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ADVENTURE

THIS EMPTY

I'r takes brain to
eam money—trained brainl

The man without &aining is
usually the man without
cash. You can train your
brainl Thousands of men
have done it through spare-
time study of L.C.S. Courses.
Be a cash man—be a trained

man—mail this couponl

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 3279.-B, SCRANTON, PENNA.
* Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins and *
Why,” and full particulars about the subject before which I have marked X:
TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES
O Arebitect O Bheet Mm.l Worker O Plumbing O Steam Fitting 8 Bridge Engineer
O Archit ! Draf OB O Heating O Ventilation Bridge and Building Faremas
0 Building Eetimating o] Telﬂerapb Engineer B Air Conditionic.g O Chemistry
O Contractor and Builder {0 Telephone Work 0O Radfo ([0 Steam Engineer O Pharmacy
O Btructural Draftsman O Mechanical Engineering O Bteam Electrioc Engineer O Coal Mining
O 8tructural Engineer Maechanical Draftaman O BMarine Engineer 0O Mine Foreman [J Fire Bosa
0O Management of Inventions Machinist O Toolmaker [ R. R. Locomotives [J Navigation
O Electrical Engineer O Patternmaker O R. R. Section Foreman 0O Cotton Manufacturing
O Blectric Lightlng O Dieeel Eagines Air Brakes [ R. R. Signalmeun [J Woolen Manufaeturiag
u] Weldmg. Electno and Gae [u] Avutmn Engines Highway Enxinom-mx 0O Agriculture
O R Shop bile Mechani: O Civil Engineering D Fruit Growin,
O Heat Trutmens of Metals 8 Refrigeration {3 Surveying and Mapping Poultry Farm?nt
) BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES ;

O Busl M O Bookk O Bervice Station Salesmanship 0 Grade Bchool Bubjects
O Industrial Management O Becretarial Work D First Year College Bubjeota O High Bchool Subjecta
O Trafic MaD as ish O Businesa Correspondence O College Preparatory
O Accountancy O French O Btenography and Typing O Ilustrating
0O Cost Acoountant O Balesmanship O Civil Bervice D Mail Carrier [0 Cartooning

O C. P. Accountant O Advertising 0O Railway Mail Clerk O Lettering Show Cards (] Signs

DOMESTIC S8CIENCE COURSES

0O Home Dressmaking D Advanced Dressmaking 0O Millinery O Foods and Cookery
O P ional Dr: ing and D {J Tea Room and Cafeteria M Cateri
Name Age. Address
City State. Presens Positi
If you restde in Canads, send this coupon to the International Correapondence Bcokools Oanadiam, Limited, Montreal, Cemade
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The Last Maneuvers (a novelette) . . . CHARLES L. CLIFFORD
The bugles call the cavalry. One more ride through the enemy’s line; once
more the thrill of living and, if need be, the glory of dying.

The Devil Is Dead (a novelette) . . . . H. BEDFORD-JONES
North of Khammer Naga, where dark secrets come out and white heads come
off and every trail is a rendezvous with danger. . . .

Black Lightning . . HENRY HERBERT KNIBBS
“Bust him or kill him!” The code of the wild horse hunters. So Young Hard-
esty, who wanted to be one, forks the black tumbleweed, to find it is right hard
to do either.

Tropic Maid (a poem) . . 3 . . s« . CAPT. FREDERICK MOORE
Bones on Monkey Shoals . . . . . . RICHARD HOWELLS WATKINS
The Master of Starlight sails on a strange charter with a skeleton in a suitcase.

Tough Little Steam Shovel . . . . . LYNN BOGUE HUNT
Drawing and brief description of the badger.

The Comanche Kid (2nd part of five) . . E.B. MANN
.Who is the lone night rider of Comanche . . . the man who masks his mur-
ders behind a dead man’s name?

Notinthe Official Report (ashort shortstory) SEWELL PEASLEE WRIGHT
A Mounty story. Big Miller was hard with men, and hard—too hard—with
dogs.

No Right of Way . . . . . « « . ROY deS. HORN
Tugboat war, with the sea- mules kicking, and the whistles whooping: “Come
on . . . the collision’s all yours!”

Windies Is Bad Varmints . . . . . . .MODY C. BOATRIGHT
A tall tale from Texas.

Traditions of the Deepwatermen (a feature) CEDRIC W. WINDAS

Trapped by Black Mambas (a fact story) . HUGH PRIOR
Mambas grow to twelve feet long. This story is backed by affidavits.

Camp-Fire . . . . . . Where readers, writers and adventurers meet

Ask Adventure . . : . Information you can’t get elsewhere

The Lost Company . . . CHARLES A. FREEMAN
When Balangiga was “a ' dark and bloody ground.”
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TO GIVE UP,
STARTED Bl ON T way ro
A

500D RaDI0 Jog

LOOK AT THIS -RADIO 1S CERTAINLY | 1| DON'T THINK | COULD LEARN
GETTING ANYWHERE. | GROWING FAST == AND THE RADIO THAT WAY --BUT THEY'LL
OUGHT TO TRY A NEW . \ NATIONAL RADIO SEND ME A SAMPLE LESSON
FIELD TO MAKE INSTITUTE SAYS THEY FREE. GUESS I'LL
MORE MONEY f TRAIN MEN FOR RADIO | MAIL THE COUPON /
RIGHT AT HOME
ﬁ% IN SPARE T)

ME
— e

SAY -- THIS WAY OF LEARNING IS GREAT. I'M

Ye.f, ’ Wil’“ﬂd”ly GOING TO ENROLL, THEN | CAN BE A SET
SERVICING EXPERT-- OR GET A JOB IN A

F[’”f ‘e‘m FREE BROADCASTING STATION --OR

INSTALL LOUDSPEAKER,

Jo show how easy it is fO | sesvems. THeRE ARe

Zur s, GOOD |FRET
RADIO JOB

Do you want to  special Radio equipment and show you

HEE make more mon- how to conduct experiments and build

. B, SMITH, President i"ﬁ:t %’lzll:otg;lil: cil;gu}vxl whlzglx il%ust_rs:te 1zapon,ant Radlo NEVER SOUNDED || VM ALREADY MAKING
principles. y Training gives you prac- T MO (1]

;m'-:‘"I.u':u::m'“m:o" 3 yggdlfh liﬂmﬂhlg tical Radio experience while learning. BETTER My SEI;‘\RE

e for a8 g adio

that I'll tend you & sample lesson zb- Get My Lesson and 64-Page Book

solutely FREK. Examine it, resd it. see FREE. Mail Coupon

for yourself how easy it is to understand In addition to my Sample Lesson, I will

even if you've mever had any techaical send you my 64-Page Book, ‘‘Rich Re-

THANKS. IVE BEEN STUDVING
RADIO. MINE ONLY A FEW MONTHS AND

experience or training. :vards in ﬁ’adio.“ Bféh ﬁe free todl-ny l::
Many Radio Experts Make Radio's spare time and full tie oppor-
53‘- $50, $75 a Week tunities and those. oming in Televiaian;

Radio broadcasting stations employ engl- tells about my Training in_ Rsadio end
oeers, operators, station managers and pay Television: tells about my Money Back

up to $5.000 a year. Spare time Radio set ent; shows you actual letters from
serviclng pays as much as $200 to $500 a men I have trained, telling what they sre
yar, Full time Radio servicing jobs pay  90iR8 and earning. Find out what Radlo
as much as $30, $50, $75 a week. Many offers YOU! MAIL THE COUPON in an
Radio Experts own and operate their own  ©AVelove. or paste it on a penny postcard
€ull time or part time Radio sales and —NOwW!
o Jobbers - employ testers. Mopectorn  Natimol manis reodent
A s, ational Radio Institate, Dept. 7B89

faremen, engineers, servicemen Daying up 4

0000 & vear, Hadio overators on  Washington, D, C. .
ships get ®ood pay and see the world be-
mides. Automobile, police. aviation. ecom-
mercial Radio. and loud speaker Systems 4 :
ofter good gpportunities now and for the ¥ ixt
future, Television promises many good s ag(ﬂ.
Iq-bs soon. Men I l&ye trained ueh::.ol(‘li ; o h gi_-'li’, ) A
B‘dx&wd joba in these branc A : glf_‘ﬂ Rmﬂ -

F :
Many Make $5, $10, §15 0
& Week Extra in Spare Time
While Leaming

Practically every nbeighborhood needs &
8o00d spare time serviceman. The day you

ﬂoll 1 :un Tgendh;l%' you Ex;;-w n{on‘ely r 3 1
Bheets. ey 8 you o do . E. SMITH, President, Dept. 7BS89
Eaoky spalr Ioh that Jou can cush in o § Nationa} Radio Institute, Washington, D, C. 1
you psans and ideas that have made good | Dear Mr. Bmith: Without obligating me, send the sample lesson and your book l
epare time money—{rom $200 to $600 a (] whwhsaeys about spare time and full time opportunities in Radio and expleios
Far—&» handreds of fellows. I send you your 50-50 method of traiuing men st hame tn spare time to become Nadio Exverts |
[ (Plesage write plainly.) []
§ NaME...... Cereressieeeiitie e TP () NSRRI |
ADDRESS ...0.uuvtnrtuniinnitrinnesitnernnnsersnemeneeereneenecnsrrneeneees B
(] CITY' eic)piejolofeiale eTe aTuialelsTo 5 o10le oo SEoTS it elo1niols e atole oo ectie e STATE..........000000000. 3FR 8

L----------------—-------J



4 ADVENTURE

Fm Emk and Demonstration Lesson
Don't be a wallflower, Send for Free Bnok—
nd Free Demonstration lesson. These ex

Trum
plain our wonderful home study method !ullr Italian and
and show you how easily and quickly you Accordian

xpense. Mentlon | Volce and

unlumtoplw at little e
vorits instrument. Instruments sup-
&l‘!;d M needed, cash or credit. Write

U. §. SCHOOL OF MusIC

Brums w raps
lan ] trlodmm
i or Tenor)

3872 Brunswick Bidg., New York Cliz

Home Study
Accountancy Training

Accountants who know their work
command responsi
fmd incomes. And the need for
ralned accountants is growing.
t 14,000 Certified Public Ac- B§
eountants in U. 8. and many thou- B
sands more executive accountants. [

Bpare time for
or executlve accounting tlona,
FPrevious bookk

'nenansn.ry—w:egarncs :l?g‘;ou !rg ‘h <~
Eound w0, our walaity's bersonniy ooy F REE
‘Write for valuable free 64-page book des

lerm”o rtunities in field and
mﬂuacyml es aﬁcounu.ng telling how

Dau.m-u

MONEY BIKE'

BOYS,120.015.&

num blcyde for you!

Fully eqmppedi

flashy, sturdy, a
hundred p

prizes, moludmg
watches, clothing,
movie, typewriter. Earn what
fouwant Make money, besides.
t's easy! Just obtain customers
in your neighborhood and deliver
our magazines to them. Need
not interfere with achool or play.
Many boys earn a prize the first
day. Perhaps you ocan, too.
Get & on your chums,
To start on e road to money
and prises right away, write to—

Jim Thayer, Dept. 668
The Crowell Publishing Co,
Springfield, Ohie

THE LostT COMPANY
by CHARLES A. FREEMAN

sacre on Little Big Horn, Montana,

for sheer horror and deeds of valor
is the story of the Balangiga massacre in
the Philippines. Unlike the unfortunate
7th Cavalry there were survivors of
Company C, 9th Infantry, and from
their lips has been pieced the record of
what happened that fateful September
day in 1901, when the “dark and bloody
ground” of Samar lived up to its evil
traditions.

General Pablo Lukban was in the hills
issuing bombastic proclamations, al-
though the insurrection fomented by
Aguinaldo was dead as the proverbial
door nail.

On the morning of the massacre a fu-
neral party of natives entered the church,
carrying with them a coffin. From the
coffin they took bolos and then two
men swung their weight on the rope of
the church bell. As the first note boomed
out the treacherous chief of police boloed
the sentry at the jail.

Other natives dashed upstairs and
butchered the unfortunate officers and
the hospital corps man. The company
was at breakfast, and unarmed.

Fighting with stools, ball bats and
mess knives, the soldiers tried to reach
their rifles. A few succeeded.

A sergeant and a few men finally fought
their way to the beach and sought about
for a fishing boat. The natives rushed
them but were driven back three times.
Finally three leaky dugouts were found
and pushed out over the mud flats by
twenty-four survivors, eleven of whom
were badly wounded.

Not one of the voyagers knew any-
thing of boats, and how the journey was
made in safety is little short of a miracle,
Finally the gruesome flotilla reached
Leyte, and reported the massacre.

“The bolo men of Samar have fifty-
three of our rifles,” wrote General Hughes
toBrigadier-general “Hell Roarin’ ” Jakey

(Continued on page 6)

SECOND only to the Custer mas-



ADVENTURE 5

il
Start $1260 to $2100 a Year

MANY 1937 APPOINTMENTS
MEN, WOMEN

Rallway Postal Clerks
Railway Postal Clerks get $1.900 the first ysar regu-
lar, being paid on the first and fifteenth of each month.
($79.17 each pay day.) Their pay is automatlcally in-
creased yearly to $2,450. Advance may be had to

Clerk at $2,700 & year. ($112.50 each pay day.)

3 Days On—3 Days Of¢—Full Pay

Railway Postal Clerks on long runs usually work 8
days and have 3 days off duty or in the eame proportion.
During this off duty their pay continues just as though
they were working. They travel on a pasa when on
business. When they grow old, they are retired with a
pension,

City Mall Carriers, Post Oftiee Clerks

Clerks and Carriers now get $1,700 the first year on
regular and automatically increase $100 & year to $2,100
and $2,800.

Customs Inspector

Salary $2.100 to start. Men 23 to
45. Work connected with examining
baggage and merchandise entering
the country from foreign parts cov-
ering boats, trains, roads, automo-
biles, etc.

Many Other Positions

Many other positions are obtain-
able. Those wishing these positions
should qualify at once.

Get Free List of Positions

Fill out the following coupon, Tear it off and mail it today—now,

at_onoe.
This investment may resuit in your getting & big-pald govern-
ment job.

— e . —— S —— — . S— —

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dest T-174, Rochester, N. Y.

Rush to me, entirely free of charde (1) a full desoription of T. 8.
Government Jobs; (2) Free copy of illustrated 32-page . 8,
Government Positions and How to Get Them’; (3) List of U. S,
Ga‘:emmeut Jobs; (4) Tell me what to do to get & U. S. Government

NAID@e s cvocesssvosescocrsstcccoscsrcossscnstcsssscrcocsoscsscscan

AQAremd. cooecacrctcrstrrocrnccsestsiticrcsitscesssrtstocsecsensd:

Use This Coupon Before You Mistay It. Write er Print Plainly.

' Don’t waste anothep day! The

who said
never had a chance never took a chancel Seng
this coupon and we will eend you an the facts of
our home study, plus Practical home shop
training. Then read the ating facts about
the larf richestindustry in the world—ELEC-
TRICITY=-which pays out millions in uah.r!u
ﬂmk_m Et!hectﬂuw :gen wuntlu\%}p 3
m; es e man who prepares. With ou.v
tralning you can prepare fop theso opportunitics M- Pejorzen
sight in your home town.
A good home, car, fime radio, happy famil things make
IKfe worthwhxle‘ Gewz }haxe of them—by getting ready for the
og un% or trained men in the gient,
brun ea of ELEC

o send al NOW! There's a bettes plase
youls BLBCRRICH "We'u bel you fad gt° =

OPPORTUNITIES TO MAKE $5, $10 AND
MORE A WEEK WHILE TRAINING

Let te]l you how many of our -tudenu in their home work-

mmak $5—$10 a week—just in spare time. We ou,
wl your course, job |heeeu and instructioms on how to do t‘eoe
jobs a9 you proceed with yous training.

- You Get Real Shop Equipment

Electtic Institute tralning ie home -tudy comblned wi
real Rlectrical E H.P. AC.
motor. You get dozens of other electnct\l items you use in doin,
spare-time jobs. We show you how to get these jobs, how to do
t em, and how much mooeyymlshonldc arge for them. Afl uip-
ment is furniabed you without extra cost, and ts yours to o

Prepare for a Better Job or a
Business of Your Own

We don’t know of another great field you nfn into mote
easily. You don't leave home aw friends. You trafn in spare time
vmhout quitting your present ;ob. You don’t need previous ex-

lot of to get
nowﬂ}ccr mma bnnchu of Mn‘ Ig:l ﬁﬁmﬁ
your own,

DIESEL POWEI...RADIO...R!IRIC!IAMN...
AIR CONDITIONING T Ty
Included with your course of trai you get val- F Is
uablq instruction in Diesel, Radio, rigeration, R
Aiz thoning.
Doo,,, m{

““ﬁ?ﬁn

[ b

Send Coupon Today!

Filt in_the ooupon today—clip it and mall it to
me. When I “y ‘yon my big illug.
trated catalog and all details of our combination

Home Study and Practical Home S train- C
ing. This places you under no ol and
no salesman on you.
i -

H. W.Petersen + Electric lastitute; Inc.
i Dept. 197B, Hinsdnle. &l}l . L3

nd full details on hy I should get into ELECTRI-

: CI%Y and the best Wlmxetmageshopnczbodtrdn-
H inzaﬂwme.
E NGMB. .ot coeotasssssvossscsstcsccossesscecAllcoccrser
: Streel. ..oveoerseresosccssencscsrncrrrrsersssseresscan
[
B City.eoeeeessessonsccascasssocsenes Sl covecearcsnn



0 ADVENTURE

Where training

[EARN A CCOUNTING

at home
—at a fraction of the usual cost

EN who know accounting have advantage these
M Buslm must have them:; bz'tfu than average %&
road to executive positions or own practles. Train yowr-
uir new in spare time for nu.tactitn new opportunities.
Learn by proved method, with identical -
%ﬁej ma.“ mbnued“lm solu lau';i Tevelo hm:t“ notes e !
niversity and us n over a hundred coll 0
déd lml for systematic home study, f mleme:mm;m;.egﬁ
Thousands

m
ceounting, including costs, sudits.
have lulmd thl- nrmlcal low-oost way, Splen-
did for C. P. review: & safeguard to your
business ruture.

Send for this FREE BOOKLET

Fill I.n and mail the coupon below for free
Iumklat ‘How to Get Ahead Through -

with full details of unique advantages
nl!mdhfthkn course and easy terms of
payment, Write now,

——-l_-uqﬂ This Form s e SEES

RONALD PRESS COMPANY
M38, I5 East 26th St., New York, N. Y.
about

l
= tor home Gtudy o e Gty St Intormation. sbay

University.

ONLY BENJAMIN m{?’ms GENUINE m
COMPRESSED &= =
AIR PISTUL

For T
"

-a .llr nmu"E“m.. an un Mar Full Wl.—'l’amu-
IINJHIEA il?l.l'co €71 N. B'way, St. Louls, Mo., U. S. A,

/4 SNAPSHOTS /ino

HUMANETTES

by th!

Kidneys Need 0il?

Curb Night Disturbances
This Safe Way

., When the genito-urinary passages become ine
flamed, you may suffer from a hurning sensation.
Your sleep is broken. Backaches, pains and stiff-
mess trouble you
8 d oil is ki the world over, for the
help it brings to these inflamed passages. It re-
Heves. It soothes. It cleanses. If you want to get
the real Eut Indian santalwood oil in easy-to-
nk_Fet SANTAL MIDY from your
drug :t. S L MIDY is the most famous
gan! oil preparation.

Don’t take cheap remedles for “uu kidneys and
bladder. SANTAL MIDY caps: are what you
want becausg they, being results,

(Continued from page 4)

Smith, in command of the punitive ex-
pedition. “Get those rifles by purchase
if you can—but get them.”

Smith’s proclamation offered payment
for the guns. None were brought in.

When Hell Roarin’ Jake commenced to
move he moved with startling rapidity.
How many natives were wiped out dur-
ing Smith’s whirlwind campaign will nev-
er be known. It is said that every man
above the age of fifteen found in the pos-
session of a weapon was promptly shot.

During the campaign a company was
ordered into the interior in pursuit of
Lukban. The Marines, after a hot skir-
mish, drove the enemy before them and
unwisely pursued. Soon the company
became irrevocably lost.

There were no trails. And for days the
Lost Company hacked its way through
the jungles. Rations were exhausted, and
fever gripped the Americans. Men wan-
dered away from their command to
search for food—and were never heard
from again. Finally the Lost Company,
sadly decimated, staggered out on a
lonely beach. It had crossed the Island
of Samar!

The world never learned much of the
story of the Lost Company. And even
in Marine Corps headquarters but little
of it is recorded. But at the Charlestown
Navy Yard a bronze plate honors those
Marines who lost their lives in Samar.

Hell Roarin’ Jakey was killing off too
many bolo men to suit the homeland or-
ganizations. Political influence brought
about Smith’s recall, and he was forced
to retire from the Army. But he had se-
cured the majority of the rifles.

Court-martials ensued. Both Marine
and Army officers faced them. All the
junior officers were acquitted and Hell
Roarin’ Jakey was left to bear the onus
of the affair. It is said that he died of a
broken heart. Yet wherever gray-haired
veterans of the Philippines congregate,
Brigadier-general Jacob Smith is toasted
as a first class fighting man and a gallant
officer.
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Zram at Home---Under Tactory Engineers

rGUUD PAy Spare-Time and Full-Time Jobs

APPOINTED BY RADIO MANUFACTURERS TO SUPERVISE R-T-1 TRAM

This is the R-T-1 Advisory Board | direct R-T-1 Training. Put your

—Engineers and Executives of | future in their hands.

50 great

large Radio ftrms—appointed [ radio manufacturers now en-
by these firms to supervise and |dorse this Training.

RAY D. SMATH
President R-T-I,
who has directed
training of 100,000
men. Read what a
few studests eay.

‘Made my flrst spare
time money after fin-
ishing four lessons.
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THE LAST MANEUVERS

“They done it
like they don’t
give a damn,
up jumps the
devill”

A Novelette
by CHARLES L. CLIFFORD

LD BROCK sat dreaming over
O a half filled schooner of beer.

The canteen was crowded be-
cause it was payday. Later, when the
night shut down, they’d be all over the
town. At Mike’s place, the Gate, the
Resaca and up on the Hill. Wasting
their money. Buying beer in the town
wasn’t so bad—but the dancing! What
in hell was the army coming to? Brock
shook his head hopelessly and stared
into his beer. He knew for a fact they’d
spend as much as a dollar of their hard-
earned pay in a single night just to
dance.

Moodily he studied them as they-

shoved and laughed and all talked at
once along the bar. Wouldn't sit at a
table and enjoy their beer like a soldier
should. Always hurrying. Gulp and puff
and throw half the cigarette away un-
smoked. In the old days, when they had
to roll them—

There was a noisy group close by.
Mostly recruits, but there was one older
man. An old soldier in this new army,

8

Brock reflected bitterly, and not a good
one. His name was Coper. The recruits
were buying his beer.

Brock didn’t like Coper. He was too
smart—not as a soldier, but with words.
He would juggle up all kinds of quick,
smart-aleck words to make people laugh.
He’d juggled up one that applied to
Brock. Not highly original; but- these
young soldiers didn’t know that.

Old Issue, Coper called Brock. He’d
laughed and called it across the mess
room one day and it had stuck. Old
Issue. That put him in the class with
the obsolete old sabers, wrapped canvas
leggings, stiff-collared uniforms and
gauntlet gloves with a flair on them that
came halfway up to the elhow. Indeed,
it was because of a pair of such gloves
that Coper had jeered. Old Brock had
worn them—proudly at first—one day
out on horse exercise, and Coper had
spotted them right at the stables.

Now, looking at the group by the bar,
Brock could see that they were talking



about him. Coper was grinning, watch-
ing him.

“Hi, Brock!” he called. “Come here.”

Brock drank some of his beer. As
though it were sharp, fresh and not go-
ing flat on him.

“No kiddin’, Brock. I got somethin’
great to tell you. An’ when you hear it
you’re buyin’ beer.”

Brock grunted, but deep in him cu-
riosity flamed. Funny as it seemed, this
wise-cracking Coper got all the dope
somehow. He it was who first brought
the news of the coming division maneu-
vers into the barracks. And he’d fore-
cast the promotion of- several non-
coms—

9

' At that thought, Brock’s heart
Jumped. Could it be—after all these
vears? Almost thirty of them,—and the
last ten as a private first class. No chev-
rons. Stripes were for the younger, bet-
ter educated. soldiers these days, it
seemed.

“Pull up a chair then,” Brock growled.
“Take the weight off your feet. “You'll
be wantin’ them for dancin’ later on.”

Coper laughed loudly and walked
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over. He pulled out a chair and sat
down.

“Johnny,” he called to the bartender.
“Private Brock’s buying two big ones.”

Brock finished his beer in the schooner
and when the fresh beer came he picked
his up and stared at it critically.

“They’re runnin’ this outa the keg
too fast,” he observed. “An’ them iron
kegs they’re usin’—” He caught himself.
Mention the good old wooden kegs here
and this Coper’d be off with his old issue
wise-cracking.

Coper leaned close to Brock. “I just
heard it today. Strictly confidential.”

“So they tells you,” Brock growled
and drank some of his beer.

Coper laughed.

Brock took another swallow of beer.
His heart was thumping strangely.
“Heard what?”

Coper swallowed half his beer in one
gulp.

“They’re goin’ to turn the regiment
out for you, Brock,” Coper said. “The
whole works. The day you retire. You’re
going to be sitting up there on old Sugar
Baby, right beside the colonel, with the
whole outfit passing in review before
you. Dipping the guidons, and all the
officers and platoon leaders snapping
you the highball, and the whole works
galloping by, like you was a major gen-
eral that was retiring.”

Coper was still talking when he saw
Brock’s face. Something there stopped
him. The eyes— They looked like
Feery’s eyes had looked that day in the
store room when they were issuing ball
ammunition and he had stepped up to
the supply sergeant, quietly taken the
packet from him, loaded his pistol to one
side and shot himself through the
mouth.

Coper got up. His beer was only half
drunk. “Listen, I got to beat it. Brock,
for God’s sake don’t leave anyone know
I told you this!?”

Brock’s face was white. The great
brown hand that held the handle of his

beer glass shook. He looked up. “Coper,
if this is any of your kiddin’—"

Coper was frightened, but he dare not
admit his lie now. He was literally afraid
for his life. He swallowed, trying to get
words out that didn’t sound guilty.

“Because if you are, you better go
over the hill—fast.”

“It’s a fact, Brock, but talking about
it might queer it. You know the colonel.
He’ll want it to be a surprise, or it may-
be won’t come off. I got it that way
straight.”

Coper was getting on surer ground
now. Before the day came for Brock to
retire, he could take a few days’ pass. Or
even— “Well, time for chow, old-timer,
and thanks for the beer.”

N\ Left alone in the almost emp-
ty canteen, old Brock found
&—2&— himself shaking. It was as
= though, suddenly, with no
more warning or reason than a laugh
from Coper’s ugly mouth, a beautiful
white beach had appeared before him,
with great green waves breaking along
it, and the northern sun shining down
and the cool salty wind of the ocean
beating on his face.

If Coper had the dope it would be the
final wonder of this wonderful last year
of his soldiering. First he’d made the
miraculous killing at crap almost a year
before. In that one amazing streak of
luek he’d won almost five thousand dol-
lars. He’d always lost before, never
saved a cent of his pay, never had any-
thing to look forward to but the meager
bit of a retired private when he went
out. Tt sobered him, that streak of luck,
and from that day he had saved. Quit
gambling. Took only a few beers on
payday and his account with the quar-
termaster grew.

Then came another wonder. In June,
they said, a bonus would be paid to all
soldiers in the war. Well, he’d seen
nothing of the war. For thirty years he’d
soldiered up and down the border, from
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California to east Texas. But, in spite
of that, they were going to pay him over
seven hundred dollars. It didn’t seem
possible.

But it was, and it made possible a
dream that had been growing this past
year. He could go back. After all these
years he could go to a place where they

“had snow and where he could see the
ocean every day. Back to Jersey where
he was born. A place he hadn’t seen
since he and another kid—poor Brick
Fallon, who’d got a spik bullet in him
years ago on outpost south of Marfa—
had run off to Newark and just for the
hell of it enlisted in the army, after a
brief study of the posters of fancy look-
ing soldiers in the post office.

Yes, now he could buy a little cabin
on the beach. He knew just where (but
he didn’t know that now there was a
ragged boardwalk there and hot dog
stands and loud throngs cluttering the
beach with papers and tin cans and
empty bottles.) He could have maybe
a little skiff and catch fish and crabs and
dig his clams. He could live well for
little. And he would be happy. Maybe
he’d work a little, just for the exer-
cise . ..

And during those lazy years, he could
always look back to the final day of
glory. He could lie on the warm sand,
and over and over again he could see the
regiment—his regiment—galloping by,
all the horses with their heads out and
their tails flying, and the standards
snapping in the wind and the band play-
ing and all of them doing him the honor
of the salute. Even the officers. And all
the time the band playing the regi-
mental march.

And him sitting there on good nld
Sugar Baby, who’d carried him all over
hell for sixteen years, as the old troop
came along with the guidon dipping and
even his own captain flashing his saber
at him—

Yes, if that happened to him, a pri-
vate, it would end his service as a sol-

dier would want it. He wouldn’t have -
felt quite right if it was just the tame
garrison service going on when his time
was up. But, as luck would have it, they
were off on the big maneuvers. The
whole division would concentrate in the
wild Big Ben country, miles from any-
where in a real cavalry soldier’s country.
Two weeks on the road each way and
two more of real mounted action in the
hills and arroyos of the rough border
country. He’d show them—these kids
and wise guys like Coper—that old as
they thought he was, he could ride
through it all with the best of them—

“Johnny, another beer. An’ take one
for yourself.”

The first troop dinner iron clanged
out. Brdck smiled. “Machine Gun.” An-
other. “Headquarters.” As they rang out
a few minutes apart he named them,
smiling. For years he’d heard them be-
fore each meal and knew the tone of
each as he could spot the troops them-
selves a mile away.

Remembering suddenly, he got up. He
felt good. Full of beer, but not too full.
He said to Johnny, grinning: “Cold cuts
tonight. Lots of pickles an’ spring onions
and potato salad an’ sliced tomatoes.
Johnny, when I settle down in my man-
sion, I'm goin’ to grow my own tomatoes
an’ scallions an’ golden bantam corn.
I'm gonna dig my own clams an’ steam
’em, a’ have a nice dish o’ melted butter
an’ a couple fried croakers. An’ if I
happen to want a appetizer, they’ll al-
ways be the keg o’ Jersey apple right
there at hand. God’s country, Johnny,
that’s where I'm bound.”

Johnny, who had retired two years be-
fore, twisted his lips and spat. “Yeah. I
seen many a guy come an’ go from this
border. I never yet seen a guy draw his
finals but he was goin’ to New York or
maybe Europe or somewheres. Even me.
But never one wasn’t right here in the
mesquite when all the shootin’ was over,
an’ lucky if he could get a buck a day
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shearin’ sheep or runnin’ cattle. I done
better than the rest.”

“You at least got free beer,” Brock
agreed, and he laughed and let the screen

door bang behind him.
% just happened, by force of

habit, to stop and read the
bulletin board on the troop porch on his
way to dinner, and there it was, signed
by the troop commander himself.

The memorandum explained that cer-
tain lame and old horses and an equal
number of men of the troop would be
left behind in the post when the regi-
ment marched out for the maneuvers.
And in that fatal list, as though ringed
by fire, was: “Private First Class Joseph
Brock, detailed care of horses at the regi-
mental pool.” And in the list of horses
was his own, and under the heading
“physical defects” the strange word
“senility”.

The top sergeant said: “Now, don’t be
a fool, Joe. An old soldier like you ought
to know better. Course you can’t see
the troop commander at this hour. He’s
maybe playing polo or having a drink
before dinner. You got service enough
to know better than that. Anyway, he
thought he was doing you a favor.
You’re not so young, Joe. Almost thirty
years in. Hell, you’'ve been to every
maneuver they’ve had since Napoleon
was a lance corporal. What’s the per-
centage in you riding all over those rocks
and sleeping on rocks and baking on
them all day? Plenty of kids coming up
for that stuff.”

Wordless, Brock stared at the top
sergeant. At last he gulped: “What’s
that there ‘senality’ they got ’side of my
horse’s name on that list?”

The top grinned. “That means she’s
old enough to vote, Joe. I guess she’ll
have to stay back here for the elections.
She’s done her share, too, that old mare.

BUT old Joe Brock never had
his cold cuts that night. He

Be a shame to break her heart on a
march like that.”

Joe stumbled to the stables. Old Su-
gar was tied in, complacently munching
her hay. She half turned, cocking her
ragged ears at the sound of his voice and
regarding him mildly. Brock passed his
hand softly over her scarred croup. He
felt alone, unwanted, except here in these
empty stables. Everyone else in the
troop gay and laughing at mess. All go-
ing—all except him and a few untutored
recruits, three lame horses and Sugar,
who was old enough to vote. His throat
felt funny as he watched the chunky,
unbeautiful troop horse and he mut-
tered: “Damned if I’'m goin’ to take it
layin’ down, old girl!” He started off at
a run.

The captain had just returned from

.the polo field. He came to the door of

his quarters, still dressed in sweaty, dirty

‘white clothes, his boots black on the in-

side with horse sweat. He’d been sitting
in a cane chair by a table in the cool
front room of his house and a bottle of
beer stood there.

Old Brock was glad the captain wasn’t
married. It would have been harder if
some woman had come to the door when
he had rung the bell. It would have
made it seem more official, something to
tell quickly, something the captain might
have told her later and that she might
have laughed about.

The captain looked very tired. He’d
worked hard all day, Brock knew, and
now he’d just come back from one of
those crazy polo games.

It was hard for Brock to get started,
but finally he said his say. The captain
sat smoking, looking at Brock through
the smoke. Then he said: “Sit down,
Brock. Would you like a bottle of beer?”

He went out and got the beer without
waiting for an answer, handed it to
Brock and sat down and lit a cigarette.
“We’ve got all these recruits, Brock. All
but three, who aren’t up to it, need the
hardening experience of the maneuvers.
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They’ve got maybe years ahead of them.
In a few months you’ll be retired.” He
smiled. “You’re not as young as you
were once, you know. I thought you
might want to get things together, de-
cide what you wanted to do when you
went out. Going to live in town, I sup-
pose? Most of the men do.”

“I'm goin’ back to God’s country,
Captain,” Joe Brock said steadily. “I
seen enough of these old soldiers hangin’
around in the sun. It’s all right when
you’re soldierin’ with somethin’ to do, or
maybe got a family.”

Joe Brock drank some of his beer. It
was cold and tasted good. The quiet of
the room encouraged him. Outside he
heard Retreat blow, the gun go off, the
trumpeter of the guard blow Colors. He
began to talk—haltingly at first, but as
he went on he spoke faster. He told the
captain something he hadn’t put into
words for years.

Of course it was on his record and the
captain knew about it. But for years, se-
cretly, it had shamed him. It was the
cause of all his failure in the army, he
thought—that one mistake he had made
years ago. And when the time had come
when he should have lived it down,
licked it by later years of honest and
faithful soldiering, it had jumped up
and mocked him, made him a man un-
able to hold the stripes of a non-com.

In his second hitch he’d been stuck
in a platoon station, a desolate outpost
in the Big Bend country. The loneliness
and the heat and the everlasting sand
and blaze of the sun had beaten him
down. He remembered the cool of the
ocean country, the pulling of nets and
hauling of lobster pots and the everlast-
ing sweet smell of the sea. He was al-
most dead of hunger for his own coun-
try.

And then they had marched for ma-
neuvers, just as in a few days now the
regiment was marching. The old sol-
diers had talked and ranted. Warned of
the hell of hiking all day in the sun, the

rocky ground for a bed, the blast of the
sun all day angd the bitter cold of the
mountain country at night. So when
they got to the railroad, he and two oth-
ers—one an old soldier malcontent—had
jumped a freight. Just left their equip-
ment, torn the insignia from their shirts
and beat it.

They’d got as far as Alberquerque in
New Mexico. The old soldier had gotten
hold of some rotgut whiskey and he was
drunk. He fell asleep and dropped un-
der the wheels of the cars. It was a ter-
rible sight for a youngster. They laid
him out beside the track and the train-
men with their lanterns gathered around.
And one of them said: “Just another
bo.”

The railroad police arrested him with
the others, to get his fifty dollars reward
they paid for a deserter in those days.
And back in El Paso they’d tried him

before a general court . . .
ashamed, sitting here in the

S~ captain’s house and telling him
this. And him sitting there so quiet,
never a word of question.

“It was account of that—them first
maneuvers I was on. The time I had to
do in the guardhouse, now it’s hung on
the end of my service, like. I never done
that maneuver. I feel like I owe the
government one extry, you might say.
An’ now they ain’t leavin’ me go, or Old
Sugar, who ain’t missed one in her whole
service. I'm bein’ left back like I was a
cripple, or no good, or an old man. I
been lookin’ forward to it, countin’ the
days to it, ever since I heard we was or-
dered out—"

There was silence in the room. The
captain smoked on his cigarette. Then
he lit another one. He looked very tired.
Brock thought maybe he ought to go,
but he didn’t know just how to go about
it. He picked up his campaign hat,
twisted it in his big, tanned hands. The

BROCK wiped his mouth with
the back of his hand. He felt
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captain didn’t say a word. Brock drank
the rest of his beer. It wouldn’t do to
leave any of it. The captain might
think ...

“Maybe it was account of I didn’t
make Expert last year on the range. The
captainknows I always made Expert be-
fore. But I was goin’ good—oney had
eighty to make in the five and three hun-
dred rapid. But dust blowed up ‘both
times; I couldn’t even see the target. It
dropped me to Marksman.”

“That was all right, Brock. I under-
stood.”

“I know it hurt the troop record, that
the captain figgered on me making it.
Especially when they was that big bet
up, they said the captain had with A
Troop commander.”

“It wasn’t that, Brock. It’s just—
You know these maneuvers are going to
be the biggest, most ambitious we’ve
ever had here on the border. We’re try-
ing out harder and faster marching.
There’re all these new scout cars with
radios and voice sets in them and ar-
mored cars. That means a tougher game
for the mounted men all around. It’s a
young man’s game now. It’s really hard-
er on man and horse than the old army.
Even harder than the last maneuvers in
twenty-seven.”

Brock was leaning forward in his
chair, barely keeping himself from break-
ing in. “l ain’t that old, Captain. They
says it was my eyes gone dim on me so
I couldn’t make Expert last year. But
when we come back I got jest time to
prove it on the range before my time is
up.. I'll bet my month’s pay I make it
this time.”

“I’m sure you will, Brock.”

“Captain, they may have all these
here scout cars an’ all, but I never seen
a piece of border country yet where they
wasn’t places oney a horse could go. An’
this area we’re goin’ into this time—
well, I been to every maneuver they had
around here, and many’s the time I took
huntin’ leave right in that very country

and packed through it for days. I know
every trail an’ arroyo an’ tank lLike the
palm of my own hand.”

In his fervor Brock held out the palm
of his right hand. The captain, he noted,
was smiling now. He felt strong, sure of
himself. “They ain’t done away with
horse patrols yet, Captain, an’ if I do
say it myself, I led many’s them. Oncet
on the last maneuvers the general him-
self comp’mented me, account of the
way I got information of the enemy
back.”

The captain crushed out his cigarette.

“You go back to the troop and tell the
first sergeant to take your name off that
list, Brock,” he smiled, “and Sugar Ba-
by’s, too.”

CHAPTER 11
NIGHT MISSION

A WEEK later the regiment
marched. Two weeks later,
dusty and travel-worn, they
went into bivouac with the
rest of the division deep in the Big Bend
country.

Old Brock smiled reminiscently: this
was the third time in his service he had
slept on the same rocky piece of ground.
They had marched over thirty miles un-
der a blazing sun, but after supper he
climbed the nearest high ground and
stared about him. It was already cold
and he wore his leather coat. Through
the clear air he could see for miles.
Mountains, mountains everywhere. And
below him he could see the lights of the
camp fires and the men moving. Thou-
sands of them. He could see the long
horse lines and the ranks of artillery
caissons and covered guns.

Too old, was he? Well, he was here;
he’d be here when it was over. Plenty of
these young ones had been sent back
already, and there’d be plenty more.
Couldn’t take it.
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Brock laughed aloud and lay back
.against a rock. Wait until tomorrow,
when they saw the rock-strewn hills and
. steep arroyos they had to charge over at
the extended gallop. Wait ’til they saw
horses going down in front of them and
saw the field ambulances and litter bear-
ers following them like buzzards. Wait
’til the cloud of dust from the charging
lines in front smothered them, and they
couldn’t see but still had to gallop on.
0Old Issue, eh? Well, he’d been through
it over and over again. And he was still
here hale and hearty—
Old Brock lifted his arms high and
stared up at the star-packed sky.
A week went. Back and forth over
the wild country the division had
marched and deployed and attacked an

“It’s a young man’s
game now. ...’

ﬂ}{!ﬂ

imaginary enemy. The horses were
weary and gaunt, the sun-blackened
faces of the men were drawn. Dust and
dirt was over everything, even the shin-
ing guns and the bright new scout cars.
Water was scarce, food monotonous, the
ground harder and harder. Up in the
dark, water and saddle up. March,
march, under a pitiless sun. No shade
within miles. Not a tree in sight, not
a shadow that would cover a man. Back
to camp at dark. Groom, water, feed.
Hardly able to walk from utter weari-
ness. Too tired almost to eat. And then,
with a meager blanket, back to the rocky

e

ground for a few hours of sleep—if lucky.

Plenty had been sent back all right,
Brock reflected. But what the hell? Some
great general, so he had heard, once said
you couldn’t make an omelet without
breaking eggs. Well, they’d made a
mighty fine omelet. All those troops
moving so smooth and the guns bounc-
ing by with dust thick over the drivers
and the cannoneers, or whatever they
called themselves. And even those funny
armored cars and the scout cars with the
thing like a fishing rod bending and
whipping behind, rocking down the steep
hills and ripping up them. And the gen-

eral out there on a big horse, riding as
hard and as wild as the craziest recruit.

Yes, he wouldn’t have missed it for all
the dough in his finals. It was the best
one he’d seen in his thirty years of sol-
diering. “They done it like they don’t
give a damn, up jump the devil,” Brock
thought. “Sure, guys gets hurt. What
the hell they in the calv'ry for if they
don’t expect to get hurt?”

And he spoke from first hand knowl-
edge: two guys in his own squad had
been hurt, and that’s why he was now
acting corporal. Funny, he thought, he
was now in command of a squad, just
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as much as if he’d been a real non-com.
And he was sure of himself as he never
had been before.

Twice before in his thirty years he’d
been given stripes, but he couldn’t hold
them because he was afraid. Through
the years those words of the Judge Ad-
vocate had bnrned in him. A poor sol-
dier. Unfit to lead others. And when he
was “made” those two times, he had no
confidence in himself. Unfit to lead and
give orders to better men, men who had
never broken their oath of enlistment.
So he had, in the end, lost the chevrons.

HE wasn’t any too proud of

his squad. Take, for instance,

this Coper. He was the one

with the most service—two
hitches. But in that short time he had
two convictions before a summary court
and once got three months and two-
thirds his pay for some trouble with a
non-com.

“He better not try any that funny
bhusiness on me,” Brock thought. “I
wouldn’t report him like that other guy
did. T’d jest invite him back one these
big rocks outa hearin’ of the camp—"
Still, Coper had done his work well
enough so far. Better yet, he had finally
cut out all that fool wise-cracking. He
had been very quiet. Hardly spoke to
anyone, like he was always moping over
something. Well, he wasn’t much of a
man with a horse. Couldn’t seem to ride
right, and marches such as they’d been
having were killing things if you didn’t.

Then there were two very new recruits
in the squad. Both good kids, but they
hardly knew what it was all about yet.
Had to show them everything: how to
fix their rolls and quick ways to arrange
equipment so they could get it on their
horses in the dark. Even how to spread
their blankets so they wouldn’t freeze at
night. But good. trying-hard kids.

