrighizly, Tom Mathews and Lazy Lucas
crawicd into thur blankets.  Mathews

slept almost instantly.  But Lazy Lucas
did not close his eyes,

e waited until the even breathing of
Tom Mathews told that he was asleep.
Then the blond range detective slipped
from the blankets.  Almost instantly he
faded into the darkness.

Twenty minutes later, he appeared
for an instant on the crest of the slope
—just an instant, to get his bearings.
Then he crouched in the dense shadow
of the halanced boulder.

For a full half hour he squatted si-
lently. Datience was one of his greatest
virtues. Then his vigilance was re-
warded. Stealthy footsteps clicked on
the rocks.

A shadowy figure detached itself
from the gloom. It approached the boul-
der cautiously. For a long moment it
was motionless. Then a grunt of satis-
faction came from the darkness.

The stranger stooped, and thrust
hands beneath the back edge of the
boulder. He drew a long breath, to
straighten and send the rock crashing
down. But something hard and roiund

-prodded him in the ribs.

“If 1 was you, I'd sorter git away
from thet rock, stranger,” drawled Lazy
Lucas. “Yuh might accidentally set it
to rollin’ down the slope—an’ there's a
waddy sleepin’ down there. Wouldn't
want to kill a man.”

The strange man straightened with a
curse. He half turned toward the blond
range detective, but the prodding gun
barrel stopped him. Swift fingers swept
over his body, as if they searched for
something. Then Lazy Lucas spoke

n.
“I been watchin’ yuh all afternoon,
hombre. Sorter figgered yuh was lay-
in’ for us, but afraid to jump us in the

daytime. Figgered I'd give yuh a good

chance to try yore cunning with thet
boulder.”

Now, with his left hand, Lazy Lucas
struck a match. He held it to the stran-
ger’s face, and scrutinized it closely.

“Reckon mebbe we’ll meet again,
hombre—an’ I want to be shore I know

h."
y“Nm- was Lazy Lucas likely to forget
that face. For it was swarthy and deeply
pocked. And the glittering black eyes
fairly blazed with fear and hate. The
man was a half-breed of the most wicked
type. B ,
“Me, I don’t know, sefior—an’ I was
not try to keel thees man. I was onlee
t —”

“Shet yore face, an' high-tail it, hom-
bre!” rasped Lazy Lucas. “The next
time I see yuh, it'll be over a gun bar-
rel.”

The half-breed whirled, and sped
away into the darkness. Then Lazy
Lucas made his way back down the
slope. The capture of this would-be
killer had done little to clear up the
problem. There was some connection,
but it was still hazy.

He drew his boots off slowly, and
crawled into his blankets. This time
he slept soundly. And next morning he
did not mention his encounter to Tom
Mathews.

Lucas and Tom Mathews rode into

Hidalgo. And already the hitch-
rack in front of the Maverick Bar was
lined with saddle horses.

“Them’s Ace o Spades hosses,”
grunted Tom Mathews. “Seems kinder
funny thet Ace Calderwood an’ his men
should be in town in the middle o’ the
week.”

Lazy Lucas grunted absently as the
pair rode on down the street to the sher-
iff’s office.

As they dismounted and stepped to
::e slab porch, Sheriff Pat Burke met

em.

IT was mid-morning when Lazy
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squat, tree-girt mound of rock had just

that moment risen from the lake.
Geary hore down hard on the wheel.

The speeding boat heceled violently over,
but he had the satisfaction of seeing the
formidable and gloomy nass slip by to
the starboard. It flashed through his
mind that this was why he had lost
sight of the fugitives' track; the reveal-
ing streak of foam had been blotted out
by the intervening island.

" And in that instant, just as he sighed
with relief in the thought that he had
escaped this sudden peril, there came 2
violent and jarring shock.

The boat bumped and crashed with
a vast splintering of wood, stopped
stone-still in its headlong course as if it
had butted into a wall. Geary was flung
out with terrific force as though a giant
hand had scized him and tossed him
contemptuously aside.

He crashed into icy water. A white
light scemed to explode in his brain.
He sank into depths of darkness.

