
































2 TOP-NOTCH

Jute little animal at his side. *“Have
vou a reason, Sandy, or haven't you?
If you have, why isn’t it apparent to
me?”

Sandy sniffed again and nuzzled his
master’s shoulder; theun fic turned away
from the bridge. m:cved to the side of
the trail and patiently planted himself,
eying Seward expectantly. It was as
though he had ¢aid:

“Say. compadre, 1i vou can't scc what
T see, then get husy and investigate.
You'll ind it worth your while.”

Scward laughed a little, and started
cut on the planks. The bridge buckled
a trifle under his weight, and there was
a slight snap as of rending wood. Sew-
ard lcaped clear, and once again on firm
ground. began to lock thoughtful.

Sandy stoo¢ with one ear lowered
and the other ¢ievated, as much as to
cay I t0ld you so:”

Seward continued s investigations,
but more cautiously. Twentv feet be-
Jow the Conejunce Bridge the Conejuno
Slash: described a wirn.  Posted at the
wirn, Seward had a broadside view of
the stringers ancC  plank-ends.  The
whole structure was sagging a trifle, and
there was a notel: in cuce of the stringers
freshly made as though with an ax.

Seward dropped his eves to peer into
the mirk of the deep Conejuno Slash,
and he had a fanciiu! view of himself
and Sandy drepping inie thau {earsome
gloom: accompanie¢ by a shower of
cross-pieces and planks.

“Our comhined weight would cer-
tainly have dome the trick,” he mut-
tered. And s ar least 2 hundred
feet 10 the rocks belew.,  Sundy has a
axth scnse of divinailon, and this isn't
the firer time he has proved 1. Devil-
try afoet and, more than likely, aimed
at me. Jut who knew T was abroad and
traveling this way?  And what's the
reason for wanting 1¢ toppic Sandy and
me inte that hole mn the desert ™

He returned to the burre. pulled up
o oedge of the canvas that covered the
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pack and dug into a bag of hiz supplies
—there would be three lumps of sugar
for the sagacious Sandy! Then, out
of his equipment, he pulled a small
hand ax.

While Sandy munched the sugar,
Seward cut a pole from a section of
ocotilla, sharpened one end and split
the other end a short way down. Tak-
ing a blank “location notice” from his
pocket, he printed on it with his foun-
tain pen:

BRIDGE UNSAFE—DETOUR!

Pushing his makeshift sign into the
split end of the short poie, he planted
the pole at the bridge approach; then,
removing the first few planks of the
bridge, he piled them for a barrier.

“That will do for this side,” he told
himself. “When we make the detour
and come around on the other side, I'll
do the same thing there.”

Travelers were few and far hetween
on that trail, but they did come occa-
sionally, and Seward, in this matter of
service to others, was taking no chances.
Vastly puzzied. he started Sandy on the
detour, and mushed along behind in
deep thoughi.

He knew of 1o enemics who might be
lying in wait for him.  Nevertheless,
that bridge had been tampered with
and had been made a deadly trap. If
the treachery had not been aimed at
him, then it must have been at some
one else equally unsuspicious. Seward,
however, chose t¢ think the dastardly
blow had been leveled at himself.

A dozen or more people kiew of his
leaving Tres Alamos; and yet, not one
of the dozen knew the objuctive of his
journey. That was something he had
kept a close secret. If an unknown
plotter were trving to trap him, how
had it been possible to hit upon the
Concjuno Bridge as the place for the
trap?

“Sometiing miysterious here,” thought
Scward, with a forehoding shake of the
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to prison. But you, if you will, can help
me save my brother from such a fate
as that. I can help you, too. Kardew
and Jerry are near here at this minute;
they are watching us. They have no
suspicion that I am not doing all I
can to help them secure the Blue Man-
darin; and, so long as they believe that,
I am in a position to learn their plans
and to pass the information along to
vou.”

“That is dangerous—for you,” sug-
gested Seward. “I hate to think what
might happen to you if Kardew learned
you were double crossing him.”

“You are the only one who could tell
him that. I have placed myself in your
hands, and all T ask is that you trust
me. Show me this Blue Mandarin! If
Kardew and Jerry are watching us
through binoculars from some place
near at hand, they will observe what
you are doing, and it will give them
the idea that I am succeeding in what
they plan to have me do.”

Seward was a man of quick decisions.
All this confidential talk of the girl’s
might merely be a subtle scheme to
throw him off his guard. But he had
one of his hunches that she was sincere.

Reaching into a hreast pocket, he
drew into sight the little squat figure
of the Blue Mandarin. It had been
broken in half, but so cleverly mended
with cement that the line of cleavage
could scarcely be seen.

“Take it in your own hands, Miss
McHarg,” he said. “Examine it as much
as you please. The point of the whole
business is that queer design on the
back, scraped in the enamel. It may
mean much, or it may mcan nothing.
Philo Gaffley was the artist who placed
that picture on the back of the image.
What his purpose was can only be
guessed at—and all guesses are running
the gamut from treasure to nonsense.