The other two in the squad, Wilmer
and Mott, were recruits, too, but they
were smarter. They’d known each other

before. Came from the same town up
north somewhere. Always off by them-
selves talking. They weren’t bad riders—
probably worked on ranches before en-
listing. They said they had, anyway.
And they thought Coper a great fellow.
Believed all his lies of hikes and camps
and wars which he’d never seen. They’d
buy beer for Coper and he was always
bumming smoking from them.

A swell squad, all right!

But Brock was proud of it, secretly.

When the captain told him he was in
charge, he gathered them about him. He
couldn’t wait to make it clear to them
that they had a special place in the war-
like organizations about them, that
whatever they did they must do better
than other squads: quieter, more order-
ly at watering; groom faster and better;
saddle up promptly and properly; and
especially—and here Brock’s eyes
gleamed—be on the alert for any special
arduous duty that they might be called
on to perform, such as point of the ad-
vance guard, a flanking security group,
or a patrol.

In his heart Brock knew there was
little chance of being selected for im-
portant duty—an old private, acting
non-com only, and green men. But be-
fore them he showed no such doubt. It
didn’t do any harm and it was nice
thinking of such a thing, as he did night
after night lying on his back staring up
at the Texas stars.

Half the next week the division ma-
neuvered against one of the regiments
with artillery and a company of mobile
infantry attached. The regiment held up
the advance of the larger force, delaying
it by long range fire and sharp counter
attacks on the flanks. Then it would
drop back to another position in rear
when closely threatened. It was hard
work and sometimes exciting. But to act-
ing corporal Brock and his five men it
was just ploughing through the sun-shot
murk, surrounded by hundreds of others
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so masked with dust you couldn’t tell
one from another.

Then came a blessed day of rest. The
division broke into its two brigades and
they lay in camp with some twenty miles
of empty country between them. Nei-
ther knew the position of the other. The
next dawn would see them groping,
watchful, eager to be at each other’s
throats. For this final phase of the
maneuver pitted two complete and equal
forces against each other, each with
traditions and training of its own to
justify. Umpires would be watching
every move, listening to every order, and
would decide this game of men and steel,
this game closest to warfare that peace-
time armies can achieve.

. THE tenseness of the coming
: movement had communicated
J itself down to the newest re-
cruit. Their brigade must win.
Lying in their blankets, heads propped
on their dusty saddles, the older soldiers
muttered, the young ones questioned
eagerly. Tales were told of smashing
charges where, in spite of all the rules
and all the umpires could do, the oppos-
ing forces ripped into each other and
men and horses went down, the men still
fighting hand to hand on the ground.
There were stories of impossible rides to
surprise an enemy, troops scaling heights
and riding down cliffs considered im-
passable; of standards and even generals
captured by unbelievably fast raids to
an enemy’s rear.

Old Brock listened, saying nothing.
But it thrilled him, even as he lay smil-
ing in the dark. He’d seen more of it
than all of them put together. Some of
the stories they told he vaguely con-
nected with real happenings, but so gro-
tesquely colored now by soldier legend
that they were almost unrecognizable.

In the midst of it he heard the first
sergeant’s voice calling his name.

“Here!’ Brock said, and he lifted him-
self from his saddle.

“Report to the captain’s tent right
away.”

Brock buttoned his shirt and knotted
his tie. He tried to brush some of the
dust from him. Then he stumbled over
sprawled men, along the line of horses.

The captain’s tent was open in front.
There was a cot and a table with a big
map spread out on it. Brock had al-
ways been afraid of maps. There were
rocks holding this one down and a bright
Coleman lamp shining on it. The cap-
tain sat on the cot. He was in his under-
shirt and dusty breeches and his boots
were off. He looked thin; his face was al-
most black and his lips were swollen and
cracked. '

When Brock saluted, he said: “I’ve
got a job for you, I think. Didn’t you
tell me you’ve been on all the other ma-
neuvers down here?”

“I never missed one of them, Cap-
tain.”

The captain kept staring at the map.
Brock swallowed hard. “I never had a
non-com’s trainin’, Captain. I don’t
know nothin’ about maps.” There was
pleading in his voice and in his faded
eyes.

“Ah!” The captain looked up sharply.
“T feel like shaking hands with you,
Brock. I feel the strength coming back
to me. In this camp, we’ve got hundreds
of map experts. What I want is a man
who knows the ground. Who can find it
in the black dark, without wasting hours
hunting around for landmarks. Didn’t
you tell me once you knew it like the
palm of your own hand?”

“I did, sir.”

“Well, I hope you know your hand.
Look here now—"

Later, on the picket line, Brock gave
orders in a shaking whisper. He, him-
self, was wild with wakefulness. Coper
had cursed when he shook him, but when
Brock had whispered his news Coper had
come out of his blanket with an un-
natural alertness.

“We’ll want Wilmer and Mott,” he
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said. “The other two wouldn’t know
what a patrol was all about.” That was
so, Brock agreed. Quietly, so as not to
wake the men lying about, they saddled
up, led the horses well out of camp.

Where a trail to the north topped a
rise, Brock halted them. He was aglow
with the importance of his mission. He
warned, in & whisper: “Coper, you're
second in command. Polly me an’ later
I’ll give you the mission.”

Over the rock trail old Sugar Baby
picked her way unerringly, the other
three horses close behind. All Brock had
told Coper was that they were an im-
portant patrol that might effect the
whole success of the brigade and that
their first objective was a railroad tank
some ten miles to the north. He hadn’t
told him how he knew this trail so well,
or that railroad tank stop where freights
from the west took on water after long
hauls through the mountains; nor why
he felt that now, after twenty-five years,
he was going to expiate, on the very
scene of the crime, a sin that had
weighed him down all his service.

He rode ahead, his blood raging with
the perfection of this hour. A thin moon
and the countless stars showed him the
little he needed to see. Truer than any-
one knew, he knew this road. Like a
loosed bullet he could have sped to that
tank in the blackest of nights.

“Step on it, Sugar,” he whispered to
the trotting horse.

== patrol reached the railroad
- right of way. The tank loomed
black against the bright heav-
ens. The trail led to a gate. They passed
through it, dismounted and closed it
carefully behind them. In the shadow of
the tank they tied the horses. When
this was done, Brock called them about
him. :
Never before in his life had he felt
quite the power and the humility that

now poaseased him. Right in this spot,
almost where he was standing, he had
stood that night and watched that
freight pull in. Just down the track, he
had swung up between two cars as Jake
Mocker had told him . ..

“You guys make yourself comfortable.
Sit down here where you can all hear
me. Now I'm gonna give you the low-
down—"

In the weird light it seemed to him
that he caught a strange gleam in Cop-
er’s watching eyes. And Coper said soft-
ly: “Isn’t there a freight due along here
soon? Twice when we came across here
before, last week, one went by further
down. Night we camped at Frazer’s
ranch below here one went by about
reveille.”

“Sure. But we ain’t botherin’ about
freights,” Brock said. “Both sides got to
stay on their own side of the railroad
until five-thirty. Then we hit the trail
hard.”

Coper listened attentively. Brock was
glad he was taking such an interest in
it all. Coper said: “Somebody better get
up to the top of the tank and keep an
eye out. Up there you could see the
Reds if they have a patrol like ours.
We get an observer up this tank with a
pair of field glasses and with even this
light he could spot them—"

“Now you're talkin’, Coper,” Brock
said enthusiastically. “You got the right
idea.”

“But maybe my judgment might not
be so good as some.” He stared at the
field glasses that were slung over Brock’s
shoulder and then looked at the tank.
“Quite a climb up there—" he nodded
towards the top of the tank! “—but
then these kids who’s young enough to
scamper up there hasn’t the experience
to know what to look for or how to judge
what they see. I guess it would be a
little tough on you, wouldn’t it, Brock?
Course you’d be far and away the best
man—"

Brock thrust his chin out. “What you
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mean, make it, Coper? I'll make any
climb or ride or formation you or any
other guy in the troop will.”

Coper laughed softly. “Aw, now don’t
get sore. You know I was only kidding.
Only it’s been a tough three weeks on
everybody, and you, you aren’t as young
as you were once.”

Brock shot his arm up, thumb jabbing
towards the sky: “Hell! I could beat
you or any these recruits up that ladder.
I'll handle that, don’t worry. All you
got to do is stay down here in the shad-
der of the tank and be all set to pull
Now, you guys, gather round here close.
T’ll give you the information all patrols
should have before they goes into hos-
tile territory—"

Old Brock gave them the information.
Save for a mild amount of cursing, a few
soldier solecisms, and several dark warn-
ings, his explanation of their mission was
terse and reduced to such simple terms
that even the dumber of the two re-
cruits understood it.

He informed them that the two rein-
forced brigades were north and south of
the railroad respectively and about equi-
distant. That the “war” began at five-
thirty. That until that time neither
conld move elements across the railroad.
That two roads suitable for mechanized
units, such as armored and scout cars,
lay in the usable area between the two
belligerents, and that motor reconnais-
sance would handle them. But that to
the west was rough country passable
only for horse units; to the east of that
road most of the terrain was open and
rolling and the chances were that the
other force would move in that section.

But there was an off-chance that the
Reds might make a feint in the good
country with motor units, which would
really be covering their flank—but ac-
tually come fast and furious over the
rough west country, where they would
not be expected.

The essence of this movement would
be speed and surprise and it would have

to be negotiated over a single, rough
trail—the very one the patrol was now
on and which branched from the main
west road some distance north of the
railroad. If this happened, early in-
formation of it was vital to the Blue
commander. A horse patrol had to be
used, as there was no aviation on either
side and motors could not negotiate the
rough, rocky trail.

“Get it?” Brock concluded.

They all nodded, all except Coper,
who was staring up the track.

“Okay, then. Our job is first to get to
where we can observe that road junc-
tion an’ lay in observation there.”

Again they nodded.

“Okay. Now I'm gonna monkey up
that tank.”

Coper watched Brock climb the tank
ladder. When the old man was far above
them, he herded the others away from
the tank and close to the fence. He
talked to them in low, fierce whispers—

“I think I hear her comin’,” Coper
warned. Then he saw the blurred figure
of Brock swaying downward on the tank
ladder. “All right, guys!”

They stood at the foot of the ladder,
Mott in front. In their hands they held
the surcingles they had taken from their
saddle pockets. They stood waiting,
looking up, and when Brock was almost
to them he twisted his head so that he
could see them and said in a grating
whisper: “They’s a freight comin’. I
could see her headlight up there.”

As he reached back for the last step
they grabbed him. The big recruit Mott
wrapped his long arms about him from
behind and the other two lashed the sur-
cingles about his legs and arms. Coper
himself tore his mouth open with a ban-
dana handkerchief used for a gag.

~ OLD Brock didn’t get a
chance to struggle effectively,
but he writhed and bucked

and fierce, muffled sounds
came from his throat.
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They dragged him under the tank and
gathered about him. Coper said, hoarse-
ly: “We've got nothing against you,
Brock—just that you're a damned old
fool. We’re pulling out. We've all had
enough of this lousy maneuver and we
aren’t going through the hell of another
week of it.”

Brock lay very still after Coper had
spoken. The light was coming now, and
all their faces showed white, unnatural.
Coper turned to the recruits and ex-
plained to them how they were to board
the freight. “A box car is what we want.
We'll stay right here and I'll pick it out
while she’s watering.”

The man Wilmer said: “What we do
with Brock and the horses?”

Coper grunted. “They can’t see him
under here. If they see the horees, they’ll
just think it’s a lot of seldier foolishness.
These train guys in this part of the coun-
try get used to funny things.”

“How’s he going to get loose?” Mott
said, hesitatingly.

Coper laughed. “When the enemy
comes along they’ll find him all ready
for the butcher. And if they don’t come
this way then some of our outfit will.
Hell, don’t worry about him. Old fools
like him always have someone holding
them by the hand. It’s guys like us need
to worry.”

Brock was making strange motions
with his head towards Coper.

“He wants you to take off the hand-
kerchief,” Wilmer said.

“And have him sounding off so they
can hear him in camp?”

“Maybe if we asked him . .. ?”

“He might want to conie along with
us,” Mott said.

Coper stared down at Brock. “How
about it, Old Issue? If I take it off will
you pipe down? It’s a pretty dirty old
rag. I'd hate like hell to have it in my
mouth.”

Brock nodded several times and Coper
released the gag and propped him up
against one of the tank supports.

“Now,” Coper warned, “no preaching.
This duty stuff, or what we’ll get if they
catch us, or any of that kraut is no use.”

Brock drew a deep breath.

“I jest want a smoke,” he said. Wil-
mer lighted a cigarette and placed it in
his mouth.

“Thanks, kid,” Brock said and he
drew deep on it. “We got a few minutes
before you boys leave. I never told no-
body this here story; but seein’ we're
right at the exact identical place it hap-
pened, I thought you fellas might enjoy
it. It was the time I went over the hill.”

They all started. Even Coper’s eyes
opened wider. Then he laughed. “Don’t
try kidding me, Brock. You never went
a day’s A. W. 0. L. in your thirty years,
you sap. I'm wise to your game. We
won’t untie you, so don’t try painting
yourself black an’ then saying you'll go
along with us. Not a chance.”

W mildly. The cigarette stuck to

“  his lower lip, he puffed again,
deeply, exhaled and stared up at the
cloud of dim smoke. “Hell, no. I nevér
went A. W. O. L. But over twenty years
ago, right at this here self-same tank,
me an’ Jake Mocker—he was an old-
timer, too—reminds me 2 whole hell of a
lot of you, Coper—an’ a big john recruit,
the three of us deserted. We was
on maneuvers, like we are now, oney in
themdays it was a lot tougher. Right at
this very tank we jumped a freight.
Maybe the same one’s comin’ along now;
them old cars an’ engines and engineers,
they don’t die, they last forever. Jest
dry up an’ blow away like old soldiers—"

Wilmer laughed, a little shakily. Mott
said: “Where was you headed for?”

Brock laughed. “Like all soldiers what
make the mistake of desertin’, we
listened to some wise guy what said they
was easy work in the harvest fields and
plenty of dough in it an’ no top sergeant
to give you hell.”

“I NEVER thought of no
such thing,” Brock replied
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Coper scowled. The two recruits
looked covertly at each other. Coper
said: “I can hear her coming. Better
put that rag in his mouth now.”

Mott straightened and peered through
the dimness. “We got lots of time. Let’s
hear what happened. I never rode no
freight before.”

Mott and Wilmer were looking at
Brock. Brock went on: “We got in a
box car, like you plan. An’ we had some
grub an’ our canteens—By the way,
when you troopers leave, don’t take no
government property. Them canteens’ll
cost me plenty later.”

“Don’t worry,” Coper growled. “We’re
not thieves. Thing is, we don’t see why
a soldier’s not got the same right to quit
a job he don’t like, same as any other
citizen of the U. S.”

Brock looked at Coper for quite a
while without a word. Then he said soft-
ly: “Has a citizen got the right to break
a solemn oath he swears to, then?”

Coper made no reply.

“Go on; what happened?” Mott in-
sisted.

“We had a nice ride in the box car. At
El Paso we bummed around a while an’
then started north up through New
Mexico. It gets cold up there in them
mountains. We got us some whiskey in
El Paso an’ when they was oney one pint
left, Mocker kept that for himself. This
part of the trip they wasn’t any box
cars we could get into, an’ Mocker
showed us how to ride the tops and the

couplin’s, holdin’ on to the little ladder
they have there. You boys will have to
do that before you’re through.”

“I guess we can do it, if these all-in
bums can.”

“Maybe. But remember—” Brock
wagged his head—‘‘don’t drink no whis-
key and don’t go to sleep. You're liable
to fall off. This guy Mocker did. He fell
right between the car. Wheels went over
his legs. Both of them. We was oney
switchin’ in the yards, an’ you could
hear Mocker maybe for a coupla miles
the way he yelled. Screamin’ he was, an’
it was worse than anything he ever had
to put up with in the service, you can
bet. But when we got to him, layin’
there by the side of the tracks where the
wheels had throwed him, he was quieter.
All dust an’ cinders he was, an’ his face
whiter than a sheet. The blood was all
run outa him by that time, an’ he jest
lay there twitchin’, an’ now an’ then a
kinder moan.

“They grabbed us guys an’ we had to
identify him. He could barely talk a
little, chokin’ like, an’ while T was hold-
in’ onto his hand—cold as ice, it was—he
said: ‘Kid, you go on back. It’s the best
life a guy can lead, soldierin’, an’ I done
wrong to talk you outa it And he said
to the trainmen around: “These kids
didn’t know no better an’ I led them off
by lyin’ to them. Don’t turn them over
to the railroad bulls—"

Brock stared up the track. They all
heard the train whistle. Wilmer said, in
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a low voice: “Did they—turn you over
to the bulls?”

“They beat hell outa us,” Brock said.

Coper laughed scoffingly. “Who was
the other guy?”

“Brick Fallon. You wouldn’t know
him. He got a Spick bullet through him
back here on the river years ago, while
you was probably puttin’ little kids up

to pinch stuff off fruit wagons.”
ming in the dawn. Hastily,

@
' roughly, Coper tied the hand-

kerchief back in Brock’s mouth. They
all lay still, erouching. The cars ground
to a stop and water from the engine
intake fell splashing about them. Coper
hissed: “That one there! See, the door’s
part open. We better get goin’” They
were up on their haunches, the recruits,
watching Coper. “So long, Old Issue,”
Coper said to Brock. “Go on back and
tail-shine that saddle some more. And
when your time is up, take your lousy
thirty-five bucks a month for all the
hell you been through for thirty years
and see how far it goes. A dollar for
every year you wasted being shot at and
laying on the wet ground and grooming
horses and taking insults from top ser-
geants and risking your neck every day.
Now I'm pushing, I can tell you the joke
we pulled on you. Everybody in the
troop’s laughing about it behind your
back. Review for yow! Why, you big
dummy, they wouldn’t turn a squad out
when your time’s up. The colonel never
even heard of you. That stuff’s only for
non-com’s who’ve made good in the
army.”

They were gone, but Coper’s last
words echoed still in Brock’s ears. He
made a supreme effort and the surcingle
about his arms slipped loose. Feverishly

CHAPTER III
THE LAST COMMAND

THE freight burst on them
suddenly, its headlight dim-

he tore the handkerchief from his mouth.
He drew his bolo and cut the bonds
about his legs. The freight was still
standing on the tracks.

It was almost light. He ran for the
car he thought Coper and the recruits
had entered. He clutched the floor
boards and drew himself up, crawled
into the dark interior. He pushed at the
door, opening it wider. It slid, squeak-
ing, shaking. Three men sprang up from
back in the darkness. “Coper! Come on
outa here now. You’re in arrest, all of
you.”

Instinctively as he spoke he put his
hand on the butt of his empty pistol.
The men rushed him, and in the flash
of time before they got to him he saw
that they were not Coper and the re-
cruits. They were in rough civilian
clothes. They looked like hardened
bums. He felt a terrific blow on the head.
He hit one man hard. The man went
down. The car began to move, jarring
a little.

“God, they got soldiers after us!” one
of the men snarled.

“Coper! . . . Mott! . .
Brock yelled.

The third man came at him. He felt
a shock, a blinding, burning pain, sud-
den weakness. He fell backward; a
thousand hands seemed on him. He
clutched wildly at the car door. Even
the shock of the fall to the rocky road-
bed hardly made itself felt against that
burning pain in his side. Dust from the
moving freight swept into his face, blur-
ring his eyes. But above the sound of
the wheels he thought he heard voices.
He sat up, his fingers pressed hard over
the place the knife had gone. He looked
down and saw blood and felt its warm
wetness.

“I got to get my first aid open,” he
thought, and then, as he fumbled for it,
he saw Coper and the two recruits jump
from a car and run toward him.

“We couldn’t locate you when you

. Wilmer! .. .”
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“They’re comin’ this way!”’

yelled,” Coper grunted. “Who done it?
We'll get ’em, Joe!”

Old Brock smiled faintly. “Up in a
car ahead. You couldn’t ketch them
now. An’ if you don’t hurry—” Brock
tried hard to grin—“You’re gonna miss
your train.”

“To hell with that,” Coper said.
“You’re badly hurt, old-timer. Here, let
me look at that—"

It didn’t look as bad as it was, where
the knife went. Not as bad as Brock
knew it was. But he said, grinning:
“I seen a lot of wounds worse than that
never hurt nothin’. Hell, you can’t kill
an old soldier with no knife, or anything
else. They jest dries up an’ blows away
in about a hundred years or so. Come
on, let’s get goin’ on that patrol—”

THEY mounted and rode fast
to the north. Brock sat stiffly
in the saddle, his right hand
tight against the compress
under his shirt.

At last Brock took his hand from his
side, pointing. “There’s the cattle tank.

See, way up on that hill ahead. If we
can get up there we can see easy as far
as the trail junction.”

They galloped on and luck was with
them. Just in time Brock, who was in
the lead, saw the hostile patrol, spotted
the white bands around the troopers’
campaign hats and led his own men into
a nearby arroyo until the unsuspecting
Reds had trotted by to the south.

“We’ll see they don’t get no informa-
tion back,” he muttered grimly. “Come
on, guys—”’

Near the cattle tank there were some
cottonwood trees and they left the horses
hidden there with Wilmer in charge. The
others climbed the steep little hill to the
tank and Brock, staggering a little, led
the way up the ladder to the top. Coper
tried to help Brock.

“You don’t look so good, Joe,” he said.
“You look white as hell.”

“TI got a job to do here,” Brock said.

The tank was boarded over and its
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iron sides made a low parapet above the
boarding. But before Brock warned
them down flat on their stomachs, he
gave a triumphant cry. “There they
are! An’ they’re comin’ by the trail
Holy mackerel, they’re miles long. It’s
the whole brigade!”’

Plainly through the clear mountain
air they could see the long, thin, high
cloud of dust that betrayed the other
brigade. For miles back it seemed to
stretch. Shaking, Brock dragged out the
field glasses from their case, leveled
them over the parapet.

“The head of the column is by the
fork now. Course they jest may be
sending some of them this way, and
maybe the rear regiment will go to the
east. Soon’s the head of the second regi-
ment passes, then we’ll know.”

“They’ll be damned near on us by
then,” Coper said.

“We can’t take no chance on bein’
captured,” Brock muttered. “I’'m gonna
write the message out now—the first
one.”

A few minutes later Mott tore away -

to the south to report the first contact.

Brock whispered to Coper. “When the
first regiment clears that fork, we’ll send
Wilmer with arother message. But—"
he turned slightly on his side and a
strange sound came from between his
teeth— “as you said, by that time they’ll
be almost on our neck. You an’ me go
then. That’s a job for old soldiers ridin’
hard an’ smart.”

“You can’t ride hard, Joe—you can’t
ride at all,” Coper said. His eyes were
fixed, fascinated, at the thin line of blood
running from Brock’s mouth.

“That’s what you think,” Brock said,
trying hard to grin.

The leading regiment cleared. Coper
was using the glasses now. Brock had
handed them to him. “I can’t see so
good. I got all kinds of dust in my
eyes from that lousy freight—"

“I’ll write the message,” Coper said.

“And when it goes off I'm riding toward
the Reds.”

Brock breathed hard, wiped his
mouth. His eyes, from dimness, glowed.
“Quittin’ again. Took prisoner, eh? An’
then lay in the shade all day under
guard while the rest of us fight.”

“There’s doctors back of each regi-
ment,” Coper said. “You're hurt bad,
Joe. I’'m not going to let you die here
with doctors coming along in a few min-
utes.”

Brock said: “Listen, if you do that,
you give the whole show away. Then
they know our brigade knows they’re
comin’. They’ll change direction of
march. What we sent back by Mott
an’ Wilmer will be worse than if we
sent nothin’. Because the general will
act on it. Don’t you see that?”
g wards the growing dust cloud.

At last he said: “I did you a
dirty trick about that lie I told about
the review. I'm not going to do you
another.”

“If you was to read history,” Brock
said, “instead of goin’ dancin’ at night,
you’d learn that many’s a soldier’s life
was lost for damned sight less important
things than this. All Brick Fallon done
was ride down to the river to ketch a
mess o’ catfish for chow an’ he gets a
Mauser slug through the guts—"

Coper wrote out the message, read it
to Brock. It stated that one Red regi-
ment of cavalry had cleared the fork,
that a second was following at a distance
of about a mile. That Brock would re-
main in observation. Brock nodded.

“T’ll take it to Wilmer,” Coper said.

“You’ll call Wilmer up here,” Brock
growled. “I ain’t been soldierin’ thirty
years an’ become as dumb as you think,
Coper.”

When Wilmer climbed up to them the
dust cloud was close. Brock turned on
his side, groaned. The recruit stared

COPER was silent for a while.
His green eyes stared off to-
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at him, fear and horvor in his young
eyes. “Kid, when you go down, unsaddle
the horses an” turn them loose in that
little corral by the trees. Throw some
dust on them Preston brands on their
necks. Hide the saddle equipment under
the floor of that rotten shed there.
See it?”

“Yes.”

Coper appealed to the recruit. “He’s
bleeding to death. He’s light-headed and
he thinks he’s throwing the show away
if he gives himself up to the Reds. Now
you beat it and tell all you’ve seen here.
Right to the colonel. I'm going down
and ride for a doctor. I'm going to swear
Brock and I are the only Blue troops
come this way, that our outfit told us
to send a message only if the Reds came
this way. That isn’t going to hurt any-
thing. It’s even going to help.”

Brock’sbreath was coming hard, but a
cunning look leaped into his eyes. “All
right. You do as I say, Wilmer, or you’ll
be facin’ a general court. I'm in com-
mand here. Coper—you stay here. I
don’t want you to leave me, ’cause I
feel mighty funny. I want you to put
your first aid compress on me. Mine’s
kinder soaked through.”

“You’re right, Joe. All right, you beat
it, Wilmer, and do like Brock says . ..”

The sun was well up now, hot over
the mountains. Brock and Coper lay
on their bellies, close to the wooden top
of the tank. They had each found a
crack through the iron parapet and
stared through it at the sight below
them. Without glasses they could see
the end of the dust-crowned column of
the advancing troops. Wilmer was
gone. The dust of his trail had
died behind him. The head of the first
regiment was almost to the tank. Its
advance guard had gone well past and
groups of security detachments on its
flanks.

“They never even noticed our horses,”
Brock breathed.

“But it don’t make any difference,”
Coper replied.

“Look, Coper. You said you was sorry
for that lie you told me about the re-
view?”

“I’'m ashamed of all that business, Joe.
But—"

“I can turn you in. Desertion and
incitin’ others to desert. It’s a general
court, Coper.”

“TI know it. But—"

“T figger you owe me a good turn. I'll
forget all that if—"

“No. Nothing doing, Joe. TI'll take
what’s coming to me. But I figure this
cut you got’s turned your head a little.
I'm going on my own judgment in this.
No use arguing.”

“That’s okay. But what I mean is—
wait ’til this first one goes by. It’s oney
a little while more. Wait ’til the other
passes the fork. See which trail it’s
takin’. They’s doctors with them, too.”

“But there’s over a mile between
them. Maybe ten minutes. You could
bleed to death in that time.”

“She’s stopped now. I feel good.”

“I shouldn’t do it . . .”

They lay close to the boards as the
regiment below them trotted by. They
could hear the beat of the hoofs on the
hard ground. Now and then a horse
whinnied.

“I hope that Sugar Babe don’t pipe
up,” Brock hissed. “Jest like her to
want to be in on everything—"
% over the brim of the tank.

Dust hid the column to the
south and still hung lazily over their
trail almost as far back as the second
column. Eagerly they stared and Brock
cried out suddenly: “They’re comin’ this
way. The second regiment. Now we got
all the dope!” He was crawling towards
the ladder, shoving his field glasses into
their case.

AT last the sounds died away
and they peered cautiously
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“Hey! Where you going?”

Slowly, painfully, Brock was feeling
his way down the ladder. He looked up
at Coper. “I'm goin’ where I belong.
They’s a side trail back here I know.
If we ride hard we can beat that first
regiment back to the brigade with all
the dope. You can stay here an’ get cap-
tured if you still feel tired. Get a doc-
tor for yourself. But remember this,
Coper. You spill any information to the
Reds an’ you'll be run outa the regi-
ment before dark.”

It was useless to argue. One glance at
Brock’s pale blue eyes told him that.
They started at a gallop, Brock lead-
ing the way off the trail and into
a steep ravine. It was dangerous
riding, and Coper had never been much
of a horseman. Sugar Baby led the way.
In the short intervals of speech made
possible by going too rough for gallop-
ing, Brock laboriously explained that
they must beat the Red regiment to
the railroad crossing, as that was the
only authorized gateway through the
fenced range.

They made it, but behind them the
dust was close, the advance guard of the
column just hidden by a dip to the
north. Their tired horses’ hoofs clunked
against the steel rails. The railroad tank
was just before them.

Sugar Baby slowed. Her reins were
drooping. And as she came to the tank,
Joe Brock knew that he could go no
farther. Never.

He knew he was going to die, that the
blood he had had in him was almost
gone. And that, with its going, came
this great clarity of life, this last clear
picture of all of it behind him and the
seconds before him.

“Coper, I'm all in—for once in my life,
from ridin’ a horse. I'll wait for them
here like you wanted . . . It’s a clear
trail now, the one we came out on.”

Coper stopped, concerned. “I better
stay with you.”

Brock said: “In a minute they’ll see
you. Ride like hell. You got valuable
information. You can't help me none.”

“Okay,” Coper said. “Want me to
lead your horse in?”

Brock smiled faintly. *“She an’ me
been through a lot together. I guess
as long as I get captured she don’t mind.
Red oats taste jest as good as Blue.”

“Anything special I should tell the
colonel? Maybe I missed something.”

Joe Brock laughed. He slid off Sugar
Baby and lay close to the fence, the
bight of the reins in his hand. “Tell him
he don’t have to turn the boys out for
that review, an’ tell the captain maybe
I wouldn’t of qualified for Expert, after
all. Get it?”

Coper looked back as he rode through
the south gate. A guy sets a nasty jab
like that and sometimes it makes him
light-headed. He grinned and waved.

“Sure, old timer, I get it.” He struck
his horse with his spurs and tore off with
his great news to the south.

<
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The deathly hood
weaved and waited.

THE DEVIL IS DEAD

A novelette by HL BEDFORD-JONES

cHARG shook hands blithely

M and strode out of the club. Mar-

tha Brundage glanced after him,

and Strong read her eyes. C. O. G.

Strong, who owned half Burma, stroked

his white mustache and barked out his
comment.

“A fine chap. Been out here three
years. Knows his way around. But no
damned good.”

A hard man, Strong; a shrewd man,
a crael man at times, given to positive
statements. And positive statements are
usually open to suspicion. Strong loved
the growl and slash and rending teeth
of a good fight, and Aloysius McHarg

did not. A constitutional difference, that
was all, and Strong disliked him for it.
This was odd, because most rough men
liked McHarg. Not all, however.

Porky liked him, for one. Porky was
an Australian, a bruiser, an ex-pearler
who now ran a bar in Rangoon; a
straight-talking, hard-hitting ruffian, and
no gentleman. It was Porky who had
taken the green kid in hand when Mec-
Harg first came out, saved him from
error and got him a job with the Strong
outfit.

Now, leaving the club, McHarg pres-
ently wound up for a drink and a chat

in Porky’s bar. It was his last after-
27
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noon in Rangoon, the last of his two
weeks. Like a dream fortnight, to be
here in civilization again after the long
months up-country, with Brundage the
only white man in a hundred miles of
head-hunters. Being assistant to Brund-
age at the trading station up in the
Khammur Naga district was no joke.
This roar of traffic, the flags, the cars,
the clubs and races and hotels—this was
new life. Besides, here he was Aloysius
McHarg. Back up-country, he was just
Nipper.

He sat at a table with Porky, who
eyed him with thoroughly concealed af-
fection and hit him with hard, abrupt
words. The place was filled with a roar-
ing, laughing mob of men and was blue
with smoke and oaths. Porky ran no
fine gentleman’s bar. Under cover of the
general tumult, the two could talk peace-
fully.

“Something wrong with you. What is
it?” said Porky bluntly, watching him
with shrewd gaze. “You don’t like the
trip with that woman. I hear you're tak-
ing her back up to join her brother.
You don’t like Brundage, eh?”

McHarg grimaced slightly. “He’s all
right in his way.”

“Aw, lay off the smooth talk! He’s a
bull elephant and bad. Spit it out.
What’s eating at you? Come on, spill
it. There’s always a cure.”

The frontal attack smashed down Mc-
Harg’s defenses. After all, this man was
his friend

“Afraid not, in this case,” he said
wearily. “The hunters, the company
men, the district commissioner who
comes over once a month—well, they
don’t think much of me, Porky. The
Hindu trader, the two Chinese, the Arab
merchants, all go to Brundage, not to
mc. The natives are scared of Brundage,
not of me.”

“Yah! Being scared don’t mean re-
spect,” growled Porky. “Nipper, they
call you. Who started that name?”

McHarg flushed. “You know that, do
you? Brundage started it.”

“Sure. The others see he ain’t got
much use for you, and they trail him.
Now, you, take it between the eyes!
Well built, well made, strong as a horse,
you are, and no coward. No coward.
But you don’t like a showdown. You
slip and slide out of a fight. You got
brains and you use ’em. Ain’t it so?”

McHarg lowered his gaze and nodded.

“True enough, Porky. I don’t like a
fight; there’s no sense in it. I can lead
the natives, but Brundage bullies ’em.
That’s not my style. Blood and shoot-
ing? No. There are better ways than
brute force.”

“Not in a man’s world, there ain’t,”
slapped out Porky with decision. “You
slip out of a crisis, that’s it. I've seen it
a long while back. When did you last
have a stand-up and knock-down fight,
me lad?”

“Never. That is, not since I was in
school.”

“I thought as much. Take this
straight, now!” The other leaned for-
ward. “And Gawd help you if you miss
it! You got to learn one thing right:
that you can hit and hurt, that any
person, any thing, is vulnerable. That
there’s nobody can’t be hurted. Let it
sink in; let it stick like a burr to your
brain. Too damned sensitive!”

McHarg nodded gloomily. Sensitive,
yes, too damned much imagination.
When one fingers a gun, it doesn’t pay
to have imagination that outruns the
bullet and shrinks from the conse-
quences.

Suddenly he started from his abstrac-
tion.

“Nipper! Nipper! Here, you damned
pup!”

Porky had turned and was roaring out
the words. McHarg sat staring, frown-
ing, flushing, until he realized what it
was all about. Porky was calling a dog
—a dog, by that name!

The animal came cringing forward,
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obviously frightened stiff of Porky and
yet not daring to disobey. What a crea-
ture he was, to be found here in Ran-
goon of all places! A pop-eyed, twist-
tailed Boston bull, no less. Young but
nearly full grown, scrawny and thin, col-
larless, abject and ungainly, huge jaws
open and tongue hanging. He shot looks
of terror at Porky, crawled forward, and
waited to be beaten.

“Yah!” A snort of contempt came
from the man. “There, take him along,
McHarg. A cur that ain’t worth a damn;
maybe you can make something of him.
Present for you, with my compliments.
Drop in and see me next time you come
down, and good luck.”

He rose, shook hands and went lurch-
ing away.

McHarg had no chance to refuse. The
word stung him; the fact that Porky had
named this dog Nipper, it was signifi-
cant. He leaned over and patted the
ugly head. Kindness, eh? Why, the poor
little tyke would have a hell of a life
with Porky!

Yielding to impulse, McHarg rose and
walked out of the place with the dog.
Behind, Porky’s shrewd gaze followed
him speculatively.

McHarg took the dog to his hotel
room, fed and fondled him, watched him
scuttle about in cavorting playfulness
after his bath. When McHarg took off
his belt, the pup went cringing into &
corner. - So Porky had beaten him with
a belt, eh?

“Here, Nipper!” McHarg laughed sud-
denly. “Nipper! You'll keep the name,
by glory!”

Nipper came and tongued his hand,
stared from his popping eyes, grinned
with his absurdly huge mouth. Starved
for kindness as for food. McHarg gave
him both, not quite realizing his own
impulse of protection, born from the
very appeal of this infinitely worthless
creature to his own heart.

o N ON the next morning, C. O.
g; G. Strong haw-hawed with de-

/ rision when he brought Miss
: Brundage to the train, turning
her over to McHarg’s keeping for the
trip up-country. He glared at the pup
and spoke his blunt mind.

“A more damned useless thing to take
into the hills, I never saw! He'll be at
the mercy of everything. Good lord,
McHarg, are you out of your mind? Any
kind of terrier would do; but this—this
grinning caricature! How long d’ye think
he’ll remain alive up there?”

Porky’s talk was lingering in Mec-
Harg’s brain. Evasion, always evasion?
Evasion be damned! He gave Strong
one quick, direct, angry look.

“Probably ten years,” he replied cold-
ly. “Maybe more.”

Strong grunted with surprised resent-
ment. Then Martha Brundage chipped
in, petting Nipper and settling him com-
fortably in the compartment. She knew
enough about Burma to know that
Strong was dead right. So did McHarg,
but stuck by his guns. So the guard
whistled, the train jerked, and C. O. G.
Strong was left behind them.

During this journey, the three of them
got well acquainted. McHarg was shy,
but no shyness could long endure with
Martha Brundage.

If she had the confident air, the al-
most brutally frank tongue, of her broth-
er, she also had the most disarming smile
in the world, the sunniest dark eyes,
the most charming of impulses. None of
your calculating women playing for ef-
fect, but quick to fire or laughter; one
of those rare beings who light every-
thing around them with a gladsome eag-
erness.

She liked Nipper, and showed it, al-
though not blinking the truth that he
was the very last sort of dog anyone
would want to take up-country. Any
shaggy village cur would rip him to
pieces in five minutes.

So they reached the railhead, left the
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train, and civilization began to fall away
into the background. Two smart little
half-Malay syces, house servants whom
Brundage had sent down, were waiting
with riding and pack animals. Martha
had a world of luggage along, as might
be expected. Before it was stowed, Mc-
Harg wished they had a dozen servants
instead of two.

They struck straight out for the hills
and the Khammur Naga country.

There was one excellent quality about
Nipper; he obeyed like a shot. This
rather alleviated his nuisance value, for
he was given to a mad, wild chase of
everything in sight. Not that his teeth
could do much damage, but when he
gripped a thing he did like to hang on.
And he could grip like death itself.

That first afternoon they ran into
Minchen on the road, unexpectedly.

Minchen was assistant commissioner
in the Naga district. He was a pink-
cheeked, bright-eyed young Englishman,
filled with the spirit of authority, and
just now bound for Rangoon on leave.
He was overjoyed to meet Brundage’s
sister.

“But I say, Nipper, where did you get
the dog?” he exclaimed.

“The name is McHarg, if you're
speaking to me. Quite a dog, eh? How
did you guess his name was Nipper?”

Minchen flushed a trifle with embar-
rassment. He quite got the point, as he
also caught the curious glance Martha
Brundage shot at McHarg.

“Oh, I say"” he said awkwardly.
“What a ghastly face the brute has, eh?
By the way, will you tell Brundage to
keep an eye out over your way for two
beggars who’ve done some looting up in
the ruby concession district? French-
men. If they show up, send word in to
the commissioner. They may turn up
anywhere. Just got the word as I was
leaving.”

“T'll remember it,” said McHarg.
“Anything left in the dak-bungalow at
Susol, or did you clean it out in pass-
ing?”

Minchen grinned. “Still a fowl or two,
I fancy. That babu in charge needs
jerking up, though. Frightfully glad to
have met you! See you when I return.
T’ll be over.”

McHarg rode on with his party. After
a little, Martha Brundage gave him a
glance and a smile.

“Nice chap, that. You know, I
thought for a moment he addressed you
as ‘Nipper’.”

“His mistake,” said McHarg shortly.
Then he brightened, looked at her with
a laugh. “Bosh! Why lie about it? Your
brother fastened the name on me. You
know, I've been wondering about some-
thing. Remember our luncheon with
Strong? He said a queer thing, but true,
that’s stuck in my mind. He said I'd
never discovered that people and things
were vulnerable. I'm not one of these
heroic fighting chaps, you know; I can’t
recall ever being in a fight since I was
in school.”

“Too many brains?”
frowned quickly.

“Perhaps. You’re poking fun now?”

“TI think not.” She met his wide,
clear gaze for a moment. “Do you know,
Mr. McHarg, I fancy we’ll prove very
good friends.”

They fell into talk of intimate things,
dreams and younger days and odd inci-
dents and people. McHarg touched on
heads, and knowing the natives well, be-
came ethusiastic on the subject. These
Nagas up around the Khammur district
were old hands at the game. They still
sneaked heads when the chance offered.

“But not as you’d think,” he said,
earnestly. “Only an enemy’s head will
do, or that of some one not in the vil-
lage, some strong chap. They think the
head lends force and strength to the
whole tribe. Like some savages who eat
the heart of an enemy; not that they
like heart, but they believe it lends them
vigor, spiritual strength. These Nagas
used to be keen for white heads, and
still have some hidden away. Not that

she said. He
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there’s the least danger, these days.”

She laughed, dimpling rosily. “I'm
not worried, I assure you! Any snakes
up there?”

“Yes.” He looked worried. Snakes
always brought that look to his face.
“King cobras aren’t rare. I'm scared
stiff of them. Gives me a shiver even
to see the things in a cage. Glad to
say I never met one on the loose. I
like smoked heads much better. There’s
something understandable in that
theory; the soul-force is in the head,
and if the head of a strong man’s
brought into the village and cured, all
the village shares in new energy. Noth-
ing to snakes, especially cobras, except
what we don’t understand, They’re tech-
nically deaf, you know, and hear by ul-
tra-sonant vibrations through the
tongue—”

McHarg could talk, with her; usually
he hardly talked at all, except with na-
tives, whom he knew rather intimately.
He was a mine of information on odd
matters.

In fact, she robbed the journey of all
its hatefulness; he detested going back to
Brundage, but her presence was a bless-
ing. He detested Brundage, too. That
was one reason he had a separate kam-
pong—very good thing now, too, for she
would share the compound and bunga-
low of Brundage, naturally. McHarg
would be glad of his own place again.
He had his own things there, and some
of them were queer things enough, but
his own. Like the two Malay servants
he had taken on. Not many Malays
among the half savage Nagas, and it
was not everyone who could get on with
the Malays, either; singular little people,
deceptively submissive, with a deep and
fierce pride. Brundage, for instance,
could get nowhere with them, though
his dominance was vastly admired by
the Nagas.

It was a long day’s journey to the gov-
ernment rest house. They made it to-
ward sunset. The babu in charge, a Cal-

cutta Hindu, sourried about to mske the
place presentable. The two syces, serv-
ants, cooks, jacks of all trades, were in-
valuable; they were of a hill Malay peo-
ple, pleasant and courteous. Dinner
went off well, and McHarg sought his
own room and couch, dead tired. Nip-
per slept on the foot of his bed. He
doused his candle, which drew moths,
and undressed by the light of his electric
flashlight, an indispensible companion
of the night trails.

Over his bed hung a queer object some
traveler had left in the place. It was a
whip, a cruel thing with a stocky braided
hide grip and a flexible wire length.
When McHarg touched it curiously,
Nipper shrank into himself, cringed,
darted terrified looks around. McHarg
laughed, petted the dog into happiness
again, and switched off the light. He
was asleep in two minutes.

Yap-yap-yap-yap!

McHarg wakened, sat up, reached for
his flashlight. The dog was barking; the
excited, frenzied, savage note in the
barks brought McHarg wide awake on
the instant. His light flashed on. He
saw a sight that positively paralyzed
him.

There across the room a king cobra
was upreared, weaving its inflated, angry
hood in the air. Nipper was darting in
and out, feinting attack, while that
deathly hood weaved and waited to
strike. McHarg found voice, frantic. At
his call, Nipper only waxed the more
savagely intent. The fool dog did not
have sense enough to know he was bay-
ing certain death. Probably those pop-
eyes of his could not see clearly what
sort of victim he had treed. Another
moment and he was done for.