CHAPTER III
SUSPENDED.

HEN Tim Geary came to his

‘;\/ senses, his mind hazy, his

whole body wracked with
pain, he found himself lying on a rocky
shore.  Perhaps it was the sharp slap
of water in his face as the waves broke
over him that brought him back to con-
sciousness.  Weakly he crawled up out
of danger.

He had been flung into shallow wa-
ter heyond the shoal on which the boat
had wrecked, and the heavy waves had
cast him up onto the beach. It was
dawn before he could take stock of the
situation. ’

The boat had disappeared. There
was not a sign of it, beyond a few
fragments of splintered wood washed
ashore. It had plunged headlong onto
the rocks and had sunk immediately in
ten feet of water, )

But with the misty light of morning
Geary saw that he was on an island not
more than four hundred yards from the
mainland. Still weak and bruised from
the battering and exposure, he stripped,
made a bundle of his clothes and slung
the bundle over his back, then dived into
the water.

As he swam steadily toward the
wooded shore of the mainland his
thoughts were bitter. The gold was
gone and the main gang of bandits had
escaped. Perhaps they wondered why
the other boat had not reached their
hiding place; but at any rate they had
the loot, and perhaps they were well-
satisfied that some of their number had
not appeared to demand a share,

And he—Ceorporal Tim Geary of the
Mounted—would be held responsible,
because he had disobeyed orders, left
his post, allowed himself to be out-
witted. Even had hé been in the ex-
press car when the holdup toek place,
he might have failed to protect the
treasure chests, but that would hold no
weight with hard-bitten Sergeant Mc-
Coy. More than once he had heard
the sergeant’s dry, rasping voice:

“In the Mounted, me lad, there are
no excuses for failure—short of get-
tin’ yourself killed.”

Swimming powerfully, Geary drew
closer to the shore and at last felt bot-
tom beneath his feet. There, as the
sun rose, he dried his clothing on the
rocks. Finally he set out along shore
toward the railway—back to Eldorado
Mines. .

IS receptit;n was according to
the gloomiest of his expecta-
tions. The town was in a

fever of excitement over the events of
the previous night. Sergeant McCoy
eyed Geary coldly and gestured toward
the private office.

“So!” he said. “You're back, eh?
We thought you were dead.”

Geary waited in the little office. Me-
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his jaw. Another cruelly cut .thc ﬂfSh
bheneath bis cye.  He tried to fling aside
the weight of his attacker. He felt his
wrist seized.  The gun was torn from
his grasp  He was dragged to his feet,
his arms pinioned behind hun by the
second man, while the fellow who had
plunged at him from the stairs crawled
away.

“(;ot him'” snaried a voice at Geary's
car. He saw the other man snatch up
hi~ own weapon from the floor and
cover hum.

“Any more fight euta you, fella, and
1M drill vou!” he snapped.

Geary shrugged submissively.

“Right"" he panted. “I'll come along.
What's the idea?”

The fellow gestured with the gun.

“Never mind what the idea is. Up-
staira !

(ieary spoke angrily to the man at
his bhack.

“You don't need 1o break my arms.
I'm not going to make any break with a
gun pointed at me.”

The man's grip relaxed.

“T'hat’s sensible,” he grunted. “Come
upstairs. We wanta talk to you.”

The moment he felt the hold loosen,
Geary whirled savagely. He knew that
he had fired all the shots from the re-
volver pointed at him; he knew that
instructions were that he was to be
taken alive in any case. He had no fear
of the gun blufi. He whirled, swing-
ing, planted a vicious blow on the side
ot his captor’s jaw. The man stag-
gered back against the wall. He saw
the other hoodlums crowding in from
the allev: heard the hammer of the re-
volver click harmlessly ; plunged toward
the nearest door.

It was locked.

He turned, crouching, facing the en-
emy.  Something whirled through the
air, so swiftly, so accurately that he had
no time to dodge. One of the hood-
lum’s revolvers crashed against his tem-
ple. He toppled to the floor,

CHAPTER V,
THE RIBDLE.

rl YHE man with the oldish face
and the green eyes was appar-
ently the leader. He gestured
curtly to two of his men.