“Gaffley is said to have heen a worker
in wonders, a ‘medicine man,” a pestifer- .
ous person whose end and aim in life
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seemed to be to mystify and make trou-
ble for others. His excuse for working
that design into the enamel of the image
is what I am here to discover. I have
ro personal interest in the outcome ex-
cept to settle the matter finally.”

The girl, with the Blue Mandarin in
her own hands, gazed at it intently. She
turned the image so that the rude de-
sign of the gadfly lay under her eyes.

“Those lines,” she remarked, “are be-
lieved by Kardew to constitute a con-
cealed map. Onc of the lines, he thinks,
may be followed to a cache where Philo
Gaffley concealed a store of wealth.”

“One guess is as good as another,”
replied Seward. “Does this old shack
and its surroundings,” he asked, “sug-
gest wealth? Would Philo Gaffley have
lived a wretched, hermitlike existence
in this out-of-the-way spot if he had
possessed a large amount of treasure?
That is possible, tco; but is it prob-
abler”

“No. Mr. Seward,” Lottie McHarg
answered, ‘it doesn’t seem probable.
But Dick Folsom believed in the treas-
ure—and he was coming to Tres Alamos
to find vou and get you tc help him
find it when he losi his life. And Lan-
don Kardew believes i the treacure,
absolutely.”

“Do you happen 10 know whether
Kardew has any accurate knowledge of
the treasure that I kncw mothing
about?”’

She shock her head. “Ne, but he
helieves in it, and he has made my
brother believe in it. Philo Gaffley said
the wealth was for him: whku had the
shrewdness to find it.”

“What Philo Gaffley raid anzounts to
very little, when you consider his pre-
pensity for mystery and for making
other people trouble. Kardew is bank-
ing on an uncertainty if he is allowing
anything Gaffley <aid :¢ mfluence him,
We "

“Careiul now!” whitpereG the girl
tensely.  “I just saw a flast ¢f white
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at Seward’s right, on the down side
of the path.

“You’re comin’ down vourself:” he
asked.

“I'm for the mesa on top of the big
shoulder,” said Seward.

“But, I tell you, you can’t gct over it!”

“That remains to be scen. Look here,
McHarg! Has Kardew anything on
you, that you're so willing to back him
up in his criminal plays?”

“No! I'm helpin’ him get what's his,
on a fiftv-fifty basis. We're out for the
stuff Gaffley left, and we've as much
right to it as anybody.”

“Provided you get to it first,” qual-
ified Seward. “Don’t overlook that
point. I can see that Kardew has you
hooked, but you’ll find him out before
you get through with this. Then. and
only then I reckon, will you come to
vour senses. Go on—join him below:
I've got work ahead of me and can’t
bother with you.”

With that, Seward cet his {face to
the up-trail, and was presently around
a turn in the climb and out of McHarg's
sight. He was also confronting the gap
in that treacherous ascent to the mesa
top. The narrow footpath had vanished
altogether; a rock-slide might have
caused it, or the stones might have
crumbled and broken awav from the
cliff. Whatever the cause, the fact re-
mained that eight or nine feet of blank
wall lay between Seward and the up-
ward path beyond. He studied the
problem with keen, appraising eves; and
then he knelt and Dbegan work with
hammer and drill.

He was reminded of the time when
he had escaped from an old mine shaft
by a method akin to the one he was now
employing.

The cliff face was soft enough to
make drill work easy; and when he had
sunk the drill into the rock by half its
length, he left it there for a foothold,
stepped out on it and found a crevice
for the picket pin. A swing from the

picket pin carried him to the ledge be-
yond, and he caught his footing—and
was over the gap. He looked back at
the pin and the drill.

“If Kardew and McHarg want to
try it,” he said grimly, “there’s the
way, all ready for them—but I'll be first
on the mesa.”

The path broadened somewhat. and
the rest of the ascent was not so difti-
cult. After hali an hour of steady
work, Seward pulled himsel{ over the
brink and stood on the mesa. Bunches
of greasewood and clumps of cholla
cactus dotted the little plateau, and
through it ran a deeply worn footpath,
coming apparently from the ridge.

Gaffley, of course. could never have
made that path. The ridge-crest had
ceased to be a bridge between the mesa
and the canyon wall. The weathering
of time, extending perhaps over a period
of centuries, had eaten away the ridge
until its crest had dropped far below
the mesa.

The feet of ancient cliff-dwellers,
Seward reasoned, must have worn that
deep path in prehistoric times. It be-
gan at the ridge; but what was its
ohjective? Where did it end? Sew-
ard’s eyes ranged along the path and
were caught and held by a sort of low
tower laid up with stone blocks. The
masonry was in a ruinous condition, al-
though there were evidences of crude
attempts to restore it. The roof of the
tower, in particular, seemed to have been
reconstructed. It was rounded; and the
sun’s rays, striking some object in the
roof, gave off a blinding, steady flash.