McHarg leaped out of his cot. He
had no weapon. His fear for the dog
was overwhelming; it gripped him with
horrible force. Sobbing out incoherent
curses, he caught the whip from the wall
and swung it, lashed out full swing at
the weaving death. By sheer mad luck,
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the cruel wire thong slashed about the
neck below the hood, and at McHarg’s
jerk the head was nearly severed.
Nipper hurled in, got a death-grip
on the thrashing coils, and settled down
ferociously to his job. He was still at
it when the two syces came running in.
McHarg was trembling, bathed in
sweat, trying vainly to get the dog
loose. But the king cobra was dead.
It was the first lesson in vulnerability.

CHAPTER I1
““A BRAVE FOOL . . .”

o McHARG brought the whip
) away with him. As a potential
weapon, it delighted him. Here
was something that did not
provoke his imagination, like a pistol
did. He could grasp this, could gauge
its effect to his own will and desire.

Nipper did not like that whip. He
soon found it was not for him, and
ceased to cringe, but kept a wary eye on
it none the less.

Before they were an hour on the road,
a village mongrel three times the size
of Nipper came along; with a snarl and
a yap and a whirl of dust, the two were
at it. McHarg dismounted. He flung
himself on the two animals, frantically,
ineffectually, beating at them, his one
thought to save Nipper from slashing
extermination. His hands and arms were
bleeding, when he heard Martha’s voice,
cool and capable.

“T have your pup. Get a grip on that
big brute if you can.”

She had Nipper by the legs. McHarg
got his whip-stock between the slashing
jaws of the mongrel and gripped the
animal’s head. But Nipper, teeth locked
in the shaggy fur, would let go for noth-
ing. One of the syces pried his jaws
apart and he got a fresh hold before
Martha Brundage could jerk him clear.
At length she got him away, however.

Then the mongrel, red-eyed, came for

McHarg like a flash. The whip-butt
knocked him away, and the lash came
down on him. The dog yowled, took an-
other vicious cut, then turned tail and
streaked away, yelping.

“T like this whip; it goes in,” said Mec-
harg, panting, bright-eyed, exultant. “Is
Nipper hurt much?”

“Cut up a bit. Better get some iodine
on your own cuts,” Martha said. “I
have some in my bag.”

Nipper licked his own hurts, licked
McHarg’s hands, aid Martha applied
the iodine.

“You certainly took chances,” she
said, “jumping at those brutes as you
did!”

“Never thought about it,” McHarg
said. “I was so furious at this fool pup
I could have killed him. He hasn’t the
sense of a sparrow.”

He caressed the dog, swearing at him,
and Nipper stretched his enormous
mouth in a grin. After this, McHarg
kept him on a long cord in lieu of leash,
mothered him, bathed his slashed hide
when they halted. He was watchful,
alert every moment lest Nipper go
plunging into some new disaster.

They had three more days on the
road, which in due course dwindled to
a mere hill trail

By this time they were quite definitely
friends. Martha Brundage had a quiet
poise, a sense of justice, which her broth-
er lacked; beneath her impulsive frank-
ness were deep places, too. McHarg
learned about the chap who had died,
two years back, and he vaguely compre-
hended that her very telling about it was
an admittance to equality, an admission
of liking, of friendship. He had won-
dered why such a girl was not married;
now he knew.

And, what with practising on brush
and leaves and branches, McHarg was
becoming a very good shot with that
whip.

On their last morning out, a scant
twenty miles from their destination, they
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came very abruptly on the debonair
Peter Woods.

He was sitting beside the trail, broil-
ing a bird on a spit over a tiny, smoke-
less fire. At sight of them he sprang up
in astonishment and delight, and swept
off his battered topee. A tall, lithe, lean
man, his garments torn and stained, who
bore himself with a jaunty air. His
black-mustached face was brown and
hard, deeply lined, but he had an in-
fectious laugh, a gay voice and reck-
less, brilliant dark eyes that danced with
inner fires. McHarg, who was in the
lead, drew rein. Nipper ran to the
stranger, was patted, and made friends
instantly.

“Well”” exclaimed McHarg in aston-
ishment. “And who may you be?”

The other flourished his sun-helmet
and bowed to the girl.

“Peter Woods, dear sir and madam,
at your service,” he exclaimed. A reson-
ant voice, reckless and wild as the dark
eyes. “I fear you have me at a disad-
vantage. You are not, I fancy, of the
police?”

“Hardly,” said McHarg, giving his
name and presenting Woods to the girl.
“A bit strange to find you here all
alone.”

“Undoubtedly.” and with a cheerful
" smile, Peter Woods explained. “You see,
I was on my way up to do some topo-
graphical work, and two rascals held me
up this morning. Two accursed French
thieves, who stole everything I had and
made off.”

“Hello!” said McHarg eagerly. “Two
Frenchmen, eh? The same Minchen
spoke about, Martha! Which way did
they go?”

Mr. Woods was regrettably vague-on
this point, because they had taken his
horses and plunged off the trail. His
servants had gone in search of a village,
and he himself was awaiting their re-
turn, which was unaccountably delayed.

“Luckily I dropped a pigeon,” he said,
quite gayly, “and was about to have a

bite to eat when you showed up. Per-
haps you’ll join me?”

Martha Brundage laughed. “No, but
we can supply you with some food. And
if you’ll join us, we can give you a lift—"

“A thousand thanks, but I must await
my servants here,” said Woods, eyeing
her with open admiration. “May I ask
whether you live in this district?”

Martha talked with him while Me-
Harg had some food broken out. He
was extravagant, debonair, almost im-
pudent, and quite charming. When they
said farewell, McHarg rode on frown-
ingly, silent, until Martha Brundage
rallied him on his preoccupation.

“Eh? O, that chap back yonder,” he
exclaimed at her question. “Didn’t you
realize that his whole yarn was a lie?
Spoke like a gentleman. Probably some
rascal off on his own—"

“Rascal?” she broke in. “A lie? What
on earth makes you think that?”

“No horse sign in the road,” McHarg
said shortly. “The next village is only
four miles on; his servants, if he had
any, would have been there and back
long since. No one was ahead of us
on the road, or we’d have known it.
Last, he had a pistol in his jacket; the
pocket sagged. He'd have held us up if
he dared. He sprang that yarn, probably
having heard about these two French-
men, and got some grub off us, and is on
his way somewhere this minute.”

“Upon my word! Are you sure? Why,
Nipper took to him right off, and you
know that a dog—”

“Bosh!” cut in McHarg rudely. “That
fool pup would make friends with the
devil himself. A dog’s like a woman;
they’ll fall for a smooth tongue and a
pat on the head.”

“You'’re rather glib about it,” said
Martha tartly. “If you thought he was
such a rascal, why didn’t you do some-
thing?”

“I’'m no policeman. If the poor rogue
has broken jail or something, why should
I bother? The natives will take his head
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quick enough if they run across him.”

“Are you serious?” she asked, regard-
ing him narrowly. “Do you mean these
natives, where we live, would actually
take white men’s heads?”

“If they caught a white man alone in
the jungle, why not? Certainly they
would, if they took the notion. They're
not going to do anything that’d bring
the police down on them, of course, but
they’d take a chance quick on some
hunted rat like that chap.”

“Well, whatever you say, he was a
gentleman.”

“He was not,” said McHarg.

“At least, if he’s what you think, he
has the courage to buck the jungle and
hills and natives all by himself. I doubt
if you'd do it.”

“I’d have too much sense,” McHarg
snapped.

“You’d better be more like your dog,
then, and less like yourself. A brave fool
is better than a wise craven, any day.”

“Thanks,” said McHarg bitterly. “A
woman’s always safe in-calling a man a
coward.”

She flushed at this, then paled.

“I’'m sorry; forgive me. That was un-
just and I didn’t mean it.”

“You did, and I don’t blame you.”
McHarg’s face cleared. He nodded to
her amiably. “I’ve called myself a cow-
ard, often enough. No doubt T am. Well,
suppose we forget it all. T’ll be seeing
your brother soon enough.”

SHE did not know what he
meant by this, but she found
out when they got in, that aft-
ernoon.

Brundage was bull-necked and aggres-
sive, very efficient, riding roughshod over
anything and anyone in his way; a dark,
heavy-jowled man, with a laugh that did
not always spell mirth. He was large,
powerfully built, and had the strength
of three.

A shadow fell upon McHarg’s spirit
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the moment they rode into the com-
pound.

“Hello, Nipper! Well, sis of all peo-
ple! Didn’t expect you until next
month!” Brundage came forth, hearty,
delighted. His attitude of tolerant con-
tempt toward McHarg went deep, of a
sudden, and McHarg quietly effaced him-
self. He took Nipper and went to his own
bungalow at the rear of the compound,
behind the store, where his Malays had
arranged a separate compound for him.
Brundage had the big compound and
bungalow across from the store.

When McHarg walked in, with Nip-
per ranging beliind him, he halted in
amazement. His two Malays were there.
scowling, surly, without more than bare
greeting.

And someone else was here in the main
room—Hamed ben Yusuf, the Arab trad-
er, seated on a mat in the center of the
floor and dictating accounts to a half-
caste scribe. The Arab looked up, touched
brow, lips and breast with murmured
salaam, and went on with his work.

“Get out of here,” said McHarg.
Hamed looked up again, a slight smile
touching his bearded lips. His calm con-
tempt that ignored all orders was insuf-
ferable.

“Tuan,” he said, “I was told to work
here. by Tuan Brundage—"

Something in the bearded hawk-face
reminded McHarg of the poised cobra’s
weaving head and hood. He was scarce-
ly conscious of his own motion, his ac-
tion. This insolence from an Arab was
past bearing.

Hamed ben Yusuf screamed in
mingled rage and pain as the whip-thong
swept across his face and breast. He
came erect like a spring uncoiled, a knife
bared in his hand. McHarg chopped
with the whip, as at the end of a branch.
The cruel thong looped about the bare
brown wrist and arm, cut into the flesh,
and Hamed screamed again as the knife
clattered down. Then he went out of
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the bungalow with a rush, and his clerk
after him.

McHarg looked at the astounded Ma-
lays, whose faces had cleared of scowls.

“Throw out everything belonging to
that rascal. Bring in my things from the
horses.”

They grinned and made haste. Mec-
Harg took Nipper on into his bedroom,
glanced around and saw that his own
things were intact. and awaited the
storm.

It came swiftly. Brundage strode in
like a thundercloud and halted. Mec-
Harg held a light to his cigarette and
nedded pleasantly.

“What is the news?” he asked, in the
customary Malay formula of greeting.

“The news is good,” returned Brund-
age mechanically, then flushed. “Why.
damn you, what d’you mean talking
Malay to me? What d’you mean, kick-
ing Hamed out of here? Nipper, you'd
better change vour tune in a hurry—"

“That’s Nipper there.” and McHarg
pointed to the dog on the bed. “My
name’s McHarg, to you.”

“My God! Are you drunk, or gone off
your head?”

McHarg smiled, though his heart was
pounding furiously.

“Let's clear the record. Brundage,” he
said. “I’ve had enough of your toler-
ance and contempt; now you've gone tcn
far. As long as we’re both here, you'll
show a proper respect for me. as a white
man, before the natives. This compound
is mine, and not company property.”

Brundage was well aware that he had
overstepped; but it infuriated him that
McHarg should resent it. He came close,
a savage glare in his eyes.

“You damned milksop, vou dare to
talk that way to me? Why, I'll take
you apart and then kick what’s left to
roost in the native village! Tl wring
that damned neck of yours if you don’t
apoligize and do it quick. You’re all
done here!”

“Better get yourself in hand.” said

McHarg quietly. “You know how strict
orders are about preserving harmony in
front of natives. As for being done,
that’s bosh. You’ve no authority to hire
and fire.”

Brundage cursed softly but luridly.
His eyes were fastened on McHarg, nar-
rowed, savage. Silently, McHarg drew
the flexible thong of the whip through
his fingers, with significant gesture, his
gaze steady.

“You damned little—"

He shot out a hand to grasp the whip.
McHarg brought down the butt, heavily.
With a howl of fury, Brundage grasped
his forearm with his left hand and
danced in pain.

“Blast you! Broken my arm—"

“Not this time,” said McHarg, flush-
ing. Vulnerable, by the lord! Even
Brundage was vulnerable! “Clear out
of here, unless you want what Hamed
got.”

He knew instantly that the challenge
was a mistake, and pallor came into his
cheeks. Brundage started for him, then
checked himself. The two Malays were
in the room, fetching McHarg’s grips
and belongings. Even-so, Brundage hung
fire for a moment, but orders were or-
ders. White prestige must be upheld at
every cost. The company was stern as
the devil about it; not even a quarrel
was permitted before native eyes. The
man who lost his head in that way was
all washed up as quickly as C. O. G.
Strong got wind of it.

“We’ll settle this tomorrow.” Brund-
age choked down his wrath. “You'll
learn who’s giving orders here, or T’ll
put a bullet into you! Mind that, my
man. And be over for dinner at the
usual time, for the sake of appearances.”

“Appearances be damned,” said Mec-
Harg calmly. “I'm not eating with you.
Have a family dinner with your sister
and leave me out. I’ll drop over after
dinner; no use letting her see anything
is wrong.”

“As you like,” growled Brundage. “T’ll
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not be there after dinner. Got word
this afternoon that if I get over to that
Naga village on the ridge, seven miles
across, sometime this evening, I can
pick up several smoked heads they’d
like to get rid of. We have a standing
offer for them from several museums,
and I'm riding over tonight.”

“Morning would be safer,” said Mc-
Harg. The other sneered.

“Yes, that sounds like you! This is
something has to be grabbed tonight.
One of the villagers tipped me off; he’s
going with me. You come over later and
keep Martha entertained, blast you! I'll
entertain you tomorrow, right enough.”

So Brundage went striding out, and
McHarg never saw him again; tomorrow
was an eternity away.

McHARG dined, none too

well; hitherto, he had shared

commissariat with Brundage,

but his Malays roge to the oc-
casion after a fashion. They were quite
fascinated by Nipper’s ungodly looks
and friendliness.

His meal finished, McHarg staked out
the dog on his long cord in the com-
pound and went into the Naga village.
He had undertaken some small commis-
sions in Rangoon for Chunda Das, the
Hindu trader; and coming to the com-
pound of Chunda, McHarg was present-
ly seated with the Hindu, smoking and
chatting briefly. Drums were going and
singsong voices lifting in the village and
he inquired the reason.

“Only the gods know. These savages
have been stirred up of late; it is the
planting season and they propitiate their
false gods for good crops,” said Chunda
contemptuously.

He regarded the Chinese, the Arab,
and the Nagas as infidels and savages.
The Chinese traders regarded him and
the others with equal disdain. Hamed
ben Yusuf looked down his nose at all
of them as infidels and barbarians ac-
cursed of Allah, so the matter was rather

equal. Yet the Nagas were not so bad.
Barbaric enough, but industrious folk
who raised excellent crops and put mon-
ey in the traders’ pockets.

“There is a matter you should know,”
Chunda Das said. “Those two bander-
log who serve you, those Malay monkey
folk, tried to keep that accursed Arab
dog out of your house, and Brundage
Sahib beat them. It is not a good thing
to beat the monkey people, sahib. These
two have taken wives from the village,
and like all monkeys have a certain
pride.”

“I will straighten things out, Chunda
Das. Thanks for telling me.”

McHarg went to the Brundage bunga-
low, more angry than he cared to admit.
A Malay does not look up to much, but
to beat him is a tactical error of some
magnitude. Brundage had no business
doing it anyway.

He found Brundage gone, and Martha
alone, and settled down comfortably
with her to talk of everything anew.
Brundage had given her no inkling of
any trouble with his assistant; he had,
however, observed that he expected to
make use of her in getting his accounts
straightened out. At this, McHarg
chuckled.

“You know, we make a perfect team,
Martha, your brother and I. Accounts
are pie for me, so I usually handle all
the books and reports, while he takes
care of the mean jobs. Such as his job
tonight, for example. I'd think twice be-
fore trying to barter these Nagas out of
any smoked heads, even heads that had
served their purpose and grown weak
in force, as these chaps look at it. Tickl-
ish business. let me tell you. It takes
nerve to walk in on these fellows and
walk out with their tribal gods. They’re
not above putting a spear into anybody
who plays horse ‘with their religious
beliefs, such- as they are. Your brother
does it magnificently.”

She laughed. “Yes, he’s splendid; but
he was always a bit weak on figures. By
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the way, he had a notice from the dis-
trict commissioner to look out for those
two Frenchmen we heard about. They
committed murder and robbery up in
the hills, in the Bayak ruby district,
and are supposed to be making for the
Indo-Chinese border and French terri-
tory. Their names are Jacques Falaise
and Pierre Dubois.”

McHarg sat up suddenly, staring at
her in abrupt dismay. -

“Good lord! Pierre Dubois! Why—
why, that explains everything!”

“As how?” Her brows lifted.
is there to explain?”

“That chap we met this morning!”’

“What

()

The whip poised for another
blow

McHarg was excited. “Pierre Dubois—
Peter Woods, of course! He had left
his partner somewhere and was scout-
ing for something to eat; probably the
two of them were half starved. Perhaps
his partner was right there and kept
out of sight. And he had the nerve to
tell us that two Frenchmen had robbed
him!”

“You may be right,” she agreed slow-
ly. “In fact, you must be right. What
are you going to do about it?”

“Right now, nothing. It’s up to your
brother to send word to the commis-
sioner. I don’t know whether I would
or not. Those chaps may be criminals,
sure, but I hate raising the hue and cry,
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starting a man-hunt—" He broke off
with a shrug.

“You've changed, since I met you,”
she observed, smiling. “It was a good
thing for you to get that dog.”

“Nipper?” He gave her a look. “I
don’t know. It’s not that. Well, I sup-
pose it was a bit of everything,” he con-
cluded lamely. His face darkened at
thought of Brundage and the things that
must be cleared up between them.

He dreaded the morrow. He still
dreaded it when he turned in, later, with
Nipper at his feet. Yet at thought of
Brundage dancing around and holding
his wrist, he was a bit relieved. The
man was vulnerable. Anyone was vul-
nerable, as a matter of fact; it was a
surprising but comferting thought. He
had to thank Porky for it, for a good
deal.

With morning, the whole course of his
life was changed.

CHAPTER III
BLOOD ON THE SADDLE

McHARG was finishing his

breakfast when M artha

Brundage broke in upon him.

Her brother had not returned.
And McHarg wasted no time lying to
her about it; he knew at once that some-
thing must have happened, something
unexpected and unpleasant.

He questioned the servants, his own
two Malays, went to the godowns and
store, went into the village. Most of the
men were in the fields, for the planting
was going on. He was totally unable to
learn anything about the villager who
had gone over with Brundage to the
Naga village on the ridge. While lLe
was still questioning, the horse Drund-
age had ridden came in, with blood on
the saddle.

McHarg called in some of the men,
who were hunters, and sent them out,

- offering rewards for news of Brundage.
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He himself rode over to:the village seven
miles away; but as he feared, his trip
was fruitless. The Nagas there knew
nothing about Brundage, had not seen
him, and had no heads they desired te
give up. McHarg judge them honest,
but somebody had lied. He was up
against a blank.

When he got back home, there was
news of the worst. Hunters had found
the body of Brundage and had brought
it in. Just the body. Not the head. That
was gone. And when he had gone over
the situation, McHarg found himself
helpless to lay any blame at any door.
The police would have to do this. He sat
down and wrote a note to the commis-
sioner, and also mentioned Peter Woods.
He sent off the note by one of the ser-
vants. It might be days before it brought
results, of course, even if it found the
commissioner at home. With the assist-
ant gone on leave, the note might chase
him all over the district.

Martha Brundage was alone with her
shock and grief.

McHarg sought Chunda Das, who
sent one of his sons te act as clerk. Un-
til now, McHarg had done the clerical
work; he must carry on otherwise until
somebody was sent up from Rangeon to
replace Brundage. By noon, he was at
work getting his report in shape, and be-
fore the afternoon was far gone, Aloy-
sius McHarg was facing a decision that
left him aghast.

For the accounts were definitely off,
by so many rupees that it was no joke
at all. There was no mistake about it.
The books were juggled. Brundage had
simply been short about a thousand
rupees.

McHarg, shocked but not in the least
grieved by the fate of his superior, sent
away his new clerk and faced the mat-
ter himself. His report had to go in at
once, with word of Brundage’s death,
to Rangoon. He had to sign it. And it
was a very, very simple matter to send
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in the accounts exactly as they were;
it was the thing to do; it was, McHarg
knew, the thing he should properly do.
But, queerly, he could not make up his
mind to do it. The very fact of his
own past ill-feeling toward Brundage
checked him. And there was Martha to
think about.

He evaded the decision long enough
to bury Brundage, with Martha and the
servants and half the Nagas of the vil-
lage looking on, and the traders. He
read the funeral service and saw that
everything was done right; it was not a
matter that admitted of delay. There
was no grief for Brundage, no stir caused
by his death, for death came to all men.
Howeve;, Hamed ben Yusuf and
Chunda Das and the two Chinese trad-
ers were most uneasy. If a white head
was taken, anything would be possible.

Martha went back to her bungalow,
shaken but holding up outwardly with
brave heart. McHarg went back to the
store and put his head in his hands, with
Nipper sniffing about, and fought out
the matter. Reading the funeral serv-
ice had not helped things a bit. He had
the queer conviction that to do his
simple duty would be to take horrible
advantage of a dead man. It would
damn the memory of Brundage unavoid-
ably; it would hurt and damage Martha
Brundage. It would make himself feel
like a dog, McHarg thought. He had
detested, even hated, Brundage alive;
but Brundage dead commanded his loy-
alty.

The only alternative was to hold his
peace and make up the shortage, which
would just about clean out his meager
savings. He did it. He wrote and signed
the report, got all clear, and arranged
for a man to take it down-country and
get it into the post with the morning.
And that was off his mind.

He invited Martha to dinner, but she
preferred to be alone. Talking with his
two Malays. McHarg learned from them
that men in the village must certainly

have taken the head of Brundage. The
man who had started for that other vil-
lage with Brundage must have thought
up the whole scheme. It was not un-
usual for a Naga to devote himself to
the good of the community, to risk pun-
ishment for the sake of obtaining a head
that would increase the crops and bene-
fit the whole village.

McHarg offered a big reward for the
discovery of this man, but the Malays
said it would probably be impossible
to find the party. Trim in their sarongs
and jackets, jaws working on betel paste,
they gave him no hope. The police
might do it, of course; that was the busi-
ness of the commissioner.

After dinner he looked in on Martha.
She was over the worst of it now. He
discussed things with her, calmly; ways
and means, plans, the immediate future.
When she spoke of her brother, horror
sat in her eyes. The thought of his head,
in some native hut or out in a tree over-
looking some field, as was the Naga cus-
tom, broke her down. McHarg comfort-
ed her, temporized, promised she would
yet see her brother’s head laid to rest
with the body. Queer, he thought, how
much weight she attached to this. It
was natural, but it was queer just the
same. Brundage certainly would not care
a hang whether his head were being
smoked or looking over a field with
crows pecking at it. But this girl cared
a lot.

McHarg went home. He was about to
turn in, when Nipper flew into a frenzied
barking. McHarg caught a scratching
at his door. and opened it. Tock Lung,
one of the Chinese merchants, slipped
into the room and stood blinking at him,
panting, fearful while the dog sniffed
at his feet.

“What is the news?” said McHarg in
Malay.

“Tuan, it is bad. Do you know the
man Ng Karam?”

McHarg nodded. One of the hunters
in the village, a surly fellow who lived
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alone, a man too old to have wives,
since he had no money or land.

“Ng Karam came to me tonight,” said
Tock Lung. “He wanted credit with
which to buy a woman. He offered me
a pistol in exchange. It was the pistol
of Tuan Brundage with the silver plate
on the butt. I told him to come back
in the morning.” '

“Go home and say nothing,” McHarg
told him. “If there is a reward, it is
yours.”

The Chinese departed. McHarg stood
motionless, a pulse throbbing at his
temple, his breath coming short.

Ng Karam was the man, of course.
It had never occurred to his savage mind
that the pistol looted from Brundage
would fasten the murder on him. He
had the head of Brundage now. And
the pistol.

McHarg wiped the sweat from his
palms. There were two or three ways
of handling this thing; one was to re-
port to the commissioner, who might
come in a week. Another was to take
all the servants, arm them, and move
in to the attack at once. It should be
done at once. But Brundage would have
gone right to the compound of Ng Kar-
am. alone, on the spot, in the darkness.
McHarg shrank from this, shrank hor-
ribly, until he remembered almost the
last words Brundage had said to him.
Morning would be safer, he had said.
and Brundage had sneered at him.

“Yes. that sounds like you! This is
something has to be grahbed off to-
night—"

“Tonight, at once.”” muttered Mec-
Harg, glancing around frantically. “She
would want it done, too. If she knew
about it, she would go herself, go like
a shot. There’s no way out of it. If I
take the Malays, the whole damned vil-
lage would be up in arms. If I go alone,
it’s between me and Ng Karam, maybe.
That’s the chance, anyhow. If I could
only wait till morning—"

He could not, and knew he could not.

He wiped his palms again; his hands were
cold, clammy. The thought of that vil-
lage at night, that hut in the compound,
was terrible. But there was no one else
to do it, unless he let Martha Brundage
do it.

WITH a deep, quick breath he

caught up his flashlight and

reached for the whip that was

in the corner. The gnarled
brown figure of Ng Karam rose before
his mind’s eye, surly features, spear and
old rifle, a dark corded figure of lean
muscle. Vulnerable, yes; even a hunter
of tigers was vulnerable. Even an Arab
was vulnerable, as the knife of Hamed
ben Yusuf was there to prove.

A feeling of suffocation possessed him,
as he strode out and left Nipper be-
hind. His imagination flew on and on.
Even if he got the head, the bare
thought of carrying it home himself was
horrible. He strode on, the flashlight
winking before him.

He was past the bazars and in the
village now. There could be no secrecy;
the dogs knew him, but barked savagely
until they caught his scent. The little
compound of Ng Karam was apart from
the others at the edge of the village.

McHarg came to it, sent the light in
ahead of him, and sent his voice also.
He stooped and went into the hut, which
was large enough inside. Movement and
voices were stirring all through the vil-
lage.

The light caught the uncoiling, rising
figure of Ng Karam, hand on rifle.

“Sit down,” said McHarg abruptly.
The hunter hesitated. then squatted re-
spectfully. “I have come to speak with
vou. There is a present of cloth and
tobacco and other things for you tomor-
row at the store, enough with which te
buy a woman.”

The dark figure, blinking into the ray
of light, relaxed a little. McHarg fin-
gered the whip and stirred it along the
floor.
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“Fhere is something else. The voice
of Tuan Brundage came to me this eve-
ning. He was very angry. He was col-
lecting all the devils from the jungle
to move in upon this village, and chiefly
upon you, Ng Karam. You will be par-
alyzed in every limb, and your hand will
shake so that you cannot use a gun or
a spear, and no woman will enter your
door. So, because we are friends, you
and I, here I am to help you and-pro-
tect you.”

“There is no need,” muttered the
hunter.

“There is great need,” McHarg said
with emphasis. “Tomorrow you will be
paralyzed, and a curse will lie upon the
fields and the planting, and the devils
will uproot everything. The voice of
Tuan Brundage will not help this village
but will bring all the devils down upon
it. The only way to avoid this, and to
obtain the present that is waiting for
you, is to give me the pistol of Tuan
Brundage, and also his head.”

“T think that voice lied to you,” said
the hunter., but most uneasily.

“It did not lie. Instead, it said that
if you refused I was to use his whip
upon you as I did upon Hamed ben
Yusuf. It is a whip inhabited by a.devil,
and it eats the heart and soul out of a
man whom it strikes, and takes his cour-
age away. So now stand up, Ng Karam,
and I will show you what happens—"

“There is no need,” said Ng Kardm
hastily. “The pistol is here under the
mat, and the head is hanging over the
fireplace in a wicker bag.”

McHarg was a trifle surprised at this
ready conquest, but there was a reason.
As it was no question of crime and pun-
ishment, but rather of man to man
friendship, Ng Karam did not hesitate
to speak very freely; for indeed he was
conscious of no crime whatever. His
ambition to help the village had been
laudable, entirely so, but if Brundage
was now angry and bringing in all the
devils, that was something else again.

The fault lay at the deor of others,
as anyone with ordinary good sense
would appreciate; and he felt sure Mec-
Harg would so appreciate it.

This was true. McHarg listened with
incredulity that became dismayed con-
viction. All was explained now. Neither
Ng Karam nor anyone else in the vil-
lage would have been eager to Kkill
Brundage, even to get his head. But
when someone else had done that job,
and the head was there to be taken,
that was very different. A mistake,
doubtless, since Tuan Brundage was
angry about it, but a natural mistake.

“You are right,” said McHarg, feel-
ing a little sick. “If he had been an
enemy, you would have greatly bene-
fited by having his head; anyone can
comprehend this. But he was not an
enemy. You took him to his death, and'
it was a great error. However, let noth-
ing be said about it, and the devils will
be appeased. And you shall have your
present in the morning.”

McHarg knew exactly how the com-
missioner, in his capacity as magistrate,
would look at the affair. This savage was
not guilty of any crime, from his view-
point, and would not be punished. The
crime lay elsewhere. So, with the remark
that the talk was ended, McHarg took
the pistol from under the mat, lifted
down the heavy wicker container from
above the fireplace, and went out of the
hut.

The darkness was peopled with stir-
rings and voices, but he paid no heed.
There was more to be done, and it had
to be done now. And: he had to do it.
Stooping a little under his burden, half
in fear at any instant of a spear or ar-
row from the darkness, he headed back
for his own compound. His two Malays
lived close to the bazars, and as he
passed the house of one, he sent the shaft
of light at it and lifted his voice.

“Sebak! Bring Tali and come to my
house at once. I have need of you, Do
you hear me?”
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“Tt is an order, tuan,” came the muf-
fled reply.

McHarg went on, without a shudder
by reason of the thing he carried. The
darkness was still vivid with terrors for
him, sweat was streaming from him.

He came to the compounds at last
and was turning in past the store, when
from the dark Brundage bungalow came
the challenging voice of Martha.

“Is that you, Mr. McHarg? What’s
up? Nipper has been kicking up a row.”

“You—I think you'd better come
over,” he replied hoarsely. “Can you use
a pistol?”

“Of course I can,” she rejoined
promptly. “Shall I bring mine?”

“Yes, if you will.”

He went into his bungalow, where Nip-
per received him with extravagant joy,
and put the pistol and wicker container
on the table. Luckily, the wicker gave
no sign of what it contained, except for
one splotchy stain; he could not have
borne to look at the head. It would have
turned his stomach completely, he
thought.

When he had the lamp going, he flung
a blanket over the things on the table,
and went to the store, unlocking it. He
knew Brundage had a pair of handcuffs
there, and he found them, by aid of the
flashlight. As he came out, he met Mar-
tha Brundage, crossing from her own
compound.

“Sorry; I had to get into some
clothes,” she said. “What’s up?”

“T can’t tell you at the moment,” Mc-
Harg said. “Do you understand Malay?”

“NO,”

“Will you take these and stand by
with your pistol?” he said. “I never shot
one and wouldn’t be much good with it.
T don’t know just what will happen. I
called you in on sheer impulse, you
know—"

They came up the steps and into the
lighted room. An exclamation broke from
her.

“Good heavens! You look like a ghost.
What on earth is it?”

“Murder.”

“Oh! You can’'t mean—" She shrank,
staring at him. McHarg nodded, wearily.
“T think so. Wait and see. Sit down over
there. Keep your pistol in hand. If they
pull a knife, let ’em have it.”

The two Malays came in hastily, and
stood at attention. McHarg picked up
the whip and nodded to them.

‘Take the blanket off the table and
look at what lies there.”

They moved forward to the table and
Sebak pulled off the blanket. They
looked at the pistol, at the wicker bas-
ket, then up at the eyes of McHarg. A
certain fatality came into their brown,
flat faces; a resignation, a passive ac-
ceptance.

“I have not known you to be liars,”
McHarg said quietly. “By Allah, men of
your blood are not liars! This is well
known. Yet you have lied, casting the
blame for Tuan Brundage’s death upon
the people of this village. Why is this?”

They glanced at the wide-eyed girl
with the pistol steady in her hand, and
back to the calm, level gaze of McHarg,.
Sebak made reply, without any evasion.

“Tuan, our honor demanded that he
should die, because he beat us when you
were gone.”

“So I have heard,” McHarg replied.
“And I do not mind telling you that I
méant to take up that matter with him
in the morning.”

“It was our affair, as Allah liveth,
tuan.”

“Who struck the blow?” McHarg

asked. “There was no mark on the
body.”

“In the head, tuan. We both fired to-
gether.”

McHarg went white as death, glanced
at the wicker basket, and shivered. Be-
fore this resignation, this complete
apathy, he changed all his plans and did
not touch the handcuffs in his pocket.
He knew these men, and their ways. He
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knew that their own notion of honor
bound them as no steel could bind them.

“Each of you, put your kris on the
table,” he saill. They produced the flame-
bladed steel knives from beneath their
sarongs, and laid them down. “If I order
you to go to your own houses and stay
there until the commissioner arrives, will
you do so? Then
swear, that your
honor may be in-
volved.”

They swore by
Allah, by the beards
of their fathers, by
the spirits of their
ancesters, that they
would obey; and
McHarg knew the
oath would be kept.
They would face the }
magistrate, speak as j
they had just now Hi§
spoken, and if the ik
peculiar justice of Ui
the white man pun- /1
ished them for sal- I 28
vaging their honor,
they would accept

the matter. It was |
the nature of their ¥
people.

Then, at his nod
and gesture, they
went out. McHarg
dropped into a
chair. and was
aware of the dilated
eyes of the girl
fastened upon him.

“Well?”
claimed. “I don’t
understand all these. Where are—"

“Those two men murdered your
brother,” said McHarg wearily. ‘“They
admitted it. There was no need of any
weapon. They’ll be available when the
commissioner comes.”

He reached down and fondled the head
of Nipper, mechanically. Then he met
her eyes and smiled a little.

she ex- “You took him to his death!”

“Hadn’t you better turn in? It’s been
a hard day for both of us. Very good of
you to come over; I thought I might
need help, you see.”

She rose. “But one thing, tell me; you
haven’t got—got it back—"

McHarg nodded silently. She sent one
frantic, half comprehending glance at
the table, and her
face went livid.
Then she turned
and went out of the
room. McHarg
jumped up. joined
her, sent the flash-
light beam ahead of
them. She did not
speak until they
were at her bunga-
low steps and it was
then only a low
“good night.”

“So the job’s
done,” muttered
Mecllarg, coming
home again. *“By
God, it's done!
Hardest day of my
life; perhaps the
best paying. Yes,
I've changed, sure.
And it’s done—"

Ie was sadly mis-
taken about that.

CHAPTER 1V

A MAN CAN FIGHT

THEY
brea k-
fasted to-
gether.
McHarg had been up and around for
some hours. He told her, across the ta-
ble, that the head of Brundage now lay
with the body; and it was safe from mo-
lestation. She shivered a little, thanked
him with her eyes, and shifted the sub-
ject.

“There’s something I must tell you,”
she said. “I was bringing up some cash
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for—for him. A thousand rupees. He had,
used the money here, from the company
funds, and now 1 suppose you had bet-
ter replace it.”

McHarg took the money. He was con-
fused, speechless, taken off guard. She
looked him in the eyes and spoke quick-
ly, sharply.

“What is it?”

“The money,” he stammered. “I—1've
already attended to it. I found tke short-
age and made it up. You see—well, it’s
all straight now. I’ll just keep this.”

Warmth flooded in her face.

“Oh! And you did it because of him,
you covered it up—why didn’t you tell
me?”

“Not yesterday. I might have told you
later, of course,” he said, flushing. “Real-
ly, it didn’t matter.”

“For him!” she said in a low voice.
“You did that because you liked him
so!”

McHarg flushed more deeply. Then he
revolted against the temptation.

“No, Because I didn’t like him. Be-
cause we didn’t get on at all. We had a
row night before last,” he exploded
sharply. “And that’s why. I couldn’t let
it go that way, I couldn’t let everybody
think he’d been short and so forth. Just
because 1 didn’t like him at all. There,
damn it! I suppose you have to know
the truth, so take it. I'm sorry. I can’t
help it.”

Conscious that she would be furious
with him for this revelation, he rose from
the table and walked out. He had
Nipper on a short leash, because of
wandering village dogs, and went
straight over to the store. The son of
Chunda Das was there, and so was the
hunter Ng Karam, come for his prom-
ised present. McHarg rewarded him
handsomely and sent him away rejoic-
ing. Then there was the Chinese mer-
chant, Tock Lung, to be fittingly re-
warded; McHarg took care of this, also,
and went over to his own bungalow to

leave Nipper there. His two Malays
had come to work as usual, but he had
sent them home again, thanks to a nat-
ural if unwarranted shrinking from any
contact with them.

He took Nipper into the bedroom, told
him to stay there, closed the door, and
turned to find an amiable stranger hold-
ing a pistol on him.

“Do you speak French. m’sieu” asked
the stranger affably.

“But yes,” blurted McHarg.

“Hands up, then. Turn your back, if
you please. Ah, no weapon! Sit down.”

Deftly frisked and found unarmed,
McHarg confusedly dropped into a chair,
staring. Subconsciously, he knew the ex-
planation, yet could not believe it true.

The man was ragged, strained and
scratched, blurred with beard; a trim,
alert little man very square in the shoul-
ders. His features, beneath their grinning
amiability, held a vicious intentness. His
eyes glittered unpleasantly upon Mec-
Harg.

“Permit me, m’steu; Jacques Falaise,”
he said. “Ah! You have heard the name,
eh? Well, it is no matter. Allow me to
reassure you. No harm is intended; we
are not robbers. We need clothes, food,
horses, and shall pay for what we take.
Understand? In fact, we shall pay in ad-
vance. Thus.”

Tucking his pistol away. Falaise
thumbed a little sack of leather from
his pocket. McHarg watched, fascinated.
He comprehended that this was one of
the two Frenchmen so badly wanted by
the police. Where was the other, the
debonair Peter Woods?

Falaise selected from his little sack a
roughly red-flashing stone and laid it
down approvingly on the gray blanket
that still covered the table. The wicker
basket that had been under the blanket
was gone; but the pistol of Brundage still
reposed beneath that blanket, un-
guessed. McHarg recalled the fact, and
tensed.
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“Tiens!” said the Frenchman, putting
away the sack. “Regard, now; a ruby,
my friend. For what we take, it will pay
well, eh? You see, we are honorable gen-
tlemen. For the past couple of hours we
have been watching your affairs, pre-
paring our descent upon your coasts, as
my partner Dubois might say. It is well
to have things go off in friendly fashion,
with no regrettable mistakes. Do you
agree?”

“Certainly,” murmured McHarg, dry-
lipped. He wondered where Peter Woods
might be. The thought of Martha Brun-
dage began to torment him. Falaise put
his head on one side and surveyed him,
bird-like, the eyes glittering.

“You remember on the trail, when you
met Dubois? I ran to hide. Dubois would
not hide; he would not give up that
pigeon he was cooking. Our only food in
three days. And then you gave him food.
Ha! I tell you we feasted then; that Du-
bois, he has a way with the women. Did
she not say, afterward, that he was a
charming fellow?”

“S8i,” McHarg assented, mechanically.
Falaise cackled out a laugh.

“So you do speak French very well,
my friend! You know when to say st and
when to say ou:; what more could any-
one ask? Well, T must take a look
around. Do not move from the chair or
I shall be forced to become unpleasant.
Hello! This is curious.”

He picked up McHarg’s whip and in-
spected it, heavy butt and flexible, cruel
thong. McHarg watched him dully, con-
scious of utter fntility. The pistol hid-
den under the blanket was of no use
whatever. Before he could get it, this
man could shoot him a dozen times over.
And he himself had no skill with a pistol.
No; best to play safe, accept what came,
and get rid of these fellows peacably.
They meant no harm. All they wanted
was to get away in safety.

Falaise threw open the door of the
bedroom. There was a surprised yap

from Nipper, a rush, a snarl. Falaise
stepped back hurriedly. An oath broke
from him; he lashed out with the whip,
lashed out again. The dog yelped sharp-
ly, cringed away.

McHarg lost his head and came out of
the chair like a flash, flinging himself at
the man in hot fury. Falaise swung
around and struck. The butt of the whip
caught McHarg over the eyes, sent a
shower of stars across his brain, and he
dropped. Nipper edged ever to him and
licked his face, and rolled frightened
eyes at the Frenchman,

“Name of a name! What a face it is!”
cackled Falaise in mirth. “It is formid-
able, this face; a terrific thing, but it does
not bite. Here, my friend! I am sorry I
hit you. My hand upon it. Me, I am un
brave; a brave fellow can always apolo-
gize.”

He patted the dog. and Nipper grate-
fully wagged his ridiculous broken twist
of a tail and licked his hand.

armchair, tied to it by both

v wrists. Nipper lay watching

him, contentedly. From the bedroom
came the voice of Falaise, humming a
gay tune; then came the man himself,
swaggering, dressed in the new suit of
whites McHarg had bought in Rangoon.

“The boots are trifle large, but no
harm there,” he observed. “Ah! So you
are now awake! Well, T warned you.
Lucky thing for you we want no shoot-
ing to give the alarm, or you’d have a
bullet in your gizzard this minute. A
handy weapon, this whip. Do you like
the blue cravat, or should I have taken
the brown one? This is not bad—"

Falaise surveyed himself in the mirror.
Then he flashed around, caught up the
whip, and darted to the door. Hasty
steps outside, a hasty knock. Into the
main room burst the son of Chunda Das,
the new clerk from the store.

McHARG wakened, dizzy and
aching, to find himself in the
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“Sahib! Memsahib Brundage cried out
for help. There is a man—"

The whip-stack landed with a sick-
ening thud. The young Hindu toppled
over, and Falaise fell upon him. McHarg
watched, horrified, as the Frenchman
worked fast, binding his victim hand and
foot with a towel he ripped up, gagging
him with the necktie and then rolling
him aaginst the wall behind the door.
Nipper yawned cavernously and kept
watchful pop-eyes fastened on the whip.

“So! It is the brown cravat after all.”
Falaise stepped into the bedroom, and
came back knotting the brown necktie
about his collar. “A shave must wait, but
I shall accept the loan of your razor,
m'siew. What was it this man said to
you?”

“ITe had no chance to say it,” mut-
tered Mcllarg. Sweat was on his face;
Martha had called for help, and there
was no help. Peter Woods must be over
there at her bungalow.

“You lie.” Falaise picked up the whip.
He lashed out with it suddenly, giving
no warning. McHarg stifled a scream as
the lash bit across his legs. The vicious
in the unshaven features revealed the
true nature of this man before him. “You
lie! Tell me what he said—"

The whip poised for another blow.
McHarg shrank, blinked. kept silent.
Then Falaise checked himself. listening.
He went to the door, peered out, and
with a laugh flung the door wide.

“My children! Welcome, a thousand
welcomes! Our party is now complete.”

Martha Brundage came into the room,
erect, angry, defiant. Her eyes struck at
McHarg, and widened at sight of the
blood on his face. She came over to him
quickly, saying nothing, but putting her
fingers to his cheek with a tender ges-
ture of reassurance.

Peter Woods stood in the doorway,
more debonair than ever now, fresh
shaven and clad in garments of the dead
Brundage. His hard, lined features were

resolute and cruel, the darkly brilliant
eyes flamed with sardonic fires.

“Complete, yes,” he said in French.
“But the charming lady, my friend,
needs a bit of persuasion. This fellow—
ah, you had trouble, eh? Very well. He is
safe. And the dog; hello, my amiable
eyes and jaws! Ciel! What eyes he has!”

He petted Nipper, who greeted him
warmly. Then, coming erect, he thumbed
his black mustache and fastened his gaze
on Martha Brundage, smiling. McHarg,
looking at the girl's wrist before his face,
saw it was reddened and swollen; defiant
as she was, he divined that Peter Woods
had subdued her, that she was in terror
of him. He wrenched at his bound arms,
and desisted, helpless and futile. The diz-
ziness passed, but the pain in his head
remained. Do something! He must do
do something! But he could do nothing,
and realizing the fact, slumped down in
his chair.

