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14 TOP-NOTCH

the servant, came slouching around the
sice of the store to take charge of the
animals.

A man strode through the snow and
came up onto the veranda.

Jean eyed Dan Delaney curiously as
he entered the store. She did not know
his name; he was a stranger to her,
but his youth and clean good looks pre-
disposed her in his favor.

Whisky Ben Keever leaned up against
the counter. He scowled and tugged at
his beard. He regarded the newcomer
with an air of puzzled abstraction, as if
trying to remember something.

Dan Delaney smiled pleasantly as he
greeted them and came up to the coun-
ter.

“Miss MacLean?” he inquired.

“Yes.”

“My name is Delaney.”

All the pleasant friendliness went out
of the girl’s face. It was as if a light
had been extinguished. Her chin went
up suddenly, and the color drained from
her cheeks.

At the same moment Ben Keever ut-
tered a gasp of surprise. There was a
wolfish gleam in his eyes as he leaned
forward and said:

“Matt Delaney’s son!”

“Yes. Did you know him?”

Whisky Ben Keever smiled grimly
and cast a significant glance toward
Jean.

“Well—yes,” he drawled. “I did—
in a sort of a way.”

He laughed shortly. Dan Delaney
frowned. He sensed the atmosphere
of hostility that had developed when
he announced his name and he was at
a loss to understand it.

“Miss MacLean,” he said, turning to
the girl, “I understand you have had
some very sad news. I have called to
express my sympathy——"

“I don’t want sympathy from you,”
snapped the girl.

“You got a lot of nerve, stranger,”
growled Keever. ‘““This is one place

where Matt Delaney’s son ain’t welcome,
and never will be welcome.”

“And why not?” asked Delaney
easily.

Keever shrugged. “In the first place,
young feller, your old man is a damned
murderer "

Delaney swung away from the coun-
ter. In one stride he was facing
Keever. Their eyes met.

“Take it back!” said Delaney softly.

“I said,” repeated Keever, in a delib-
erate voice, as his hand stole toward his
hip, “that your old man is a damned
murderer- ”

Delaney’s fist shot up like lightning.
The blow was perfectly timed; there
was no waste motion. His fist cracked
against Keever’s jaw and sent the trader
reeling.

Jean screamed. Keever stumbled
back. There was a dull gleam of metal
as he wrenched his gun from the holster
at his hip.

Delaney followed in swiftly, with the
grace of the trained boxer, smashed an-
other blow to Keever’s face and then
dived toward the gun. Keever crashed
into the wall as Delaney grabbed his
wrist.

HEY swayed, body to body,

I Keever's arm outstretched and

pinned against the wall. The
trader looped a powerful, swinging right
toward Delaney’s head, but the young
man shifted and the blow passed over
his shoulder.

Keever was caught off balance and
the next few seconds were a blur of
shifting movement. Delaney wrenched
on the gun wrist, came up under the
plunging trader’s arm.

In the next moment, Keever went
crashing to the floor, flat on his face,
while the gun went spinning across the
room.

Delaney swooped and snatched it up
when it came to rest in a corner.

“Friend of yours?” asked Delaney















































































































































































22 : TOP-NOTCH

headache. Somebody was prodding him
with a stiff finger.

“It's nearly noon,” stated the cap-
tain. “It's time you got a shave and
began to get ready. You can’t keep
the board waiting.” )

Faulkner rolled over. The thick
bandage under his shoulder seemed to
plow into his flesh like a currycomb.
They helped him up. He was fed some
soup out of a chipped enamel bowl.
l.ather swathed his face. A razor
scraped. New, dazzling white tape was
stuck over his facial cuts. Some gar-
ments, {aintly reminiscent, were laid on
the adjoining cot.

“Ciet up,” commanded the captain.
“let's see if you can walk.”

When he got to his feet, his head
swam, but finally the room stopped
swaying and grew quiet. The surgical
nightshirt he wore scarcely reached to
his knees. He took a step, arother, and
walked the length of the ward.

“Fine,” said the captain. “Orderly,
take that wheel chair back.”

He sat beside Faulkner on the cot,
rubbing his hand.

“How do you feel now? Better?”

“Seems downright silly,” said Faulk-
ner, “to take out one bullet in the morn-
ing and shoot me full of a dozen in the
afternoon.”

“Oh, that!” The captain looked
away. “But don’t worry, They won’t
have to take the other ones out, don't
you see? You won’t feel it.”

“That’s a comfort,” Faulkner sighed.

The orderly helped him dress, and
took him out of the ward into a bare
room containing one desk and one chair.
The captain was sitting in that, so
Faulkner stood against the wall.