Seward, his curiosity growing, made
his way along the path. A doorless
cpening showed itself in one of the old
masonry walls. Tt was not more than
four feet in height, and Seward bent
his tall form and pushed on into the
old building.

The floor was heaped with drifted
sand, but he could see that some of it
had been removed. There was a row
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impressed itself on Seward as he stood
and stared at the little heap of glisten-
ing nuggets. Crouching downward in
the low opening that served as a door,
he made the utmost of the cooler air
that was wafted in to him from the
mesa while he cortinued to study his
surroundings,

Never, in all liis desert wanderings,
had he cncountered anything like this
hefore. Here, certainly, was a recon-
structed clifi dwelling; but it was re-
constructed only in part. The curved
roof, with its circular panes, was ab-
selutely new.  Undoubtedly it was the
work of Philo Gaffley.

A Dbenchlike projection of the wall,
some two feet in height, formed the
base of the side walls. That projection
was ancient.  The row of red-clay ollas,
or watcr-jars, that stood on the bench,
were plainly modern examples of Indian
pottery. He examined one of the jars
and found it filled, not with water, but
with a pitchlike substance whose nature
was unknown to him.

In front of the stone block on which
lay the pile of nuggets, the sand had
heen scooped away and a stone floor
laid hare. The floor, at this point, was
sunk into a sort of square hasin. To
reach the block with the gold, one would
have to stand in that shallow aperture.

If the ancient cliff dwellers had been
of the Aztec race—and the best scien-
tific minds are not at agreement on that
point—then the block might have been
a sacrificial stone and used for human
sacrifices. This view would account for
the grim use to which the basin below
had been put.

Seward had his own theories about
the ancient cliff dwellers. He believed
them to have been a people entirely apart
from the Aztecs, who, centuries before
“the days of Cortez and Montezuma, had
builded their dwellings high to escape
flood waters. This structure on the
mesa might have been a temple for the
worship of a pagan deity; but, as Sew-

ard would have it, it could not have
heen the Temple of Montezuma.
Philo Gaffley had found it; and, with
his pottery ollas and the glass roof, he
had transformed it into a workshop.

He had been experimenting in an at-
tempt to find a method for conserving
the solar heat; it was his hope, appar-
ently, to store up the hcat in such a way
that he could release it later at will.
The pitchlike substance in the olla, Sew-
ard gathered, was the element that was
to catch and hold the sun’s heat.

That Gaffley was a rainbow chaser
there could be no doubt at all.

Seward, panting like a lizard from the
intense heat of the room, passed from
olla to olia. Not all of them were filled
with pitch. There were three, each
marked with a cross, which contained
nuggets of gold, but they were only
partly filled. Seward judged that there
might be fifty pounds of the precious
metal, all told.

“It’s a start, anyway, for Folsom’s
boy!” he thought.

That Gaffley had been using the gold
in his experiments seemed likely. The
nature of those experiments now, how-
ever, had recome as a sealed hook: Gaf-
fley was gone; and the method of his
studies of the impossible had passed
with him.

The east-and-west canyon lay directly
under the sun's rays; and the roof win-
dows allowed the rays to penetrate the
single room of the workshop. It was
very suitable for such work as Gaffley
seemed to have had in hand.

Above one of the benches, concealed
by the ollas and only discovered by Sew-
ard as he bent over the jars, was an-
other leaf from an old calendar—a leaf
for the month of March. And, over it
was an inscription similar to the one
on the hoard wall of Gaffley’s shack:

The ides of March remember.

“Another trap!” thought Seward. “It
must be Gaffley’s entirely, for I doubt
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McHarg lowered himself over the brink
and began his downward climb

CHAPTER XVIII.
MAN OR DEVIL?

EWARD was a man of unusual

methods. In this matter of the Blue
Mandarin, with all its folly and clap-
trap of mysteries, he exemplified that
side of his character more strongly than
in any of his other desert adventures.
It is for that reason, perhaps, that Old
Gaffley, the blue image, the gadfly map,
Folsom’s boy, Kardew and McHarg
have woven themselves into a yarn that
has become a prime favorite among the
desert dwellers.

Whenever two wanderers of the
wastelands come together, break bread
in company and smoke a good-night pipe
over a dying brush fire, Seward of Saca-
tone will somehow come into their talk.
The haunting silences form a fitting
background f{or the story of Gaffley’s
man trap and burning glasses, but the
maneuvers of Seward with McHarg and
Kardew have a deeper interest for those
of the desert breed.

Seward found something worth while
in McHarg, bore patiently with his en-
mity and finally saved him. On the
other hand, Seward found nothing of
worth in Kardew, coldly calculating and
murderous, and proceeded in his own
way to eliminate him and cut short his
career as an enemy of law and order.