Falaise, however, turned upon his
partner with an explosive outburst.

“You, I know you, Pierre! You have
your eye on her. It is madness, you im-
becile. We must get horses and food and
get out of here, and reach the border.
The frontier, it is not far. We cannot go
crazy about a woman. Plenty of women
in Saigon.”

“Not like this one,” said Peter Woods,
complacently. “Why hurry?”

Martha Brundage trembled slightly.
She could understand. Beneath this
man’s jaunty exterior lay the real brute,
close to the surface.

“Name of a dog! I tell you, we must
clear out at once!” snapped Falaise an-
grily. “You found liquor over there; I
know the symptoms.”

“The most admirable liquor in the
world!” exclaimed Peter Woods, and
twirled his mustache. “A lovely woman,
tender and compassionate and amiable.
However, Jacques, you’re quite right.
Get a sack of provisions from the store,
and get two horses saddled, and we’ll
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get off. Or shall we make it three horses,
mademoiselle?”

Martha Brundage whitened.

“You animal!” she said in a low voice.

Peter Woods chuckled and shrugged,
and made a gesture to his companion.
Falaise, with a grunt, walked out of the
bungalow and slammed the door.

“And now we may speak English,”
sald Peter Woods, and glanced at Mc-
Harg. “Why, my friend, vou look at me
with a positively murderous expression!
You, mademoiselle, will be more chari-
table. There is nothing to fear. Do you
remember one of your English authors
put a French expression into one of his
books? ‘Courage. my friends! The devil
is dead” Now, that’s a fine phrase. For-
get the devil, my little one; he’s dead.
Enjov yourself. Look at poor Peter
Woods, condemned these many weeks to
the solitude of the jungle. Would you not
give him just one friendly kiss? These
poor brown people do not know how to
kiss, you know. But T do.”

Laughing, he took a step toward the
girl. She shrank a little, then drew her-
self up, still white with fear and anger.

“Enough of this!” she said, but Mec-
Harg could detect the quiver in her
voice. “Take what vou want and clear
out. No more of your insults, vou ani-
mal!”

The Frenchman laughed softly. Be-
neath his laughter, he was all aflame.

To McHarg, things suddenly appeared:

in a new light; as with a glimpse of clear
vision, he saw this man infinitely more
dangerous than corded savage or the ag-
gressive Brundage, a man more invul-
nerable, more deadly, than any reptile.
And he saw Martha Brundage helpless
despite her defiant air, helpless and quiv-
ering with fear, a woman who could go to
pieces all in an instant. No longer mis-
tress of all around her.

“Take what I want, eh?” Peter Woods
repeated amusedly, his white teeth flash-
ing. “Come! Thanks for the invitation,
myv dear. T'll do just that—"

He lunged, bronzed fingers clamping
about her swollen wrist. A little cry of
pain broke from her. McHarg plunged
wildly at his bonds, cursing, but his ef-
forts were futile.

The girl twisted about, slapped in a
blow that drew blood to the lips of Peter
Woods. Infuriated, he flung out his
strength savagely and broke down her
resistance. His arms clenched upon her,
around her, drew her against him. Her
cry was stifled by his lips, that left red
marks upon her mouth and face.

With a spasmodic effort she broke his
embrace, but slipped and fell. The man
laughed, looking down at her with eyes
aflame.

“What, my little one? Is it possible
that—"

McHarg kicked out. A short kick, true,
but the boot was heavy. The edge of the
thick sole caught Peter Woods just un-
der the ear, at the angle of the jaw.
The man gave one convulsive twitch and
then pitched forward on his face and lay
quiet.

Nipper, who had been watching the
scene with ears pricked up and a stare
of curious interest, rose and ambled up
close, sniffing at the face of the uncon-
scious man, and then licked at his blood-
drippling mouth. But Peter Woods did
not respond.

“MARTHA! Martha!
God’s sake wake up!”
Jerking his chair forward,
McHarg stirred the girl with
his foot. She came to one elbow, rose
dizzily, and stood swaying. McHarg’s
voice drove into her with the impact of
a blow, so edged and vibrant was it.

“Martha! That knife in the corner, on
the floor—the knife! Cut me free, damn
it—”

The knife of Hamed ben Yusuf lay
there in the corner, unobserved. With
a half hysterical gasp, the girl saw it and
started for it. McHarg stared down at
the still face of the man before him, the

For
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strong, cruel, debonair features all quiet
in repose. So in spite of everything this
man of steel was vulnerable! Vulnerable,
to one savage kick sent right!

She was coming back now with the
knife, stumbling over the body of Peter
Woods. recovering, sawing at the bonds
with the deadly blade. It bit true and
sharp. McHarg’s hand came free. He
caught the knife from her and next in-
stant had freed his other hand. He was
on his feet. eager, exultant.

From his pocket he dragged out the
handcuffs. forgotten there from the pre-
vious night. He went to the recumbent
man and brought the arms together,
snapped home the bracelets.

“His pistol!” rose the girl’s voice. “He
has a pistol, under his coat!” 7

McHarg grunted. He groped for the
pistol, turned the man half over, and
drew forth the weapon. A pistol, yes,
rusted and broken, empty, useless. Mc-
Harg threw it into the corner. He turned
to Martha Brundage, saw her sway, and
caught her. In his arms she relaxed for
a moment, and then clung to him.

“My dear! And I'm so useless, so good
for nothing, and you're hurt—"

“None of that, now. It’s all right, it’s
all cver,” he said and smiled into her
eyes. e kissed her, and stroked her
hair. Her sobbing breaths quieted. He
kissed her again, and her lips responded,
and she smiled. A new light sprang in
his eyes. “Martha! Do you mean it? That

you—that anyone like you could care
for me, when you called me a coward—"

“Don’t!” she said softly. She got her-
self in hand, straightened up, smiled into
his face and touched his forehead with
her fingertips. “I never called you that.
It wasn’t so. You remember what this—
this animal said? ‘The devil is dead!
Well, that’s true, in another sense. You’ve
conquered—"

She checked herself, shivered a little,
and her eyes dilated in startled alarm.
The voice of Jacques Falaise came to
them, from outside.

“Pierre! Pierre! Come on, imbecile. 1
have the horses, everything. We must
get off!”

McHarg stared at her for an instant,
a flush in his cheeks. Then he darted to
the table and threw aside the blanket
there. A sparkle of red went flashing
across the floor, unnoticed. He caught up
the pistol of Brundage and threw off the
safety catch. The loads were intact. He
grunted with satisfaction.

“If T have to do the police job, by God,
I can!” he said. The voice of Falaise
came to them again, urgent, insistent.
Then came an oath, and the quick tread
of the trim, widetshouldered man on the
verandah steps outside.

McHarg looked at the wide-eyed,
startled girl. He smiled confidently, re-
assuringly, and nodded brightly.

“The devil is dead, my dear!” he said.

Then he went to the door and flung
it open.
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IVEN other companionship than
G Bedrock, the old prospector,

Young Hardesty might easily
have become an outlaw. Orphaned when
twelve, the lad had swept out saloons
in an Arizona mining town, where his
father had died of delirium tremens.
Adopted by Bedrock, Young Hardesty
learned something about mining. Kid-
naped by a renegade apache and finally
rescued by a small detachment of cav-
alry, the boy learned considerable about
the Apache slant of mind. When some
claim jumpers gave battle in an endeavor
to secure Bedrock’s mine, the Mebbyso,
Young Hardesty did his share in elimi-
nating the claim jumpers, was arrested,

and learned a lot about small town
politics and the law.

All these experiences served to harden
his mind and toughen his muscles. At
sixteen he was doing a man’s work with
pick and shovel. He know that Bedrock
was his best friend. Yet laboriously grub-
bing a living from the rock didn’t get a
fellow anywhere. Now a cowpuncher
could move around, go places and see
things. So could a cavalryman, or a gov-
ernment scout. Even a pack master was
practically his own boss. In spite of his
fondness for old Bedrock, Young Hard-
esty decided to make a change.

One evening as Bedrock and he sat be-

side the supper fire, Young Hardesty ap-
49
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proached the subject on a long diagonal.
“Recollect the time that Apache buck
tried to run a whizzer on me?”

Bedrock stared mildly at his young
partner. “He pretty nigh made away
with you, son. If those yellow legs (a
popular name for the cavalry) hadn’t
come along, I reckon you 'd ’a’ been
crowbait.”

“What I was getting at,” stammered
Young Hardesty, “the sergeant of that
outfit said I'd make a good soldier when
I got a little age on me. Them cavalry-
men wear blue uniforms with yella
stripes on their pants. And their guns
and cartridges don’t cost ’em nothin’,
like ours do. Or their horses or grub.”

“That’s right. The government pays
for ’em. But we pay the government.”

“Anyhkow,” argued Young Hardesty,
cavalrymen get around and see things.”

“So does a coyote. Just what’s on your
mind?”

Young Hardesty felt mean. But he
looked Bedrock in the eye as he said,
“I was thinking of going over to Fort
Apache. What I mean, tomorrow morn-
ing.”

Bedrock seemed quite unruffled.
“You're only sixteen, which is a mite
young for a cavalryman. Go ahead and
try ’em, son. If you should change your
mind, Tll be here when you get back.”

“Thanks,” said Young Hardesty, not
knowing what else to say.

Early the following morning, mounted
on his cow pony and with a generous
supply of prowisions in the saddle pock-
ets, Young Hardesty rode up the hill-
side trail back of the mine. He glanced
back. Out on the mine flat stood Bed-
rock, his bald head and his great white
beard.gleaming in the morning sun. He
waved.

Young Hardesty swallowed a lump in
his throat.

Arriving at the crest of the range,
Young Hardesty grew more cheerful. He
was a free bird. He had grub in the sad-
dle bags. his old Sharp’s rifle, a rope,

slicker, a good horse, and five dollars in
his pocket. He felt decidedly up and
coming. He saw himself in blue pants
with yellow stripes, polished boots and
spurs—a frontier cavalryman, sudden
death to marauding Indians. When he
went to town and bellied up to the bar it
sure would be hell among the yearlings.

Toward noon, while crossing one of
the high meadows of the range, he came
upon a small tent near the edge of the
timber. Near the tent two horses grazed
the length of their stake ropes. Apaches
didn’t use tents, nor did cowhands. There
avere no cattle or sheep up there.

In answer to Young Hardesty’s halloo
a stocky, black-haired man appeared. He
had strange blue eyes, a thick mous-
tache, a strong neck. He looked exceed-
ingly solid. Young Hardesty curled a
cigarette and offered the stranger the
sack and papers.

The stocky man eyed Young Hard-
esty's rifle. “Deer?”

“Nope. Fort Apache.”

The tent flap was tied back. Young
Hardesty saw a tall, gaunt man stretched
out on a blanket.

“My pardner,” explained the stocky
man. “He’s hurt inside. Horse rolled on
him.”

The injured man tried to speak. He
raised his head, writhed and vemited
blood.

“I can’t move him and I can’t leave
him,” said the stocky man. “Puts me
kind of up a tree.”

Young Hardesty at once volunteered
to fetch the Fort Apache surgeon back
with him. This meant riding until mid-
night or later to reach the Fort. But he
didr’t mind that, or the return journey.
It was simply a case of lending a hand
when someone was badly in need of help.

IT was long past midnight
when Young Hardesty reached
Fort Apache. Routed out of
bed, the surgeon told him he
could not leave just then. as he had some
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pretty sick cavalrymen on his hands.
Young Hardesty was surprised that cav-
alrymen ever got down and out. He had
visioned them as always up and coming,
like himself. Finally he proffered his five
dollars as a guarantee of good faith. The
post surgeon smiled and shook his head.

Young Hardesty was made comfort-
able for the night. His horse was cared
for. After breakfast an officer questioned
him about the two men camped on the
mesa. Some cavalry horses had been stol-
en. Young Hardesty assured the officer
that the two horses he had seen near the
lone tent did not bear the government
brand.

He had made the long journey from
the mine for the sole purpose of joining
up with the cavalry. But what he saw of
cavalry routine wasn’t any too encour-
aging. When not chasing Indians cav-
alrymen were simply day laborers, clean-
ing out stalls, packing water. and doing
considerable pick and shovel work.
Young ITardesty’s ambition to become a
soldier cooled. He would think it over.
Meanwhile the men on the mesa would
be waiting, depending on him to fetch
the doctor. The doctor couldn’t come.
There was nothing for it but to ride back
and report his failure. Early that morn-
ing he set out on his return journey.

e was in the high country, riding
along the rim of Dry Cafion, when he saw
several horses grazing in the cafion bot-
tom. They raised their heads, snorted
and dashed down the cafion. As he fol-
lowed along the rim above he saw that
the horses had been stopped by a heavy
fence. Dry Caifion boxed at its northern
end. The horses were in a trap. Were the
two men on the mesa above wild horse
hunters or just plain horse thieves?

Farther along, the rim trail branched.
Young Hardesty put his horse down the
trail leading to the bottom. Here he
again surveyed the fence at close quar-
ters. It was made of heavy poles set
close, and had a pole gateway. Beyond
the fence two horses grazed quietly. A

peculiar expression flitted across Young
Hardesty’s face. The two herses bore the
government brand. They were far from
home.

That evening, when Young Hardesty
arrived at the tent on the mesa, he was
told that the injured man was dead. “I
reckon that settles it,” said Young Hard-
esty. “The doctor couldn’t come any-
how.”

“Step down and eat,” said the stocky
man.

“I’'m Joe Hardesty, Bedrock’s pard-
ner.”

“My name is Purdy. My pardner was
Steve Raingo.”

Young Hardesty had often heard of
Purdy and Steve Raingo, wild horse
hunters. While some folks said they did-
n’t always hunt wild horses, no one had
openly stated they were horse thieves.
Yet Young Hardesty could hardly be-
lieve that Purdy and Raingo would steal
cavalry mounts when there were so
many wild horses running the baek coun-
try. He gestured toward the tent. “Is he
in there?”

“No,” Purdy nodded toward a low pile
of rocks in a hollow between two trees.
“I didn’t have a shovel. Steve always
said that if he got his, I was to roll some
rocks over him and let it go at that.”

“T heard he was a top hand bustin’
brones.”

“Top hand. We was pardners for ten
years. Alittle,ornery cayusethat wouldn’t
fetch over fifteen dollars busted him.”

Young Hardesty gazed at the silent,
black haired Purdy. Purdy was a tough
hombre, all right. But Steve Raingo’s
death had hit him hard. More than that,
hunting and breaking wild horses wasn’t
a one-man job. Sitting with his back
against his saddle Young Hardesty drew
his sawed-off Sharp’s from the scabbard,
pretending to examine it.

“Over at the Fort,” he said, watch-
ing Purdy’s eyes, “them yella legs was
talkin’ about a couple of horses they
had lost.”
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“You're Old Man Bedrock’s boy, ain’t
you?”

“I’'m his pardner.”

“Well, put up your gun. Those caval-
ry mounts strayed and got to running
with the wild ones. They were in the last
bunch Steve and me corralled. When it
gets so tough I've got to lay my twine
on cavalry mounts, I’ll quit.”

Young Hardesty slid the Sharp’s back
into the scabbard. “I was kind of think-
ing of joining up with the cavalry.”

“What’s the matter with the mine? Is
it petering out?”

“Nope. But I was. It kind of gets a
fella, pushing a wheel-barrow and swing-
ing a pick all day. Anyhow, I was look-
ing for a change.”

In the silence of the shadowy uplands
Purdy rose and walked over to the pile
of rock in the timber. Tired and sleepy,
Young Hardesty lay down by the fire,
his head on his saddie. He could hear the
murmur of a voice. Purdy was talking
to his dead partner. Young Hardesty
shivered. He had heard that wild horse
hunters were queer.

% LOW morning sunlight was
= slanting hazily through the

~ ~ timber when Young Hardesty
== awoke. Purdy was getting
breakfast Young Hardesty washed and
came to the breakfast fire.

“I kind of give up my idea of joining
the cavalry,” he said, hoping that the
wild horse hunter would make seme sug-
gestion. But Purdy merely nodded.
“Dog’s life.”

“T bet huntmg wild horses amt no
dog’s life.”

“There ain’t much in it. But when you
get going at it, it’s kind of hard to take
on anything else.”

“Any of them horses in the cafion
broke?”

“Six of 'em. Eight of ’em ain’t even
smelled a rope yet.”

“You going to bust any of 'em today?”

“Mebby. But first I'm going to move

camp down to the bottom. Ever fork
a salty one?”

Young Hardesty wanted to say yes.
But the wild horse hunter was looking
him in the eye.

“No,” said Young Hardesty. “But I'm
sufferin’ to try.” He was disappointed
that the wild horse hunter did not take
him up. Even if he wasn’t a regular
bronc stomper, Young Hardesty thought
he could make himself useful. One thing
sure, he wasn’t going back to the mins
right away, even if he had to hunt up ¢
job somewhere. “My pony ain’t no reg-
ular pack horse,” he declared, as Purdy
began to take down the small tent. “But
you can pack most anything on him,
except a dead rattesnake. I tried that
once. My pony just went away and left
me.”

Purdy rolled the small supply of pro-
visions in a tarp, folded the tent and
roped the pack telling Young Hardesty
to chouse along down, and he would fol-
low with the ropes and rigs.

Young Hardesty anticipated an excit-
ing day as he led his horse down the
narrow cliff trail Purdy would begin
breaking horses. Eight of them hadn’t
even smelled a rope. Young Hardesty’s
enthusiasm cooled a bit. Raingo had
been an old hand at the game, and he
had get his.

Arrived at the cafion bottom, Young
Hardesty took off the pack. He worked
fast. He wanted to make a good impres-
sion, hoping that Purdy would say some- -
thing about a partnership.

Winding in and out among the boul-
ders of the cafion bottom came four cav-
alrymen, horses’ heads nodding, carbine
butts glinting in the morning sun. The
sergeant hailed him. “See any govern
ment horses around here, kid?”

“No. Did you?”

The troopers rode up to the fence and
let down the gate pole. Young Hardesty
could hear the thunder of hoofs. Other
cavalrymen were hazing Purdy’s horses
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down the cafion toward the open gate-
way.

“Hey!” cried Young Hardesty. “What
are you fellas doing? Them are Jim
Purdy’s horses.”

“Take it easy, kid,” said the sergeant.

The wild horses were coming like a
tornado. Evidently the cavalrymen
meant to stampede them and turn them
loose. Before Young Hardesty could re-
place the poles in the gateway the wild
horses burst through and surged on down
the cafion. The dust settled. A cavalry-
man rode up, leading the two govern-
ment horses that had been in Purdy’s
bunch. That was all right. But turning
Purdy’s stock loose wasn’t. Young Hard-
esty was mad clear through.

“Is Jim Purdy up on the mesa?” said
the sergeant.

“No.” Young Hardesty lied coolly.
‘“He went to town to pack in some grub.”

“Sure about that?”

“Just as sure as I am that you fellas
done turned his stock loose, you yella-
legged sons-of—”

The sergeant laughed, spoke to his
men. They swung back up the cafion,
leading the two government strays.

A few minutes later Purdy came down
from the mesa, leading Raingo’s horse
laden with the extra saddle, ropes and
odds and ends of camp equipment.

“Them dam’ cavalry turned your stock
loose,” cried Young Hardesty. “I tried to
stop ’em. But it was no use.” He had an-
ticipated an outburst of anger. But Pur-
dy was cool, almost too cool for a man
who had been robbed of several month’s
work. He stared at the open gateway,
shrugged. “Well, pardner, what do we do
next?”

Young Hardesty swelled with pride.
Jim Purdy had called him pardner.
Young Hardesty’s voice was unnatural-
ly deep. “Trail ’em and run ’em back
into the trap.”

“You ain’t expectin’ to spend Christ-
mas to home, are you?”

Young Hardesty laughed. He had left

Bedrock. He didn’t have any home. A
horse hunter’s camp was good enough
for him.

Purdy cached the tent and most of
the provisions. He packed a couple of
blankets and a supply of grub on Young
Hardesty’s bay.

“You can ride Steve’s horse.” he told
the boy. “He knows the game.”

No youth of his age was ever more
proud. He was riding Steve Raingo’s
horse, and Purdy had called him pard-
ner.

Down the cafion they trailed the flee-
ing band. By noon they determined that
the horses had swung west toward Pleas-
ant Valley, their old grazing ground. The
partners swung round the base of the
range and crossed a wide reach of semi-
desert country. Here the wild horses had
spread a little, nipping at the sparse
bunch grass as they traveled. Purdy had
hoped to head them back before they
reached Pleasant Valley. Aware that this
was now impossible, he headed for the
water hole at the valley’s northern end.
Sooner or later the band would have to
come to water. Young Hardesty took up
a hole in his belt. He was empty clear
to his boots. But he wouldn’t have
changed places with any cavalryman on
earth, even a colonel.

Along about sundown the partners ar-
rived at the waterhole in Pleasant Val-
ley. Young Hardesty was gathering
roots for the supper fire when he saw a
bunch of horses coming up from the
south. He dropped flat. Purdy, who had
made no effort to conceal himself, walked
over to where Young Hardesty lay.
“What’s the idea? Hurt yourself?”

“The horses!” whispered Young Hard-
esty.

“Coming to water. That’s all right.”

Young Hardesty got up, his face red.
He felt that he had slipped a notch in
Purdy’s estimation. Naturally Purdy
wanted the wild horses to see him, and
shy away from the water hole. The game
was to keep them away, force them to
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keep moving. Then they would head
back toward the nearest grass and water,
the Dry Cafion country.

To cover his embarrassment Young
Hardesty rustled firewood enough to last
two or three days. After supper he sand-
ed the skillet and scrubbed it until it
shone. ,

About midnight the wild horse band
made one more attempt to get to water.
Young Hardesty whooped and did an
original war dance. The band swerved
and began to travel toward the east.
Without a word Purdy saddled up and
started after them. Young Hardesty
stayed in camp. If Purdy had wanted
him he would have said so.

Daylight showed an empty wvalley.
Where was Purdy? Had the horses kept
on toward the high country and Dry
Cafion? Young Hardesty felt that the
next move was up to him.

After a hasty breakfast he packed the
camp stuff on his own herse and mount-
ed Raingo’s low-necked gray. As he rode
he read sign. The wild horses had been
traveling steadily east. Finally their
tracks swung south, but still farther
south were the tracks of a shod horse.
Purdy had anticipated them, held them
toward the mesas.

However, if the horses got into the
timber, there were other springs they
could reach. Purdy would need help.
Young Hardesty pressed his mount to a
swifter pace. Hour after hour he pound-
ed on, his gaze fixed on the tracks of the
wild horse band. Noon found him still
at it, with no thought of stopping to eat.
Close behind him came his bay pony,
carrying the light pack.

ALTHOUGH still far from
the timber country, the gray
horse began te swing away
from the tracks and head di-
rectly for the high mesas.
“This old soda biscuit knows a hell of
a lot more about the game than I do,”
commented Young Hardesty. He gave

the horse his head. At a low, easy lope
Raingo’s mount made for the timber.

Sunlight danced on the sparsely
brushed country. As the land began to
slope up, the gray settled to a steady
walk. A cool shadow rose before them.
The distant timber, like a low ridge of
brush, seemed to grow and expand.
Now Young Hardesty was riding within
the shade of tall trees. With sharpened
ears the gray stopped. Young Hardesty
heard the crash of horses breaking
through the brush. Hat pulled down,
heels in the gray’s ribs, he took after
them. Seven or eight wild horses, rocket-
ing out onto a wide mountain meadow,
were making for the opposite timber.
The original band had scattered. Where
was Purdy? And where were the rest of
the horses?

Young Hardesty left it to his mount.
The old gray straightened out after the
fleeing broomtails. The slant of sunlight
through the trees changed. Now horse
and rider were heading south, away from
Dry Cafion and the trap. They pounded
on, dodging moss-covered rock, jumping
fallen trees, but always progressing at a
steady lope. Young Hardesty hallooed.
The sound rolled and re-echoed through
the shadowy timber lands. But there
eame no answering halloo. A low branch
whipped his face. Leaning forward, he
surged on, broke from the timber and
found himself out on a grassy slope
which slanted toward the southern des-
ert.

Strung out far ahead ran the few wild
horses he had discovered. He tried to
head them, turn them back toward the
Dry Cafion country. But they were
traveling too fast. Presently the old gray
stopped of his own accord. East of the
fleeing band another bunch of horses ap-
peared. At their head ran a jet black
stallion. The two bands were converging.
Manes flickering, tails fanning in the
breeze, the small band melted into the
larger like water poured into water.
Young Hardesty was puzzled. There
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were now some twenty or thirty head in
the band. Purdy was nowhere in sight.

Again it was up to Young Hardesty.
Should he turn back and hunt up his
partner, or continue the chase? Even if
he were able to keep the broomtails from
water, he knew he could neither hold nor
handle them. But to quit with the wild
horses in sight was not in Young Hard-
esty’s book. He had set out to corral
them. He would do it if it took him the
rest of his life.

Again the old gray stopped. For the
first time he seemed undecided. Young
Hardesty jabbed him with his heels. The
gray swung into a lope.

“I’'m boss, from now on,” said Young
Hardesty. “I dunno where Purdy is, but
you and me—we’re up and coming.”

Young Hardesty had his Sharp’s rifle.
ammunition, matches, and behind him
came his bay pony, packing the small
supply of grub and blankets. He was or-
ganized. But what about Purdy?

“Jim Purdy will just naturally trail
me,” thought Young Hardesty, answer-
ing his own question. Ahead of him a
band of wild horses dusted down the
wide empty desert. They were getting
away from him. With a pack horse he
would never be able to head them. All
he could do was to follow and try to keep
them away from water until Jim Purdy
showed up.

“You're taking a vacation,” he told his
pack horse. as he stripped off the pack
and cached it, covering it with rocks.
Mounting the gray again, he turned the
bay pony loose. But the bay pony didn’t
like to be left. For a long time he fol-
lowed as Young Hardesty bored down
the desert after the distant band. Final-
ly the bay pony stopped, nickered, then
swerved off to graze on the sparse bunch
grass. Young Hardesty kept on. Beneath
a small monument of rocks were the
blankets and the remaining provisions.
Jim Purdy would find them and under-
stand.

The gray was gaining on the wild

horses. Tossing manes and tails showed
plainly above the brown wedge that
moved across the afternoon desert. The
old gray did not extend himself. He
knew that if he should draw too near,
the band would split up. And Young
Hardesty knew that it was easier to trail
and handle a big bunch of stock than a
smaller one. The pace of the fleeing
broomtails grew slower. The weaker ani-
mals were beginning to lag. Ahead, fol- .
lowing the black stallion, the stronger
horses had strung out. The wedge was
becoming elongated, rugged. The wild
horses had been without water for a con-
siderable time.

IT was long past noon. Young
Hardesty himself would have
been glad for an excuse to
stop and eat. He glanced back.
In the far distance his bay pony grazed.
Beyond the pony the timbered ranges
dwindled to mere hills. His horse was
now going at a walk. Presently the wild
horses bunched and increased their
speed. The old gray swung into a lope.
Young Hardesty began to appreciate
Steve Raingo’s mount. He also realized
that you didn’t run down and capture
wild horses in a burst of glory. You dog-
ged them. Why, some old timers actually
used to walk wild horses down. Went on
foot and walked them down. That,
Young Hardesty concluded, took guts.

Again the band ahead slowed. Young
Hardesty shrugged. “If I only had a stal-
lion along with me—what I mean, a stal-
lion I could handle, T'd just turn him
loose and there would be something do-
ing.” At the appearance of another stal-
lion. the black leading the band would
turn back and give battle to the intrud-
er. That would have been well enough.
had there been several horse hunters to
run down and rope out the animals they
fancied. As it was, Young Hardesty,
alone, was getting actually nowhere. He
was merely keeping the broomtails in
sight.
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With a farewell glance at the far hills
behind him, he took up another hole in
his belt and plugged on. The band was
tiring. So was his own mount. It was
now a case of walk, trot, lope a little,
and drop back to a walk. Toward sunset
the band, curving like a rope, swung to-
ward the west. Young Hardesty did not
know the country now, but he could
see a distant ridge of hills beneath the
low western sun. The wild Lorses were
making for some desert water hole, else
they would not have changed direction.

As the broomtails strung out across a
wide, sandy flat edging the low jumble
of broken rock at the base of the desert
range, Young Hardesty pulled up his
mount. To crowd the band now would
mean a breakup and a scattering. Young
Hardesty’s own mount stood with low-
ered head, his flanks heaving. He was
badly in need of water and rest. He was
not a young horse—but what a spirit!
Hour after hour he had followed the
broomtails, almost of his own will.

“One more flutter and we'll call it a
day.” So Young Hardesty addressed the
gray as the broomtails disappeared in a
shadowy defile. True to his training,
Raingo’s mount forgot his weariness.
Ears alert, up and coming, he struck
across the flat, sniffed at the tracks that
entered the defile and deliberately fol-
lowed them. The defile widened to a

bottle-shaped space of smooth sand

studded with occasional volecanic rock.
In a short while daylight would be gone.
Young Hardesty wanted to hasten on,
but wisely he let the old gray choose his
own gait.

On either side rose abrupt walls of
harsh, red rock. T.ava streaked the
sandy bottom. There was no grazing.
Neither the gray nor the broomtails
themselves could last long in that sec-
tion. Some fifteen minutes later Young
Hardesty arrived at a desert waterhole.
The white-crusted earth was heavily
tracked. vet there wasn’t a horse in
sight. The wild horses had watered and

gone on through the defile, probably
heading still farther south. As stout
hearted as he was, Young Hardesty felt
that the chase had been futile. He had
worn down a good mount, cached most
of his provisions far back in the desert,
and accomplished nothing. Although
tired, hungry and stiff from his long ride,
he did not think of his own condition.
If Purdy would only show up! But it
wouldn’t de to count on that.

The water was slick. Both horse and
rider drank sparingly. Young Hardesty
munched cold biscuits and bacon he had
salvaged from the pack. He offered the
gray a biscuit. The gray sniffed it,
chewed it, rolling back his upper lip as
if disgusted. But he did not refuse an-
other. So Young Hardesty shared bis-
cuit for biscuit with him. The gray was
not interested in bacon.

“Well, pardner,” said Young Hard-
esty, “what do we do next?”

The gray stood with forward ears, gaz-
ing past the water hole.

“Oh, I know they’ve done gone, just
as well as you de.” Young Hardesty
grinned. Yet the gray econtinued to keep
eyes and ears alert. The old soda biscuit
was seeing things. But Young Hardesty
reasoned that the gray was not that kind
of a horse. He was all business. If, at
the end of a hard day, Raingo’s mount
was still interested, it wouldn’t be a bad
idea to find out what interested him.
Young Hardesty mounted. A few min-
utes later, as he rode up a tufa-strewn
slope he saw what had awakened his
mount’s interest. The desert cafion had
again narrowed to a passage not over
five or six yards in width. Here the
ground began to slope rapidly downward
to a wide circular bhasin surrounded with
high, red reck walls. straight up, unscal-
able. Crowded at the farther side of the
basin stood the wild horses. Their heads
came up as they saw him. The black
stallion trumpeted his defiance.

“Knew we was after ’em,” commented
Young Hardesty. “so they kept crowd-
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ing on, when they wanted to swing back.
I got ’'em—and I ain’t got ’em. I wish to
hell Jim Purdy was here.”

But wishing wouldn’t get him any-
where. Young Hardesty got busy. He
gathered broken rock and built a wide
wall across the narrows. The ground

sloped rapidly down from the far side of-

the wall. No horse could jump it.

“Got ’em some more,” he said to him-
self. “But what am I going to do with
’em?” Hunting wild horses was not a
one-man job.

Dusk settled in the cafion. The band
of wild horses had become a blur. The
stars took shape, gleaming sharp-edged
in a deep blue sky. Fearing that the
gray might stray in search of grazing,
Young Hardesty neck-roped him. Too
tired to think, Purdy’s new partner lay
down and &t once feel asleep.

About midnight ke was roused by
slow, distinct hoeof beats. Without stop-
ping to reason ‘that Purdy could not
have trailed him after dark, he decided
that his partner was riding up the cafion.
When the gray nickered softly, Young
Hardesty was sure Purdy had arrived.
But the starlight disclosed only the dim
form of a riderless horse—Young Har-
desty’s own pony. The doggone old ter-
rapin had followed him after all. He
patted the bay pony as.it came up and
muzzled his shoulder.

Again Young Hardesty turned in. Side
by side the two horses stood dozing in
the starlight. If they could have rea-
soned. doubtless they would have agreed
that human beings do unaccountable
things.

Young Hardesty dreamed that Pur-
dy’s horse had slipped on the narrow
cliff trail leading into Dry Cafion. that
horse and rider lay among the rocks at
the bottom. down and done for.

With the dawn Young Hardesty felt
momentarily more cheerful. Stock had
to graze and folks had to eat. Carefully
he divided and shared the last of his bis-
cuits with the old gray. The bay pony,

who had grazed on his way to the cafion,
got none. The sky promised a hot day.
He couldn’t keep the broomtails pris-
oned till they starved to death. And his
own mounts would have to eat.

TO SIT still and wait was
hard. Young Hardesty curled
Ny cigarette after cigarette as he
sat on top of the rock barri-
cade and gazed at the imprisoned broom-
tails. Young mares and shaky-legged
colts, yearlings, old, barren mares milled
helplessly about the rock-walled enclo-
sure. Only the black stallion seemed up
and coming. Yet he wasted no strength
in futile milling, but stood as though
carved from sleek black rock, his pointed
ears toward the barricade, his full eye
white-rimmed and blazing. His attitude
was a challenge. To own such a mount!
To catch him, break him, ride him! Or—
Young Hardesty drew a deep breath—
get busted. Steve Raingo, an old hand,
got busted.

Young Hardesty was toying with an
idea. If he could rope out the black stal-
lion, throw him and saddle him, show
Purdy that he had guts enough to tackle
the job, why folks would begin to call
him Joe Hardesty—not Young Hardes-
ty, just as if he was a kid. Rope the
black, and ride him. No. It wouldn’t
be just that, but a lot more—fight him to
a finish. Then, maybe, ride him. Raingo’s
mount knew his business. He could put
a fellow alongside the black so he could
get a rope on him.

Taking down part of the barricade,
Young Hardesty led the gray through,
and replaced the loose rock.

“Pike’s Peak or bust,” he murmured
as he mounted. How many of those
vellow-legs at the Fort would tackle the
job? Shucks! They had to have their
mounts busted for them. Young Har-
desty saw himself astride a streak of
black lightning, spurring through space
while all the world cheered and shouted,
“Ride him, cowboy!” But Young Har-
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desty’s other self looked rather grim and
full of serious business.

As the gray plodded deliberately
across the sand of the rock-walled enclo-
sure, heading directly for the band, the
black stallion, instead of keeping to the
far side of the milling mares and colts,
laid his ears back and came straight for
his enemy. Young Hardesty had not an-
ticipated this. But, sensing battle, the
old gray became exceedingly alert, step-
ping daintily, with a reach and spring
new to his rider. Within seven or eight
yards of the gray the black stallion
stopped, his teeth bared and his head
weaving like a snake’s. Rope up and
swinging, Young Hardesty dug his heels
into the gray. The old horse leaped for-
ward. The black stallion charged. Side-
stepping like a weasel, the gray all but
unseated Young Hardesty. His loop
-sailed out, struck the black stallion on
the shoulder and slithered in the sand.

The gray was around and facing the
black as the latter again came for him.

With no time to build another loop,
Young Hardesty paid strict attention
to keep in the saddle. So swift was the
stallion’s charge that the gray barely es-
caped as the black stallion reared and
struck. Round the enclosure went the
gray, the stallion after him. Young Har-
desty managed to build another loop.
His leg brushed the cafion wall as the
gray dodged and ran at right angles to
the black stallion’s charge. Young Har-
desty swung his loop. The black was
again coming. This time Young Hardes-
ty forced his mount straight for the
stallion. The loop whistled. The stal-
lion tried to dodge. But the noose
looped his neck and drew taut.

Young Hardesty took a dally. The old
gray set back. The black stallion went
down, heels in the air and belly to the
sky. He fell hard. The gray continued
to set back on the rope. Suddenly the
black stallion’s legs went limp. Young
Hardesty thought the fall had broken
his neck.
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The stallion lay on its side, its flank
muscles twitching. Beyond, the wild
horses milled and dashed hither and
thither. The hot sun burned down into
the sandy pit. Young Hardesty dropped
from the gray and hogtied the helpless
stallion. Slowly he loosened the rope on
the stallion’s neck. With his first breath
the black stallion fought to get to his feet,
thrashing the sand in spite of the rope
burning his legs. Young Hardesty wiped
the sweat from his face.

With an audience, pride in achieve-
ment would have keyed him up to any
risk. But this was cold stuff. He was
alone. Never had he tried to ride a wild
one. Even had Jim Purdy been there
... But Purdy was to-hell-and-gone over
the ranges. Suppose the stallion pitched
him, kicked his brains out or rolled him
to death? He wondered if bronc stomp-
ers ever asked themselves these ques-
tions. If they did, nobody knew it. Could
he, single-handed, even begin to get a
saddle on the black stallion?

The black was down and hogtied. Sup-
pose he did manage to saddle him, and
then got pitched. The stallion would just
naturally roll the saddle to a pulp, or
rub it to shreds against the rock walls,
or. crazy mad, jump the barrier and take
off down the desert. Young Hardesty
decided that he couldn’t spend the rest
of his life thinking of possibilities. Better
do something.

“I’m going to ride that dam’ stallion
out of here, or walk.” Young Hardesty
gained assurance from the sound of his
voice. He stripped the saddle from the
gray. This meant there was nothing to
hold back on the rope that had choked
the stallion down.

But the black was hogtied and the
rope was still on his neck. To work the
cinch under him and screw the saddle
down would be a tough job, but Young
Hardesty had seen it done. If he only
had a hooked stick to pull the ring
through. But there was no brush in the
cafion. He might shove the cinch under
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the stallion with the muzzle of his
Sharp’s rifle. Even then the big job was
to run the latigo through the ring and
cinch down. Though tied, the stallion
would fight with his feet.

But the harder the prospect the more
determined Young Hardesty became. He
laid the saddle on the sand and labori-
ously shoved the cinch under him as the
black stallion weaved and tried to roll
When Young Hardesty slipped the long
latigo through the ring the stallion
struck backward with his forefeet.
Knuckles skinned and a welt on his-arm,
Young Hardesty finally managed to pull
the cinch up and make a tie.

Next he slipped the noose up the stal-
lion’s néck, took a turn round its nose,
endeavoring to make a rough and ready
hackamore. But the stallion shook the
loop off. As the stallion raised its head
and fought, Young Hardesty again
looped its neck; bracing his foot against
it, he cheked the black down. When he
saw that another few seconds would fin-
ish the stallion he eased up on the noose.
This time Young Hardesty was able to
fashion a hackamore before the all but
unconscious animal came to.

Sweat poured down Young Hardesty’s
face. His chest heaved. A fellow could
stop and rest once in a while when doing
pick and shovel work at the mine. But
this kind of a job didn’t allow for any
rest until it was finished.

When a bronc was down, you stood
astride of him and came up with him—
got your stirrups if you were lucky. But
the black stallion was hogtied. He
couldn’t come up till the rope was loosed.

“This ain’t going to be so good,” mut-
tered Young Hardesty, yet there was a
glint in his dark eyes that said he
wouldn’t quit this side of complete
disaster. To keep the neck rope tight
so that the stallion couldn’t roll was a
job in itself. To reach down and untie
his feet was lighting a short fuse to dy-
namite. Gritting his teeth, Young Har-
desty reached down and lighted the fuse.

p AS THE rope fell loose from
his feet the black stallion ex-
ploded. Young Hardesty spi-
raled up like a feather in a
gale. Somehow he was in the saddle, and
that was about all. The stallion hit the
sand, all four legs rigid. The jolt shook
Young Hardesty loose from the saddle,
but he got his seat again as the stallion
went into the air. The loose stirrups bat-
tered the stallion’s side, flew up and bat-
tered his rider.

Young Hardesty grabbed the hern,
laid back on the hackamore rope. The
black stallion reared—all but went over
backward. Thut was a close one! With
a squeal like a brake-shoe on a dewn-
grade freight, the stallion lunged, his
forelegs stiff, his heels to the sky. The
horn took Young Hardesty in the stom-
ach. He gasped. The world whirled
round him. With his free hand he clung
to the horn, clung with his legs to the
stallion’s heaving sides, caught his
breath and went wild himself.

This wasn’t a ride. It was a fight to
the finish. He swung and kicked the
stallion in the jaw as the black tried to
crush him against the cafion wall. Swerv-
ing, the stallion tore acress the sand,
pitching at every jump. With a final
lunge the black stallion stopped. Young
Hardesty barely saved himself from cat-
apulting aver the black’s head. Before
his rider knew what was happening the
stallion was down, trying to roll.

With all his strength Young Hardesty
heaved on the hackamore. The effort
was as nothing. Young Hardesty tried
to jump clear. But the stallion went
over. Young Hardesty felt as though a
mine tunnel had caved in on him. The
sun went out. Saddle empty, and drag-
ging the rope. the stallion tore round the
sandy basin, mares and colts leaping out
of his way.

Half buried in the loose sand, Young
Hardesty lay with his face to the sky.
A trickle of red ran from the corner
of his mouth. Young Hardesty was
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down and out. But somewhere in space
his spirit, astride of a streak of black
lightning, spurred on and on, to the won-
derment of a watching world.

About an hour later Jim Purdy. afoot,
a small pack on his back, stood peering

over the rock barricade. The day before,’

while running the broomtails in Dry
Caiion his horse had gone over the cliff
trail, and now lay at the bottom, its neck
broken. Purdy had kicked loose from
the stirrups, saving himself by a miracle.
On foot he had trailed the wild horses
into the southern desert, following the
tracks of Raingo’s mount and the bay
pack-pony. He found the blankets and
grub Young Hardesty had cached. When
dusk settled Purdy had made camp. Up
at dawn, he followed the tracks of the
band to the defile in the Bad Lands.

The wild horse hunter was quick to
spot the black stallion, now plunging to
rid himself of the saddle. Near the mid-
dle of the circular basin he saw a blur
on the sand. Shedding his pack, Purdy
made for Young Hardesty.

Young Hardesty himself didn’t like
being man-handled. He didn’t want to
be disturbed. But something insistent
kept feeling of his sore spots, poured
water on his face. Presently he saw blue
sky and a vague shape bending over him.

“Just what you been doin’?” said a
voice.

Of course it was Jim Purdy. Who else
would it be? Young Hardesty began to
recall recent happenings. ‘“Been riding
that there black tumblebug. Just now
I’m taking a rest.”

“Reckon you got shook up some. Can
you stand on your feet?”

It seemed that he could. until Purdy
let go of him. When Young Hardesty
promptly sat down. The cafion walls
went round too fast. It was more com-
fortable watching them from a sitting
posture.

Purdy helped him up and over to the
rock barricade.

“You set there a spell.” he said.

Taking the rope from his pack, Purdy
strode out across the basin. The wild
horses broke and ran in every direction.
Somehow the black stallion had got his
feet tangled in the dragging hackamore
rope. In a kind of dream Young Har-
desty saw Purdy walk up to the stal-
lion, swing a loop and noose him.

The black stallion was now down and
Purdy was working on him. Presently
the stallion came up. Purdy was in the
saddle. The stallion pitched, fought.
Purdy raked him with the spurs, deliber-
ately threw him and held him down.
Came up with him again. Beat him over
the head with the coiled rope. The hard-
er the stallion fought the faster Purdy
worked.

Young Hardesty forgot his sore ribs,
his skinned hands and knees and the
dull ache in his neck. This was no holi-
day cowhand showing off. Purdy was
the real thing—a master workman doing
a good job. Why he had chosen, at this
time, to ride the stallion to a finish,
Young Hardesty did not know. He was
doing it, in spite of the black’s terrific
lunges, sunfishing and stiff-legged jumps.

At last Purdy threw the black, tied
forelegs and hindlegs. Tied his head
short to his forelegs and let him lie.

“He can think it over a spell,” said the
wild horse hunter as he came up to
Young Hardesty. “Then I’ll give him
another whirl. Feel like eating?”