“Come on, you guys. Carry him into
the back room.”

They dragged the limp form of Geary
to his feet and-half pushed, half carried
him down a dark passage into a small,
windowless room where they flung him
upon a sagging cot.

“He's out cold, Kert,” said one of
the hoodlums, looking down at Geary.

“He’ll come around,” snapped the

green-eyed man. He regarded his
bruised and bleeding helpers scornfully.
“A fine pack o’ guys you are! Blazing
away with guns. What were you try
ing te do? Knock him off? You know
I said he was to be taken alive. How
do you expect us to dig any informa-
tion out of a corpse?”
. “Damn it, chief,” snarled one of the
men, “he was shootin’ at us. And it
wasn’t just to scare us, either. Lucky
I wasn't killed.”

“Small loss,” retorted Kert. “Well,
he's here, and when he comes around
we’ll go to work on him.”

“D’you think he krfows?”

“Of course he knows. He’s the only
man in the world who does know. 1
tell you, we’ve got to work fast.” Kert
went over and shook Geary roughly.
“Come on, you,” he growled. “Snap
out of it. Wake up.”

But Geary lay limp and motionless.

“Mebbe his skull is broke. He might
be out for days,” said one of the men.
“Mebbe he’ll die.”

“He won’t die,” said Kert, “A crack
like that wouldn’t kill him.”

The door opened. A girl stood on
the threshold. She was young, with
corn-colored hair; and although her full
red lips and wide blue eyes gave her
a certain prettiness, the eyes were hard
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But he did not press the trig-
ger.  Geary knew the man

wouldn't.  He didn't dare. Not with
Geary still in possession of the secret.

But Kert had other resources.

“What's the idea, cop? You know
we'll get it out of you somehow. What's
the idea?  Figuring on grabbing it all
for yourself?”

A shrewd expression crept
Geary's face.

"There’s an idea,” he said softly.

“You'll never get away with it
Never on this earth. We'll trail you,
morning. noon and night,” Kert warned
him.  “You can wait for years, but
vou'll never lay hands on that gold but
what one of us will be on hand to take
it away from you.”

“I won't have to wait for years.”

“Figure you can squeal on us and
have us all pinched, eh? That won't
work, either. You don't get out of here
alive without telling us where that boat
was wrecked. Or where you cached the
gold. Somehow, ] don’t helieve the
boat was wrecked at all.”

“I'm not letting it go,” said Geary
stubbornly, “without getting iy share.”

KERT'S face was livid with anger.

into

“Ah! Now you're talking,” returned
Kert swiftly. “What do you want?”

“Fifty-afty!”

“Twenty-five per cent.”

“No."

“Twenty-five, and that's a break for
you. We can dig the truth out of you
anyway, Geary. How'd you like me to
turn my men loose on you down cellar
and beat hell outa you? How'd you
like to feel a red-hot iron? Think it
over.”

Geary shrugged.

“I'm the one who knows where it is.
Fifty-fifty.”

“Damp you!” snarled Kert. “You'll
get nothing——"

He stopped, listening. They heard
the clamorous uproar of a speeding
motor cycle, the slither of automobile

tires upon the cinders outside. Then a
startled yell, a shot, a rush of footsteps
downstairs. One of the hoodlums
pounded up into the hall.

“Beat it, chief !” he panted. “Cops!”

The girl, Alma, screamed in terror.
They heard an exchange of shots in
front of the road house, the crash of
broken glass. Kert's eyes narrowed.
He barked an order to the man at his
side. '

“The back way!
baby with us.”

Two guns thrust their noses against
Geary's body. The hoodlum gave him
a shove. He was forced down the cor-
ridor, into a room at the end of the hall.
Kert wrenched open a door. Appar-
ently it only led to a clothes closet, but
Kert seized an iron ring in the floor
and drew open a trapdoor. A flight of
stairs led to darkness below.

The police were in the road house.
They could hear Blavatsky’s high-

And we'll take this

pitched voice: “Gentlemen!  Gentle-
men! There is no one here. It is a -
mistake!”