After the departure of McHarg, Sew-
ard spent two hours on the mesa with
Kardew, subtly piling up Kardew’s
score against him. Kardew had a sort
of pride in his criminal accomplishments
and his ability to kecp clear of the law.
Seward trampled on this conceit and
held it up to ridicule. In every way in
his power Seward dcepened the hate
Kardew had for him.

“You're all thumb-hand-side in your
crooked work, Kardew,” Seward
taunted ; “you aren’t even, so far as I

can see, in the rogues’ primer class.
You used me for a cat’s-paw in running
out the gadfly trail; then, when I had
obligingly shown you the way and led
you to Gaffley’s treasure, your lacked the
sagacity to best me and take your profit.
Your first error was in that low-down
play with McHarg, for at a time when
you needed friends you deliberately made
an enemy. You erred again in making
an open attack ¢n me. If you get at
me at all, it will be by a subtler method.

“Before I am through with you, this
afternoon, you will hate Seward of
Sacatone as you have nct done since
we first encountered each other in Les
Angeles. At this moment you are schem-
ing in your mind to haunt these deserts
until vou get me. You have attenipted
my life three times since T left Tres
Alamos and started for Gaffley’s old
shack. You will kecp on with those at-
tempts; and, instead of getting me, I
shall get you, and for something the
law can use in sending ycu up for life.
You're a menace to society, Kardew, and
yout have got to be put behind the bars.”

He walked over to the man and looked
him squarely in the eyes.

“That,” ke finished, “is my business.
This is my country, and T don’t allow
any wolves of your stamp to be at large
in it.”

The battered and swollen features of
Kardew twisted with rage.

“I'll show you up, that’s what I'll do!”
he threatened, between his teeth. “I1
may be in the primer class, but you’ll
have reason to know that I'm at the
head of it.”

“I'm inviting that very thing,” said
Seward, “and 1 shall give you plenty
of rope.”

He forced Kardew to scrape up {rag-
ments of treasure he had feft behind in
his haste tc sack the gcld from the
broken olla. When it was all gathercd
to the last nugget, he tied the heavy
sack to Kardew’s back. As he made
the final knot :n the reata, he laughed.


















40 TOP-NOTCH MAGAZINE

Rube’s going to pitch!” The great crowd
took up the shout and boomed it across
the field.

“Hurrah for Rube!
Rubel Shut ’em out, big boy! We're
for you!” The crowd was doing its
best to tell the high-strung fellow they
had faith in him. And thev did. They
knew his fast ball was all but invisible,
and that his curve was the most treach-
erous in the league.

They knew his failing. too, but their
belief in destiny was strong, just now,
and they felt sure of that pennant. If
Rube Grant could win it, that would be
recompense for the times he had blown
up under pressure. So they screamed,
shouted, and cheered for the big fellow.

None noticed the grim, rigid set of
his jaw nor the pallor of his face. And
none knew the agonv in Lis heart. That
is, none save one. That one was Carl
Taylor, sports writer for the News.
High up in the press hox. Taylor looked
over the rail and saw the big pitcher
warming up. For a minute or two he
watched.

The Rube was about ready, and was
shooting a few through with all his
speed. The ball seemed to shrink and
shrivel up as it left his hand, and then
sunk into Mike's big mitt with a crash
casily heard beyond the walls.

“He’s right,” said Perkins, of the
Tiwmes.

“Looks good,” agreed Taylor, “but
good heavens, Perkins, he won’t last!
He can't! Is it possible that Jeff doesn’t
know ?”

“Doesn't know what?" asked Perkins.

“What! Say. what kind of a news-
paper are you on, anvway: gibed
Taylor. “Didn’t you know that The
Rube's kid got hit by an automobile this
morning, and is in the hospital with a
possible skull fracture?”

“No!” Perkins gasped.
blazes is he doing out here?”

“That’s The Rube. T was over at the
hospital and saw him. Saw the kid, too.

You can do it,

“What in

Fine little chap, about seven years old.
Grant was all broken up, but when they
told him there was nothing he could do
and no immediate danger, he asked
everybody to keep still about it, and keep
it quiet so as not to disturb the team.

“The Rube’s smart. He knows that
even a little thing like that might upset
the boys and lose this game. But he
must have told Jeff. Good night! It’s
suicide to start him! It’s hard enough
to keep him down to earth when there’s
nothing wrong.

“He won’t last an inning. I'm going
down and see Jeff. This team has put
up too fine a scrap to be handicapped
like this in the last game.” Without
further words, away he went on a run.

Taylor had scarcely gotten out of the
press box before the final bell rang.
At that moment the tense crowd was
observing Mike Harrigan, talking ear-
nestly with The Rube. None could hear
the low-spoken words.

“You never had more stuff, big boy.
You've got this game in your pocket
right now. Go in there now and show
em the real stuff. And remember this
—pay no attention to those coaches.
Don’t hear 'em. Just pitch ball. If you
do that, they'll be lucky to get a foul—
that curve ball o’ yours is a beauty to-
day.” )

Mike’s tone was confident enough, but
there were misgivings in his heart. He
didn’t like that set whiteness in the big
pitcher’s face, nor the strained, worried
expression ahout his eyes. But he did
like the air of courage with which the
lanky southpaw walked out to the box.