Young Hardesty didn’t, but he wanted
water. He wondered what Purdy in-
tended to do next. Purdy rested and
smoked. Briefly he told his partner how
he happened to be afoot. The wild horse
hunter seemed to be made of rawhide
and steel. Nothing daunted or discour-
aged him. They would, he said, camp
there that night. Next morning they
would push the wild horse band toward
the Dry Cafion country. Purdy figured
they could make it. The band was pretty
well starved down and would not be so
hard to handle.
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“Them mares with colts will need
water,” ventured Young Hardesty.

“But they don’t get it till we hit the
high country,” said Purdy.

Young Hardesty felt better with a
meal under his belt, but he was content
to keep in the shade while Purdy gave
the black stallion another whirl. This
time the stallion fought as fiercely as at
first. Finally Pardy let up on him.
Young Hardesty wondered if Purdy
could ever break the stallion, whether he
would make a gelding of him and use
him for his own mount. It was not easy
to get Purdy to talk.

Wild horse hunting held no romance
for Jim Purdy. It was business. With
dawn, a band of weary mares and colts
and gaunt yearlings drifted out of the
cafion, held from water by Purdy, while
Young Hardesty, bareback on his bay
pony, hazed thém on. They were leader-
less. The black stallion, worn down.
beaten half to death, neck roped short
up to the gray, now dogged along, his
eye sullen, his proud crest low. Purdy
didn’t seem to pay much attention to
him.

Young Hardesty never forgot that
ride. Sore from head to foot, half sick.
and utterly weary, he stuck to it through
sheer youthful pride. He could do noth-
ing else. But often enough, through
those long hours of hazing the wild horse
band across the desert, he thought of
Bedrock and the Mebbyso mine. One
thing cheered him. He had given the
black stallon a ride, even if he hadn’t
finished the job. Meanwhile there was
nothing to do but dog on. The high
country would look pretty good—grass
and water, and a chance to stretch out
and rest a spell.

TWO days later. the wild
' horses again coralled in Dry
Cafion, Purdy and his partner
sat at the breakfast fire. As
usual, the wild horse hunter had little
to say. Nothing seemed to interest him

but his work. He seldom spoke of what
he intended to do. But this morning
Young Hardesty could see that his part-
ner had something definite in mind. Ris-
ing, Purdy took up his old, worn saddle
with its low fork and cantle, and nodded
toward the pole fence across the cafion.

“Going to bust him?” Young Hardes-
ty had been waiting for this. He knew
that he himself couldn’t do it, but he
wanted to see Purdy make a good dog
out of the black stallion.

Purdy made no reply, simply saddled
the gray and rode into the trap. Young
Hardesty was keen to lend a hand. He
felt that the stallion was more or less
his own property.

Purdy rode through the gateway.
Young Hardesty shoved the heavy poles
back in place. Disgruntled because he
hadn’t been invited to help, he stood gaz-
ing up the cafion, occasionally kicking
the fence in impatience. He felt decided-
ly out of it. He forgot himself however,
as he heard the rush of the imprisoned
horses, the clatter of hoof on rock, the
shrill neigh of some frightened colt.
Down the cafion surged the band, the
black stallion in the lead. The band
would split at the fence and swing back
up the-cafion. As the frenzied animals
neared the fence they swerved, some to
the right, some to the left. But the black
stallion, eye white-rimmed, held straight
on. Behind him came Purdy, his rope
up and swinging.

Without a pause the black stallion
went into the air in a mighty effort to
clear the fence and run free. Young Har-
desty ducked and jumped aside. The
stallion’s front feet cleared the barrier,
but his hind legs struck. He fell back
kicking. When he came up Purdy’s rope
was on his neck. '

Purdy jerked him down, dragged him.
The stallion fought and struggled. Now
Purdy’s own mount was alongside the
fence. Purdy took a turn of his rope
round one of the huge gateway uprights.
Another turn and a hitch and the stal-
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lion was captive. But he fought on till
he dropped.

Young Hardesty gritted his teeth.
Purdy’s face was white and his eyes had
a strange, wild look. He seemed half
human, half animal as he cinched the
saddle on the black, deftly slipped the
hackamore in place. He stood astride
the fallen horse.

“Turn him loose,” he said in a low
tone.

Young Hardesty was only too willing.
The stallion was choking to death.

The stallion’s flanks heaved. His head
came up. In a flash he was on his feet
and fighting. Hot spurs seared him from
shoulder to flank. He threw himself in
a wild attempt to crush his rider. Coolly
Purdy held him down, the hackamore
cutting into his nose.

Little by little Purdy eased up. Again
the black stallion was on his feet and
plunging. That the cafion bottom was
strewn with boulders didn’t seem to mat-
ter to Purdy. The stallion went up and
over backward. Lightly Purdy left the
saddle, jumped to one side. The stal-
lion rolled and came up again, Purdy
astride him.

Young Hardesty had never seen any-
thing like this. Plainly it was not a
case of a man breaking a horse. It was
one wild beast trying to conquer or kill
another—the stallion battling in hot
fury, his rider calculating every move in
a cold rage. Young Hardesty’s heart
contracted. Purdy was beating the stal-
lion over the head with the coiled rope,
beating him over the eyes, blinding him.
Tough as he was Young Hardesty
couldn’t stand that.

“Hey!” he cried shrilly, “you’re killing
him!”

With a last desperate attempt to rid
himself of this torture, the black stal-
lion crashed into the fence, went down.
Young Hardesty expected to see Purdy
mangled beneath those flailing hoofs.
But Purdy had leaped clear. The black
stallion lay where he had fallen.

Stripping off saddle and hackamore,
Purdy neck-roped the stallion and tied
his head short to the fence. The wild
horse hunter’s eyes still gleamed in a
queer way.

“Let him lay,” he said. “Tomorrow
T’ll give him another whirl. T’ll bust him
or kill him.”

But the following morning Purdy said
he was going over to Fort Apache, that
he would be back in a day or two. Young
Hardesty was surprised, so surprised
that he asked Purdy why he was going.

“To lick the yella-legged sergeant
that turned my stock loose,” said Purdy
simply. And that was all.

Young Hardesty visioned a gun fight.
But Purdy took no gun with him.

Across from the camp, tied short to
the fence-timber lay the black stallion.
Purdy had said, “Let him lay.” Young
Hardesty had made no answer. Shortly
after Purdy had disappeared in the
brush at the top of the cafion trail,
Young Hardesty lowered the bars and
stepped into the trap. Swiftly he slipped
the rope from the gatepost and loosened
it.

Slowly the black stallion’s head came
up. His eyes were bruised, half closed.
His shoulders and flanks were striped
with red. As Young Hardesty gazed at
him he almost hated the wild horse
hunter. The stallion’s gaunt sides
heaved. He struggled up, stood with
lowered head.

Young Hardesty slipped the noose
from the captive’s neck. The stallion
stood as if bewildered.

“Get goin’,” said Young Hardesty.
“There’s nothing to stop you.”

Far up the cafion a horse nickered.
The black stallion raised his head. The
call of his kind had awakened him to
himself again. Proudly his crest arched.
With a neigh like the blast of a trumpet
he whirled, sped through the gateway
and down the winding water course.

“So long, Black Lightnin’” cried
Young Hardesty. The stallion always
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would be outlaw, but that didn’t mean
he had to be killed because of it.

THREE days later Purdy re-
turned, nodded to Young Har-
desty, and -staked the old gray

: out to grass. Silently the wild-
horse hunter came over to the fire and
poured himself a cup of coffee.

“Did you lick that sergeant?” queried
Young Hardesty.

“Licked him plenty. Now I reckon we
can go ahead and bust the rest of the
broomtails.”

“T been thinking,” said Young Har-
desty. “Wild horse hunting ain’t just
my game.”

“That black stallion kind of chill you,
mebby?”’

“Not any,” said Young Hardesty
easily. And as easily he invented an ex-
cuse for the stallion’s disappearance.
“Yesterday I give him a whirl, myself.
He pitched me and got loose. I reckon
he’s to hell and gone over the hill, by
now.”

“That’s too bad,” said Purdy. I was
figurin’ to bust him good and give him
to you.”

“That’s all right. I reckon I can lose
him without bitin’ my lip. Thanks just
the same. If it’s all right with you, I
figure I'll pull my freight. I'd kind of
like to see how Bedrock is making it.”

Purdy nodded. “You'd ’a’ made a
good hand. You got plenty guts. Tell
old Bedrock mebby I’ll chouse down to
the mine along about Christmas and
fetch aleng a wild turkey. I'll be camp-
ing in the foothills before snow flies.
And there’s plenty turkey down there.”

The wild-horse hunter rose and began
to climb the cafion trail. He said noth-
ing about where he was going.

That afternoon as Young Hardesty
rode across the mountain meadow where
he had first met Purdy, he saw the wild-
horse hunter seated with his back
against a pine, near the pile of rock that
covered Steve Raingo. Young Hardesty
waved, but Purdy, who seemed to be
talking to himself, did not seem to see
him.

CITY AND STATE

AROUND THE WORLD ON A DOLLAR BILL?

If you like to read of courage in the far places, of achievement under a
hundred flags, if yeu like the stories in this issue and want to make that kind
of reading a permanent fixture in your 1937 reading life—

Send a dollar bill with this coupon to ADVENTURE, 205 E. 42nd Street,
New York City, for a special eight-months subscription.

STREET .

The March issue is on sale February 10!7:
NOW 16 EXTRA PAGES—AT THE SAME PRICE!




T he
Tropic Maid

By Captain Frederick Moore

“Ship Tropic Maid is sold for junk, square-rigger sails no more,
Her skipper over seventy and he must come ashore.”

Aye, aye, Old Girl, Pm on the beach, the breaker’s yard your fate,
But never wife was more to man than my old ship for mate.

We’ve sail’d the seas, we’ve seen the world’s wide oceans’ distant
dawns,

You've shaken out your ensign to the Line’s last heaving lawns,

While I shall die as landsmen die when I should die at sea—

Your mainyard backed, your colors low, the lifting sun a-lee.

1 love you from your golden trucks to ancient sea-worn keel,
1} know you have your lady whims and take a tender wheel;
Oh, aye, we’ve had our little spats; you sometimes made me swear,
Rut more than once I’'ve sung for you when you refused to wear.

We've seen the savage Solomons rise up across the sky,

We’ve swung the Southern Cross astern to fetch the Dipper high;

You’ve breasted out through Sydney Heads with Hong Kong under
bows

But no more hands aboard for crew than what the law allows.

We’ll never more see China’s shore, nor hear the seal herds bark,
We’ll no more run our Easting down, ten fathoms by the mark;
No more we’ll hear the breakers on the sands at Diamond Head,
Nor Scotland’s hoot off Sandy Hook when running by the lead.

Where the ghostly ice cathedrals drift down the Labrador,

Where tongue of ocean hurricanes swing for the Cuban shore,

Where Hatt’ras shows her hungry teeth to gale-lash’d wind’ard
craft

We flirted with disaster, while at death we often laugh’d.

We’re done with Tonga Island reefs, Bligh’s Entrance to the Bight,
We’'ll no more see von Luckner pass because he shows a light;
No nights when raiders seek for us to blast us from the seas—
Old Girl, Time’s tide has turned for us and we must take our ease.



We've loitered down the gentle lanes where Leeward Islands laze,
We’ve seen the sperm whales romping in Alaskan silver haze,
We’ve seen the wondrous pictures that are painted by the Lord,
Tall ships and men and stars and storms that move by His accord.

I've had you hauled in Kowloon Yard—the job ten thousand taels,
New copper at your forefoot that last voyage out of Wales;

You earned the silver that I spent, you wore your rags with style,
I never asked a cable’s length but what you gave a mile.

You mind the time you touch’d the mud in Yokohama Bay?

I wrung my heart to float you but you had to have your way;

You lifted to the morning flood, you shook your stern to Jap—
- You sweet old witch, you beat ’em when they had us in a trap!

From1 Hakodate’s temples to the roaring off the Horn,

Three thousand miles of track-chart where the gray typhoon is
born;

Downpatrick Head for Celebes—with Irish bucko mate,

You shed a jib, you lost a spar, but never you were late.

We trick’d the low Aleutians, Great Circle to Canton,

We rotted in the blazing calms that sleep along Luzon,

Your bell to count the watches with contented tuneful chime—
But lose thst final fatal fight with scythe of Father Time.

From the cloud on Table Mountain to Surabaya Strait,

From Java Head past Midway to the fog that’s off the Gate,
Colombo toward Gibraltar, the Cornwall Coast, or Kent—

Old Girl, you never faltered—where I sent you, there you went!

I’ve coax’d you to the Channel Ports, the docks o’ Lisbon Town—
Yon hung in stays off *Frisco ’cause the pilot’s eyes were brown—
Old Tropic Maid, we part at last, your bell no more to sound—

To you, fair winds and silken sails—~we may meet Outward Bound.
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This was murder . ..

BONES
ON

N
MONKEY SHOALS \
by Richard Howells Watkins \m

z 13

RUTH, restless fugitive from the

humdrum tramp ships, swung his
lean body from the rotting stringpiece of
the wharf to the varnished rail of his
small schooner Starlight.

His schooner! Be damned to the scur-
rying, smirking and contriving by which
men clung to their little places in the
world. His schooner! And he had a job
for her, a job with a hint of mystery to
it, that would keep her looking like a
lady for a bit longer. What more could
a man want?

Unchallenged he moved forward for

CAPTAIN NICHOLAS RED-

66

a look at the bow lines. Though the bril-
liant West Indian moon did not yet
beam down on the bowl-like harbor of
St. Thomas, he walked surely among
the schooner’s meticulous lines and gear
on deck.

The crew hatch was open. No sound
from below, not even a snore, indicated
the presence of his foremast hands, two
burly Virgin Islanders. Redruth frowned.
He was no man to brook such an in-
sult to his little ship as lateness on
a sailing night. He dropped into the
forecastle; the pipe berths held no occu-
pants. He moved aft, past the state-
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room and the galley into the main cabin.

One small electric light in the after
corner dimly illumined its bunks and
pivoted table. And on the floor, with a
bottle of St. Croix rum beside him,
sprawled the massive body of Starlight’s
mate, Bart Slocum. Ex-beachcomber, ex-
master mariner, ex-jailbird, the huge
man was completely out. His visored
cap still clung to the back of his grizzled
head.

Captain Redruth said nothing, but the
nostrils of his narrow, commanding beak
of a nose thinned ominously and blue
lightning flickered in his eyes.

At the moment steps, precise, unhur-
ried, sounded on deck. Down the com-
panionway came the man who had char-
tered Starlight at this time when Nick
Redruth badly needed inoney to keep
the schooner his and in commission.
Redruth snapped on another light.

Winthrop Ladd, a plump, genial man
with a startingly smooth and creamy
skin, paused at the foot of the steps,
his way impeded by the mate’s out-
stretched legs. A handsome man in his
early thirties, Ladd seemed even more
handsome as he arched his black eye-
brows in expressive surprise at the sight
of Slocum.

“Be with you in a minute,” Nick Red-
ruth said. Ile bent over Slocum, gripped
him under the armpits and dragged the
huge, inert bulk forward, into the mas-
ter’s stateroom. There he dropped the
man on the floor.

He started back to the main cabin,
frowned, stopped. bent over the mate
and pulled off his visored cap. No long
examination was needed. On the side of
Slocury’s head was a growing lump al-
ready the size of half a walnut.

Redruth nodded. “Slugged.”

He attempted no ministrations. Slo-
cum’s head was thick enough and he
recked of rum. He went aft again.

WINTHROP LADD had
cleared aside some of the suit-
cases and seabags on one of
the bunks and now was occu-
pied with a cigarette and silver lighter.

“T can help you handle her while Slo-
cum is blotto,” he said, with a brilliant,
white-toothed smile that had sudden
warmth and sympathy in it. “And so,
for that matter, can my three fellows.”

“They may have to bear a hand if we
sail tonight,” Redruth said crisply. “My
two islanders haven’t turned up.”

“We must sail tonight,” Ladd was em-
phatic; again there was that intimation
of a driven man in his manner. “It is
essential.”

“Slocum was cracked on the head.”
Starlight’s master stated abruptly. He
tapped the side of his knife-edged nose
and awaited the reaction of Winthrop
Ladd.

Ladd was interested but not startled.
“There’s been a fellow prowling around
the piers—a blob-nosed. slinky number
with black curly hair, but apparently a
white man. The mate mayv have sur-
prised him trying to rifle this stuff.”

He waved at his bags and boxes.

Redruth filled his pipe, slowly. He had
had two glimpses of the skulking spy
that Ladd described. On the second oc-
casion. that same afternoon, he had seen
the fellow on a street corner talking to
an older, much more respectable looking
man, a gentleman with gold-rimmed
glasses and an air of dignity. Redruth
nodded. His eyes bore steadily upon his
charterer.

Winthrop Ladd underwent his inspec-
tion with perfect equanimity. He had
poise, had Ladd, as well as looks and
breeding. And he was well known in the
easy-going clubs and hangouts of the
Antilles, from the sandy islands off the
Florida coast to the mountainous head-
lands of Venezuela. Air tour operator,
cruise director, land speculator and or-
ganizer of “scientific” expeditions to
amuse wealthy but bored yachting folk,
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Ladd’s various enterprises went well. A
strange fish with money and connec-
tions. And Nick, by some people’s reck-
oning, was a strange fish himself.

“Mr. Ladd,” said Nick Redruth, with
quiet politeness, “it’s only fair to tell
you that if anything queer, off-color or
illegal is ever done on board this schoon-
er I’'m the man that will be doing it.”

Ladd smiled.

“I can quite understand your unwill-
ingness to put your fine schooner in
jeopardy, Captain,” he said. “But I as-
sure you this is just a simple, honest sal-
vage operation. I have my own reasons
—good ones—for a certain amount of se-
crecy, but, as I have told you, our des-
tination is Monkey Shoals, to southward
of the island of St. Kitts, some hundred
and fifty miles from here.”

Captain Redruth shrugged his shoul-
ders.

“I’ve three hundred in prospect and I
need it badly,” he said curtly. “Star-
light’s yours, Mr. Ladd, with a limit of
fourteen days, if that’s the story. If it
isn’t—" His stabbing eyes were full of
bold challenge.

“That’s all there is to it, Captain,”
Winthrop Ladd assured him. “An easy
salvage job.”

Redruth turned toward the com-
panionway.

“Hands or no hands, we’ll get out of
here under motor as soon as Gurney and
your other men come aboard,” he said
briskly. “I’'ll vouch that Bart Slocum
will turn to by morning, anyhow.”

HAVING several peculiar in-
cidents on which to meditate,

Nick Redruth perversely re-
fused next morning to con-
sider any of them.

“Three hundred dollars cash is my an-
swer and to perdition with doubt!” he
muttered. “If Ladd takes me for a fool
that’s his trouble, not mine.”

With feet planted well apart on the

slanting deck he stood in the cockpit and
watched his little schooner go rushing
along on her dubious mission over a
tumbling, white-capped sea of the bluest
water that lies under the sun—the Car-
ibbean. The yacht’s bottom was clean
and freshly painted, a job just finished
with Redruth’s last dollars, and she
was doing nine knots or close to it. That
fresh northeast trade breeze on the little
ship’s beam would make a man forget
he was a damned, suffering and mortal
human being, Redruth reflected, cheer-
fully easing the jib sheet.

Having thus accounted for his inabil-
ity to worry, Nick Redruth glanced
around at the binnacle to see if she were
on her southeasterly course. She was.
For a diver, and a flat-faced, ugly look-
ing yegg of a diver at that, the man at
the wheel wasn’t a bad helmsman.

That tough face above the spokes re-
minded Captain Redruth rather forcibly
of the things he should be worrying
about: his vanished crew, his slugged
mate and a false ring to Winthrop Ladd.

If there wasn’t something malignantly
wrong with Winthrop Ladd and the
quick salvage job then he, Nick Red-
ruth, was no rebel against a boring life
but a neurasthenic maiden aunt.

“Three hundred dollars!” he repeated.
“Enough to keep Starlight in smart com-
mission for a couple of months. TI'll risk
plenty for that. But if Ladd has a game
in mind he’d better be good at it.”

A couple of massive, hairy hands
clamped themselves on the edges of the
companionway just then and pulled into
view the gigantic body of Bart Slocum.
Bart wiped sweat from his broad, de-
ceptively honest-looking face, now mot-
tled rather than ruddy. He looked at
Nick Redruth, to the luff of the main-
sail, to the diver at the wheel and to
windward, where the towering bulk of
Saba lifted sharply from the sea, hiding
its head in the trade clouds. As specific
a location as a street name and number
to Bart Slocum was that cone where
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Dutch subjects live happily at the bot-
tom of a sleeping crater.

“Jib halliard needs bowsing up, sir,”
Bart said quickly. He stepped over the
coaming of the cockpit and moved for-
ward. Nick Redruth followed him and
stood by the cleat as the mate swayed
on the halliard, which was already taut.
Bart’s eyes flicked at his silent master;
Nick Redruth’s face was quite as taut
as the halliard.

“I wasn’t drunk, Cap’n,” Bart Slocum
muttered with a cautious glance at the
bare deck. “That’s the funny part of it;
ye might say. Rum’s no more’n water
to me. Look at this!”

Screened from the helmsman by the
curve of the foresail, he lifted his visored
cap momentarily to reveal the lump still
bulging on the side of his head.

“In the line o’ duty, sir,” the mate in-
sisted, replacing his cap gingerly. “A bit
more an’ my conk would ha’ split.”

“How did it happen?” Nick asked
coolly.

“Well, sir, there's been a little zob
with 4 nose like a revolver butt an’ no
chin dodgin’ round the piers and alleys,
watching our charterer—”

“I’ve seen him,” Redruth interrupted,
with a keen glance aft. This was the
fellow Ladd had mentioned. “Make it
fast, Bart.”

“Well, last night after dark while you
were away I caught this squirt down in
the main cabin working on one o’ Ladd’s
suitcases—the big leather one. The dirty
little crook ran forrard, up the crew
hatch and onto the pier before I could
grab him.”

Redruth nodded.

“With that I go below, thinkin’ that if
the leather case is what the zob’s been
workin’ so hard for, it would be a smart
thing to—"

Barl coughed and with some anxiety
surveyed his commander’s lean coun-
tenance.

“To steal the contents,” Redruth fin-
ished crisply. “Damn you, Bart, I have

warned yvou before that this is an honest
ship!”

“Right, sir, and a good gag, too,” the
huge mate conceded humbly but with
complete disbelief. “I knew it might not
be smooth enough for you, sir.”

He swabbed more sweat off his face
against the pad made by his rolled shirt
sleeves. Then he spoke, earnestly:

“Call me a liar, sir, but what I saw in
that suitcase was a tin hox with a tight
fitting cover. And in that, wrapped in a
bunch of white rags I saw a bone—the
bone of a man’s leg, sir, and then a skull
and other bones with no meat on ’em.”

“Get aft and relieve White at the
wheel!” Redruth commanded sharply.

Bart Slocum hesitated, prepared to as-
sert the truth of his words. Then he saw
what Nick Redruth had seen, that Win-
throp Ladd had come up from below.

“T clapped on the lid but while T was
still bent over somebody clipped me,”
Bart said hastily. He jerked his hand
in a sort of salute and moved obediently
toward Davy White, the diver.

Nick Redruth stood still, tapping his
thin beak with a slender finger and sur-
veying the intricate pattern of shrouds
and halliards at the head of the fore-
mast.

Bart Slocum was, of course, a rascal.
His very job as mate had sprung out of
an ill-planned but hopeful attempt to
steal this schooner. But Nick felt that
Bart was loyal to Starlight and content
to sail in her. He trusted Bart within
limits. This yarn was hard to believe,
and yet it was an odd tale to come out
of a rum bottle.

WINTHROP LADD was
swaying forward on the weath-
er side of the deck, handling
his tall, well-fed body with
more than a mere landsman’s skill in the
quick motion of the yacht. Newly shav-
en, his creamy skin was aglow with
health. He greeted Redruth with his bril-
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liant smile, so full of warmth and good
nature.

“Your theory about that prowler try-
ing to ransack your luggage is correct,”
Redruth told him. “But apparently he
didn’t get far before my mate blundered
on him and was attacked. Anything
missing?”’

“Not a thing!” Ladd assured him
cheerfully. “And small loss if that dock
rat had gotten away wth any stuff, un-
less he’d pinched some of Davy White’s
diving gear.” He looked forward, at the
blue, white-curled seas. “Are we getting
along?”

Redruth nodded to a dark pile on the
port bow.

“Statia, St. Kitts and Nevis are there
all in a bunch,” he replied. “How long
the Britishers will hold us up at Basse
Terre for formalities I can’t say, but we
ought to be clear and on Monkey Shoals
a couple of hours before sunset, anyhow.
Or we can lie the night in the Basse
Terre Roads and start—"

“No; we’ll get onto our job today,”
Ladd broke in. “I don’t want to lose a
minute.”

Redruth assented and moved aft. Bart
Slocum, granite-knuckled fists clamped
on the wheel, stared questioningly at his
master, but Redruth ignored him. He
descended briskly into the main cabin.

From the port bunk Ted Gurney,
Ladd’s scrawny, narrow-jawed second in
command, stared at Redruth with eyes
deep-set in a face now rather greenish of
hue. Davy White, the diver, turned from
the galley further forward and Culp, the
hairy-chested fourth passenger, now act-
ing as cook, peered over White’s shoul-
der from under bulging brows.

Redruth bent to-lift a floorboard for
a look into the bilge. The schooner was
as tight as a drum; little more than a
half inch of water gurgled in her bottom.
He replaced the board, straightened up
and glanced around the littered cabin
with no pleasure in his eyes.

“You've enough equipment to raise

a barge and enough baggage to sink her
again,” he remarked curtly. He placed a
quick hand on the big leather case whose
contents Bart Slocum had described with
such awe. “What'’s in this bag?”

His gaze drilled Ted Gurney. The
man’s face grew greener than ever; there
was no doubt of that. And Culp’s eyes,
normally bulging, stuck further from his
head. Less perceptible was the uneasi-
ness on Davy White’s flat countenance.
The tension of imminent action tight-
ened the muggy air of the cabin.

“In there?” Gurney muttered. His lids
came down to curtain his pinpoint eyes.
“That’s—some stuff of the boss’s.”

“Why don’t you ask him?” Culp
snarled, baring his teeth. From fear his
mood had changed to open challenge in
an instant; Gurney was more guardedly
malignant.

“And what’s in that?” Redruth pur-
sued, pointing to a smaller bag.

The tension eased instantly.

“My things, Capt’n,” said Curley
softly. He turned his head to focus his
narrow-lidded stare on Culp and Culp
ducked out of sight into the galley.

“You should have chartered a liner,”
Redruth commented. He ascended the
companionway with his face stiff as a
mask to hide his thoughts. Bart Slocum
had been indulging in no peculiar case
of D.T.’s. A skull, the leg bone of a man,
other bones—What did that mean? Red-
ruth gave himself one guess and sup-
plied the answer. Trouble. To whom or
why he did not know. Just trouble.

Recourse to the authorities of the
British presidency of St. Christopher and
Nevis at Basse Terre he did not for a
moment consider. Nicholas Redruth was
master of the Starlight; he was respon-
sible for keeping order upon her and he
had a stiff-necked idea that he was cap-
able of doing so. And there was the mat-
ter of that three hundred dollars, the
mean little sum that meant all the dif-
ference between independence afloat and
indigence ashore. Nick Redruth would
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carry out his share of the compact aui
if Winthrop Ladd had other things in
mind—

“Keep her as she is,” he sa2id to Bart
Slocum, with a glance at the binnacle.

ALOFT on the foremast of
Starlight, with his feet planted
on the gafl of the foresail, Nick

% Redruth conned his schooner
late that afternoon. Winthrop Ladd had
opened up a bit. Redruth knew now
that he was looking for a seaplane—
Ladd’s seaplane, sunk six months before
on a passenger flight to Barbados.

On the very edge of soundings Star-
light surged along on a southerly course
with a bit of easting in it. From his sta-
tion aloft Nick Redruth looked down in-
to the transparent water. On his right
the bank shelved off sharply into the tur-
quoise blue of the sea. On his left the
sea was green. Thus abruptly do the
isles of the Caribbean, product of the
partnership of mighty volcanoes and
minute coral animals, emerge from the
depths. To northward and to eastward
the peaks of St. Kitts and Nevis tow-
ered into the trade clouds. They were a
barrier to windward that quieted the
sea.

Suddenly, ahead, Nick Redruth made
out a yellow expanse almost on the out-
er’edge of the green. Sand close to the
top of the water.

“Port a hair,” Redruth commanded.
“Steady!”

The Shoals were given four fathoms
least depth both on the chart and in the
West Indies Pilot. But in that clear
water the bottom looked within wading
distance. Redruth hailed the deck:

“Round her up and take the mains’l
off her!”

He glanced at the sun as the schooner
turned into the wind and lost way with
sails ashiver. In another hour the slant-
ing light rays would make the sea as
opaque as northern waters.

Under shortened canvas with the wind

ei the port quarter the schooner jog:;od
muie slowly along the edge of the Shoals. .
It was near the outer edge, according to
Winthrop Ladd, that his scaplane, with
pontoons smashed by a rough forced
landing, had sunk.

For an instant Redruth took his eyes
off the intricately beautiful coral masscs,
sea fans and sea plumes to survey the
deck. Bart, at the wheel, was attending
strictly to his job. Massed along the
weather side, forward, were Ladd, the
wizened Gurney, White, the hard, flat-
faced diver, and the belligerent Culp.
Whatever their business here they were
all tense with excitement.

The job that would take days or weeks
of weary dragging in deeper or dirtier
water should be a shorter one on this
small shoal spot, provided that no enter-
prising fisherman had already salvaged
wings, cabin and motor. The sea forest
was .not dense. Nevertheless the half
mile length of the shoal drifted past un-
der Redruth’s keen eyes without sight
of sunken wreckage.

Under his command they took fore-
sail, staysail and jib off her and started
the motor. This time in a bosun’s chair,
he resumed his high perch and directed
the schooner on a return course a couple
of hundred feet further eastward, actual-
ly on the bank. They had gone no more
than half the distance when his eyes sud-
denly discerned angles and straight
lengths to which masses of grass were
clinging. Coral’s many shapes are round-
ed; angular things are products of man.

“Throttle down!” he shouted. “Port a
bit—Hold her there! Were over some-
thing. White, drop that position buoy!”

The anchor, line and galvanized con-
ical buoy splashed into the sea. A wreck
was marked.

Rapidly Redruth descended to the
deck.

“Want to send the diver down?” he
asked briskly.

Ladd shook his head in immediate
decision.
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“No,” he said. “I want to grapple for
evidence that this is the seaplane.”

Half an hour later, after some ma-
neuvering, a grapnel they had dragged
across the position came up with a bit
of rotted, fine-woven fabric impaled on
one of the flukes.

Winthrop Ladd needed only one
glance at it.

“We’re there, Captain,” he said.
“Quick work! Can we anchor right over
this spot for the night? I'd like to make
an early start on this job in the morn-
ing.” Again, curiously enough, there was
a driven, urgent note in his voice. And
yet he had refused to send a diver down
while there was still light!

Captain Redruth looked at the west-
ern sky and consulted the barometer,
which, save for its diurnal rise, was
steady as a rock. Settled weather. The
bulk of St. Kitts and Nevis, to the north
and the east, cut off the seas kept rolling
on by the easterly trade wind.

“We can lie here, with one man stand-
ing anchor watch,” he decided. “Bart,
you’ll take the deck from ten to mid-
night. That lumpy skull of yours needs
a fair night’s rest. Gurney, White and
Culp will stand the other two hour
watches until six o’clock. Mr. Ladd, we
won’t need you; I'll keep an eye on the
weather and the watch during the
night.”

“That will be great,” said Ladd in-
stantly. “I think I'll sleep on deck.

He gripped Redruth’s arm in his
friendly fashion.

“Let me tell you now why I’ve had to
make this a hush-hush cruise, Captain,”
he said. “The truth is that I've had a
tip that some blasted surety company—
the Island and International—has reason
to suspect that there’s a passenger’s bag
in that wreckage holding something like
ninety thousand in cash and several
hundred thousand in negotiable bonds
stolen from a Havana bank. Of course I
didn’t kow I had wealth aboard when we
cracked. But if we get that bag first

they’ll pay me a tidy sum for its recov-
ery and glad to do it!”

He stopped for only a moment, with
a darkening face.

“And, Captain Redruth,” he added,
“T’ll also be able to clear my character
of some ugly insinuations if I can lay
my hands on that bag.”

He hit the top of the house with an
angry fist. “Some gossiping old goats in
Havana have been muttering that Ted
Gurney and I carried that bag ashore
with us after the crack-up,” he said
through his white teeth and laughed bit-
terly. “Gurney and I were lucky—
damned lucky—to get ashore with our
lives. If that fishing boat from Nevis
hadn’t been near us the sharks would
have—well, we two were picked up in
time, but the fishermen know we weren’t
swimming around with any treasure bags
in our teeth.”

With sudden candor he leaned nearer.

“It’s a long, unlikely chance that six
months’ immersion will have left much
of the cabin of the seaplane or any bags
in it,” he said. “But if luck should be
with us you’ll share it. And I’d like you
to take charge of any valuables recov-
ered till we make port. I don’t want to
touch the dirty stuff; it’s hurt me enough
already.”

“Right!” said Nick Redruth. “If that’s
what it’s all about we’ll have a fine hard
look in the morning.”

REDRUTH turned in early.
Though he often slept on deck,
this night he refused the blan-
dishments of the gentle, odor-
ous breeze off the wooded mounts and
sugar cane fields of St. Kitts. He gave
private orders to Bart Slocum to keep
his eyes open to what went on in the
schooner as well as around it. He also
told his big mate to call him without
noise at midnight. Just for a moment
he considered his .38 automatic. Then he
tossed it back into the locker in the
stateroom. Pistols cannot be worn with
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any hope of concealment under the light
clothes of the tropics. Neither Ladd nor
his men packed guns. He locked up his
and turned in with the key in his pocket.

With a seaman’s facility, he slept
soundly until Bart’s huge hand touched
his shoulder.

“Quiet night, an’ nobody stirring, sir,”
Bart reported in a flat whisper. Ladd’s
asleep in the cockpit; everybody else be-
low.”

“Right,” said Redruth, sliding to his
feet. “Turn out Gurney for his watch.”

A couple of minutes later Gurney was
up on deck. Redruth showed himself,
had a look around, exchanged a few
words with Ladd’s unprepossessing fol-
lower and then went below. But he did
not go back to his bunk.

He sat on the edge of an empty pipe
berth in the forecastle with his pipe unlit
between his teeth. His ears were alert
for any sound from deck; his brain tug-
ged and worried the mystery of Win-
throp Ladd, his gruesome baggage and
his concealed but strong desire to lie
the night here over the sunken wreckage
of his seaplane.

Nothing happened during Gurney’s
watch. At two the scrawny watchkeep-
er called Davy White, the diver. During
this change Redruth watched alertly.
The moon was rising, and he had need
for caution, with the deck bathed in
ghostly silver.

Again the murmur of voices came to
Redruth’s ears. Ladd was awake and
talking softly to White. They stopped
after only a few words. Of a sudden Red-
ruth ducked and moved out of the ob-
long of pallid light cast below by the
moon. Somebody was creeping forward.
A moment later Redruth, secure from
sight in the blackness, made out the
loom of Ladd’s thick figure. For a long
minute Ladd crouched by the crew
hatch, listening. Then he moved noise-
lessly aft.

Redruth thrust head and shoulders
through the hatch, listening quite as in-

tently as Ladd had done. He heard Gur-
ney, who had been below, join Ladd and
White. They were, all three of them, on
the port side of the cockpit. Dismissing
caution as more dangerous than bold-
ness, Redruth slipped out on deck;
shielded by furled sails and trunk cabin,
he made his way aft on the starboard
side as far as the mainmast. He had only
a vague view of the three, but the light
was good enough to tell him what they
were doing.

While Davy White looked on, Ladd
and Gurney opened a big suitcase. They
lifted out of it a gleaming tin box. Their
movements were tense and furtive. At
once, with care to prevent a splash, the
two men emptied the box into the sea.
The box, with holes punctured in it, was
set adrift in the current, to sink when it
would.

Next instant Gurney went below with
the empty suitcase.

Ladd exchanged half a dozen words
with White and then lay in the cockpit.
The diver lit his pipe and settled down
on a cushion. The event was over.

Redruth retreated. Below once more,
he tapped his lean nose severely. He did
not go on deck again until White’s watch
was over. Then, quietly but without
stealth, he took a turn aft, with his at-
tention more on the path of the moon
across the water than on the yawning
Culp. With moon and stars for guides he
needed no look at the compass to note
how the ship was lying to her anchor.

Ladd was asleep, moving a little rest-
lessly on the mattress he had brought up
from one of the bunks.

“A man feigning sleep would have
kept still,” Nick Redruth told himself.
He went below. Bart lifted his swollen,
shaggy head out of his bunk.

“Those bones you saw are on the bot-
tom,” Redruth told him softly.

“What’s it add up to?” the mate mut-
tered sleepily.

“We need more numbers before we



74 ADVENTURE

start adding,” Redruth replied and
turned in.

WITH the coming of that mild
and windless daybreak, Win-
throp Ladd was up and again

~  hot for action. He routed out
Gurney and White and sent Culp below
to cook breakfast for all hands. Then,
while they worked, he shaved the smooth
and creamy skin of his face with meticu-
lous care. Redruth, quite as carefully,
shaved below and put on a clean pair of
duck trousers.

Rapidly White’s diving gear, a rotary
air pump driven by a gas motor not
much larger than the yacht’s battery
charger, was rigzed. Before the sun was
two hours high White was climbing into
his patched canvas and rubber suit.
Culp, who acted as his tender, with much
coaching from White, clumsily fitted the
breastplate under the collar. Redruth,
with an eye on the weather, watched all
this with detachment.

“Take your time, White,” Winthrop
Ladd advised the diver as Culp lifted
the helmet. “Get that money, if it is
there.”

Davy White nodded. Five minutes
later, with motor barking and pump
humming, he was swung over the side
by block and tackle. Clutching the
buoy line, he opened the escape valve on
the side of his helmet and let himself
sink through the clear water. The rip-
ples on the sea and the stream of break-
ing bubbles distorted and made difficult
the view of him from above.

Redruth watched the bubbles and the
direction in which air hose and life line
led. Davy White was taking a turn
around the wreckage, going halfway
around and back on each side, so as not
to foul his lines in the tangle of broken
wings and fuselage. But Nick Redruth
made out, with eyes straining to the
limit despite his air of casual interest,
that White did not attempt to enter or
even look into the cabin of the seaplane

where, as Winthrop Ladd had said, the
bag containing money and securities was
located. Instead he moved away from
the wreckage a few feet. Redruth
glanced at the direction in which the
ship was now lying to her anchor. White
was walking toward the spot where the
bones had been dropped over the side
during the night.

A moment later Winthrop Ladd, lean-
ing over the side close to Culp's elbow,
gave a shout. .

“He’s found something!” Ladd cried,
pointing to the jerking life line between
Culp’s fingers. “Look! Five jerks! He’s
signaling for a bucket! Lower it!”

Not too convincingly Ted Gurney
joined in the indication of excitement.
His black eyes gleamed at Redruth.

They lowered a bucket on a line.
Tense seconds passed. Then White sig-
naled to hoist it. Winthrop Ladd him-
self pulled it up. The bucket broke the
surface. The men lining the rail of the
schooner stared down in silence. In the
big bucket lay the skull and several oth-
er bones of a man.

Redruth stood still, a statue of ironi-
cal attention.

Ladd set the bucket down on the deck
of Starlight with a thump. He said noth-
ing. He walked toward Redruth, with
an expressionless face, and drew him
further forward.

“White has found some of the bones
of poor Illworth,” he said. “Do you
think we had better bring them to St.
Kitts and report to the auhorities?”

“Who is Illworth?” Redruth inquired.

Ladd lifted his thick eyebrows.

“Didn’t I tell you that part of it?”
he asked. “Illworth was my mysterious
passenger, the Havana embezzler, the
man who brought the bag on board the
seaplane. Surely I mentioned that he
was killed in the crash?”

“You forgot that part of it,” Nick
Redruth said dryly.

He had stopped, in spite of Ladd’s
efforts to lead him into greater privacy
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forward of the foremast. He looked aft,
over Ladd’s robust shoulder. A move-
ment, small but somehow significant,
had taken place there by the pump and
motor where Gurney and Culp were
crouching. Nick Redruth had divined
rather than seen it.

For a moment Redruth’s quick brain
could not fathom just what had hap-
pened. Then he realized.

One of the two men had turned the
pump so that its air intake was close to
the exhaust port of the barking gasoline
motor. The hair prickled on Redruth’s
head. His face hardened.

Redruth knew a good deal about div-
ing jobs. The air that a diver gets
through a machine-driven pump is hot
and oily and tainted. It would be most
unlikely that the man below would not-
ice an occasional whiff of exhaust fumes
until the deadly carbon monoxide they
contained had made him drowsy and
half conscious. And after that he would
have no volition, no power to shut his
exhaust valve, inflate his suit and rise
to the surface. He would die surely and
quickly. This was murder in the guise
of convincing accident.

aft.

; E Like some plump, soft look-

ing men, Winthrop Ladd was very fast
and his brain was as fast as his body.
Further, he had been watching at that
instant for Redruth to see something
wrong. Having seen, Redruth could not
live.

Hardly had Redruth’s eyes and move
betrayed him than Ladd flung his solid,
powerful body at the master of Starlight.
With muscles bunched, Ladd’s shoulder
hit Redruth at the knees, as a blocker
in football takes out his man. He struck
the slighter form too low for Redruth’s
long arms to grip him.

A warning yell to Bart Slocum burst
from Redruth’s lungs even as he toppled

SIDESTEPPING Ladd, Red-
ruth swung around for a rush

toward the side of the ship. A landsman
must have fallen overboard. But Red-
ruth was a seaman and his fingers were
hooks. His left hand, sweeping the air,
caught one of the fore shrouds.

As he lurched out over the side there
drummed through Redruth’s mind the
thought that once he fell he would never
again feel Starlight’s planks under his
feet. That thought, more than the
thought of death itself, lent surging vig-
or to his body. Starlight!

Writhing, fighting the drag of gravity,
he jerked himself against the shroud.
His feet, in flexible, rope-soled sandals,
clawed a grip on the low rail.

His head, twisted aft an instant, let
his eyes flash over a dismaying sight—
the plunge into the sea of Bart Slocum,
taken unawares by Culp.

It was the merest glimpse. Redruth
had disaster nearer at hand.

As Ladd began scrambling to his feet
to finish the attack, Redruth bent and
fastened the lean fingers of his free hand
into the man’s neck. Backbone straight-
ening like a released spring, Redruth
dragged Ladd off balance and then, in
the same convulsive move, sent him
floundering into the water.

Redruth started aft on the run. Slo-
cum was churning in the sea alongside
with the hairy-chested Culp snarling
down at him.

Ted Gurney, black eyes malevolent,
turned alertly forward. In the face of
Redruth’s charge toward the cockpit he
slipped with the agility of a snake down
the companion ladder to the cabin.

Redruth knew what that meant. A
gun.

Culp leaped up on the cabin house
to meet Redruth. With bowed arms
dangling, hands half clenched and knees
bent, he waited a chance for a grip on
Redruth’s lean body. His thick lips
grinned in confidence. But Redruth’s
game was not wrestling with an ape.
He darted in, feinting wildly with his
left arm. His right was not so wild.
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Even as he { :ug himself into the men-
acing circie of Culp’s closing arms, his
knotted fi - exploded on the big Adam’s
appie (:at bulged In Culp’s throat.

" :e hairy thug went limp. As¢ he
sagged Eoedruth straight-armed him. He
toppled backward, hooked a heel into
the cabin slide and crashed down the
companionway onto the cabin floor, al-
most on Gurney. Redruth flung him-
self at the cabin slide, closed it and
the cabin double doors jerked shut. The
cabin roared and the wood of the slide
crackled and opened up as a bullet from
below drilled through. But Redruth, un-
hurt, jammed a steel marlinspike into
the staple on the doors and leaped back
as the door shook under the impact of
another chunk of lead. Both penned—
but for how long?