Some one was running up the back
stairs.

“Down you go!” whispered Kert.

Resistance was futile. Geary knew
that Kert was a killer, that the man
would shoot him down in an instant in
spite of the fact that he held the secret
of the gold, rather than risk capture at
this time. He obeyed. He descended
the flight of stairs into the darkness.
Kert followed. The thug came last,
dropping the trapdoor above him.

Kert produced a flashlight, illumi-
nating the way. The passage led to a
landing, evidently on the ground floor,
then continued into the cellar of the
road house. A gloomy opening appeared
at the bottom.

Kert’s gun prodded his ribs, He
stumbled on through the opening, into
a tunnel beneath the earth. He was puz-
zled. Where were they going? To some
secret hiding place where Kert and the
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Geaty had considered the advisa-
bility of lying about the location of the
wreck. 1t was the obvious thing to do.
But it would only stave off the inevita-
ble a little while: Kert would soon
know he had lied and the truth would be
forced from him in the long run.

No, his best plan was to hold Kert to
the belief that he was prepared to sell
the secret for a share of the loot. Kert
would regard that as an ace in the hole,
Geary had, in effect, made himself an
accomplice to the thieves and would
never dare betray them to the police.

“Are you sure that's the truth?”
snapped Kert suddenly, as if reading
Geary's thoughts.

“Why should I lie? I'm as anxious
to get the gold as you are. A quarter
share of it is more than I'd earn in the
Mounted in a lifetime.”

“You're talkin® sense
what do you owe to
They kicked you cut.”

“Yes. They kicked me out.”

Kert called out to Dolan:

“Do you know Granite Island?"

“We passed it on the way out last
night.”

*“Right.
now."

HE launch struck open water,

I where great rollers driven by a

stiff north wind crashed sul-
lenly against the speeding craft and sent
it heeling over with each successive
wave.

“Gettin' stormy,"” growled Kert. His
green cyes scanned the white-capped ex-
panse of water eagerly. Far off to the
right they could see Eldorado Mines.
Far ahead lay the Narrows, and beyond
that was a widening of the lake where
lay Granite Island and the sunken gold.

Geary's mind was busy. It would
take time to recover the gold from ten
feet of water.
without interference—what then? He
knew cxactly what was in Kert’s mind.

Besides,
Mounted?

now.
the

That’s where we're going

But if they recovered it -
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Geary would either be left dead or
marooned on the island while Kert and
his henchmen would escape to some
secret hide-out with the lpot.

His only hope was that Sergeant Mc-
Coy had guessed the meaning of those
incoherent words Geary had spoken over
the telephone. “The gang's got me
trapped—Blavatsky's road house—it’s
about the gold—they haven't got it—it
was in the boat .

And that was all he had time to tell

McCoy. \Would the sergeant under-
stand> He had not told McCoy, that
morning, the exact location of the

wreck, but perhaps the sergeant would
go out in search of it—if he did not
delay too long questioning Blavatsky
and the girl, or search too long for
Geary in the bush.

Perhaps the police would already be
on the island, waiting, assuming that
Kert had forced him to reveal the loca-
tion of the wreck.

Then his hopes were chilled as Kert
said :

“I don’t trust you yet, Geary.”

“I've told you where the gold is,
What more do you want?”

“How am I to know it ain’t a trap?”
Kert had become suddenly suspicious.
“How am I to know that, eh?”

“You've got to take my word for it.”

“I don’t take your word for any-
thing. But I’ll tell you this, Geary. If
it is a trap—if cops are waitin’ for us
on that island—I'll attend to you first.
I'll blow the head off your shoulders.
And the same goes if they come while
we’re getting that gold out of the water,
Think that over.”

It was, Geary realized, a bad situa-
tion. There was every possibility that
wily old McCoy had put two and two
together and had posted men on the js-
land. The possibility was even greater
that he would be out in a boat with
searchers within the hour, seeking the
location of the wreck.