A moment later came the umpire’s
crisp command ‘“Play ball!” and the
great game was on.

Two men had popped out to the in-
field before Tavior arrived at the wire
gate close to the home dugout, and man-
aged to attract Mike Harrigan’s atten-
tion.

“What's wrong *" asked the coach. as
he stepped close,
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knew the detailed routine. But Lang
hadn’t a forceiul, driving personality
so necessary for Fitchburg.

Out in the scintillating expanse of
churning waters, Murray felt a tingle
of hope. He had labored long and hard
in the service of the Blauvelt Tool and
Machine Works. Would Blauvelt think
lie was capable enough for the new po-
sition ?

Somewhere out where the Light was
a vague finger pointing to the bending
arch of the sky. Murray came about
and started in for the shore. It was
then that he first heard the drum fire
of an exhaust somewhere hehind him,
He looked back and sighted a low, long
motor boat. It was painted a rusty
black and was a converted sailboat.
She rode the turning tide with graceful
ease and her speed was surprising.

With effortless manner the black boat
slid into the wake of the knockabout
and drew alongside. There were three
men in the stern, men who wore sweat-
ers and caps. Forward, at the wheel,
Murray’s gaze dwelt momentarily upon
the boat’s skipper. As he looked he
felt recognition, a surprising thing, for
the man turned and presented him with
a flat, dead-white face.

It was a countenance strongly marked
with Mongolian features, a short nose,
high cheek bones. a thick-lipped mouth,
and slanting eyes. It was a face that
was both cruel and rapacious. and it
favored Murray with a long stare as the
black boat swept past.

Murray frowned thoughtfully. His
conversation with Amos Pringle came
back to him. A black motor boat! The
man at the wheel was unquestionably
the somewhat notorious Jap Coogan.
But where, Murray asked himself, had
he ever seén Coogan before? His was
not a face easily forgotten. Somewhere
—some time——

He dismissed the perplexing question
with a shrug and rounded the Cape. Off
the Pringle boathouse he made the

knockabout fast to its mooring, swam
ashore, and went back to his shack.

IL.

E had finished with his kerosene

stove and was about to draw a pail
of water when he heard voices outside.
There followed a knocking on the screen
door. Murray dried his hands and
opened it.

Two men stepped into the lamplight.
One was short and sandy-haired, with a
blue tattooing visible at the open neck
of his sweater. Murray looked at him
last. His eyes moved swiftly to the
second man and took in the flat, stran-
gely white face, the penetrating eyes
that looked between their slanting lids.

Jap Coogan had come to call upon
him!

The black eyes of Coogan darted
about the shack before they met Mur-
ray’s gaze of inquiry.

“Passed you this afternoon out be-
yond the Cape, didn’t 1?” he asked in
a voice that differed oddly from his
appearance. “Pretty nice little boat
you've got,” he went on, without waiting
for Murray to answer the first question.
“She was stepping along at a pretty
good clip. I'm looking for a cat-rigged
knockabout and I'm willing to pay a fair
price for one. Did you ever think of
selling ?”’

“No, my boat’s not for sale,” Murray
answered.

“Not even for a good profit?” The
man’s gaze continued to roam about.

Somehow, Murray conceived the idea
Coogan’s visit was for some purpose
other than the one stated. He could not
explain it exactly. It was more a stir
of intuition.

“T don’t think T care to sell at any
price. I only come down here a couple
of weeks each summer. I need the boat
then, and I'm not looking for any
profit.”

Jap Coogan inclined his head. For
the first time a faint smile flashed across
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floating like a yellow orange without
support, marked their whereabouts.

Jap Coogan threw his cigarette over-
board and laughed under his breath.
“There’s no reason why you shouldn’t
know.” he said. “Listen now and I'll
put you wise ”  He spoke in an
amused voice, springing his surprise
with gusto.

Silent, immovable, Murray heard, and
understood. Through him ran a tide of
hot, furious anger. Over and over,
while Coogan spoke, Murray assured
himsel{ he should have suspected, should
have remembered where and when he
had scen Coogan before.

One of the men at the bow of the
motor hoat called back something. The
motor was hastily throttled down.
Coogan jumped up peering through the
fog. Ahead, the white arm of a search-
licht sliced the murk like a knife. Its
roving heam had a surprising effect
upon the four aboard the black boat.

“Shut her off!” Coogan directed.
“Joc! What do you think?”

An oath was ripped out forward.

“That’s a cutter, all right! Can’t fool
me!  Somebody’s tipped them off!
The whole Reef was wise to it! Even
that fathead Pringle knew! I told you

the revenue bunch would be on the job!
This place has seen its hest days—and
nights!”

“Shut up!” Coogan snapped.