He heaved the diver’s air plump clear
of the hammering motor’s exhaust and
left that job to race forward toward the
open crew hatch. It was well that he
did. The tough mahogany was bored by
bullets again and again as, bending side-
ways, he made fast the lashlng that held
it down at sea.

“Come aboard, Bart!” he roared at
his floundering mate. A better aimed
chunk of lead, snarling past his head,
reminded him that the men below were
tamed for only a moment. He jumped
out on the bowsprit and with hearty
good will kicked Winthrop Ladd’s hands
loose from the anchor chain.

At once the man swam clear of the
schooner.

“T can wait!” Ladd taunted, treading
water. “Gurney will shoot your cabin
door to splinters. He’ll put enough lead
in you to keep you on the bottom. You
meddling fool, if you’d kept quiet—"

Again Redruth ran aft. But Bart Slo-
cum needed no help. Roaring threats,
he had pulled himself aboard by the
buoy line.

“Get going!” Redruth commanded.
“Haul up White!”

REDRUTH lifted the main

booin off the boom crutch,

slacked the topping lift and

let the heavy spar drop down
against the cabin slide. Both men penned
below were firing now, but they fired
blindly and without plan.

From the water close alongside the
boat Winthrop Ladd shouted out direc-
tions as to where to fire to get Redruth.
Redruth kept moving fast. He gave
Bart Slocum a hand at dragging White
aboard. The diver was able to raove.

“Get that helmet off him,” Redruth
commanded coolly. “And keep him out
of my way.”

He lifted the hatch in the cockpit floor
covering the narrow compartment hous-
ing the yacht’s small auxiliary motor
and placed it as an additional shield
against the companionway doors. The
motor compartment could not be en-
tered from below. With a big wrench
from the tool kit, dealing mighty blows,
he smashed the exhaust manifold.

“Blow off the doors!” Ladd shouted.
“Shoot off the hinges—the staple. Keep
shooting!”

Tiring of swimming against the un-
ceasing drag of the current, he retreated
again to the anchor chain.

Bart Slocum twisted off Davy White’s
helmet. The diver’s unbeautiful face was
as gray as a volcanic sand beach.

Redruth hailed Gurney and Culp. His
voice reached them through the ventil-
ating ducts connecting the motor com-
partment with the rest of the ship.

“In the cabin, there! I'm going to
gas you faster than you gassed White.
When youre ready to surrender stick
your guns through the after port hole,
starboard side. We’ll be watching.”

They answered with gunfire concen-
trated on the cabin’s double doors. Red-
ruth started the motor. The exhaust
ports, barked like cannon, pouring out
fire and blue smoke. Grimly Redruth
flung an awning over the motor hatch to
force the fumes back into the boat.
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“Give 'em hell!?” gasped Davy White.

Up forward, Winthrop Ladd hauled
himself half up onto the bowsprit and
lifted an appealing arm.

Promptly Redruth cut the motor and
picked up the boom crutch.

“Stay where you are, Ladd!” he
warned. “What d’you want?”

From the cabin the firing ceased.

“Captain, let’s both be reasonable,”
Ladd called urgently. “You’ll kill those
poor fellows below!”

“Do you think that’s news to me?”
Redruth inquired dryly. His anxious
eyes flicked at the splintered cabin doors.

“What're we waiting for?” growled
Slocum.

“I’ve been unfair, Captain,” Winthrop
Ladd admitted with fine frankness. “I
admit it. Now you can smoke up my
men, but not before they’ve cut holes in
your strakes. And they’ll kill you. This
is a stand-off. How about a deal? I've
deceived you, I admit.”

“Don’t be too sure you’ve deceived
me,” Redruth retorted. “I know well
now that you murdered this thief Ill-
worth somewhere, stole his loot, got rid
of his body and smashed up your sea-
plane here on Monkey Bank with a tale
of his death in the crash to cover it
all up.”

Ladd’s straight jaw sagged.

“That’s right, by God"’ cried Davy
White. He clawed at Redruth’s arm.
“Ladd hires me to bring up this guy
Illworth’s bones out o’ eight fathoms,
in St. James Bay, St. Thomas an’ then
pretend to find ’em in this seaplane
wreck. Just a gag to grab some coin off
an insurance company, he tells me. An’
when I do what he wants they try to
kill me on the bottom, the bloody—
They murdered that guy!”

Redruth assented grimly. The doors
wouldn’t stand much more lead. “This
spy—the blunt-nosed prowler that was
sneaking around at St. Thomas—he’s
a detective for that surety company, Mr.
Ladd?” he said. “They got suspicious

and started investigating, didn’t they?
And you thought to plant Illworth’s
bones in the seaplane wreckage where
you said he’d died, asserting that you'd
come here to try to find his bag of mon-
ey. I was to witness the recovery of
those bones for you. Is that what you
want to be frank about, Mr. Ladd?”
Winthrop Ladd suddenly forced his
smooth face into a brilliant smile.
“Yes,” he said. “I want to tell you
all that—and something more, Captain.
That ninety thousand of Illsworth’s is
hardly touched. I've got it, and the
bonds, in one of my bags, below.”

He nodded vigorously. “Half of it
will repay you for your trouble—and—
ah—danger. Trying to silence the diver
was a mistake, I agree. And I'm sorry
I had to slug you, Mr. Slocum, but you
seemed to me much too inquisitive when
I saw you bending over that suitcase
back in St. Thomas harbor.”

Bart Slocum growled in his throat.
“Well, is it a deal?” Ladd asked with

confidence. “We’ll cut you in, too,
White. All straight?”
For answer Nick Redruth’s foot

moved toward the motor starter button.
But before he could reach it a crash of
splintering wood came leaping to their
ears from the companionway. An ax had
knocked off the staple.

Through the shattered doors Culp’s
berserk face and hairy chest came
thrusting into view. He had a pistol in
one hand and a revolver in the other.
His eyes blinked in the sudden blaze
of the tropic sun as he swung his guns
to shoot.

“Ah!” sighed the drenched Bart Slo-
cum, almost prayerfully. His huge
hands held the boom crutch. Before
Culp could focus on a target Bart slung
the timber, battering ram style, against
his enemy’s heavy jaw.

With never a shot Culp flattened out
on the deck. Redruth, precise but swift,
scooped the automatic from Culp’s open-



78 ADVENTURE

ing fingers. He straightened up to con-
front Winthrop Ladd, charging aft.

“That will be all,” Starlight’s master
cried. Ladd stumbled to a halt. His
hands were in the air almost before Red-
ruth could level the pistol.

“Do I go below an’ haul out that other
rat?” Bart Slocum demanded hopefully.

From the after porthole, starboard
side, tumbled another revolver.

Ted Gurney’s croaking voice called
out to them. “Don’t shoot! I'm coming
up! It wasn’t I that killed Hllsworth—I
can prove that, Captain!”

“Prove it ashore,” said Nicholas Red-

ruth, as Gurney’s face and empty hands
came out of the companionway. “You’ve
raised Ned with my ship, you crawling
slugs, but if that loot is below the surety
company will gladly make that right.”

“Even a twister has to spill the truth
sometimes, Capt’n,” Bart Slocum assured
his master solemnly. “This might be the
time. Buried treasure—but buried in us,
hey? We'll collect! A hundred bucks a
bullet hole! We’'ll get a spare mains’l out
o’ this, if they aren’t lyin’ like—"

He plunged below. A triumphant roar
short seconds later announced that this
time Bart Slocum had pried open the
right bag.

TOUGH LITTLE STEAM SHOVEL

This member of the weasel family is noted for digging at extreme speed
and for being a terrific antagonist when cornered. German dachshunds were
bred to fight it and young dogs were trained on a badger which had all teeth, or
even the lower jaw, removed. Badger fighting declined because of its brutality and

the great havoc among the dogs. The American badger is much more carnivorous
than the European species and weighs from fourteen to eighteen pounds.

Ly~n~ Bogue Hunt



“She’ll blow in a min-
ute,” the Hood said.

SECOND PART
OF FIVE

THE COMANCHE KID

by E. B.

BEGIN HERE

44 HE WASN'T big—but he was

dynamite.”

That was Dallas Spain,
who rode alone into gold-mad Co-
manche, trailing the man who was ter-
rorizing the Shogun district—and who

MANN

brandished his missing father’s guns!
Spain was a name with bombshell
qualities in the Southwest at that time.
Angel Spain, the father of Dallas, had
been a grinning, reckless gun-fighter who
had killed his share of men. They had
made him a peace officer, and he had
spent ten years cleaning up the tough

79
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border towns. Ten years of obscurity as
a cattleman followed—and then a trag-
edy that shocked three states.

Two bodies had been found in an
arroyo five miles from Angel’s ranch.
They had been identified as two men
with whom Angel had been closing a
deal for the sale of his land holdings.
And now Angel Spain was missing with
the money—and a hooded bandit, who
carried Angel Spain’s guns, was riding
the owlhoot trail again!

Shortly after Dallas Spain had rid-
den into Comanche, the hooded bandit
struck again, this time shooting Man-
ning Doran, a rancher, and taking the
payroll.

Tt was the enmity of Brick Zimmer-
man, another rancher, which brought to

a climax the distrust of the town toward
the son of Angel Spain.

That, and something more. For Dal-
las Spain accused Zimmerman of being
in reality Jorgensen, who was supposed
to have been murdered by Spain’s father.
The inference was plain. If Zimmerman
were Jorgensen, then Angel Spain’s body
was found after the shooting at Spain’s
ranch—and another man, masquerading
as the dead man and using his guns,
had been the hooded bandit.

“Dad was a six-footer,” Dallas Spain
said. “So was Jorgensen. The body was
that of a big hombre with a one-gun
harness and a Colt gun in it. The gun
was Jorgensen’s, so the name they cut
on the headboard was Jorgensen.”

And then Dallas Spain showed an in-
credulous circle the bullet which was
taken from the murdered man’s body. It
was a Colt—a type of gun Angel Spain
had never used!

Who was the masked rider—the father
of Dallas Spain, or an impostor, mask-

ing his crimes behind the name of a man
he had killed?

CHAPTER VI
ROUND-UP

POE shooed us out of his office
after that, claiming that he
had other things to do than
talk to us. But he stopped us
at the door.

“Spain, how you bettin’ on the slug
Doc White is digging out of Doran?
Colt, or Smith & Wesson?”

“Smith & Wesson,” Spain said in-
stantly.

Poe grunted. “In which case I'll have
to hand Link Morgan’s Colt back to
him and apologize for suspectin’ him.”

Poe stood up then and came toward
us, grinning a little sheepishly. He halt-
ed, facing Spain, and held out his hand.

“Don’t you be sore at me, son,” he
said gently. “You come right down to
it, we’re both workin’ toward the same
result. T ain’t got a lot o’ what the books
call tact, maybe, but I mean well. You
just remember that.”

Spain grinned.

“You ain’t to blame for what you
heard,” he said. And they shook hands.

That handshake meant a lot to Poe.
It meant considerable to me, too. Seeing
how much it meant to Poe made me
surer than I'd ever been that I was
right in a decision I'd made a good while
ago; a decision never to tell Poe how
his own son had died.

It was past noon when Spain and I
stepped out of Poe’s office. There was
a crowd around the livery stable, of
course. Hank Johnson, who owned the
stable, was telling all about the shoot-
ing and I wondered how he knew so
much, since he hadn’t been there when
it happened. I heard afterward that
Hank was in a crap game in the back
room of a barber shop a couple of blocks
down the street and hadn’t even heard
the shots, but from the way he was hold-
ing forth you’d have thought he was
an eye witness at the very least.




THE COMANCHE KID 81

He stopped talking when he saw Spain
and me and came to meet us—figuring,
I suppose, on getting some additional
details. But Spain spoke first. He want-
ed a man, he said, to fetch his white
gelding from in front of the Paystreak.
He wanted the horse groomed and wat-
ered and fed. and he was specific about
how it should be done. He’d be back
later, he said, and if things weren’t to
suit him he'd find another barn.

It was just then that Hank’s boy,
Freck, let out a yell and came hell-
bent around the corner of the barn. He
was waving something over his head and
it didn’t take any second look for me
to tell what it was. It was a piece of
black cloth, like a sack with holes in it,
and not a man in Comanche but what
had heard that thing described often
enough to recognize it as the black hood
that had given our local bandit his name.

Hank Johnson grabbed his kid by the
arm and shook him and started shooting
questions at him, but it wasn’t until
Spain waved Johnson off and squatted
down and made the boy look at him and
started talking gentle to him that we
got anything out of Freck that was in-
telligible.

Hank had left Freck in charge of the
stable, it seemed, while Hank went down
to get his hair cut. But Hank hadn’t
come back, and some boys had asked
Freck to go with them to sece a coyote
pup someone had caught, and Freck had
gone. It was only to be a minute, he
said, but it turned out to be longer,
and so Freck had missed the hold-up.
If it hadn’t been for the coyote pup he’d
have been right there when it happened.
You could tell that he was heart-broken
about it. But finding the hood was the
next best thing, maybe. He’d found it
tucked down in an old tin can in a
pile of junk beside the barn.

“I thought how I'd do if I was him,”
Freck said, meaning the bandit, “and
he’d have to duck around the barn,

wouldn’t he, so’s nobody’d see him? I
did just that and I found his tracks.”

Maybe they weren’t the “bandit’s
tracks, but they were tracks, anyway,
and they might have been his. So Freck
followed them, and he found where who-
ever had madec .the tracks had stopped
beside the junk pile. He couldn’t figure
that out for a while; but finally he no-
ticed a can that looked damp, like it
had been turned over just lately, so he
picked it up and there was the hood.
He hadn’t realized what it was at first,
but he’d pulled it out to look at it and,
when he saw the holes in it, he’d yelled.

Hank Johnson started edging away be-
fore the kid had finished talking, and I
saw Spain watching him. When Freck
got to the part about the can, Hank
turned away. Spain called him back.

“Just where,” he said, “do you think
you’re going?”

“To tell Poe,” Hank said, and Spain
nodded.

“Well, suppose you just let Freckles,
here, tell Poe. He found the thing,
didn’t he?”

Spain nodded at him and grinned
and Freck grinned back and gulped, and
ran. I knew right then that if Dal Spain
ever wanted a man killed, or needed a
friend, all he’d have to do would be to
call on Freck: And I was right. The
way it turned out, that freckle-faced kid
was a friend worth having, too.

THE gang around us fairly
bristled with questions, know-
ing we’d been among the first

- on the scene of the hold-up
and had been with Poe since, but Spain
pushed through and I followed him. As
soon as we had cleared the crowd Spain
turned to me.

“And now,” he said, “I'd like to meet
this Swede Olsen.”

So we went to the Paystreak. I knew
Olsen, and I knew if he’d been drunk last
night, as he’d told Pee he was, he’d be
drinking gin this morning to clear his
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head. He was, and there was a crowd
around him. Swede was a jovial cuss and
free with his money, besides having a
Scandinavian twist to his speech that
was amusing, and people liked him.

Spain walked up to the bar near where
Olsen was standing and Lefty Sullivan
grinned at him. “What'll it be?”

Spain said, “I'd like a lemonade.”

He turned a little as he spoke and I
saw his eyes catch Olsen’s face. He'd
spoken through a little pause, so Olsen
heard him, all right. Swede turned to
look at him.

Sullivan said, “You mean it, this
time? Or is that your pet name for
Bourbon?”

“I mean it,” Spain said.

Swede Olsen laughed.

“By gar!” he said. “I don’t know you,
I t’ank, but you ban one smart faller.
If I drink lemonade like you my head
don’t ache this mornin’, eh? Lefty, you
make one lemonade for me, too. I see
maybe I like him better as gin.”

Spain did not smile.

“My name is Spain,” he said softly.
“Dallas Spain.”

“Dallas Spain, eh?” Olsen repeated it
to make sure. He grinned. “Me, I'm
Swede Olsen. We shake hands, eh?”

They shook hands solemnly. Lefty set
the lemonades in front of them. Spain
lifted his and looked at me. I shook my
head. Lemonades weren’t on my list,
and I seldom drink liquor till after sun-
down, if at all. Spain glanced at Olsen
and said, “Here’s how.” He drank. Ol-
sen tasted his and his homely face puck-
ered up. But he downed the drink.
Spain tossed a dollar on the bar.

“Glad to’ve met you, Olsen,” he said.
And turned away.

Maybe the name Spain didn’t mean
anything to Olsen, but it meant plenty
to some of the others there at the bar.
We left a silence behind us you could
have cut with a knife. Spain didn’t seern
to notice it. He walked back to a table

in the rear of the room and sat down,
and I took a chair facing him.

There was a deck of cards on the table
and Spain reached for it.

“Canfield,” he said. “T'll pay you fifty-
two cents for the deck, you pay me a
nickel for every card I turn up. Right?”

I nodded. It’s a sucker’s game, with
all the odds against the player; but be-
fore I was done with it I was glad Spain
hadn’t been playing for dollars. He had
the devil’s own luck. I owed him better
than three dollars in less than an hour.

He was halfway through the deck the
first time before he said anything. Bul
then he started shooting questions at
me.

“How long has Zimmerman been
here?” was the first one.

“Nine months or so,” I said.

Spain nodded. He dealt himself a red
ace, played the deuce, trey, four and five
on it and grinned at me.

“There’s two-bits you owe me,” he
said pleasantly. “What does he do for
a living?”

“Zimmerman? Hell. Brick don’t have
to work. He owns the Glory Hole mine.
It ain’t a big mine, but it’s rich. High-
grade stuff, all of it. That’s where it
got its name. You know what a glory-
hole is, don’t you?”

Spain nodded. A glory-hole is the pot
of gold every prospector dreams of find-
ing; a fault in the bed of some ancient
stream-bed where dust and nuggets,
washed down from outcropping ore up-
stream, has collected maybe for cen-
turies.

Spain played a dozen cards before he
spoke again.

“Discovery, or purchase?” he asked.

I thought I saw what he was driving
at, so I took a little time before I an-
swered. “Brick bought the claim, I
think. Soon after he hit town.”

If T hadn’t told him somebody else
would.

Spain nodded again. “Know what he
paid for it?”
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“Twenty-odd thousand, I think. He
got it cheap. Fellow that owned it first
thought it was played out. they say.
There was a bed of high-grade, and then
six or eight feet of nothing,  and then
a bigger bed below. The first pocket was
running thin when Zimmernian bought
it. He kept digging, and struck it rich.”

Spain was shuffling the cards for an-
other Canfield layout now and I saw
a flicker in his eyes.

“So Zimmerman had a wad of cash
when he hit town, eh?” he said thought-
fully.

- “Why not? Brick is a gambler, and a
damned good one. And he knew he
was coming to a gold-strike town. Why
wouldn’t he come heeled?”

“Why not?” Spain said. He was lay-
ing his cards down now, stacking them
in neat piles, not hurrying. “Dad was
asking fourteen thousand dollars for his
ranch,” he said slowly. ‘“Twice that is
twenty-eight thousand.”

T laughed at him. “I paid twentyv-odd
thousand for this place,” I said. “You
aint suspectin’ that I was spending that
Jorgensen-Riley money, are you?”

“No,” Spaim said. “No, I ain’t sus-
pectin’ that. Are Zimmerman and Olsen
—friends?”

I frowned. “No more than you and
Olsen are, I reckon. They’ve met, that’s
all. Hell, Spain! Seems like to me you’ve
got a one-track mind. Why pick on Zim-
merman? Maybe his alibi for this Doran
shooting ain’t perfect, but I can find you
a couple of huudred other men in this
town who can’t prove where they were
when those shots were fired, either. How
could Zimmerman have known that
Doran had that monev on him, or even
that he was in town?”

I stopped to watch Spain play a string
of cards. If he got a black seven now
he’d run out.

“Anyway,” 1 said, “if T get what
you’re drivin’ at, you think Brick is this
hooded bandit, and that won’t jell. How
vou goin’ to get around the fact that

Brick was playing poker here all last
night, while The Hood was stickin’ up
that railway station in Lyman Junc-
tion?”

THE next card Spain turned
was the seven of clubs. He
grinned, pleased as a kid, and
winked at me. But he didn't
answer. I knew he had things up his
sleeve, and it made me mad the way he
could drag talk out of me without put-
ting out anything in return.

“Another thing,” I said. “You seemed
right interested in learning that Zim-
merman hit Comanche soon after that
Jorgensen-Riley business. Well, plenty
of other men hit Comanche about that
time, too—Ilots of ’em with a damn sight
more than twenty-odd thousand in their
jeans. The gold-strike here was just less
than a year ago, remember, and that’s
what brought most of the present popu-
lation here. All of it, you might say;
except George Poe, and me, and Man-
ning Doran, and a few of the cattlemen.”

Spain nodded. “And Olsen?”

“Olsen’s been here longer than that.
But—" I couldn’t resist baiting him a
little. “Olsen runs a one-man spread—
at least it’s been a one-man spread up
to now—and it’s away back in the hills,
away from everybody. Olsen could slip
off for a week or two and nobody’d ever
miss him, likely . . . To pose as Jorgen-
sen, I mean.”

Spain took it all in seeming serious-
ness.

“Thanks,” he said. “I’ll sure remem-
ber that.”

But I knew that down underneath his
seeming seriousness, he was laughing at
me.

I said, “Oh, go to hell! You ain’t in-
terested in Olsen, and I know it. But
you've got just as much reason for sus-
pectin’ Olsen as you've got for suspect-
in’ Zimmerman, at that. Why don’t you
admit it?*

“My, my!” Spain said. “You’re sure
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a loyal friend of Zimmerman’s, ain’t you,
Mac? Defendin’ him and all—”

I shut up then. I knew he knew I
didn’t like Brick Zimmerman, and that
I wasn’t necessarily defending him. But
I was burning up with curiosity and
Spain knew it and didn’t intend to give
me any salve for it. He’d milked me
dry, or nearly so, and hadn’t told me
anything. It made me sore, and yet I
couldn’t help admiring him.

And he had called me Mac.

He was a younger man than I was,
and all that; but having him call me
Mac pleased me. I was pretty sure he
wouldn’t have done it unless he liked
me, and I wanted him to like me.

Poe came in then. He spoke to some of
the boys at the bar, and then came on
back to us. He scowled at Spain.

“Doc got the slug,” he said.

Spain looked up, waiting.

“You lose,” Poe said. This slug came
out of a Colt gun. It’s got the narrow
grooves slantin’ from right to left, just
like you showed me. It’s hardly bat-
tered up at all. There’s no mistakin’ it.”

Spain whistled softly.

“So you’re arresting Morgan,” he said
slowly.

Poe shook his head. “That’s what I
ought to do, maybe. But I ain’t doin’ it.
Not now, at least. You see, Doc says
there’s a chance that Manning may pull
out of this. At least enough to do some
talkin’. I'd feel like a fool, wouldn’t I,
if I arrested Link and then Manning
came to and told me something that
proved Link didn’t do it? That’s partly
why I came to see you two. Link don’t
know that I suspect him, and neither
does anybody else know it but-you. I
don’t want him to know.”

He paused and looked half-angrily at
Spain.

“I don’t know why I opened up like
I did, anyway, and you a stranger,” he
said.

Spain grinned.

“I’ve got an honest face,” he said.

“It’s all right, Poe. I won’t do any talk-
ing.”

Joe grunted. “Play your red jack on
the black queen. Sorry! It makes me
sore as hell to have anybody tell me how
to play solitaire, and here I am doin’
it! Just what d’you suppose made Zim-
merman take such a sudden and violent
dislike to you? Or do you know?”

“Maybe,” Spain said slowly, “it was
because he heard me order lemonade.”

He said it jokingly, yet something
clicked inside my brain. He’d ordered
lemonade, too, when he shouldered up
to the bar beside Swede Olsen. Yet he
wasn’t a teetotaler. He’d drunk Bour-
bon, I remembered. after his fight with
Zimmerman.

It meant something; I was sure of
that. But what?

Spain simply played the red jack on
the black queen and said nothing. Poe
shot a sidelong glance at him and
frowned. but he didn’t ask any ques-
tions. Neither did I. It didn’t get you
anywhere to question Spain. I'd found
that out.

CHAPTER VII

ARMED TRUCE

, 1T was three days after that
7 before Manning Doran came
out of the deathly stupor of
w? his wound sufficiently to talk
to us, and it was during those three days
that I had my first glimpses of Dallas
Spain’s unorthodox efficiency with cards.
It was a mental efficiency, not a manual
one; and I can swear to that because
T’ve seen the best card-sharks the South-
west ever knew and a man can’t stack
a deck without my knowing it. Yet men
who were adept at both the mental and
the manual skill lost chips to Spain. It
fairly fascinated me to watch him play.

Seeing him box was something, too.
Every afternoon, he and Lefty and Tom
Olliphant went out behind the Pay-
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streak for a session with the gloves, and
Spain was so good that Lefty’s eyes
would be shining with pride in him be-
fore they’d finished. Spain didn’t have
much science at first, but he was quick
to learn. Lefty never had to tell him a
thing more than once. Sometimes he
didn’t have to tell him at all. Spain
would make a mistake and Lefty would
shoot in a punch and Spain would grin,
and next time the opening wouldn’t be
there,

And what he lacked in science he
made up for in speed. He was a streak
with his hands, and fast on his feet.
A lot of the things most men have to
learn seemed just to come naturally to
Spain. How to hit, for one thing. It’s
a knack, and one some men can’t learn;
but Spain had it. He could duck a
punch, or roll with one; and just when
you thought he was busy covering up
he’d shoot one hand—either hand, it
didn’t matter much—and it would hurt.

It was surprising, too, how the new
game caught on. A lot of the boys came
to watch and stayed to go a round or
two themselves, and every day the
crowd was bigger and noisier. Lefty or-
dered six new sets of gloves from some-
where—fighting gloves, not pillow-cush-
ions like the ones they’d been using.
Olliphant paid for them.

But there were stranger things afoot
in Comanche during those days than
Spain’s skill with cards or with the box-
ing gloves. The most amazing thing of
all was Zimmerman.

Knowing Zimmerman, I'd have said
that no man could handle him as Spain
had done without having to mcet him
sooner or later, and probably socner,
with guns. I'd have expecicd that blow
of Spain’s to rankle and fester in Zim-
merman'’s mind until nothing but a kill-
ing, his own or the other man’s, could
cure it. But I was wrong. Brick almost
fawned on Spain. The Monday follow-
ing the Doran shooting Zimmerman
caught Srvain before a crowd of men in

the Paystreak and made a bluff apology
for the mistake that had caused their
little skirmish and said he was glad
Spain had been man enough and quick
enough to end it short of a killing, and
couldn’t they be friends?

Spain’s answer, Loo, was worth rccord-
ing. Ie didn’t seem to see Brick’s tenta-
tive gesture toward offering his hand,
but he smiled a slow smile and shrugged
and ordered drinks.

“I'm a little slow,” he said, “about
choosing my friends. It’s a peculiarity of
mine. Let’s know each other better be-
fore we say we're friends, eh, Zimmer-
man? But that don’t mean we’ve got
to go on circling each other like a couple
of quarrelsome pups each time we meet.
Okay?”

“Okay by me,” Brick said, and drank.

So that was that. When it was over,
Zimmerman and Spain sat into a poker
game together and the town breathed
easier. Zimmerman lost better than
three hundred dollars in that game, but
not even that upset his good humor. He
mourned a good deal, noisily, because
that was his nature; but there was no
real rancor in his complaints.

Thinking it over later, though, I saw
that Spain hadn’t committed himself in
what he’d said to Zimmerman. He
hadn’t taken Brick’s hand, hadn’t prom-
ised anything. I guessed then that that
was a delibcrate reticence on Spain’s
part. Spain was too honest to profess
a friendliness he didn’t feel. He still dis-
trusted Brick and had refused to bind
himself to any truce.

It wasn’t until Wednesday that I
found out that Spain had bcen making
twice-daily calls on Manning Doran.

“Just droppin’ by,” Doc White said.
“to ask if there’s anything he could do.
and the like. Nice kid, that Spain.”

White chuckled then and winked at
me. “Reckon maybe it’s in the back of
his mind that he’ll sooner or later run
into Paula there—which ain’t to his dis-
credit. So far, though, he’s failed.
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Paula’s been there, all right, but she’s
seen him comin’ and ducked. Reg’lar
little spitfire, that girl. Got her hackles
up at Spain right at the start and ain’t
meanin’ to change her mind about him
whatever. It’s too bad, too. Spain or
Morgan—either of ’em’s a better bet
than Zimmerman, to my notion.”

And to mine. But there’d have been
no use telling Paula that. She was as
like her father as she could be, with all
of Manning’s fineness and loyalty, and
with all his stubbornness.

So when George Poe told me, about
noon on Wednesday, that Manning had
come out of his long sleep during the
night and that Doc White had said that
by afternoon we could see him and talk
to him, I stopped at the Brill House on
my way up to Doc’s hospital with the
idea of taking Spain along with us. I fig-
ured he had a personal interest in what
Manning might say, and since he’d been
decent enough to call as he had, he’d
earned the right to listen in. Poe didn’t
exactly approve of the idea, but he came
into the hotel lobby with me anyway
and I asked for Spain.

“He’s out,” the clerk said. “Left short-
ly after sun-up and ain’t been back
since.” And, like anybody in any small
town anywhere, he added a bit of gratui-
tous information. “He’s always out in
the mornings. Leaves early and don’t
show up again till after noon. Hank
Johnson, down at the livery barn, tells
me he takes that white nag o’ his and
goes somewhere; Hank don’t know

where.”
K hadn’t seen Spain any morning
since Sunday. I hadn’t noticed
it before, because I'm pretty apt to sleep
late myself and I just supposed, if I
thought of it at all, that Spain did the
same. Playing poker late every night
the way he did, it would have been no
more than natural. But now that I knew

I REALIZED, now that I
came to think of it, that I

that he didn’t sleep late, that he was out
bright and early each morning, riding
off nobody knew where on business of
his own, it set me to thinking and wor-
rying.

But I didn’t say anything about that
to Poe. We walked together up the hill
to the hospital and Doc White met us
at the door. Doc was trying hard to
look stern and bossy, but it was hard
for him to keep from showing how
pleased and proud he was. He’d done
a good job keeping Manning Doran alive
at all, and he knew it and was proud
of it.

“You can talk to him,” Doc said gruff-
ly. “He’s goin’ to get well, barrin’ acci-
dent. But, if I see you’re excitin’ him
or tirin’ him, out you go. I don’t want
you jaspers spoilin’ all the work I've
done on him.”

It was good to see Manning’s face
light up at sight of us, and feeling his
fingers tighten over mine did something
to my throat. It was something I hadn’t
expected ever to do again, shaking hands
with Manning, and it was fine. I guess
Poe felt the same way about it, because
his voice was pretty husky.

“Well, Manning. It’s about time! Hell
of a note, an able-bodied man like you
layin’ abed like this! How you feelin’?”

“Fine, George. Seems sort o’ like I'd
been—away. It’s good to be back. Hi,
Mac. You boys sit down.”

Poe must have figured that Doc
wouldn’t let us stay there very long, be-
cause he didn’t lose any time.

“Who shot you, Manning?” he asked
crisply.

Doran looked at him.

“T don’t know, George,” he said slow-
ly. “It was The Hood, but that ain’t
what you mean, is it? I already told you
that.”

Poe shook his head.

“I mean who was it?” he said. “Wasn’t
there something about him—his voice,
the way he was dressed, the color of his
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hair—that’d give you a clue to who he
was?”’

Doran closed his eyes and didn’t say
anything for a moment and I knew he
was going back into that flash of time
before the shot hit him. He shook his
head.

“Sorry. Nothing. He was a big jasper.
Dressed—I don’t remember how he was
dressed, Poe. Nothin’ unusual, or I'd
have noticed it, I reckon. I only had
a glimpse of him, you know. The hood
covered his head. His voice—I've heard
that voice, all right. It was low and
hoarse, like he was tryin’ to disguise it;
but there was somethin’ about it— All
the time I’ve been lyin’ here, it seems
like, I’ve been trying to figure out whose
voice that was. I know I ought to,
but I can’t. It worries me.”

Poe leaned forward. “Could it have
been Link Morgan, Manning? He
could’ve slipped up behind you—"

Doran’s eyes clouded up with- pain.
“I know. Don’t think I haven’t thought
of that. But I don’t think so, Poe.
Link was back there in the stall, unsad-
dling, when I turned to watch Bob Har-
vey walk over toward the bank. Link
didn’t have any hood on then; I could
see his head over the top of the stall
partition. It wasn’t long after that be-
fore this jasper spoke to me. I don’t
think Link could’ve got from the staH
to where this hombre was in the time
he had, George. T don’t think he could
do it.”

Doran’s eyes closed again and I saw
his lips tighten. “It hurts like hell,
George, even to figure Link as a possi-
bility. I trusted that boy—" His eyes
opened again and he met Poe’s gaze
defiantly. “Damn it, he didn’t do it, Poe.
Lay off of him.”

Poe shrugged. He wasn’t satisfied: I
knew that, and Doran knew it. But he
dropped the subject. “A feller that
claims to’ve had a glimpse of this jasper

tells me he was wearin’ a checkered shirt.
That right?”

Nobody's had any glimpse of the ban-
dit, so far as I knew, and nobody’d
claimed they had. I knew that Link
Morgan’s shirt, that day, had been a
checkered one and it wasn’t hard to see
what Poe was trying to do. But Doran
shook his head wearily.

“I don’t know, George. Seems like to
me his shirt~was gray. I can’t be sure.”

Poe hadn’t finished yet, but I knew
all I had to know, which was that Doran
couldn’t identify the man who had shot
him, So I got up and walked over to
the window and stopped listening to
Poe’s questions.

I WAS standing there when
Paula came around the corner
of the Brill House and started
up the hill toward me, walk-
ing with that crisp step of hers, straight
and slim and high-headed as a Derby-
winner. I could tell from the look of her
eyes that she’d had the first real sleep
this morning she’d had since her father
was hurt.

2 QXY

She came to where the path turned
in from the street and paused to pick a
bright new bud the size of a dollar off a
sunflower stalk growing there. And
then’s when Spain came around the
corner of the house and swung down
out of the saddle and dropped the white
gelding’s reins and stood squarely in the
path, awaiting her.

Whether it was planned or not, it was
well timed. There was no way for Paula
to avoid him without turning in ohvious
flight, and she wouldn’t do that for any
man. I knew that, and maybe Spain
knew it too. He stood there, smiling, and
let her come to him.

The window was open a little, so I
heard everv word of it. Paula came up
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to within six feet of Spain and Spain
didn’t move and she had no choice. She
stopped.

“If you don’t mind,” she said, “I’d
like to pass.”

I saw her flush and I could see that
it was hard for her to speak so primly
with Spain standing there so motionless
in front of her.

“One time,” Spain said, “when my dad
was sick, a man brought him a spotted
pup. That pup wiggled out of the man’s
arms and landed square in the middle of
my dad’s sickest place and jumped up
and down on it and licked dad’s face
and acted such a friendly fool generally
that dad had to laugh at him. The doc-
tor said the laughing dad did at that
fool pup did more to cure him than
any medicine. I couldn’t find a pup,
Miss Paula; but the cook-house cat out
at the Nugget had kittens and that was
the next best thing I could think of,
so I brought your dad a white one.
T've got him here.”

He pulled the cover off a box he was
carrying and a double handful of white
fur clawed up over the edge of the box
and blinked at Paula, and I saw the
anger leave her face and I knew that
Spain had done just what he’d aimed to
do. He could say that the kitten was for
Manning Doran if he wanted to, but I
knew it was for Paula and I knew it
was the one best thing he could have
done for her.

She said, “You pretty, cunning, tiny
thing.”

And then she looked at Spain, and
smiled. “You knew I couldn’t go on hat-
ing a man who’d do a thing like this,
didn’t you?”

Spain grinned.

“You sure you hated me?” he asked.

She started to answer, and stopped,

and then nodded. “Yes. I hated you,
all right. I hated you more because
I knew I was being unjust and you
were so nice about it.”

“Nice! Me?” Spain laughed. “I hated
you, too. Plenty! I had to put my
hands in my pockets to keep from slap-
ping you! You've got sharp claws . .
Only I knew it wasn't the lasting kind
of hatred.”

Paula nodded again. “Maybe that’s
what made me hate you so; knowing I'd
have to admit. sooner or later, that I
was wrong. I was wrong, you know. I
had no right to say—what I did say—
about your dad. I'm sorry.”

The kitten crawled out of its box
and up Paula’s arm to her shoulder and
arched itself to rub against her cheek.
She put up one hand to steady it, but
she was looking at Spain.

He said, very softly, “Your eyes are
just the color of the wild flowers on a
certain hill I know, down in Texas. The
color they are in the early morning, with
the dew on them.”

It wasn’t abrupt or out of place, the
way Spain said it. Every word he’d said
to her, every time his eyes had touched
her as they stood there, he’d been mak-
ing love to her. Paula must have known
that. I don’t think any girl could keep
from knowing it.

She did know it, for her voice was a
little breathless as she answered him.
“Isn’t it a little—soon—to be. making
speeches like that? Just when we've
stopped hating each other?”

“Soon?” Spain’s laugh was reckless,
gay, full of self-confidence. “I’m twenty-
four! TI'll soon be oldl We can't waste
time!”

He turned then, and mounted, and
the white gelding lifted under him, and
Paula stood watching him until he
turned to wave at her from down the
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road. I turned away from the window
so she wouldn’t be reminded that I was
there. She was smiling as she came up
the steps onto Doc’s front porch. It was
a soft, secretive little smile, like the smile
I've seen sometimes on the face of a
mother as she looks at her baby when
she thinks no one is watching.

I thought, “This is the second time
Spain’s licked Brick Zimmerman.” And
I was glad as I turned back to face Dor-
an and Poe there by the bed. We Scots
are sentimental folk.

Poe stood up as Paula came in. He
started to speak to her, but he saw the
kitten and whatever he started to say
was forgotten. She made a picture,
Paula did, all flushed and bright-eyed
as she was, with the kitten purring at
her throat.

She said, “Look, dad! Here’s company
for you. Mr. Spain brought it. He said
he thought it would be good for you.
That’s right, isn’t it, Doc?”

“Spain?”

It startled me to hear Doran question
that name and to remember that he
didn’t know Spain, because it seemed to
me that I knew him well. It’s odd, I
think, how close you can get to some
men in just a few short days, and how
some men you never get to know.

I didn’t hear Paula’s answer, because
I was watching the blank astonishment
on George Poe’s face. We walked out
then, and Poe halted just outside the
door and looked at me.

“Spain!” he said. “That double-joint-
ed streak o’ cold blue lightning—spend-
i’ his time huntin’ up squalling cats!
He must’ve washed it! When I saw it
Saturday it was the color of coal-smoke.
T’ll be damned!”

I grinned at him. But as we walked
" down the path toward the street I heard
Paula’s silver laughter mingling with

Manning Doran’s reluctant mirth and I
knew that, no matter what Spain had
paid for that cat, in time or cash, he’d
bought a bargain.

CHAPTER VIII

(K4

“T00 LUCKY TO LIVE

THE poker game at the cor-
> ner table in the Paystreak was
» something of an institution. Tt
wasn’t like our Sunday games,
which were more or less private affairs,
but it was tacitly understood that the
corner table belonged to a certain group
mostly of pretty solid citizens. George
Poe played there, and Olliphant and
Zimmerman. Doran and several of the
ranch owners sometimes sat in when
they were in town, and three or four oth-
ers, including Bob Harvey, made up the
usual group. It was a no-limit game and
stakes were apt to be pretty stiff, so it
wasn’t any place for grocery clerks.
Dal Spain had been a fixture in that
game. afternoons and evenings ever since
he’d hit town. Zimmerman had practi-
cally forced Spain to take a hand that
Monday after Spain’s arrival, and since
then there’d been no question about
Spain’s welcome, if for no other reason
than that he was winner and everybody
wanted a chance to get even with him.
I’d been surprised, a little, at the way
Spain stuck to town. Knowing his pur-
pose in coming to Comanche, it seemed
a little odd to me that he wasn’t scour-
ing the Shogun hills for traces of The
Hood. Not that he’d have been apt
to find anything, but it just seemed to
me that that was the natural thing for
him to do. Playing poker at the corner
table in the Paystreak didn’t quite fit
into the picture of a young man with a
serious purpose in life. I was beginning
to wonder if I'd misjudged the youngster
after all. ’
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What I'd learned this morning, about
Spain’s daylight-to-noon rides, came
nearer to fitting in with my notion of
what Spain should be doing, but it
wasn’'t enough. I had the old-fashioned
ideca that revenge was a man-sized, full-
time job; and I was picturing Spain as
an avenger. He was, too. Only he had
his own way of working at it, and he
didn’t let the job sour him.

That evening after Spain gave the kit-
téen to Paula, the game at the corner
table was well under way ‘before Spain
showed up. Zimmerman let out a bellow
of greeting the minute Spain stepped
through the door and Spain spoke to me
. and grinned at Lefty as he passed the
bar. The early evening rush was over,
so I shucked my apron and eased out
from behind the bar and followed Spain.

I got a big kick out of watching him
play, and I'd been thinking it wouldn’t
be a bad idea for me to sit into a game
against him some time soon, just to see
if T could break his luck. Poker is a
little like gun-play in that respect; every
man who plays always figures he’s a
little better than the average and when
he sées a-good man in action he sort of
yearns to try himout. I'd watched Spain
carefully and I had a hunch I could beat
him. At poker, I mean. I hadn’t any
illusions about matching his gun-play.

It took a considerable amount of per-
suading to get Spain to sit into the game
this evening and I knew why, or thought
I did. Brick Zimmerman was sitting in
Spain’s chair. That is, Brick was sitting
in the chair in the corner, the one Spain
had chosen the first time he played there
and the one he had occupied cach time
since. I almost mentioned it, but then
it occurred to me that Brick probably
had as much reason as Spain did for
wanting his back to the wall; and it
wasn’t any of my business anyway.

Spaip sat down finally in the only
chair available; one that put him with
his back to a window. He didnt like

that, I knew; but he turned himself so
he could see the door, which was, after
all, the most likely source of danger. Not
that he was expecting danger, exactly.
What I'm trying to say is that Spain
had that inbred vigilance that belongs
to men who live by the gun. Sitting
with his back to a window—things like
that—made him unccmfortable, maybe
without his really knowing why.

It was a good while later before a man
cashed in his few remaining chips and
gave me a chance to sit into the game,
and by that time Spain was comfortably
winner and Zimmerman was enough los-
er so he had dropped his boisterous good
humor and was cursing his luck for all
to hear. I took Spain for ten dollars and
Zimmerman for eighteen in an initial
flurry over a third five in the hole dealt
me by Zimmerman, and Brick ripped his
cards in two and demanded a new deck.
Spain only grinned.

T got nothing after that and was sit-
ting back, letting the new wear off the
cards, when it came my turn to deal the
hand that added the final straw to Zim-
merman’s growing il humor.

Spain’s first up card was an ace and he
slid out a blue chip. Zimmerman’s first
was a king. On the second round Zim-
merman paired his king, and bet. Spain
raised.

Well, on the face of it, that looked
like a pretty strong sign that Spain had
his aces backed up; one in sight and one
in the hole. Zimmerman thought so, too,
and grumbled something about the best
he could get was second-best hands.

The next round didn’t help Spain, but
Zimmerman caught a nine and I had a
hunch that it paired his hole-card. He
bet his pair of kings and Spain raised,
and Zimmerman raised back—which was
sure proof that my hunch was correct.
Spain called the raise.

And, on the last go-round, Spain
caught another ace.

He looked at Zimmerman grinned,
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1 was going
for my gun as
I yelled.

and made as if to drag the pot. But he
stopped and looked flustered, as if he’d
done something he hadn’t intended to
do, and said, “You satisfied, Zimmer-
man?”’

The rest of us were out of it by then,
but Brick said, “Hell! How much d’yo
bet ?” :

Spain shrugged and looked apologetic
and—slid a hundred dollars into the pot.