“Nothing on éarth,” snarled Kert, “is
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Kert hesitated, turned a startled
glance toward the rocky iecach. Geary's
arm shot out, struck down the man's
wrist. They grappled together just as
Blaze Dolan, quickly alive to danger,
flung the craft into reverse.

Three tongues of flame darted from
among the trees as three weapous spoke.
Blaze Dolan uttered a yell and threw
himseli down in the bottom of the
launch as it backed away. Thrown off
balance, Kert and Geary went down
with & crash. There was a fusillade of
shots from the island.

Geary struggled blindly, clinging in
desperation to Kert’s gun arm.  They
rolled and plunged, kicking and goug-
ing, each battling for possession of the
gun, aware of the bullets that whistled
overhead. Bullets riddled the launch
as it backed out of the cove. Dolan
huddled in the shelter of the bow, whim-
pering with fear.

Kert wrenched his arm free for a mo-
ment and brought the gun down sav-
agely over Geary's head. But Geary
struggled to his knees and sprang at the
bandit; they wrestled bitterly, panting,
swaying to and fro in the plunging boat.
The steady clatter of shots from the
men in ambush on the island sounded
above the heating wash of waves,

Kert stumbled back. His gun was
free again. He flung up the weapon
and it blazed flame, but Geary side-
stepped, ducked just in time. The
movement, however, which came just as
a wave smashed violently against the
stern, sent him staggering. He tried to
save himself as he stumbled against the
gunwale—felt himself falling.

He crashed into the water just as an-
other shot from Kert's gun roared in
his ears. He held his breath and swam
under water, trying to get farther and
farther away from the launch.

At length when his lungs seemed on
the point of bursting, he shot to the
surface, drank in deep mouthfuls of air.

Geary found himself well out of the
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cross-fire of barking.gums and almost
hidden from view of the launch by a
reef of rock protruding from the surface
of the waves. He swam along the side
of the reef, cautiously making his way
in toward shore.. He was sure he had
not been seen by the men on the island.
They were too busily occupied with
Kert and Blaze Dolan in the launch.

Geary crawled up onto the shore. He

. took refuge behind a clump of trees.

By the shots he judged that there were
three men on the island.

“Can't be police,” he said to himself,
puzzled. The fact that they had fired
indiscriminately on the launch as it ap-
proached the island seemed to prove
that. It was only by chance that he had
escaped that hail of lead unharmed.
But, if not the police, who were these
men? How had they learned about the
gold? :

He caught sight of a man crouching,
running from one clump of trees to a
patch of undergrowth near the shore.
There the fellow knuelt, rifle to shoulder,
aiming at the launch out in the cove.
Geary could see Kert arguing with
Blaze Dolan, telling him to fight.

The rifle spoke.

Blaze Dolan uttered a yell, straight-
ened up, then pitched over the side of
the launch into the water.

Geary knew that the men on the is-
land were not police officers. He had
never seen the marksman in the bushes
before.

ITH no gun of his own he
could only be a passive wit-
ness to the battle. However,

he watched his chance, bolted from the
shelter of the trees and gained refuge
behind a great heap of boulders farther
down the shore. No one had seen him.
He worked his way down the beach,
around the northern end of the island,
sheltered by rocks and trees. He was
interested in that launch he had seen
anchored off the east shore. If he
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“Now,” Bart Ewing rasped, leveling
a pair of 435 that he had whisked from
thonged-down  holsters  with  magical
speed. “maybe you'll talk sense, fella.
Chuck was your pard—sure. But
what you stallin’ about that knife for?
You pulled it out—couldn’t have been
any one else, hecause you're the only
man that has been near Chuck. Look
at that sand there behind you—not a
track in it. Only yours and Chuck’s
tracks comin’ in from this side. Better
talk up. cowhoy. Why did you murder
Chuck Luther?”

Stim Ford staggered back as if he
had been struck a sharp blow. Then
his angular, sunburnt face went palc.
He hunched half over, fingers instinc-
tively curving toward his thighs, though
his holstered guns and shell belts were
piled on his chaps a yard behind him.