“It’s about time now,” he remarked.
“You look very well. I'll go over there
with you.”

“What’s the hurry?’ demanded
Faulkner. “The board doesn’t meet un-
til three. It isn’t two yet.”

then. You will have to make a state-
ment and be questioned, so the board
will have the facts to decide on.”

Soldiers stopped motionless and
stared as Faulkner and the captain
walked out of the dressing station.
Every one who saw them, stood open-
mouthed and silent as they passed. A
hush seemed to have descended over
everything. Groups of pilots, approach-
ing, got off the board sidewalk and
strode through the mud rather than
pass them.

“I don’t seem to be very popular
around here,” Faulkner grunted.

They entered a rough, beard, one-
story shack and walked down a narrow
hall. The captain knocked at a door,
and, grasping Faulkner’s elbow, guid-
ing him inside.

One long table in the center of the
room. Around it were five air service
officers, and three vacant chairs, In
the corner of the room was another
table, smaller than the first. Two en-
listed men were ready, with thick note-
books and sharpened pencils,

For an hour Faulkner explained,
again and again, that he was the only
Clement Faulkner in the air service;
that he had been transferred from the
R. F. C.; that he had escaped from a
gross miscarriage of justice at the army
offices in Paris.

He told of his vow to clear his name
—his theft of the Spad from Issoudun
and another from this very drome.

Nobody contradicted im. The sten-
ographers were making their pencils fly
across the coarse paper. There was a
commotion outside, imperative bugle
notes.

The men in the room rose. Faulkner
stood by his chair. Down the hall
strode many heavy boots. Into the
small, close room stalked three officers
of the general staff from Chaument.

With them was the man who had
stolen the name of Clement Faulkner—

“Well, you have to be there before Cy Crowell!



























































































































SHADOW OF THE JUNGLE

had been growing up, had been in high
school and college, in newspaper work
and private-detective work, Pete had
been down here in the jungle—a friend
in the making.

“I'li tell you what I'm going to do,
Pete,” Bruce told the loyal native. “You
take the money I've given you and bave
a good time. But go back to the river,
won't you?”

“Yes, master.” Pete gulped. “River
my friend, too.”

“But when you can,” Bruce advised,
“get into Marevao. 1 am arranging
with the trader there that any time you
need money, supplies, anything, you
shall have them. And now, Pete, old
friend—good-by.”

He clapped Pete on the shoulder,
turned quickly, and hurried toward the
gangplank.

The wharf was crowded with seamen
trying to get a free passage to the coast.
One of those seamen had a battered
countenance, a filthy jersey, and a
stained cap that could not hide an un-
ruly mop of red hair.

Bruce went up to him.
sey?” he demanded.

“Red” Kersey wheeled. His weather-
beaten face went pale for a moment.

“Don’t turn me over to the cops,
Harley!” he pleaded. “I’'m a broken
man, I am. I'm all through, I guess.
I been through hell.”

Bruce looked over the pathetic figure.
Bruce Harley was in a charitable mood
to-day.

“With your pal Schliemann gone,” he
started to say, “you won’t have the
brains, Red——"

“Well, Ker-
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“Schliemann!” Red hissed. “That
swab! It was through me he escaped
from that Baralhao village. I took a
chance, I did, to git him an’ that devil
doctor out o’ stir up there. An' wot
thanks did I git?”

“Probably none,” Bruce replied. “Tt.e
quality of gratitude didn’t exist in
Schliemann.”

“You're damned righit it didn't! Once
we gits away, Schliemann wants to play
a lone hand. He done for the Injun,
all right, but I ain't as big a fool as
I look. I beat it into the jungle. I
just reached Mandos to-day—got a lift
with a party o' rubber hunters comin’
downriver. I'm broke, I'm sick——"

“Stow it, Kersey!” Bruce cut in.
“You’re a tough bozo, but it seems to
me I remember that a white streak came
out in you, up in that Baralhao village.
I was listening to your argument with
Schliemann over near that jaguar pit.”

The steamer whistled. Bruce put his
hand in his pocket. When it came out
it was filled with many milreis notes.

“This is for that white streak in you,
Kersey,” Bruce said. “I suppose you'll
get roaring drunk. Well, maybe it’s
your business, not mine. I advise you
not to get drunk. But if you do drink,
Red, have an extra one on me. Drink
to my wedding. It’s going to come off
the day Alicia and I land in New
York.”

He left Kersey gaping on the wharf
and ran toward the gangplank of the
Amazonas.

The Baralhao diamonds were in his
money belt, and happiness was in his
beart.

THE END
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