BRICK swore and squirmed.
He had a call coming and he
knew it; but a hundred dollars
on two pairs against a hand
that had looked like three aces all the

way was pretty strong. Brick counted:
out a hundred dollars worth of chips and"
shuffled them in his hands and stacked®
them and swore some more.

“You got three aces. as sure as hell!”:
he said. “You go to hell. I'm out. Look
there!”

He slapped his hole-card face-up on'
the table. It was a nine, all right—two
pairs, kings and nines. “The best damn(
hand T've held tonight, and I get it
against three aces! Damn you, Spain,
you’re too lucky to live.” '

I glanced at him quick when he said
that, because it occured to me that he
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might mean it. But Spain went right on
smiling, tossed his cards across to the
next dealer, and raked in the pot.

What happened next is bad poker
ethics, but it’s a thing you’ll often see
done, in spite of that. The new dealer
picked up the cards in such a way that
Spain’s hole-card was on the bottom of
the deck, where he could look at it.
He looked—and laughed.

Well, I saw the card, too, and it was
a deuce. Spain had forced the pot all the
way on nothing at all, had finally paired
his lone ace and had used that pair to
bluff Zimmerman out of a pot Zimmer-
man could have won. It was nice nervy
poker; the kind of thing Brick couldn’t
stand. And the laugh that went up as
the rest of the crowd caught on to what
had happened came very near to wreck-
ing a certain three-day-old avowal of
friendship.

Brick kicked his chair back and stood
up, and if I ever saw cold hatred in a
man’s eyes I saw it in Zimmerman’s then
as he glared down at Spain. I knew,
then, that Brick’s recent friend' ness to
Spain had been a pose, and I wondered
why he’d taken the trouble to do it.
Brick was standing hunched forward a
little, with his elbows out the way he al-
ways set himself to make his draw, and
I thought sure he was going to reach.

I said. “Brick!” But that wouldn’t
have stopped him.

Something did stop him, though. It
wasn’t until later that I understood what
that something was.

Brick straightened gradually, and
laughed. Tt was ugly, grudging laughter,
but it broke the spell. It puzzled me.

He said, “Sorry, Spain. I lost my
temper, I reckon. Cards have been run-
nin’ against me so long it’s a wonder
I got any temper left to loase. Deal me
out, a hand or two. I'll get me a drink
at the bar and see if I can change my
luck.”

So Zimmerman was at the bar talking

to Lefty Sullivan when the thing that
happened next happened.

I’d drawn the diamond five down and
the club deuce and the spade seven up,
and there was already a pair showing
on the next deal, so I folded up and sat
back. Spain had his chair tippd back
on its hind legs and was leaning forward,
teetering on it, when something moved
in the window back of him.

I saw it, and I thought for a minute
that it was nothing but a reflection in
the glass of some movement inside the
room. But then I thought, “The win-
dow’s up! There’s no glass there!” . . .
and saw the gun.

It caught the shimmer of light as it
slid up over the windowsill, and I saw
the vague outline of a head behind it.
Not a face; just a black shape with a
hat on it.

I yelled, “Look out, Spain! Behind
you! The window—"

I don’t know how I knew Spain was
the target that gun was aimed at, but I
did. I was going for my gun as I yelled,
and I remember thinking, “I’ll have to
cut this one awful elese to Spain’s head.”

But I needn’t have worried about
that. Spain’s chair tipped back and he
went with it, clearing the way for my
shot, before I'd said a single sentence.

Even then, the man outside that win-
dow could have dropped Spain if he’d
fired as soon as he got his gun in line.
He didn’t. He drew his bead and called
Spain’s name. I heard his voice cut into
mine somewhere between my first two
words. And he raised up close to tle
window so I got a clear look at Lim.
Not that that did me miuch good. All
I saw was a liat with a black mask under
it, a mask that covered all the fellow’s
face.

I fired straight through the space
Spain had occupied a second ago and I
saw my slug cut splinters from the win-
dow-sill. The gun there jerked a little,'
and I'd almost swear I saw the slug
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come out of it. What I saw, I suppose,
was the muzzle-blast of smoke and fire.

Something hit me then. It felt as if
somebody had caught me between the
eyes with a rock. I thought, “Well, this
is it! Funny that I'd be killed this way
by a bullet intended for another man,
when so many men have tried to kill
me for myself alone!”

BUT before the lights went
out for me I saw the rest
of it. I don’t know how long
it takes for a man to lose con-
sciousness after he’s hit in the head with
a forty-five caliber slug, but it can’t
be long. From that I gather that what
happened happened pretty fast.

Spain hit the floor. I heard his chair
crash down. He'd gone over backward,
but by the time I got my eyes on him
he was on his knees, facing the win-
dow. He’d made his draw as he fell.
I saw his gun, saw the fire licking out of
it, and it struck me as being mighty
strange that I couldn’t hear the shots.
He fired at least three times. The last
slug grazed the window-frame, the left
side of it, six inches above the sill.

And I went down. I even remember
feeling the table tilt under me and being
sorry I’d messed up the stacks of chips.
They’d have a hell of a time figuring
out who was winner now, I thought.

I couldn’t have been out very long,
because when I came to I was still lying
there in the wreckage of that poker game
and Doc White hadn’t got there yet.
The first thing I heard, before I even
opened my eyes, was Brick Zimmer-
man’s voice.

“It was The Hood, all right,” Brick
was saying. “I got a good look at. him.
He was a big hombre, and he was wear-
in’ that black mask.”

I didn’t open my eyes right away. It
struck me that Zimmerman was stretch-
ing things a little. How could Brick
have seen that the man at the window
was “a big hombre?” Only the man’s

head had been visible, and that head
hadn’t been so very far above the win-
dow-sill. Of course, the man might not
have been standing erect. But if he had
been standing straight, and if he was
a big man, it seemed to me his head
should have been higher up in the win-
dow.

And it hadn’t been high up. Spain’s
bullet had struck the window-frame not
more than six inches above the sill. If
Spain was shooting six inches above the
window-sill, what he was shooting at was
in that neighborhood. I couldn’t picture
Angel Spain’s son throwing lead very
far off a target.

Somebody else—I think it was Lefty
—said, “It don’t look like t’ me it’s
any use, but I wish to God Doc’d hurry!
Mac’s bleedin’ bad.”

I opened my eyes then and saw Spain
bending over me. He was smiling.

“Feel better, Mac?” he asked softly.

I nodded, and wished I hadn’t. Mov-
ing my head started a trip-hammer go-
ing inside my skull and I said a few
words that were, I hope, short and to
the point, though not worth repeating.
When I had finished, Spain nodded ap-
provingly.

“Doc’ll be here in a minute,” he said.
“In the meantime—thanks, Mac. You
saved my life. It ain’t worth much to
anybody else, maybe. but it’s right valu-
able to me. I won’t forget it.”

I think Spain would have saved his
own life without my butting in. I think
that the man at the window, whoever he
was, seriously underestimated Spain
when he took time to call Spain’s name.
Once he’d done that, he would have had
a fast-moving target to shoot at, that’s
a certainty; and Spain’s slugs hit that
window nearly as soon, and nearer the
mark, than mine had done.

That set me to wondering again why
the man at the window had called
Spain’s name before he shot. He must
have had a reason. Shots through win-
dows like that are furtive; the act of a
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killer who doesn’t dare face his victim.
This man could have done his work and
gone. Instead, he had announced him-
self. I couldn’t figure it.

Doc White came finally and for a
little while I was too busy gritting my
teeth and thinking up new swear words
to pay much attention to other things.
But the worst of the hurting stopped at
last and Doc sat back on his heels and
grinned at me.

“I always knew,” he said, “that the
Scots were hard-headed. But if any-
body’d told me before tonight that a
Scotchman’s head would turn bullets, I'd
have thought he was exaggeratin’.
Looks now as though it might be true.
This slug hit a couple of inches above
your eyebrow and didn’t even make a
dent. It even skidded along the bone a
few inches, lookin’ for an opening.
There wasn’t one. So all it left was a
scalp-wound.”

“And a headache,” I said.

“Sure the headache ain’t from drink-
in’ your own whiskey?” Doc asked in-
sultingly. “You’re all right, Mac. You're
hard to kill.”

WELL, I knew that. But, all
; Q' right or not, they had to carry
537~ a plcasant journey either, for
me. I was sick as a dog before they’d
got me up the stairs in the Brill House
and into my bed in my room across the
hall from Zimmerman’s. But it was bet-
ter than having a bullet in my brain,
at that.

Doc left me soon to take care of a
woman who, he said, “was really sick.”
I didn’t try to keep him. Maybe I
didn’t rightly appreciate Doc’s brand of
humor. After he left the crowd thinned
out and finally only Spain was left with
me. He sat in a chair beside my bed
and looked at me and didn’t talk, and
that was a relief. I had a hunch that
he would do some talking later, and I

me to my room and it wasn’t .

hoped he would; but right then I. was
near crazy.

Spain got up finally and tiptoed across
the room to the window, looking down
on Fremont Street. That worried me.

“It seems to me,” I said, “that you
ought to’ve had enough lessons for one
day about windows.”

He grinned and came over and sat
down beside me.

“This ought to prove,” he said softly,
“if it needed proof, that this hooded ban-
dit of yours ain’t Angel Spain. Eh,
Mac?”

I had to admit that it made sense.
Angel Spain would hardly try to kill his
own son.

I grunted.

“It ought to prove he ain’t Brick Zim-
merman, too,” I said. “Or do you think
Brick jumped out the window from
where he was standing, over by the bar,
took a shot at you, and then hopped
back again—sort of between winks, or
something?”

“It wasn’t Zimmerman,” Spain said,
and frowned. “Still, just because some-
body else wore a black hood once don’t
prove that Zimmerman never wore one
. . .” His voice trailed off and I won-
dered where his thoughts were taking
him.

I laughed.

Spain looked at me. He leaned for-
ward suddenly and gripped my arm.
“Look, Mac! Why d’you think that
jasper called my name? Why didn’t he
just shoot and duck? He could have,
you know. Why didn’t he?”

He didn’t wait for me to answer. “T’ll
tell you why! It was because he wanted
to be seen! He stood close to the win-
dow, where the light would hit that
mask he wore, and he called my name
so two or three of you, at least, would
look at him.”

“But why?”

“Why? Because, besides downin’ me,
that jasper was fixin’ up an alibi! Not
an alibi for himself; an alibi for The
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Hood! The real Hood, I mean. If he
was seen there at that window, wearing
the hood, and if the real Hood could
prove that he was somewhere else—"

I said, “Man, you’re crazy!”

But Spain didn’t even hear me.

“That means,” he said slowly, “that
the real Hood was there—in the Pay-
streak!”

I laughed again.

Spain frowned at me. “It’s just a
hunch,” he said. “But—I’'m right! One
man wearing the hood while the other
jasper fixes himself a sure-fire alibi. It
don’t have to be the first time, either. ..
Why, helll Of course that’s it! Why
didn’t I think of that before!”

I tried to make my voice sound bored.

“Now what?” I asked.

“Two men,” Spain said. “Both posing
as The Hood. One gets an alibi while
the other one pulls off a job; then he
pulls a job while the other one gets an
alibi. See, Mac? Two men . ..”

I looked at him. His eyes were blank,
with a far-off look in them.

“Two men,” he said. “Or even three—"

He stood up then. “I'm sorry, Mac.
Excitement’s bad for you. You get some
sleep.”

He left me then, closing the door gent-
ly behind him. But I didn’t sleep. I
had too much to think about.

CHAPTER IX
TWO-WAY DYNAMITE

ZIMMERMAN came up to

see me later that night and

we talked until Doc White

dropped in soon after mid-

night to give me some medicine. It was

strong talk and it must have been strong

medicine, too, for I dropped off to sleep

before Doc had left and that was the

last I knew until noon next day when
they brought me my breakfast.

It was while I was eating that I heard

the hammers. My room was one of the

front upstairs rooms in the Brill House

and the sound came from the rear and
to the south, so it was muffled. But it
bothered me. That, and the noises from
the street. People talking, doors slam-
ming, wagons rumbling by, laughter. Or-
dinarily, they’d have been just ordinary
noises; but cooped up here in my room
they made me feel isolated and cut off
from things. I wasn’t used to that. That
hammering was especially irritating. It
came from the direction of the Paystreak
and I couldn’t figure what anybody
could be building there.

I stood it as long as I thought I could
and then I decided, to hell with Doc’s
orders! I got up. I was pretty weak and
moving started my head to aching again,
but I got as far as the window anyway.
There was nothing startling to be seen,
of course. I hadn’t expected that there
would be. Tom Olliphant was tacking
some sort of a handbill onto the bill-
board over by the post office and there
was a crowd around him. The bill was
red; I saw that much, even if the inter-
vening heads did prevent me from read-
ing the lettering. And of course I could-
n’t see the source of all that hammering.

I was still standing there by the win-
dow when Paula Doran and Spain came
around the corner of the hotel. I heard
them before I could see them. They were
running hand in hand like a couple of
kids, and they were laughing. I had to
grin in sympathy. But I figured they
were coming to see me, and I knew
they’d tell Doc White on me if they
found me up, so I hustled back to bed.
I had to hustle, because I could hear
them coming up the stairs. I just made
it. I was barely stretched out again, try-
ing to slow my breathing down to nor-
mal, when they burst in.

They’d run all the way down the hill
from Doc White’s hospital, through the
lobby and up the stairs, and Paula’s
face was flushed and she was breathing
too fast to talk coherently. Spain was
grinning. Both of them tried to speak
at once.
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“Guess what—"

“Score one for The Hood, Mac—"

I had to grin. They stood, still holding
hands, looking like a pair of life-long
sweethearts instead of like two people
who’d known each other less than a
week. But it goes like that sometimes.
Two people meet and—click! It was like
that with Spain and Paula Doran.
They’d come a long way toward friend-
ship in a short time. I could see that,
that morning.

“Tell him, Dal—Well, T'll tell him.
Mac! The money’s back! Dad slept late
and when he waked up there was the
money, all of it, right beside his pillow!
Can you imagine that? Now, why do
you suppose—?”

“Money? What money?”

“Why, the money The Hood took
when he shot dad. The four thousand
dollars.”

“But how—?”

“He must’ve tossed it in through the
window, while dad was asleep. Isn’t it
wonderful, Mac? Dad’s going to get well,
and now we’ve got the money back. If
you only knew how we needed that
money, too! Oh, Mac, I'm so happy I
could yell!”

“You are yelling,” I told her. “Now,
Spain, what’s all this foolishness?”

“It’s true,” Spain said. He was look-
ing at me with a quizzical gleam in his
eyes that I couldn’t fathom. It was as
if there was laughter deep inside of him
and he was trying to hide it.

Something in his tone made Paula look
at him.

“You think it makes sense? Well!
You're singing a different tune than you
sang a while ago. You didn’t offer any
startling explanation of the mystery
when we were talking to dad and to Poe
about it. All right, bright boy; explain!”
She was laughing at him, but you could
tell that there was a touch of resentment
in her—resentment because he had held
some knowledge back from her.

Spain shrugged. “Link Morgan’s dis-

appeared, hasn’t her Maybe his con-
science got to hurtin’ him.”

It was news to me. But I was less
interested in that, really, than I was in
the by-play between Spain and Paula.
It seemed, on the face of it, as if Spain
had mentioned Link unwillingly. And
Paula was mad. She still tried to carry
it off as a joke, but this time resentment
overbalanced the raillery in her tone.

“You beast!” she said. “Just when I'd
almost decided to like you a little, you
burst forth with a remark like that!”

Spain looked hurt. “It’s true, isn’t it?”

“Of course it isn’t true! Not the way
you said it—as if Link’s going were a—
confession. Link isn’t in town, or so Poe
said. But that doesn’t mean anything.
Link probably just rode out to the ranch
for something; or maybe he hasn’t left
town, even.- Maybe Poe just happened
to miss looking in the right place for
him. It’s gilly to think Link had any
part in that hold-up! Why, Link Morgan
isn’t a thief! And, besides, he worships
dad. He wouldn’t—Oh, you make me
mad!”

What Spain said next didn’t help mat-
ters any, either.

“You’ve got it backward, haven’t you?
He likes your dad—and worships you.”

Have I told you that Paula Doran was
quick-tempered? She flared up in earnest
now.

“I suppose that’s another reason for
accusing him of being a criminal!” She
turned and sailed toward the door. But
she hove to with her hand on the knob
and tossed her head.

“Of all the low, despicable, emall
traits,” she said, “I think sheer jealousy’s
the very worst!”

She slammed the door.

I LAUGHED, but I didn’t
laugh long. I began to think
about Link Morgan, and to
wonder why he’d run away. I
couldn’t see any sense in that. In the
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first place, I hadn't supposed that Link
knew he was under suspicion. And, in
the second place, Poe had said he didn’t
want Spain or me to let out anything
about his suspicions regarding Link, and
r.ow Spain had spilled it to Paula. I men-
tioned that.

“I haven’t said that Poe suspected
him,” Spain said. “I ]ust hmted that
maybe I suspected him.”

Which seemed to me to be the rankest
sort of soph-

/A-l‘-
istry, and I ?’m*‘ﬁ;‘s%
was still call- 2 i

i SouT

ing Spain a
traitor and a
fool and
other things
when Lefty
Sullivan
come in.
Lefty had a
folded sheet
of paper in
his hand and
a broad grin
on his face
and he hardly waited to ask me how I
was before he turned to Spain.

“It’s all set, Dal,” he said. “Olliphant’s
postin’ the bills now. It’s going t’ seem
like old times t’ me, sure.”

So here was another cone calling Spain
by his first name, I thought. First Paula,
and now Lefty. Well, it didn’t take a
person long to fall for him. I couid vouch
for that, in my own case.

“What’s all set?” I asked. I was get-
ting mighty tired of being left out of
things.

“Why, the fights,” Lefty said. “Oh, I
forgot. You don’t know about that, do
you? You see, it all happened this morn-
in’. Seems like there’s been a lot o’ talk
about this hoxin’ we’ve been doin’, and
folks are takin' a big interest in it. This
mornin’, a delegation rides over from
Lyman Junction and says they hear we
think we got the world by the tail when

“This McCoy’ll knock his ears down!”

97

it comes to fist-fightin’, which bein’ the
case they beg to differ with us. It seems
they’ve got a hard-rock miner over there
by the name of McCoy that claims to be
able to lick his weight in wildcats. Says
he’s a pro and would’ve been welter-
weight champ if the titleholder hadn’t
been scared o’ him.”

Lefty paused, then said contemptuous-
ly, “I never heard o’ him.”

“So I suppose,” I said, “you feel that

it’s up to you,

game leg and

EM all, to take

- Wz him down a
el peg.”

“Not me,”
Lefty said.
“Spain.”

My obvi-
" ous amaze-
ment tickled
him. He un-
folded the
paper he was
carrying and
held it up.
Black letters on yellow paper. The one
I'd seen Olliphant tacking up across the
street had been red. There’d be blue
ones and pink ones and lavender ones
and green ones, I knew. Those were the
stock colors provided by the Comanche
Job Printing Company for handbill jobs.

But this was larger and gaudier than
any sale bill. This was a work of art.
The headline lettering was so big that
the ink hadn’t dried on it yet and it was
smeared in places. I can see it now:

111

PRIZE FIGHTS !!!
Wednesday, May 9th, 9:30 P.M.
In the new Prizs Ring back of the
Paystreak Saloon

MAIN BOUT
Cowhoy Versus Miner For The
Champiorship of Comanche County
Ten Rounds to a Decision hetween
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THE COMANCHE KID 165 lbs.
(Dallas Spain)

and

SLUGGER McCOY
(of Lyman Junction)

SEMI-FINAL BOUT
Ten Rounds to a Decision between

170 Ibs.

BRICK ZIMMERMAN 180 lbs.
and
TOM OLLIPHANT 192 lbs.

The bill also promised “Four Prelim-

inary Bouts of Five Rounds Each, Con-
testants to be Arranged. Forty Rounds
of Fast and Furious Fighting.”
" “Not bad, eh?” ILefty said proudly.
“The boys are buildin’ a ring out back
o’ the Paysireak now. Everything’ll be
ready by night, though.”

So that accounted for the hammering
I'd heard.

“It’s terrible!” I said, “Besides giving
away weight, Spain’s a rank amateur
against a professional. This McCoy’ll
knock his ears down.”

Lefty glared at me.

“Want t’ bet on that?” he said swiftly.
Then, half apologetically: “Listen! This
McCoy never was good or I'd have
heard of him. And suppose he was fair;
he claims he was welterweight. He'll
fight tonight at a hundred and seventy
pounds; which means he’s carryin’ twen-
ty-odd extra pounds—”

“Of good hard muscle!” I
a miner, ain’t he?”

“No fat, no,” Lefty admitted. “It’s
muscle, all right. But it’s hard, lumpy
muscle, with no kick in it. Muscle or
fat, it’s weight, ain’t it? And it’ll slow
him down. Spain’s underweight, if any-
thing; and he’s all speed. He’ll go around
McCoy like a cooper goes around a bar-
rel. You wait and see.”

I looked at Spain.

“Comanche Kid!” I said sarcastically.
Spain grinned a sheepish little grin and
ducked his head and I saw his ears get

said. “He’s

red. “Comanche Kid!” You ain’t no na-
tive son, and you ain’t a prize ﬁghter
You'll find that out!”

But I was wrong. I spent a lot of time
being wrong, it seems like, those days.
Spain took McCoy that night in seven
rounds. By a knockout. I didn’t see it,
of course; but Lefty told me about it
afterward. Spain was nervous at first,
fighting his first real fight, and he spent
the first four rounds on the old bicycle,
letting McCoy chase him. The crowd
didn’t like that, but Lefty said it was
the smartest thing Spain could’ve done.
Four rounds of it and McCoy was walk-
ing on his heels. And the crowd got its
money’s worth, from then on.

“Then,” Lefty said. “Spain started
borin’ in. Just feelin’ his way at first;
sort o’ findin’ out if he really could land
a punch or not. He could. He landed
plenty. He had McCoy lookin’ like a
fresh slab o’ sirloin before it was over.
Then McCoy stings the kid with a graz-
in’ right and that’s the biggest mistake
he ever made.

“It made Spain mad. I saw his eyes
thin down and sort o’ shine, and he went
weavin’ in with both hands cocked and
that was the end of it. He poked a left
into McCoy’s bread basket and when
McCoy’s guard comes down, Spain lets
him have it. He shot his right, and a left,
and another right and another left, so
fast I couldn’t count ’em. That was be-
cause McCoy was propped against the
ropes. The first right would’ve been
enough, only McCoy was back against
the ropes and couldn’t fall. Spain didn’t
know that, so he kept shootin’. Mac, that
Spain’s the fastest thing I ever saw. And
he can hit. He’s dynamite with either
hand. He’s good!”

Zimmerman took Olliphant, too, by a
knockout. That didn’t surprise me. Olli-
phant might have the skill, but Zim-
merman was tough. He battered Zim-
merman plenty in the first few rounds,
but after that he’d shot his bolt and
Zimmerman could cut him down.
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The four preliminaries were just noisy
brawls with a lot of wild swinging and
nobody hurt; but the crowd loved it.
When it was over, all you could hear for
days was fight talk.

That, and talk of The Hood.

THERE was always talk
about The Hood in Comanche,
and that night added fresh im-
petus to it. Because, while Dal
Spain, alias Comanche Kid, was knock-
ing out Slugger McCoy in the prize ring
back of the Paystreak, Angel Spain, alias
The Hood, was tying up the night
watchman in the office of the Ascension
Mine, setting a blast of dynamite-juice
into the mine safe, and getting away
with better than six hundred ounces of
dust and nuggets from the Ascension’s
Number 2 shaft.

Maybe it wasn’t the Angel; maybe it
was somebody posing as him, as Dal
Spain claimed. But it was The Hood,
all right. The night watchman got a
good clear look at him, and at his guns;
those same gold-inlaid Smith & Wesson
guns, pearl butts and all.

This guard—his name was Simpson—
said he was trying the door to the mine
office when the hooded jasper steps
around the corner of the building and
drops a gun on him. The Hood took
Simpson’s keys, opened the mine office,
dragged Simpson in and shut the door.

He tied Simpson up and lit a lamp.
Simpson couldn’t get over talking about
the fellow’s nerve, lighting a lamp that
way. Of course, there was only the door
and one window in the little building the
Ascension calls its office, and the window
faces west, away from town; so it really
wasn’t so wonderful. But Simpson
thought it was.

He left Simpson tied and gagged be-
side the door while he went over and
started work on the safe. “He had some-
thin’ in a bottle, and he had a cake o’
soap. I seen him take ’em out of his

pockets. Then he knelt down beside the
safe and I could hear him workin’, but I
couldn’t see him, on account o’ the book-
keeper’s desk bein’ between us.”
Simpson didn’t know how long The
Hood worked on the safe, but pretty
soon he came back to where Simpson
was lying and said, “She’ll blow in a
minute,” and Simpson heard an explo-
sion and that was the last thing Simpson
knew. Something hit him over the head
right then, and Simpson went out like a
light. There was a big knot on Simpson’s
head when they found him, and a heavy
glass inkwell from the bookkeeper’s desk
was lying beside him, so it was easy to
figure that the explosion that hurled the
inkwell across the room and that was
what had knocked Simpson out.
Simpson said he thought it was about
half-past ten when the man stuck him
up, and that it couldn’t have been more
than fifteen minutes between then and
the explosion. But he was wrong about
that, because the Ascension office is less
than a mile from town and plenty of
people heard the explosion and checked
the time. It went off at just a minute or
two past eleven o’clock, just after the
Comanche Kid had dropped McCoy.

For that matter, I could check the
time, myself. Doc had left me some
medicine to take at eleven o’clock and I
had my watch on the chair beside my
bed so I wouldn’t forget it. But when
eleven o’clock came I found I didn’t have
any water in my glass, so I banged on
the floor and the night clerk came up to
see what I wanted. He’d just opened my
door when the explosion happened. The
windows in the Brill House rattled and
banged like an earthquake was shaking
them. The clerk got white and looked
at me and then turned and ran down
stairs. It was a good hour later before
I could get anybody’s attention again.
They were all too excited to think of me.

Tt was a hectic night, all right. It was
breaking dawn hefore I ever got to sleep.

(To be continued)
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the second button of his scarlet

tunic with the ball of his fore-
finger. It was a trick of his, when he was
thinking out a deep one.

“So you finally killed him, did you?”
he said slowly. The policeman’s cold,
ice-blue eyes met the defiant brown eyes
of his prisoner. The killer moved restless-
ly and drew back his lips in a defiant
grin.

“Quiet!” snapped Lane. “I want to
figure this thing out for myself.” He
threw a couple of fresh sticks on the fire,
and huddled closer to the blaze. Behind
his back the frozen tarpaulin rattled in
the wind.

CONSTABLE Joseph Lane polished

“Let’s see; you put up with Miller for
nearly three years. That’s a long time.”

The policeman watched the sparks
flickering off into the darkness, thinking
of the man who had been killed.

He probably had had a given name,
but nobody knew it. Even in making out
his official report, the policeman had
used the name by which the man was
known throughout that section of the
Province: “Big” Miller. Miller was a
common enough name, but everyone
know who Big Miller was—a freak of a
man, six feet six or seven inches in
height, with enormous shoulders, a face
which looked as though it had been care-
lessly chipped out of solid rock, and a
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voice which, even in his more amiable
moments, was a cross between a snarl
and a whine.

Big Miller had come into the country
from God knew where and set himself
up as a fur buyer. He had done well at
it.

Most men were afraid of Big Miller.
When he came bulking into their little
camps they were dominated by the sheer
hulking size of the man. And when he
stared at them with his little round pig-
gish eyes, so out of keeping with his mas-
sive face, and pounded their tables with
his fist, they shrugged instead of hag-
gling, or shaking their heads, and sold
their fur—as little of it as possible—for
what Big Miller offered them. °

One man, Buck Dawson, had told Mil-
ler he’d be damned if he’d give his fur
away, and Miller had merely stared at
him grimly for a time and then gone on
his way. A month or so after that Buck
had gone out one morning and found all
five of his dogs with their necks broken.
It had been blowing and snowing all
night, and there were no tracks, but no
man of ordinary strength can break a
dog’s neck with his unaided hands.

Buck had come to Lane with his story,
but the policeman had known there
wasn’t a chance of getting a conviction.
It was obvious that Big Miller was
guilty, but there wan’t a shred of evi-
dence. Just a motive, and the knowledge
that he had the strength and the stomach
for the job. Big Miller hated dogs.

“Better forget it, Buck,” Lane had
counseled, shaking his head. “I'd like to
take him out, well -enough, but we’d
never make it stick. He’s shrewd, don’t
forget that. He doesn’t steal fur; he buys
it. You don’t really have to sell to him.
He doesn’t threaten. You can’t arrest a
man just because he’s big and ugly and
talks hard.”

“Probably you’re right, Joe,” Buck had
nodded, his yellow teeth grinding on the
bit of his pipc. “Just the same, some
day—"
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“Chuck it! Lane had commanded
sharply. “Talk like that gets men like
you into trouble.”

And so Big Miller had gone on his
way, buying furs—and dogs. Most men
hated to sell him dogs even more than
they hated to sell him fur, because in
a country where dogs are a man’s sole
companions for months on end, and bear
his burdens from dawn until dark, most
white men have a definite respect, and a
certain affection, for their dogs.

BIG MILLER had used plen-
ty of dogs, reflected Lane
grimly. Two, sometimes three
strings a year. Every time
Lane had run across him, Miller had
new dogs in the string. Only old
Pete, the big white-and-yellow wheel
dog, had been able to survive Big Mil-
ler's whip. Miller did not use the lash
to crack above a dog’s head as a warn-
ing; Miller used the stiff, heavy butt of
his whip, like a club. In Big Miller’s
heavy hands, the butt of a dog whip was
a lethal weapon.

Men had come to Lane with choked
voices and told him of things they had
seen Miller do to dogs. Young Armand
Ferrand had actually had tears in his
dark eyes as he related how Miller had
treated two dogs he had forced Armand
to sell him.

And now Big Miller was dead, and
there was not a man in all the country
who would not brighten and smile grim-
ly when he heard of Miller’s passing.

It seemed like a peculiar bit of irony
that the law should frown upon the kill-
ing of Big Miller. The law should be
flexible enough to say, with all the people
concerned, “Good riddance!’ But the law
and the Bible both spoke to the same
effect: “Thou shalt not kill’’—and made
no exception concerning the Big Millers
of the world.

“And that,” said Lane, glancing at his
prisoner, “puts you in a tight place, my
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lad!” His only response was a grim si-
lence, and a watchful, vengeful stare.

Lane caressed the second button of his
tunic, thoughfully. This was something
more than a cold matter of justice; the
personal element entered into the affair.
He, Lane, had hated Big Miller. He had
been watching and waiting for years,
hoping for a chance to take him outside,
a prisoner. To be forced into this posi-
tion, to be the man to legally avenge
Miller’s death, went bitterly against the
grain.

It was his duty, of course. And the
Force was the devil and all for duty,
with a capital D. Everything must be
done according to regulations; except for
the minor details, a man’s thinking was
all done for him.

And Lane had, so far, done his duty,
according to the law, his oath and the
regulations. He had placed the guilt be-
yond all reasonable doubt. He had done
a difficult job of tracking, following a
trail always half-obscured by drifted
snow, and sometimes blotted out entire-
ly for a hundred yards and more. He
had made the arrest. His duty was clear.
But—

The policeman reached in his pocket
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and pulled out a knife. It was a big knife
with two heavy blades. He flipped one
of them open, and slowly cut the strands
of baiche which bound the prisoner.

“There you are,” he said curtly. “Clear
out!”

His erstwhile prisoner stared at him
with curious eyes.

“I mean it, Pete,” snapped Lane. “Hit
the trail! I should shoot you as a dan-
gerous beast, but I haven’t the stomach
for the job. After being Big Miller’s
wheel dog for three years, you deserve a
little consideration. Even though you did
tear his throat out, at last. Between you
and me we’ll call it mitigating circum-
stances. We just won’t mention it at all

_in the official report.”

Old Pete stood for an instant, rigid
and suspicious. Then, with a snarl, he
leaped beyond the circle of light cast by
the fire, and disappeared into the bush.

The blade of the policeman’s knife
closed with a snap.

There’s a first time for everything,” he
said, talking to himself as a man will who
spends much of his life in silent places,
and alone. “But see to it nothing of the

"

sort happens again, Constable!




“Bull, your past
is logged with
sin. . . "

NO RIGHT OF WAY

by ROY de S. HORN

HOOROOP! Whooroop! Caplain

%;s / Brodie of the tug Maude jerked

the whistle cord and squalled

for the right of way that was justly his.

But the craft that had suddenly popped

its nosc out of the dock slip close along-

side Jid not stop or even slow down.
Captain Brodie let out a yell.

“Hey! What the hell—!”

What the hell, indeed. That oncoming
craft not only seemed disrespectful of the
Maude’s course, but it seemed bent on
pushing a passageway right through her
engine-room.

With an oath Captain Brodie jerked
the wheel out of young Tommy Shaw’s
hands, whirled it hard over. And at the

same time his right leg shot out and
kicked frauntically at the foot-cord he
had rigged to the Maude’s engine-room
bell. The Maude groaned, shook all over
with the reversing of her powerful screw,
and then began to go astern.

But not fast enough. Even with the
swing of the Maude’s bow there came

. a crash, a rasping bump. Captain Brodie,

his hands torn from the wheel by the vio-
lent shock, skidded on the reeling deck
and sat down. Then he clawed to his feet
again. The Maudc’s threshing had
stopped. There was the bang of a door,
a salty oath. Au:l from the depths of the
Moaude’s engine-raom a lean, freckled
face with seowling eves and an ail-
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smeared nose emerged into the open.

“For cat’s sake! What the hell is this
—a tug or a roller-coaster?”

Captain Bill Brodie—“Navy Bill”
Brodie—only continued to cuss a blue
streak.

“Uh-hub,” announced the freckled
redhead with deep sarcasm. “I see it i3
a roller-coaster! And me without no
ticket for the ride!”

“Roller-coaster—?” At last Captain
Brodie found printable words. “Look
there!”

Red Peters, chief engineer, oiler, and
whole black gang of the Maude, looked
in the direction of his captain’s glance.
Comprehension came into his eyes.
“Huh! A damn blue-stacker!”

A blue-stacker it was—a tug with a
bright blue stack, and half as big again
as the Maude. And to prove that the
collision was no accident, out of her
wheelhouse window was now sticking a
round red face above a bull neck. And
the round face was grinning triumphant-
ly.

“You double-decked, triple-damned
blankety-blank so-and-so!” yelled Cap-
tain Brodie. “Didn’t you see us? Didn’t
you hear us? Don’t you know no rules
of the road?”

“Well, I didn’t hear nothing, but I did
see and smell something.” The blue-
stacker’s words were only less insulting
than his snear. “But I don’t know no
rules of the road that says you got to
give right of way to a floating hunk of
garbage!”

“Garbage—!” Captain Brodie choked.
“Bull Blanton, the next time I catch you
ashore, I'll show you who’s garbage!”

“Yeah?” Bull Blanton gave a disbe-
lieving snort. “Well, Garbage, I'll meet
you in church—if you get there!”

And with a taunting jangle of bells,
the tug Spray, of the Blue-Stack Towing
Company, put on the power and breezed
out into the open stream.

Captain Brodie let out another stream
of scorching words. Red Peters listened
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admiringly for a moment, and then be-
gan to disappear, joint by joint, into his
hot, roaring hole. “Well, Cap’n, the next
time you go to ram a boat, I wish you’d
sound ‘Collision Quarters’ first. I'm too
old to get any more pleasure outa skid-
ding around on my bottom in the bilges.”

With his disappearance, Captain
Brodie turned to young Tommy Shaw,
bowman, sternman, and general deck
force of the Maude. “Take the wheel,
Tommy, while I go to look at the dam-
age.”

But the builders of the Maude had
done their work in a day when honest
work and honest material had been a
part of every contract. A slanting dent
and a fresh scraping of paint showed
where the Spray’s bow had bumped. But
the Maude’s stout strakes and even
stouter fender had withstood further in-
jury.

What made Captain Brodie mad as
much as anything, though, was that he
had been in a hurry. That was why he
had been steering so close to the end of
the slips, cutting every possible corner.
For the North River was rushing out
through the Narrows at a breakneck
speed in its last surge before the turn.
And strung out down the bay and all
the way to Quarantine was anchored the
whole sea-grist of the last twelve hours
—liners, tankers, tramps, craft of all
description, waiting impatiently for the
incoming flood to make their way to
their upriver docks.

And Captain Brodie knew he was not
the only tug out hunting for a tow. All
the uncontracted tugs in the harbor
would be racing out to try to win a job
from some of those incoming vessels.
And the Maude was in desperate need of
a job.

Not only Captain Brodie was aware of
that fact, but Red Peters, down below,
knew it too. He was feeding the fires
all the oil they could take. The black
smoke pouring from the Maude’s funnel
testified to that fact. Oil that cost
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money. A lot of money. Captain Brodie
groaned when he thought how much.

¢ UP AHEAD the Spray was

swishing along nonchalantly,

her rope fenders scooping up

the tide. Captain Brodie’s

Navy-trained soul writhed at the mere
sight of such shiftlessness.

Now that they were getting toward
the Narrows, water traffic grew thick
and congested. Garbage scows, outward
bound; tankers, freighters—even a liner
or two—making their way seaward. And
tugs—tugs—on all sides. All the tugs
in the world, it seemed, hurrying and
scurrying, vomiting black smoke from

their funnels and kicking the water
astern from their powerful screws.

“Ain’t going to be nothing left for the
tail-enders but a free ride back home,”
said Tommy Shaw speculatively.

But the Maude was closing up on the
Spray ahead. Closing up hand over foot.
And that was a matter, too, that brought
a frown to Captain Brodie’s face. The
Spray was almost as fast as the Maude.
She had no earthly right to be overtaken
in such rapid fashion.

“We’ll give the buzzard a blast and
pass to starboard.” Suiting the action to
the word, Captain Brodie yanked the
whistle cord and began to ease out.

There was no answer from the Spray
—and that too was not according to
regulations and the rules of the road.
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The answer came only when the Maude’s
nose was almost abreast the Sprey’s
counfer. And then it came, not as a re-
sponding blast of acquiescence, but as a
whole flock of blasts—four of them, to be
exact. At the same time the Spray’s
bow, too, sheered to starboard, putting
her square across the Maude’s course.

Whoop — whoop — whoop — whoop!
That was the danger signal, the nautical
equivalent of saying “Stay back! No
passing here! Danger!” But the swerving
of the Spray’s bow said more than that.
It said, “Come on—and the collision’s
all yours!”

Captain Bill Brodie’s face grew hard,
and then it grew suspicious. Dropping

“I waited a whole
year for this!”

the Maude back out of danger, he
stepped over and bellowed down the
engine-room voice-tube.

That voice-tube was Red Peters’ own
invention. No ordinary voice-tube was
this, with whistle, buzzer, or bell-pull to
call attention. It was a section of six-
inch water main driven from the engine-
room to the tug’s wheelhouse, with both
ends open, big enough almost for a man
to get his head inside. A yell at one end
came out like a megaphone bellow at the
other. Now Red Peters’ voice came
snarling up in answer to Brodie’s bellow.

“What the hell you trying to do—jerk
that engine-bell out by the roots?”

“If T hadn’t jerked that bell you'd
have been busting your bottom again in
the bilges,” said Brodie tartly. “Listen,
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Red, I want you to hang over that
throttle of yours like & booze-hound over
a bottle. And jump when I give you the
bell. T want to do a little investigating.”

“Investigating, huh? Well, you leave
the bottoin of the Lav out of your in-
vestigstions,” was the sarcastic reply.
“I ain’t wearing no diving suit this
morning.”

Brodie turned to Tommy Shaw. “Now,
kid, port a little. That’s good—hold her.”
1i¢ rang up four bells and a jingle.

With a jerk the Maude’s screw blades
bit water again, and the Maude began to
forge ahead. Up—up—onto the Spray’s
quarter again, this time to port.

From the wheelhouse window of the
blue-stack tug the scowling face of Bull
Blanton re-appeared. Simultaneously the
blue-stacker began to edge inward.

“Git over, git over!” yelled Brodie
fiercely. “Whadda you want—the whole
bay?” He reached out and jerked the
whistle cord. Whoop—whoop! The im-
perious demand for passage to port.

But the answer was again four warn-
in blasts. “Danger! No passing!” And
the blue-stack tug continued to swing
in the Maude’s path.

Nor was that all. A string of dirty
garbage scows, relurning high and empty
from the offshore dumping grounds, sud-
denly loomed in the same direction.
Pinched between them and the blue-
stack tug, Captain Brodie had to ring
full speed astern and drop back again.

“Bull Blanton—you dirty road-hog!”
he roared. “Youre doing that on pur-
pose. Now I know T’ll beat your ears
down when I catch you!”

The salty breeze brought back the
jeering answer. “Yeah, you will—in a

pie’s pocket-book!”
¥ 4
end of the procession.
“Get below and take the
engines and tell Red to come up here,”

snapped Captain Brodie to Tommy
Shaw.

THINGS were getting serious.
Already they were at the tail

ADVENTURE

Red Peters clumped up the litile lad-
der and into the wheelhouse, his eyes
questioning. His steel-trap jaws were
champing stolidly at a cud of tobacco.

“This blue-stacker so-and-so up ahead
is hogging the whole bay!” said Brodie
fiercely. “He’s holding back and he won’t
let us pass, rules of the road or no rules
of the road. You got any ideas?”

Red Peters cast a calculating eye over
the situation ahead. An eye that had
looked over many of the toughest situ-
ations on earth, from an oilfield in full
boom to a seaport tied up with a long-
shoremen’s strike. '

“Road-hog, huh? Well, out in the
Borger field one time there was a bunch
of road-hogs. But we got rid of ’em. We
just got hold of a big nitroglycerine
truck—one of them well-shooter’s out-
fits—and we drove her hell-bustin’ right
down the middle of the road. You
shoulda seen them road hogs clearin’ the
right of way. Some of ’em busted their
hacks right through fences and barns to
be sure to give us plenty room.”

“That ’ud be a swell idca, if this was
a dirt highway, and we was a T-N-T
truck,” retorted Brodie. “But this ain’t,
and we ain’t.”

“Well, we might complain again to
the port authorities.”

“Complain!” Captain Brodie gave a
snort. “And the blue-stack people would
bring up a flock of lying witnesses, like
they did last time, and prove it was us
that was hogging the right of way!
You’re bright as hell this morning, Red!”

Captain Brodie’s eyes were smoldering
with all the helplessness of a motorist
on a narrow road blocked by a lumbering
truck ahead that will not give over and
allow passage. And then as his eyes
roamed shoreward, they all but burst
into flame.

“T just wish I did have a T-N-T truck!
I'd take her and smash her to hell right
through the middle of that damn shack
over there, even if I had to blow myself
up with ;t!”
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“Shack” was just as descriptive of the
place in question as “shanty” would be,
applied to Mr. Schwab’s three million
dollar chateau on Riverside Drive.

It was a summer place—an enormous
summer place, the house and grounds
covering the whole of a mile-long point
that thrust itself far out into the bay.
The house itself was as big as a hotel,
surrounded like a hen with chickens, by
dozens of garages, greenhouses, stables,
servants’ quarters and other adjuncts. At
the very end of the point, perhaps a
hundred yards from the great rambling
mansion, was a colossal boathouse.

Not a seaman out of New York but
knew that place. It was the summer
home of old Peter Blue, owner among
other things of the Blue Seal Export
Company, the Blue Funnel Shipping
Company, the Blue Streak Oil Com-
- pany, the Blue Casualty and Marine
Insurance Company; and last but not
least, of the Blue Stack Towing Com-
pany.

Red Peters looked and gave a yawn.

“You wouldn’t get the old pirate even
if you did blow it up now. He’s in town,
if he ain’t in Europe. All you’d do would
be to make fertilizer outa yourself and
maybe a caretaker or two.”

His eyes roamed forward again.

“Ship ahead without no tug. And
there’sa Swede tramp further out there.”