“Me murder Chuck?' he rasped.
“Mec poke a knife intuh the heart o’ the
squarest, whitest pard I ever had in
my life? Ewing. yuh ner nobody else
can tell me that an’ git by with it.”

Slim leaped, his brown fists balled
and ready to deliver trip-hammer blows.
But Bart Ewing was a wise and wary
fighter. His mouth jerked into a hard
grim line, he swaycd his white head
aside just e¢nough to dodge Slim’s first
sizzling punch, then chopped down with
the shiny barrel of his left-hand Colt. -
Slim staggered. groaned an oath, then
sank to the sandy earth, shaking his
head sharply to clear his numbed brain.

“Yuh hold—high cards—now,” he
panted.  “But when my head clears
I

Game to the core, Slim got to his
feet, doubled up his fists, and stood .
glaring, waiting for the numbness to
leave his muscles.

“Talk up, Ford,” Bart Ewing clipped
coldly. “Tell what you know about
this murder.”

“Still tryin’ to say that I murdered
my own pard, eh?’ Slim snarled.
“Waal, feller, yuh can’t make ’er stick
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like that. But while yuh’re makin’ so
much fuss for some explainin’ to be
done, try some yoreself. How does it
happen that yuh’re the only man in
camp who happens to be fully dressed?
Where was yos when Chuck got
beefed ?”

Bart Ewing snarled a string of oaths,
leaped forward, and buried the muz-
zles of both cocked .45s in Slim’s
middle.

“Another crack like that, Ford, an’
I'll blow you half in two!” he bellowed.
“Now you march over to that ol’ mine
shack yonder—an’ march like you was
walkin’ on eggs. I’ll lock you up until
daylight comes, then maybe we can fig-
ure this out. Move!”

CHAPTER IL
TUCKY HUNTS TROUBLE.

"l YHE first light of a new day
found a hard-eyed, tight-lipped
crew of cowboys huddled about

a blazing mesquite fire, sipping strong

black coffee that a peg-legged cook

poured into their cups from a large and

blackened pot. .
Rawhide and iron, those E Cross ran-

nies. They had to be, else Bart Ewing
would not have hired them. All a
puncher had to do to draw top wages on
any ranch within a radius of a hun-
dred miles of the smelly little border
town of Gillan was to mention that he
had ridden herd a few months ago for
the E Cross.

Work-shy cowpokes or men who were
at outs with the law never lasted more
than a few days on the E Cross, even if
they succeeded, which they seldom did,
in fooling Bart Ewing at the first.
Those E Cross punchers were a hand-
picked lot—hard men who took orders
from a harder boss.

Folks claimed that Bart Ewing was
honest as they came—and as hard. His
word, once given, was never broken.
Yet Bart Ewing knew not a single man
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Now, in pitchy blackness, he moved
slowly forward, careful that his boots
did not scrape. Somewhere ahead he
heard that slight noise again. How
close? He could not tell. But if he
went carefully, made no sound himself,
he might succeed in getting a chance
at capturing whoever skulked in the
tunnel where a murdered man had been
dropped not long before.

Thirty or forty feet ahead, the Kid
had seen the dark maw of a side tunnel
just before he smashed the lantern. Be-
fore the light went out, he could see
quite a distance down the main tunnel
—far enough, he knew, to be able to
locate whoever was within hearing dis-
tance in that direction.

So it stood to reason that whoever
was making those stealthy sounds was
there in the side tunnel, crouching per-
haps, ready to spring upon the intruder.
But Kid Buckaroo had no intention of
getting within jumping distance of that
danger spot.

Inching along as silently as a drifting
shadow, he came within ten or twelve
feet of the side tunnel, then stopped,
eyes peering ahead. He could see fairly
well now that his eyes had had a chance
to become accustomed to the darkness.
There could be no movement without
his hearing or seeing it, he felt sure,
Yet an uneasiness gripped him, pinched
his throat until it hurt. More than
ever now he felt that he was being
watched, felt some unnamable danger
approaching. But what could the dan-
ger be? How could—

Swish! Something shot past thé
Kid’s head—a snaky, hissing something
that quivered there before his eyes for
a moment, then was gone. He felt
something slither along his tensed left
shoulder—an agile something that
hissed slightly in passing. Shivering,
the Kid spun quickly aside, eyes prob-
ing the darkness ahead, trigger finger
curling to unleash leaden death.