Across the waters, echoing distantly,
came the sudden thunder of a gun. The
black motor boat wallowed in the trough
of the sea. Coogan sprang to the top
stanchions of the cabin roof. The guard
beside Murray was on his feet, straining
anxiously forward.

For one dizzy instant Murrayv saw
his opportunity. Two steps took him to
the damp stern deck. The man who
was bending forward turned and saw
his intent. With a hoarse bellow, he
lunged, but he was a second too late.

Launching himself into space, Mur-
ray struck the water. The deep dive

carried him well away from the motor
boat. He came up, instinctively sight-
ing the smeared glow of the Light. He
struck out for it, certain there would be
no pursuit. With a revenue cutter close
at hand, Jap Coogan would not risk un-
veiling a searchlight of his own even if
his Dblack craft possessed one.

Through the fog Murray swam,
watching the guiding Light ahead, fecel-
ing the ingoing tide carry him along on
and on through the fog.

IV.
THE office boy with freckles closed
the door of Cyrus Blauvelt’s private
office as Delford Murray stepped out of
it. At his own desk, Arthur Lang
pushed a sheaf of correspondence aside,
raised his thin face and nodded.

“My congratulations, Murray. I'm
glad the boss gave you the assistant
manager job down at Fitchburg. You
certainly deserve it. Though,” he added
ruefully, “I had sort of hoped I might
be picked myself. Still, the best man
always wins.”

Murray came to a halt beside the desk.
The office boy had gone on into another
room and they were alone.

“The best man wins,” Murray said
softly, “if it’s a fair game. Lang, I've
been waiting to have a little chat with
you. You can probably guess what it
concerns.”

The other’s thin face turned colorless.
He blinked, and in his pale blue eyes
Murray saw the darkening shadows of
sudden fear.

Lang forced a frown. “Can’t say I
do. Has it anything to do with Fitch-
burg? T’ll be glad to——"

“It concerns a certain individual
known as both Dude Coogan and Jap
Coogan! Dude Coogan, that day he
was here sitting at this desk with you,
waiting for you to point me out to him!
Jap Coogan, down at Cape Reef where
he was doing your dirty work!”

For a full minute Lang said nothing.
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canyon, and they all died from his ar-
rows. So no one ever goes there any
more.

“I pray that you will not think of
going necar the canyon of the demon,
my friends. It means death. You have
proof of that.”

“It'll mean death to your old ogre,”
spluttered Quick. “Lead me to him.”

“Not now, Dick,” Beddow vetoed in
English. “There’s a real mystery here
that we must try to solve; but first I
think we'd better go on into the village
as Victorino suggests. We may pick up
a clew there.”

CHAPTER 1V.
ON A KEG OF DYNAMITE,

THE mysterious slaying of Miguel
still weighed heavy on their spirits
as they made their way into the valley
of Santa Clara the following morning.
After riding down their own canyon
some two miles, they crossed a ridge on
the left and invaded a tropical Eden.
A narrow lane, bordered on either
side by irrigation ditches, meandered be-
tween patches of ripening maize and
beans, of pumpkins and melons, of yel-
low wheat ready for the sickle. Some
of the fields were rudely enclosed with
poles and logs, others merely with
hedges of rank pomegranate bushes.
Over most of the fences clambered
grapevines laden with purple fruit.

“This sure looks good to me, after
all those deserts and hills,” sighed
Quick, as he sniffed the rustic fragrance.
“I expect we could have a mighty pleas-
ant time here, if it wasn’t for that
demon. That must be his canyon off
there to the south.”

It was not until they rounded an ir-
regular- grove of orange trees that the
travelers saw any Indians. They came
to a spot where wheat was being
threshed by the crude process of driving
ponies around and around over grain
which plump women in varicolored

calico dresses brought and flung beneath
the flying hoofs.

Shrill cries of alarm arose. Squaws
threw down their armloads of straw and
fled. Two men in charge of the thresh-
ing stopped and stared uneasily.

To each of these Beddow presented
a package of cigarettes, which they ac-
cepted hesitantly. He then told them
that he and his companion had lost their
way and wandered many days through
the mountains until they chanced upon
this valley. They desired to see the
chief and arrange to huy food and
fodder.

The only answer was a grunt and a
wave of the hand from one of the
threshers. So they continued along the
lane, to the demoralization of the busy
harvest laborers of Santa Clara. By
the time they came in sight of a pueblo
of squat adobe houses and brushwood
shacks, they were followed at a respect-
ful distance by a small army of men,
women, and brown, breech-clouted chil-
dren,

“There’s the mission,” cried Beddow.
He pointed toward a fairly large adobe
building perched on a knoll overlooking
the village from the west. At each of
the front corners was a crumbling tower
in which swung a rusty bell.

“El jefe! EI jefe!”

The shouts came from back of them,
as a rather tall but gross man hurried
out of the largest house, with several
yelping dogs at his heels.