There in the tunnel ahead was the

slightest of movements—a dark blob
moving within darkness.

Kid Buckaroo's six-gun stabbed for-
ward, then roared into blazing, bounc-
ing life. .
CHAPTER VII.
“HUNT COVER!”

ILENCE and darkness. The
S stench of powder fumes. Kid
Buckaroo crouched there beneath
a sagging mine timber, shoving fresh
shells into his powder-warmed gun,
sweat trickling down his tensed body.

The shell gate clicked shut under a
side-swipe of his thumb. His nerves
jangled at the scuff of his own boots
as he unconsciously moved his feet. Yet
that was the only sound in the smoky
darkness.

The Kid dragged his left sleeve
across his dripping face, backed slowly
away. Whatever it was he had sent
five screaming slugs at, he had not hit,
for there had been only the roar of his
Colt in the tunnel. To go prowling up
there now would be sheer idiocy—not
bravery.

Somewhere in or near the mouth of
that side drift crouched a man who
fought with a noiseless weapon—a
weapon that had all but taken the life
of Kid Buckaroo a moment earlier.
That hidden man would know this old
mine thoroughly, know every crook and
turn in its many drifts and shafts. To
stalk such an enemy under such condi-
tions would be suicide.

“But I got a line on 'im!” the Kid
gritted as he backed away. “I know
what kind o’ weapon the skunk uses.
Seen such a rig-up down in Chihuahua
once. Kill a man at twenty feet range.”

The darkness paled, became grayish.
The Kid turned, strode hastily to the
square of light that showed ahead, and
a moment later stood -blinking in the
bright sunlight outside. He sighed
heavily, holstered his gun, then hurried
back toward the adobe shack.


















































































































THE SHORT SHORT STORY CORNER

HAT was a warning. Lucas

swung from the saddle. The

bullet had come from the left
s!ope, and the outlaw sprinted to the
right, flinging himself down behind a
boulder. He tried a snapshot at the
thinning cloud of smoke a hundred
yards away.

Instantly he found that Lincoln had
changed position, for in the unnatural
dusk he saw flame lick out beside a rock
thirty feet from the vanishing smoke.
He heard the weird shriek of the slug
as it ricocheted from his protecting
stone.

Crouching low, Lucas leaped from
shelter and darted farther up the hill-
side. He flattened in a water-worn
gully and listened as slugs crackled
through the air six inches above him.

Eight shots. He gambled on the
magazine capacity of the sheriff’'s Win-
chester. On hands and knees he dashed
for the spot he had marked from the
road, and arrived unscathed. Two
three-foot boulders lay against one an-
other, broadside to the sheriff’s posi-
tion. Manzanita had sprung up about
them and provided a dozen loopholes.

The outlaw grinned thinly, satisfied.
He shifted, and inadvertently exposed
his foot through a gap in the brush.
The rifle across the gully spat and the
heel disappeared from the boot.

Lucas shifted position again and cau-
tiously began to dig dead leaves from
between the two rocks. The cold wolf
grin settled upon his lips. This was
his game. It was a waiting game, and
Lucas knew the quality of his patience.
He knew, too, that Lincoln had always
been an impatient man. The moment
would come when Joel would show his
forehead. And that, Lucas realized
grimly, would be the end.

His careful hands had opened a small
hole. The outlaw squirmed slightly
backward and aligned the rifle through
the space. He could see the stones be-
hind which his enemy lay. He could
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almost tell the spot where the head
would appear. Lucas’s smile broadened
slightly. At that range he could clip
the ears from a jack rabbit.

He fixed his eyes unwaveringly upon
the slight hollow at the end of the sher-
iff’s barrier. .

ALF an hour passed. An hour.
Another followed without a
shot being fired. The third

dragged wearily through to its end. -

No slightest breeze stirred the tops of
the bushes. The air was thick and
heavy, filled with threat. In the dis-
tance the storm growled, but the dull
blanket of gray above the waiting men
lay still and lifeless.

Then, silently, a rift in the clouds
spilled watery light upon the road. A
sudden gust of wind fluttered some-
thing gray and dry against Lueas’s
cheek. Looking around, startleds he
saw a torn shred of newspaper. Some
stage passenger, probably, had thrown
it away.

The outlaw stared, almost turned
away, and then became suddenly rigid.
There was a picture on the paper. The
picture was of Joel Lincoln, and there
were others in it. Vaguely Lucas noted
that there was little change in the man
who had been his friend. A little older
and heavier, that was all. His eye trav-
eled to the caption beneath the photo-
graph. He brushed away dust with his
finger.

“Joel Lincoln,” it read, “Redondo
County’s recently re-elected sheriff,
with his wife and children.”

Wife and children! Wife and chii-
dren! Yes, a lot can happen in fifteen
years. The kids looked to be eight or
nine years old, the girl odder than the
boy. The mother’s face stopped short
of beauty and became kind, showing
lines of care. The wife of a peace offi-
cer in this country had cause for worry.

Lucas looked at that smeared pic-
ture for a long time. His rifle lay un-
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magazinc sold at that price, but my
claim was not entirely correct, and ] am
Pleased to read you the note of William
Gedig, of Minneapalis, Minnesota, who
sets us all right on this. Mr. Gedig
writes :

“In your August 15, 1932, issue, you
state that this is tbe first time that Top-
Notch ever sold for less than fifteen
cents per copy. I don’t believe I've
missed a half dozen copies in over
twenty years, but I'll say that I rem:m-
ber buying T-N for ten cents per onpy
when it first was printed three times per
month. I intend to keep on reading
T-N as long as I can get it, and haven't
any suggestions to make for its improve-
ment. If I'm not mistaken, please let
me know about this.”

I want the writers of the following
letters to know that 1 appreciate them
highly, and I wish I had time to read
more than just these few which are on
the top of the pile:

WrnLiax H. Wine.—The new cover on
Top-Notch looks fine. 1 never expected to
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one is just as good. Here's hoping you'll
have him as a regular contributor. Also
let's have other stories by Cliff Farrell.—
Jockson Heights, New York.

THoMAs Evans.—Your serials are better
than ever. “Rubies of Wreckers' Reef,” by
Ben Conlon, was great, and “Rogue of the
Highway,” by Johaston McCulley, shows
every sign of being just as good. J. Allan
Dunn’s stories are great. I was off you once
for not running Kroom, but now like the mag
very much.—Erie, Pennsyliania.

Tox Seeps.—I have been wanting to read
another Zip Sawyer story in Top-Notch. They
are the best stories of the woods I have ever
read, and I ought to know something about it,
as I worked in the logging camps for five
years. Please get Mr. Richardson to write
some more of them. A friend of mine who
was once a logger, but is now a gunner on
the cruiser Pemsacola, also wants to read
some more of the stories.—Los Angeles, Cali-
fornia.

Aza H. WarTE, Ja—Inclosed with this let-
ter you will find my Reader's Ballot. Not
satisfied with the ballot, I am also writing a
letter. I wish that more of the Hawk stories
would appear, and a Ralph Boston detective
story. Yes, I am in favor of having a
Pinto Martin story to finish up the series. I
only hope that some of them would come

HELP EDIT YOUR TOP-NOTCH!
READERS' BALLOT

Beat story in this issue... ... ...
Best ‘“short short” atory...............
Who are your favorite Top-Notch authors? ...

Name and adqdress... ...t ivimn st st e s

get it for ten cents, but now there is no excuse
for buying another magazine. I like your
new feature—the short shorts, and was glad
you had one by G. M. Coxe. I read the other
story he had in about a month ago, and this

back. I, with about ten or fifteen other young
readers of Watertown, wish that you would
put Frank Merriwell back. In your latest
issue, best story, “Lazy Lucas Plays Solitaire.”
Next best, “Son of the Wolf.” Best short