It was apparent that Jefe Rufo had
not taken time to complete his toilet.
His feet were bare and his green silk
shirt hung down outside embroidered
velvet trousers that were slashed from
instep to knee in the Mexican charro
fashion. Golden spangles glinted on his
high black hat, beneath which heavy
brows were drawn together and a puffy
face was bunched into a scowl.

He was busy buckling about his waist
a cartridge belt bossed with many glit-
tering conchos, and his hand caressed


















SPANISH RUBIES 65

The boy stumbled away with his
sweetheart in his arms.

The white men turned to face Jefe
Rufo, who was literally foaming with
wrath. But in his anger and surprise
Rufo had forgotten his revolver; he was
armed onlyv with a long, keen machete.

“Stand back.” yclled Beddow. flour-
ishing his Colt.

With a snarl. Rufo made for the
newspaper man. This gave Quick his
chance. He sidestepped and his right
fist corkscrewed past the machete to land
flush on the jaw of the chief, who
pitched forward and lay motionless.

Screaming Yaquis scampered from
every direction. to flee and duck for
cover at sight of two Americanos with
drawn revolvers racing eastward toward
the pasture where their horses were con-
fined.

The only one who did not retreat was
Victorino, whose light-footed speed en-
abled him to overtake them easily.

“Is she dead?” panted Quick.

“She is dead.” Tears were streaming
down the lad’s cheeks. “Was it Belita?”

“Yes, the red bird. Gosh, what a
hell-cat! I wish I'd killed her. I'm
going back and do it yet.”

Quick stopped short, but Victorino
pushed him onward.

“No! Ishall return and kill her after
you are safe,” the Yaqui said.

“All right. boy. She's your meat.
Only don’t get yourself in bad to help
us make our get-away.”

“I shall never live with my people
again. You are my only friends, now.”

CHAPTER VII.
THE CANYON OF THE DEMON.

FORTUNATELY the horses were in

a corral. The fugitives chose one
each, vaulted upon their bare backs and
galloped away.

“Not that way!” called Victorino.
“That trail leads to the demon’s can-
yon.”

“Right where we want to go. I'm
not going to leave until we get to the
bottom of this demon business. Are
you game, Les?"

Beddow nodded. “We can spare a
little time, T suppose. before Rufo or-
ganizes his force and starts in pursuit.
But it would be suicidal to try to make
a stand against the whole village.”

“But the demon,” Victorino protested.
“It will kill us. Men cannot fight
demons.”

“These men can. You're a gringo
now, one of us, and we don’t believe in
spooks. Yes, I believe in this one.
Here he is.”

One of Rufo’s guards came speeding
afoot down the path through some strag-
gling desert willows, doubtless hurrying
to investigate the hubbub in the village.
At sight of the horsemen he dodged
sideways toward a pile of rocks, at the
same time jerking a revolver from his
belt and sending a bullet over their
heads.

Quick was too fast for him. At the
instant the Yaqui fired, the Yankee's
gun also spoke, and the Indian fell in
a heap.

A moment later they were hetween
the gray sandstone walls of the canyon,
which were perpendicular in places, and
at others so broken that they could be
scaled by a man or even a horse.

Quick recklessly plunged ahead, sure
now that the demon was merely some
trick of Rufo and his confederates.

So it proved, after they had tied their
horses and scrambled up to the cavern’s
entrance.

Their first discovery was a bow with
a quiver of arrows. Then Beddow
picked up a hideous mask of painted
canvas at the end of a short pole. The
mask bore a grotesque resemblance to
human features, and had a pair of moun-
tain goat horns at the top. Beside it lay
a small automobile klaxon.

“Here’s your demon,” Quick re-
marked disgustedly, as he pushed down
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“This woman’s an impostor,” Carver
charged. “The real Zitzi was injured
permanently in a toboggan crash three
years ago. I remembered the fiin and
had it brought from our library. The
countess is bed-ridden and unable to
prosecute this woman who is notorious
on the continent as a hotel beat who
‘loses’ her valuables and then lets the
hotel settle to avoid notoriety, so my
office tells me.”

“She sure looks guilty,” growled
Flint. “But she never was out of sight
of Thomas or me after the pearls dis-
appeared, until we went up to your room
and found ’em. How do you explain
that ?”

“A gentleman”—Carver drawled the
word—“who was abroad last vear for
one of our rivals met her here to-day.
I imagine he threatened to expose her
unless she helped put me in bad. Their
meeting was quite accidental, and he
probably scared her so that she agreed.
They had to make up something as they
went along, in a hurry, but it wasn’t
bad. When I handed this lady the
pearls, she hid them in a snowball right
hefore our eyes. After I changed suits
and left my room, my kind rival threw
the snowball through the open window.”

“A fine story!” grunted Zanff. “I
don't know her.”

“Miss Estabrook cranked footage of
his doing it—with my camera I left in
her care,” pursued Carver calmly. “We
can develop and show it later, if you
still want proof. The radiator wasn’t
leaking—it merely melted the snowball
and left the pearls.

“And now, Zitzi, or whatever your
name is, if you want to escape trouble,
answer truthfully. What hold did Zanff
have on you?”

“He recognized me and threatened to
expose me, as you guessed,” said the
fake countess, sobbing. “He made me
vamp you to keep you from making the
cinema of thees illumination, make
jealous thee sweetheart——"

“Stop him!” shouted Carver, as the
door slammed. '

Zanff had slipped away.

“I'll yank him to the sheriff for mak-
ing me this trouble.” growled Keegan,
as Reamer nodded agreement.

Carver ran into the lobby where Fern
was waiting with his camera, which she
had hidden in her room for safety dur-
ing the unsettled hours. Seizing it, Car-
ver ran with Fern to the toboggan.
They might be too late to thwart the
Globewide man, who was bellowing as
he ran.

“Light those flares!”

“Don’t do it until I give the order,”
shouted Thomas.

Zanff had planted his camera in the
front end of a toboggan, poised to slide,
when Carver swooped upon him. Seiz-
ing the Globewide man by the collar,
Carver dragged him from the sled and
faced him triumphantly. With a mighty
heave, he threw his rival into Keegan’s
arms.

“Keep him and his camera, too!” Car-
ver shouted. “Now, let's go! Lights!”

Suddenly the streak of snow was il-
luminated blindingly by blazing flares.
Down through this lane of brilliance
dashed a sled on which Fern Estabrook
rode standing. Right after it raced an-
other toboggan, in which was Carver
and his camera, shooting another thrill
for Midworld News Reel.

On the Receiving End

A wMaAN out walking one day ran
across a friend, a playwright, who was
heavily bandaged and looked much the
worse for wear. He stopped to speak
to him.

“Good heavens,” he said, “you’ve just
come out of a hospital. How did it
happen?”

“Well,” replied the other, “when that
play of mine was tried on the dog last
month, tle audience called for the au-
thor at the end—and I never realized
how much they wanted him.”

































































































































THE SOARING DANGER

ward the bottom, down into the vague
and shadowy depths. Then it was that
a sickening fear took possession of him,
a fear that made his pulses hammer until
it seemed that they would burst.

His sight was not affected by the
pressure of the water, and now, looking
downward, he saw a great scaly shape,
a pair of yellow-green eyes gazing up
at him with cold deliberation—and in
that instant he forgot about the hawk
above him, forgot about everything save
this hideous and sinister thing lurking
below.

It scemed that something was clutch-
ing at his throat; terror, the like of
which the mother hawk had felt in the
motment of his own cruel onslaught. He
did not wait to see what the pike would
do. A killer himself, he had not mis-
read the message in those coldly intent
eyes beneath him.

He turned his head toward the sur-
face and propelled himself upward with
frantic strokes of his powerful feet,
sending the water away in white swirls.
He had no clear notion of what he was
doing. To get away as far as possible
from that scaly form was his only
thought.

The air seemed like a haven of refuge,
and as his head came out into the sun-
light he had a momentary sense of
safety. The shore was near at hand
now, he was on the surface, in the air.
And then—a hissing snap—a swish of
great wings! He turned his beady eyes
upward in startled recollection. The
hawk!

He remembered now what he had
forgotten in a greater terror, remem-
bered and desperately attempted to dive
—Dbut it was too late. The bird’s clever
stratagem had succeeded. Something
grasped the mink around his hody—
something which was like the grip of a
steel band. There was a blinding con-
cussion behind his ear, a devastating
pain which obliterated all things.

Once—twice—thrice the hawk drove
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his beak down upon the mink’s head,
spurred on by the will to vengeance,
his eyes alight with a fierce determina-
tion. A tremor passed over the sinuous
Lody in his claws, the wicked little eyes
dulled, the wiry muscles grew limp. An-
other blow and the hawk released the
grip of his talons. He hovered for a
monient, then with a shrill scream of
triumph he wheeled into the wind and
flew toward the nest on the hummock
and the four motherless fledglings.

In the waters of the lake a brown,
snakelike body turned slowly over and
over in its descent toward the bottom
and toward the great scaly shape which
rose hungrily to meet it.

Feminine Insistence

CLARENCE: ““Aren’t you nearly ready,
dear?”

His Wife: “I wish you wouldn’t
keep asking that question, Clarence. I've
been telling you for the last hour that
I’ll be ready in a minute.”

What He Replied

THE prosecuting attorney asked the
witness: “Where were you between
ten and ten thirty on the morning of
August Sth?”

“I object.” protested counsel for the
defense.

“Let him ask me,” the witness said
excitedly.

The relevancy of the question was
argued and finally dropped, but not by
the prosecuting attorney. He soon got
back to the debated question and the
defense objected. Again the witness
cried: “Let him ask me! Let him ask
me!”

The third time the question arose,
the judge stepped into the breach and
ruled that it was material.

“Where were vou between ten and
ten thirty on the morning of August
9th?” asked the counsel.

“I don’t remember,” said the witness.
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