Captain Brodie’s face brightened.
“The freighter’s a Blue Funnel ship—
the Merchant Queen—that’s where the
Spray’s heading, I reckon. But the tramp
is a bet. Now let’s see that damn road
hog try to be two places at once!”

The Blue Funnel freighter, a big single-
stacker with the bright blue band of its
house mark brilliant on its funnel, was
already up-anchored and underway,
creeping slowly ahead as it waited for its
tug. The Spray was racing toward it,
smoke pouring from its stack. And out
beyond, toward the lower bay, the dingy
Swedish tramp was already clanking in
her ground gear.
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“Give her the gun!” yelped Brodie,
easing the wheel over slightly. “We can
reach her before any other tug around
here!”

Under full power the Maude surged
ahead, bearing slighty off to port and to-
ward the tramp.

And then an amazing thing happened.
The big Blue Funnel freighter Merchant
Queen too began to swing off to port.
Her screw began to churn up increased
speed. Faster and faster she moved, put-
ting herself squarely across the Maude’s
course. At the same time, with a jeering
blast, Bull Blanton and the Spray
swerved to starboard and shot the
freighter on toward the Swedish tramp.

Raging with the dirtiness of it, Cap-
tain Bill Brodie spun his wheel around,
rang for full speed astern, and slipped
out from under, just in time to avoid
crashing the towering freighter’s bow
above him. Churning and rolling, the
Maude made a half circle and lay quart-
ering in the sea. By that time the Spray
was already far on its way. Even as
Brodie watched she rounded up along-
side the tramp, hailed with a megaphone,
and a moment later shot a heaving line
aboard.

“There’s the answer.” Red Peters
pointed a stubby finger back toward
Manhattan where a belated Blue-stack
tug was hurrying out to take the
freighter’s hawser that Bull Blanton had
passed up. “They ganged up on us to
give the blue-stackers both tows. We
might as well go back to town. Nothing
left out here now.”

Indeed there was not. The last unat-
tached ship had already taken on a tug
and was beginning the last pull in to
dock. Captain Brodie gave a vengeful
snarl.

“Yeah, we might as well go back to
town. But the first thing I do after that
will be to look up Bull Blanton. And
it won’t be in church, either!”
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THE war between Navy Bill
Brodie and the combined
Peter Blue interests went back
for two years. Went all the
way back, in fact, to a time when for
one brief trip Brodie had been first mate
of a Blue Funnel ship, the Royal Duke.

They had been speeding home from
Europe with a strong passenger list and
old Peter Blue himself aboard. And off
Georges Bank they had run into a dirty
fog. First Mate Brodie had had the
watch.

First Mate Brodie had, in accordance
with maritime regulations, promptly set
extra lookouts, started the automatic
fog-whistle, slowed to half speed, and
sent word below to the ship’s captain to
that effect.

But it was not the captain who had
come up on the bridge. It was a little
red-faced, pot-bellied man with eyebrows
like a thundercloud.

“What’s the idea of cutting speed
when we’re almost into port?” demand-
ed the pot-bellied stranger angrily.

“Fog always calls for half speed,” re-
torted Mate Brodie impatiently. “And
who the hell are you? Passengers are
not allowed on the bridge.”

“Who am I? You'll find out who I
am,” the pot-bellied man roared fur-
iously. “I’'m Peter Blue! And I'm telling
you to resume speed again! Don’t you
know a day’s loss costs thousands of
dollars on a ship like this?”

Just then the captain came up on the
bridge.

“Captain,” said First Mate Brodie,
“here’s a passenger on the bridge trying
to give me orders. Did you authorize his
presence on the bridge?”

At that the little pot-bellied man
gasped.

“Captain,” he snapped, “I want this
man relieved from duty immediately!
Telling me—me, Peter Blue!—I can’t
come on the bridge of my own ship!”

The captain looked worried, turned to
his chief officer. “Perhaps it wouldn’t
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hurt to speed up a few knots, Mr. Bro-
die. After all, the fog isn’t so thick”—

“I say it’s fog! And the Maritime
Regulations say ‘half-speed”” retorted
Brodie. “I'll leave the bridge, Captain,
if you say so—but only after being prop-
erly relieved.”

“Relieve him, then!” bellowed Peter
Blue. “Send up the second mate — the
third officer—!”

But First Officer Brodie was going on.
“—Also I'll insist that it be entered in
the log why I was relieved, that it was
because I refused to run full speed in a
heavy fog. And you can’t relieve me
without so logging it!”

Peter Blue whirled on the captain.
“Is that so?”

The captain nodded uncomfortably.
“Yes—er—the regulations—"

But with a baleful snort, old Peter
Blue was already going below. After a
moment the captain muttered under his
breath and followed him.

First Officer Brodie grinned and went
back to his business, though he knew
his goose was cooked.

But hardly had he pulled off his boots, .
after being relieved, before he felt the
ship’s screws beating an increased speed.
The second officer was taking no chances
with his future with the Blue Funnel
Line.

Ten minutes later the Royel Duke ran
a Gloucester fishing schooner down and
sank her with all hands except the look-
out and cook, who were picked up by
another fisherman.

It gave First Officer Brodie no little
pleasure to testify at the suit—testi-
mony that cost the Blue Funnel Line ex-
actly a hundred and fifty thousand dol-
lars in life and property damages. But as
he came out of the court room, old Peter
Blue himself crowded into his path.

“You're fired—finished—through!” he
snarled. “And now let’s see you get
another berth anywhere!”

And Peter Blue had not been talking
through his hat, Brodie found when he
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went around looking for that new berth.
Magnate of industry, export, oil, and
shipping, old Peter Blue’s words carried
weight. Every shipping door in the coun-
try seemed closed to Navy Bill Brodie.

Blacklisted, with no opening in sight,
Brodie had done what many another
man has done. He went into business
for himself. With Red Peters, whom he
had known ever since old Navy days,
he had bought the Maude. At least he
had bought the wheel of the AMaude
maybe. All the rest of it was covered
deep with mortgages.

But even here old man Blue’s vindic-
tive force had followed them. All the
jobs they had been able to get for a year
had been an occasional pick-up of a
tramp with no port connections, and in
infrequent haul job around the water-
front.

On the top of that, the usual rules
of the road no longer seemed to be in
force as far as the Maude was con-
cerned. They were rammed, bumped,
banged, regardless of course and speed—
and then sued for the resulting collision.
And mostly by blue-stack tugs. And
most especially by Bull Blanton’s blue-
stack.tug Spray.

“Old man Blue must give the buzzard
an extra bonus every time he bumps
us.” Brodie had snarled indignantly.

“The damned old pirate!” Red Peters
had been likewise indignant. “I'd like
to have him for a fender the next time
one of his damn blue-stackers bumps us!
But he’s too foxy—he always hires men
to do his dirty work for him.”

“Well, we’ll have to take it out on the
hired men, then,” snapped Brodie.

COMING back empty-hand-
ed from the bay that day, Bill
Brodie at last put that threat
into practice. He waited for
Bull Blanton and caught him right at
the edge of the dock.

“You said something about seeing me
in church, Bull,” he announced harshly.
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“Well, we’ll call this church. Now how
do you like this sermon?”

And crash—he sank a right jab square
in the corner of Bull’s mouth.

Bull Blanton was big and he was no
coward. But, fired by fury, Brodie rose
to superman heights. Ile hattered down
Blanton’s guard, hammered him till he
was a gasping wreck, and then set to
work to dynamite the hulk.

“You ought to go to Sunday School,
too, Bull; your past is logged heavy with
sin!” Bam! — that was Sunday School.
“And prayer-meeting — prayer-meéting
'ud do a lot for you!” Wham!—prayer-
meeting coming up! “And baptising—
why I bet you ain’t even been baptized!”
Slam! and Bull Blanton was baptized,
literally as well as figuralively. For the
last blow had taken him squarely on the
knob and sent him spinning over the
dock edge and into the water under-
neath, where he came up blowing and
splashing like a grampus.

But fights, even victorious ones,
bought no oil. And the Maude’s tanks
were down to the last gurgle, when by
an amazing bit of luck Brodie found
her a job. Towing garbage scows out to
the dumping grounds while one of the
regular contractor’s tugs was laid up.

The garbage towing business was
probably the only one around the port
that Peter Blue had neglected to black-
list him with.

But it was a job. It paid for fuel oil,
a badly needed new hawser, and helped
stave off the creditors. And Brodie was
properly jubilant when the third day,
he passed the detested Spray down the
bay.

Bull Blanton stared, gaped, and made
the supreme insult of holding his nose
and hauling the Spray up to windward.

“Yah—you better hold your nose!”
jeered Brodie. “Take it away and T’ll
hit it again! How you like going to
church, huh?”

It made him feel good all the way
out. Made him feel so good, in fact, that
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when for three days running he encoun-
tered the Spray away out near the
dumping grounds he wasn’t even sus-
picious.

On the third day he had something
else to think about, anyway. It was an
unseasonably warm day for so early in
spring, and Captain Brodie sniffed the
air with quick foreboding.

“Fog — it’s just the same sort of
weather we had off Georges, that night.
It’ll be thicker'n pea-soup before mid-
afternoon.”

Fog it was, even before noon. A solid
blanket of it, almost a wall, rolling in
so fast that Brodie looked at it and then
at his scow, tugging astern like an unruly
house, with increasing worry.

“Thicker'n clam-chowder, and a bay
full of boats to get back through,” he
growled to Tommy Shaw. “We’ll have
our work cut out before we get back.”

“’Nother tug, over there to port,”
said Tommy, glancing toward the rol-
ling blanket.

“Never mind any other tug — you
keep your eye on your steering,” snap-
ped Brodie. And then the fog reached
out and took them in.

A fog off New York is no light matter.
Inbound liners from Europe, upbound
boats from Cuba and the South,
shrieked and yowled. Foghorns on light-
houses ashore grunted and growled. All
Captain Brodie could do was keep his
own whistle sounding the deep warning
of a tug with a tow, and do his best to
keep the Maude headed right.

And then out of the wall of white it
came, with no whistle warning what-
ever. A dark shape, rushing past so fast
it was glimpsed one moment and gone
the next. But in that brief glimpse Cap-
tain Brodie had made oyt hull and
stack. He danced and swore. And then
came a violent jolt.

Not the jolt of colliding hulls, but an
odd double-jerk. The first yanked the
Maude stern so suddenly that Brodie
and Tommy Shaw were pitched from

ADVENTURE

their feet. The next jerk sent the Maude
ahead again so suddenly that she al-
most seemed to somersault as her en-
gine raced and her propellor thrashed
wildly.

“Loose! She’s busted lopse!” gasped
Tommy Shaw, breathless from the im-
pact of the wheel in his stomach.

‘“Busted loose, hell! That damn blue-
stacker, she ran over the hawser!” yelped
Brodie. “Blanton—he ran it down and
cut it in two!”

Up from the engine-room popped Red
Peters, cussing and oil-smeared.

“What’d you hit?” he bellowed. “She’s
busted loose! Where’s the scow?”

“Yeah, where is the scow?” yelped
Brodie. “Back there somewhere—God
knows where! But we’ve got to find her!
Can’t leave a scow drifting around loose
here in the path of all these ships!”

But there was no scow. After all their
circling, questing search, there was still
no scow. It seemed to have been swal-
lowed up forever in the fog. A fog that
drenched their faces and clothes, and
seemed to moek at their frantic efforts.

But something did come out of that
fog. A tug’s toot, deep and resonant. Al-
most a jeer.

It is remarkable, the sound effects
that a man can get out of a tug whistle.

Even before they went back,
» empty-handed, after the fog
had lifted twenty-four hours
# later on a scowless sea, Brodie
had an ominous hunch. When they
reached the garbage contractor’s dock
he found he was right.
The scow was already there—and not
only the scow, but an irate contractor.
“What’s the idea, cutting my scow
adrift?” he howled. “It’ud been out there
yet if that blue-stack tug hadn’t found
it and towed it in. But you’ll pay for
it—you’ll pay the whole towing charg-
es!”
“Towing charges!” Red Peters grin-
ned. “If you can raise anything on the
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Maude, Old-timer, you can do more
than we been able to do.”

“Then I’ll slap a libel plaster on that
tub of yours till you do pay!”

There was only one thing to do, and
Bill Brodie did it. He hauled out for Jer-

sey and Jersey waters at full speed.
But even Jersey waters were no pro-

tection. State lines mean nothing to a
libel suit. And Red Peters knew it.
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“What’s the use?” he moaned dole-
fully. “They’ll get us in two-three days
anyway.”

“Let ’em,” said Bill Brodie viciously.
“All T want is Bull Blanton first—just
one fair crack at him and the Spray!
After that they can have the Maude—
if they can tow in the pieces!”

Bill Brodie’s mind was made up. Give
him one chance to get even with the
Spray. and then he didn’t care what
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happened. The mortgagees would take
over the Maude, anyway.

Right in the most likely place he
hunted—and found. That place was the
big shipping docks on the Jersey side
—the shipping docks of the Blue Streak
Oil Company and the Blue Funnel Line,

And the Spray, when he found it, was
just swinging onto a hawser.—A hawser
whose other end was fast aboard a big

Men were raining
down from the bow.

blue-funneled freighter that was just
poking her nose out of her narrow slip
next the warehouses.

Here was almost a complete port in
itself. Piers, warehouses, the Blue Streak
oil refinery—all the massed buildings and
business that made up the vast corpora-
tion of the Peter Blue millions.

But Brodie had no eye for piers and
buildings. All he had an eye for was that
blue-stacked tug, though he did fainily
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observe the big freighter just slipping
from her berth. Another old acquain-
tance, that—the Merchant Queen, that
had done the dirty work that day with
the Swede tramp’s tow.

“Give her all you got, Red!” yelled
Brodie down the water main. *‘And
stand by for collision!”

And he swung the Maude’s sharp bow
straight for the Spray’s engine-room,
complelely ignoring an odd, muffled
rumble that had seemingly come from
the Merchant Queen’s vitals.

In that momentous instant, though,
Brodie was sure he had been seen. Not
only seen, but recognized. For suddenly
Bull Blanton popped out of the Spray’s
wheelhouse, ran aft yelling. His hands
held an axe. It flashed, fell. And the
hawser to the Merchant Queen, chop-
ped completely asunder, whipped in air
and.then fell into the current with a
splash. Freed of all holds, the Spray
jerked, shot ahead, and then went away
from there at rocking speed.

Foiled, Brodie, could only jerk the
engine-room bell and swear. “The dirty
buzzard!” he yelped. “He’s cut loose!”
And then his mouth suddenly dropped
open—and stayed open.

From the bow of the Merchant Queen
men were raining down. Not sliding, but
jumping! Jumping, splashing, and then
coming up to swim away with backward
glances as if the devil himself were at
their heels.

At the same time Brodie realized daz-
edly that dense clouds of black were
pouring out of the Merchant Queen! Not
out of her funnels, but from companion-
ways, engine-room gratings. And with
the smoke came licking {lames.

“Holy Cow!” gasped Tommy Shaw.
“She’s afire!”

“Afire?” Brodie suddenly snapped to
motion. “That ain’t all! They’ve quit
her—they’ve abandoned her! And she’s
burning, right at the piers!”

That fact had undoubtedly become
apparent ashore, too. Whistles were bel-
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lowing, sirens screaming, men were run-
ning frantically. But they were not run-
ning, firehose in hand, toward the piers.
They were fleeing empty-handed in any
direction but that.

But Bill Brodie had no thought for
that odd circumstance just then.

“Tommy!” he yelled. “Get back there
with a boat-hook! And when I put you
alongside that hawser end, you fish it in!
And then you bend it to our own haw-
ser. Bend it to stay, damn it!”

Tommy gaped. And then, dropping
the wheel, he raced down and aft.

Navy Bill Brodie spun the wheel,
kicked the Maude around. From aft, a
moment later, came Tommy’s exultant
yell. And then, another moment later,
“I’ve got her fast! Take her away!”

Puffing and churning, the Maude took
a strain, and then slowly began to haul
the smoking Merchant Queen out and
away from the threatened piers. Out into
the stream itself. And grinning, Brodie
rang up four bells and a jingle for full
speed ahead.

Tommy Shaw came tumbling back in-
to the wheelhouse. “It’s a—short tow!”
he gasped. “Only fifty feet of her hawser,
and what little’s left of ours!”

“What’s the difference? It’s plenty!”
Navy Bill chuckled. “Plenty to bring
us the shekels. Salvage, myboy, salvage!”

“Salvage?” Tommy gaped. “That tub
‘ull burn to the water-line! She’s afire
plumb to the guts already! There won’t
be nothing left to salvage!”

“Not ship salvage. Piers—warehouses
—that oil refinery!” Brodie himself was
afire with his grand idea. “They’d all
have burned if we hadn’t yanked her
away! We’'ll get plenty salvage, or I’'m
no sea-lawyer!”

¢ JUST then the first fire-tug

put in its appearance. But,

cutting close to the Blue Fun-

nel piers, it suddenly swerved

in and alongside to pick up a howling,
waving man from the Merchant Queen’s
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dock. And then it did what no other
fire-tug had ever done in all Navy Bill’s
experience. Instead of heading straight
for the fire, it veered wildly to port, shot
past well clear, and then raced on ahead
down the channel, its frantic whistle
screaming at every jump.

“Why, the dirty, smoke-eating —!”
Bill Brodie snarled, and then gave a
sudden grunt of pleased satisfaction. “I
know! He’s going ahead to clear the
channel. Looks like for once we’re go-
ing to have plenty right of way!”

The right of way was undoubtedly
theirs. As the fire-tug with shrieking
whistle raced ahead, ferries, incoming
ships, all manner of craft, broke from the
channel and dashed for the shore with
all speed. Like a broad avenue the whole
river seemed to open up for the passage
of the Maude and her tow.

Red Peters deserted his engine below
to pop up into the wheelhouse. “What'’s
all the whooping about?” And then he
glanced aft to the wallowing volcano
dragging less than a hundred yards
astern, and gulped. “Sufferin’ polecats!”

“Not polecats. Salvage! And offa old
Peter Blue himself!” grinned Brodie.

Red Peters gave a grunt. “An oil-fire,
or I never saw one. Fuel pumps—fire-
room pressure tanks, maybe. But if it
hits her main fuel tanks, Big Boy, you’re
going to wish that hawser there was a
whole lot longer!”

“What of it? You don’t pick up sal-
vage without some risk ...There’s that
fire-tug again. What does she want
now?”

The fire-tug had slowed., turned
around to parallel them, but she still
kept her distance. Another rumbling ex-
plosion astern and a leaping geyser of
smoke had given evidence that other
fuel had been reached by the flames
gnawing at the Merchant Queen.,

But aboard the fire-boat men were
gesticulating wildly. A megaphone ap-
peared. Somebody bellowed wildly
across the intervening distance.
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“Aboard the tug there! Lengthen your
tow! Veer out your hawser! But for
God’s sake don’t let go!”

“Can’t! Ain’t got no more hawser! We
got out all we got now!” yelled Brodie.
“But it ought to be enough. What’s the
matter?”

“Matter?” yelled the megaphone
“Gasoline—ammunition—shells! That’s
what’s the matter! Don’t you know that
ship’s loaded with them?”

Brodie gaped, turned staring eyes
toward the flaming crafi astern. “What
—How—?"

“Smuggled cargo! A man on the pier
told us! Smuggling to Ttaly—to bheat
the President’s embargo! Hold on—as
long as you can!”

Red Peters’ eyes were bulging. “If
that fire hits that ammunition and stuft
—good night! This ain’t just a T-N-T
truck! It’s a T-N-T truck with the fuse
all lit! And we're setting in the driver’s
seat!” :

Bill Brodie’s eyes too had bulged at
that astounding news from the meg-
aphone. But now they narrowed.

“Looks like our salvage has turned
out to be a bear, and we got her by the
tail! If that stuff goes off, there won’t
be enough left of us to make hash out
of.” His face was white and his lips
tight. “You and Tommy get the hell oft
here! Get off! Jump!”

“You jumpin’?” Red Peters’ voice was
short, almost ugly.

“I can’t jump! Somebody’s got to stick
to this tow. It’d blow up half the water-
front if it got adrift here! But there’s no
sense in you and Tommy—"

“Then shut up about jumpin®” Red
Peters gave a snarl. “I ain’t got time to
do no jumpin’ anyway. I got engines
to tend to!” And with another snarl and
a snort he was stumping below.

Tommy’s hands were squeezing the
wheel so tight that they were bloodless.
But when Brodie looked at him he only
shook his head.
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THAT journey down the up-
per bay was one to be ever-
lastingy recorded in the log of
Brodie’s memory.

It was wider here, most of the sea
traffic behind or weil to the side. But
the din of the sirens was continuous.
LEspecially when the Narrows brought
the shores with their clustered houses
close down on either side again.

Other fast tugs, even speed-boats, had
joined the first fire-tug now, all racing
ahead with screaming whistles.

With white lips Brodie glanced back
along that all too short hawser to the
smoking volcano astern. So far the Mer-
chant Queen’s bulkheads, probably al-
ready red-hot, had held. But when they
did let go—

Brodie remembered the countless
deaths and terrible destruction of the
Black Tom explosion.

Yard by yard the Narrows slipped
past, began to open out into the lower
bay. Brodie gave a sigh of relief as the
last crowded point drew abreast, then
dropped astern.

And then Brodie left the main chan-
nel, began to sweep in parallel to the
beach. His straining eyes, bloodshot in
his twisted face, began to search, search.
He was looking anxiously for some
stretch of beach less settled, more isol-
ated, than the rest.

And then his eyes lightened..

There, jutting out just ahead, was a
mile-long, almost deserted point. It was
wooded, parklike. Only one huge, board-
ed-up mansion with its garages and out-
buildings showed amid that mile of
green. Even as Brodie looked, a lone car
shot out from the caretaker’s cottage
and dashed up the hill and to safety.

“And they say there ain’t no Santa
Claus!”

Captain Brodie stepped to the wheel,
jerked it out of Tommy Shaw’s hands.
“Grab that axe and go aft. When I yell
‘Cut’, you cut! Aud cut to beat hell!”

Like a man standing on the verge of a
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roaring volcano he was suddenly aware
of his infinite loneliness. Steamers, traf-
fic of all sorts, had cleared the way for at
least a mile. A deserted mile in which
appeared only the Maude, the Merchant
Queen and that green isolated point
there ahead. Even the fire-tugs and
speedboats had abandoned them now, to
swing out and join that watching fleet.

Slowly, all too slowly, the house-
crowned point neared. A thousand yards
—five hundred—now only two hundred.

“Cut!”

TOMMY Shaw raised the ax,
brought it down. The severed
hawser cracked like a whip,
leaped high in air. And the
next moment Brodie had spun the
Maude and was racing away, leaving the
burning Merchant Queen to slide slowly
on and come at last to a grating stop
just off the ornate boathouse on the end
of the point.

For two minutes — three — she lay
there smoking, while the Maude made
her mad dash for safety. Then, just as
Tommy tumbled back into the wheel-
house, it came.

Before Brodie’s back-glancing eyes
the burning ship seemed fairly to raise
itself out of the water. Then in mid-air
it disintegrated. Disintegrated in a burst
of flame and smoke and bomb-shell fire.

Bill Brodie dropped the wheel and
hurled himself to the floor alongside
Tommy Shaw, who was already striving
to dig himself into the very planking.

The next moment the Maude too
seemed lifted out of the water by some
giant hand. Lifted and shaken till she
squealed in torment.

The wheelhouse windows bulged and
fell outward. The deck buckled. Search-
lights, binoculars and other gear broke
from their moorings and flew about the
place. There was a crash—the Maude’s
smokestack going by the board. A vast
and mighty roaring filled the air, and
then the thud of descending fragments,
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like a rain of anvils, on wheelhouse, deck,
everywhere. Thunder beat and ham-
mered at their ears. Thunder amid which
the Maude rose on end, rolled, pitched,
and all but capsized, as mighty combers
beat over her.

Out of the wreckage at last, Captain
Brodie rolled over, felt himself dazedly,
and then sat up. Tommy Shaw was like-
wise showing life. Then a moment later
heavy feet scrambled at the remnants of
the ladder, and Red Peters hove in sight.
Red Peters’ whole face and neck were
covered with oil and grease.

“Wasn’t no use—staying below,” he
grunted dizzily. “The engine won’t run.
Every damn piston-rod is bowlegged as
hell.” He clutched a bent stanchion and
clung there weakly.

Captain Brodie gave a sigh of relief,
glanced out of what had once been the
Maude’s wheelhouse windows.

Only a vast cloud of smoke and a
mass of floating debris showed where
the Merchant Queen had lately been.
But on the point ashore there was little
more to be seen. Twisted planks, scat-
tered stone, piles of dismantled brick—
that was all there was.

Red Peters gave one look.

“Gone—all gone!” He spat a dejected
mouthful of oil and grease. “Just wait
till old Peter Blue sees us now!”

“Sees us?” Brodie gave a yelp. “Wait
till we see him! And we’re taking a law-

yer with us when we go!”
old Peter Blue beat his

i mahogany desk and glared at
the three who stood facing him.

“Salvage? Try and get it! All you
salvaged was the Merchant Queen. And
the Merchant Queen was incorporated
separately! All you can win in a suit is
up to the value of the Merchant Queen
and its corporation. So if you think you
can get anything out of her now—sue
and be damned!”

IN his ornate offices in the
Blue Seal Export Company,
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Captain Bill Brodie glanced at Red
Peters, and then nodded to the quiet
man with the square jaw who stood be-
yond. “All right, feller, you tell him.”

The square-jawed man stepped for-
ward. '

“You are mistaking our claim, Mr.
Blue. It isn’t just the Merchant Queen
we are interested in. But we have photo-
graphs here showing what took place
within five hundred yards radius from
the point where the Merchant Queen
blew up. Practically everything within
that radius was blown to bits. We have
also photographs of the Blue Seal Export
Company, the Blue Streak Oil Refinery,
the Blue Funnel warehouses and piers—
everything within a similar five hundred
yard radius of the pier where the Mer-
chant Queen, abandoned by its crew,
would have been if my clients at risk
of their lives had not hauled her out and
clear. We are suing, Mr. Blue, not only
for the value of the Maude, but for an
equitable ratio of the value of the Blue
Seal Export Company, the Blue Streak
Oil Refinery, the Blue Funnel warehous- -
es and piers—everything you own, in
fact! And if you try to shift the claim
onto the insurance underwriters, we'll
sue the Blue Casualty and Marine In-
surance Company, which, we find, wrote
the insurance! Now if you think you can
duck that claim—go to it!”

Peter Blue gasped, gurgled, and then
whirled on Red Peters, who was nearest.
“Why you thief—you robber—!"

It was a mistake. Red Peters’ face was
hard, but his fist was harder. “Robber,
is it?” Red Peters’ fist landed solidly on
the shipping magnate’s beaklike nose,
flattening it all over its immediate back-
ground. Then Red Peters grinned.

“Five hundred dollars worth of assault
and battery. I'm admitting it. But I’ve
been waiting a whole year for this. It’s
worth it. You can deduct it from my
share of the salvage!”

“Red!” Captain Brodie’s tones were
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admonishing. “Don’t you know you
oughtn’t bother a busy man like Mr.
Blue? A man with all the troubles he’s
got—what with them deputy marshals
out in front about them charges of smug-
gling shells and ammunition, falsifying
invoices, not hoisting a danger flag over
a ship carrying inflammables, and lots
of other things like that. I'm ashamed

"’

of you! Come on out and have a drink!
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And with broad grins and high heads,
Captain Bill Brodie and Chief Engineer
Red Peters strode out and away, slam-
ming the door noisily on Peter Blue,
owner of the Blue Seal Export Company,
the Blue Streak Oil Company, the Blue
Funnel Shipping Company, and the
Blue Stack Towing Company—and like-
wise owner of many, many troubles and
a large headache.

Windies Is Bad Varmints

by Mody C. Boatright
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66Q 0 snakes kep’ you awake,” Red said to Lanky. “Well, that jest shows what
a tenderfoot you be. If you’d just of put hair rope around your bed, them

snakes wouldn’t have come in.”
“I read that,”
“True as gospel,” said Red.
“How does it work?” asked Lanky.

“Tickles their bellies,” replied Red. “A rattler jist can’t stand ticklin’.

Lefty said, “but I didn’t think it was true.”

One

fall night we found we had bedded in a regular den of varmints. We made our
beds right up techin’ each other, and put hair ropes on the ground all around the
whote outfit. The next mornin’ we counted a hundred and twenty-nine rattle-
snakes around the beds. They had jist naturally tickled their fool selves to death
tryin’ to crawl over the rope.”

“Shore,” Red yawned, “them critters is bad. Even when you cut their heads
off, they kin bite an’ it’s still pizenous. I seen a man bit like that one time. . ..”

“And he never was right in his head again,” said Hank.

“Which one of you was it?” asked Lanky.

From “Tall Tales From Texas Cow Camps.”
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@ ADMIRAL @
It seems a far cry from a
Y Moorish Chief to a Senior
‘ Ranking Officer in the Navy.
The fact remains that a
Moorish Chief is an Emir,
and the Chief of all the
chiefs is an Emir-Al, from
which we derive our Eng-
lish word “Admiral.”

& ® RED OIL FOR THE o
PORT LIGHT

A traditional joke that has been played on most every
new and inexperienced boy during his first voyage.
He would be sent to ask the mate for some RED OJL
for the Port Light, or for
GREEN OIlL for the
Starboard Light.

6 VIKING o
Tha correct pronuncia-
tion of this word is
VEEK-ing, as these sea-
= warriors derived their
® IN THE BRIG ® name from the WICKS
Because Admiral Nelson assigned a small (T.o:ounced thVEbEKS"
brig to carry prisoners taken in one of :’f 'Z were h? hayshor
his famous victories, and the seamen in jorcs. on| which' they
his fleet ever afterwards associated that
ship with prisoners, the name “brig” has
become a sailorman’s slang-term for JAIL,




. . she tapped the sleeper lightly.

TRAPPED BY BLACK MAMBAS

by HUGH PRIOR

E \OR sheer horror and agonizing sus-

pense, the experience undergone

one night not long ago by Mrs.
James Cruickshank, wife of a Zululand
planter, and South African born, would
be hard to equal.

Mrs. Cruickshank was alone in the big
parlor of the dwelling house, playing her
violin. Ier husband and her brother, the
only other occupants of the house, had
aone to their rooms, tired after a long
day in the open.

The music filled the large room, and
floated away on the still African night.
If anv other sound occurred in the par-
lor the player was unaware of it. But
suddenly she noticed a shadow waving

slowly, sinuously, across her music sheet.
Still playing, she turned casually—to
face a huge snake, which a single glance
told her was a mamba. The reptile’s
head was on a level with her shoulder
and the thick, black body, upreared on
the tail, was weaving.

If her bow faltered, it was for no more
than a second or two. Instinct, as well as
her knowledge of the ways of the snake,
warned her that if her music stopped,
or if she made the slightest false move,
the reptile would strike.

Mrs. Cruickshank knew that her life
now hung on a ‘thread, the tenuous
thread of her music. She had time to
think. Her first natural impulse to call
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for help she stifled at once. The mere
sound of her ery might break the hold-

ing spell of the melody and anger the

mamba. And if her call should be heard,
husband or brother might rush hastily

into the room and unwittingly bring

disaster.

Moving with the infinite caution of
controlled terror, she turned round and
faced the mamba. Then, inch by inch,
she backed gently for a few feet and
threw a swift, exploring glance about the
room. The snake followed, never, so it
seemed to her, lessening its distance from
her by an inch.

The room was very large, extending,
like the parlors of most South African
farm dwellings, almost the entire length
of the big house. It was moderately il-
luminated by a swinging oil lamp. There
was a good deal of furniture, most of it
of the massive, comfortable type. But
there was plenty of open space.

Mrs. Cruickshank saw with dismay
that the only open door, the door
through which the snake had entered,
was far away from the corner where she
stood by the piano. To reach it she
would have to weave backward, a long,
tortuous way through what seemed now
a wilderness of scattered pieces of furni-
ture. She must take care to collide with
nothing—above all to overturn nothing.
And’ never for more than a second or
two must her bow leave the strings.

Every backward step had to be care-
fully directed. That meant continual
glances over either shoulder. Not sharp
jerks of the head alone, but slow, delib-
erate turns of her body as well. For a
sudden nervous movement of bow or
violin might startle the snake into fury
and cause the venemous head, a short
two feet away, to stab forward and
bury its fangs in arm or shoulder.

THE plan Mrs. Cruickshank

® mamba to the open doorway.
> When she maneuvered the

\

finally formed was to lead the
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reptile into the right position there, she
would make a desperate leap for safety.
That leap could succeed only if she made
it and a grasp of the door handle simul-
taneous. Then with luck, and no small
amount of it, she might be able to swing
the door shut with enough speed to
bring it between the snake and herself.
The mamba would then be shut in the
room and could be disposed of by the
men.

But if she failed, nothing on earth
could be more- certain than her death.
Death from the bite of a mamba is ter-
ribly swift, a mere matter of minutes.

Around scattered tables, curving about
big chairs that stood out in the square-
ness of careless comfort, by tall lamps
that stood dark and vacant in the sha-
dows, by flimsy little occasional tables
whose fall, or that of one of the tall
lamps, would be the signal for the end,
the fantastic procession went on, toward
that distant door.

And then—the first snag. The woman,
guided by her frequent backward glanc-
es, had only the shadowy light of the
oil lamp to help her. Behind her the end
of a long couch protruded angularly
from one of the dimmer spaces. She glid-
ed slowly down its length—down until
she reached its end. And there she and
the following mamba were trapped.

She had blundered into a blind alley.
For the couch held het in the sharp angle
it made with a table. And even had she
been able, she dared make no attempt to
move the table.

It was a bad moment. To round the
couch’s end and resume her journey she
had to travel back its entire length. That
meant retracing her steps and advancing.
And going forward meant walking
straight into the waving mamba.

Would it retreat before her? Would
the violin’s throb send it backward as
it had led it forward? She had to take
the risk.

The mamba responded. To the wo-
man’s tentative forward step the snake
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retreated—a little and uncertainly. She
tried to make her violin speak to it. She
enveloped it in louder sound.

Once on the move, the upreared reptile
showed no disposition to bar the wo-
man’s path. With her music she had vir-
tually to push the mamba back at least
eight feet. And every inch of that dis-
tance she had to traverse with infinite
care. A stumble, a step taken too abrupt-
ly, and the mamba, possibly mistaking
such a movement for attack, might
strike. There could be no avoiding at
close quarters the lightning stab of that
head.

Woman and snake were at last past
the end of the couch, and Mrs. Cruick-
shank resumed her backward step, wove
on through the haphazard maze of furi-
ture to the distant door.

She reached the door at last. The su-
preme test now faced the harassed wom-
an. The dropping of the quivering
bow, the seizing of the door handle, the
swift jump, the swing of the door that
would say whether the fangs would miss
a white outstretched arm, or sink into it
and end her life.

The woman, keyed to breaking point,
stepped gently back, back, until a con-
vulsive shudder shot through her. She
halted instantly. Her bow shot, sharply
whining, across a string, then trailed dis-
cordantly back.

Her shoulder had touched a cold body.
It was another mamba, the mate of the
thing she had so long kept dancing to
the feverish activity of her bow. It was
only by an effort that brought a low,
anguished moan from her that she com-
pelled her half-paralyzed arm to resume
its bowing,

EITHER she was made of
stuff rarely put into woman,
or, the rock bottom of horror

swept out of her. After that brief failure
her bow resumed its rhythmic motions.
Slowly she turned. so that the undulat-

having been reached, fear was -
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ing body of a mamba was at either
shoulder. A new and recklessly bold plan
had flashed into her brain.

She was going back into the room. She
was going to thread once more the maze
that wound about the scattered furni-
ture, and led back to the big open space
in the corner where the piano stood.
That is, if she could lure the snakes to-
gether, so that they would follow her
side by side.

That long, nightmare journey was nec-
essary if she would again stand between
snake and door. IFor only in the com-
paratively vacant corner was there room
to make a wide, gradual turn that would
not jar the hypnotized mambas.

The woman was battling physical ex-
haustion. Worse, she was enduring all
the nerve strain of a prisoner awaiting
the executioner. For there was little hope
indeed that she could escape alive.

She backed in as wide a curve as the
space by the door allowed. The mambas
followed her.

Mrs. Cruickshank reached the corner
at last. As she had calculated, there was
no difficulty in turning there. With
quickened backward step she led the
waving snakes round in a wide arc, until
her back was again toward the distant
door.

Then began the third journey across
the room. This time she carefully avoid-
ed the blind alley which had caught her
before. But she quickened her pace a
little too soon. The mambas slithered
hastily after her. The undulating body of
one brushed against a floor lamp. It
tilted, swayed back, rocked drunkenly
for several seconds, then settled on its
base again.

The shock was so great that her play-
ing stopped. It was only when the mam-
bas had almost ceased their swaying
that she took warning, and hastily re-
sumed her music. She saw to it that no
further accident of that nature occurred
for the rest of the journey.

Again she reached the door. She came
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to a standstill and, slowing her music to
hold the mambas anchored, turned her
head for a careful survey of her position.
But one glance was enough. With a
lurch of her heart she saw that her plan
could not be carried out. The big door
was flat against the wall. To shut it
would necessitate bringing it forward in
a wide arc. And the snakes were only
two feet from her. She could not possibly
shut that door quickly enough.

The seemingly doomed woman stood
there and played on, trying to think.

Behind her yawned the big oblong of
black. The door led to a kind of semi-
corridor. It was really a veranda, but al-
most entirely closed in. It ran the full
length of the house, and led at each end
to a rondavel, that is, a round room,
structures commonly attached to South
African farm houses. The rondavels
were not actually parts of the house,
but were connected with it by the ver-
anda.

One of the rondavels was her brother’s
bedroom. But by then he would be
asleep, and his door shut. Halfway along
the veranda was the bedroom to which
her husband had retired. Was he asleep
too? Probably.

What was she to do? She would col-
lapse eventually. But she soon found
that even had she had the physical
strength she could not stand still. A hys-
terical desire to be moving was creeping
over her.

Scarcely knowing what she was doing,
and with no kind of plan, with nothing
but a feeble hope that her sleeping hus-
band would somehow come to her res-
cue, she backed through the door, fol-
lowed by the mambas. As she did so, she
reflected that if her husband did come
out when the grim procession passed his
door, his coming might rouse them to
fury, and let loose their venom at either
him or her, or both.

The veranda was in utter blackness.
Instinctively she turned in the direction
of her brother’s rondavel. As she did so
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she glanced over her shoulder, and a
sudden wave of hope swept th::.~h her.
The door of her brother’s room wus open,
and his lamp was burning. She rciuem-
bered that it was a habit of his to read
in bed for a while before going to sleep.
He was awake, then. Her best chance of
escape was to lead her grisly companions
to his room. Ie would not be taken un-
awares, for her playing in that odd place
at the time of night would at least arouse
his curiosity.

Now, instead of hoping, she feared
that her husband would come out as she
passed. Praying that he was asleep, she
began the journey along the veranda.

Bad as her journey across the lighted
room har been, backing along that inky
tunnel was infinitely waorse. Fortunately,
she knew there were only two or three
chairs on it, and they were always
pushed back against the wall to ensure
a clear passage at night.

A few feet from her brother’s room she
raised the volume of her music. Why did
he not call to her? Surely, her presence
on the veranda, at that late hour, play-
ing her violin, was strange enough to
cause an investigation. Her husband had
made none, but his door was shut and no
trace of light was showing.

Inside her brother’s room she looked
quickly and fearfully at the bed. Her
brother was there—but he was sound
asleep! The book he had been reading
was lying on his breast, where it had
dropped from his hand.

SHE had to keep moving.
Luckily, there was little furni-
ture in the way to impede her
progress. Luckily, too, the
head of the bed was two or three feet
from the wall. (In Africa beds do not
usually touch walls. That precaution
makes it difficult for small vermin to
climb into them.) So she began to circle
the bed, playing now softly, now loudly,
hoping to wake the sleeper.

Finally, since there was no other way,
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as she passed along the side of the bed
she took her bow from the strings and
tapped the sleeper lightly with it. The
touch of the bow had to be light, for a
sudden, startled awakening held dire
possibilities.

Still she could not rouse him. And
since there was nothing else that she
could do, she kept up the dreadful parade
around the bed, and hoped.

In the room off the corridor the hus-
hand lay drowsing. He had heard his wife
playing in the parlor. That was nothing
unusual. But there was something un-
usual in the strange continuity of her
playing. He wondered dimly at that, as
he hovered on the edge of sleep.

He must have drifted over the edge,
for when he again found himself listen-
ing to the music, it seemed to him to
come from the other side of the house.
The thought brought full wakefulness.
He sat up, listening.

The strains of the violin, sure enough,
were coming from the rondavel where
his wife’s brother was sleeping. But the
playing was his wife’s. Something strange
there. He jumped from the bed, quietly
opened the door and stepped into the
corridor.

The light caught his eye. With the in-
stinctive caution of the man who had
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lived all his life in Africa, he approached
the door noiselessly. When his startled
eye fell on the dreadful procession he
was thankful for the caution he had ex-
ercised.

Then he slipped away again, to return
quickly with a double-barrelled shot-
gun.

And he saw that the task before him
was no easy one. Those two mambas
had to be killed with one shot.

The only time the two heads were in
line with his barrcls was when they had
passed the door and were beginning to
curve around the foot of the bed. He
crouched down, leveled his gun, and
waited.

His wife slowly backed into view, and
after her the slithering reptiles. The
heads did not come into line. Another
wait. After his first look he did not dare
to look again at the face of his wife. He
needed a steady hand.

Six times the ghastly procession
passed the door, and he had never a
chance to fire. But the seventh time the
two heads waved as one.

The gun roared out, both barrels. A
storm of shot tore across the room, lit-
erally shearing off the heads of the two
reptiles.

His wife collapsed in a dead faint.
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where readers, writers and adventurers meet,

ANY old comrades will remember
about the founding of the earlier
American Legion by Arthur Sullivant
Hoffman in 1914 and 1915, but they’ll
be glad to read his own account of those
exciting days as he wrote it for the July,
1934, issue of the American Legion
Monthly. Much of that article is re-
printed here by permission of the editor,
John T. Winterich. To many other
readers, all of this matter will be new.
Harry C. Laird, of Woodville, Ohio,
raises the question to which this article
is the best answer. He'll learn also why
we can’t tell him whether his number
was 45 or 54—the Marines got those
records.

And this seems a good place to answer
the friendly inquiries which come in now
and again as to the whereabouts of
A. S. H He lives at Carmel, New
York, where in his own study he has
written several sound and valuable
books on the writing of fiction, where
he has now begun a book of reminis-
cences of his editorial career, and where
he acts in an advisory capacity to a
number of prominent writers.

Mr. Laird wrote us this letter:

For many years, following the late war, I
have had argument after argument about the
origin of the American Legion. I even wrote
to Fred Haskell at Washington and asked
him, but begged him not to tell me that the
Legion was organized in Paris after the
Arimistice, because that was not the right

answer. However, in spite of my conten-
tion, he advised me that Theodore Roose-
velt, Jr.,, and one or two others did organize
the American Legion in Paris.

I say that the Legion was organized by
young Roosevelt’s father, the late Ex-Presi-
dent, in the year 1910 or 1911. The quali-
fications were, at that time, that a man be
an ex-soldier. Upon payment of 25 cents,
a card, numbered, was issued to the mem-
ber together with a lapel button in the form
of a target, in the red white and blue rings.
1 was a regularly enrolled member with the
number either 45 or 84.

I contend too, that when the first officers’
Training Camp was established at Platts-
burg Barracks, N. Y. the list of eligibles
was taken from the roster of the original
American Legion, rather than from the rolls
of the War Department. This roster was
turned over to the War Department by Theo-
dore Roosevelt.

Lately, I have been informed that you
might have the right information on hand
and that you also might have the original
first hundred members, or so; if this is right,
will you please advise me if my information
is correct and if my number is right?

ERE is Mr. Hoffman’s own account

of what really happened in the for-
mation of that older “American Legion.”

The American Legion’s grandfather was
born in Costa Rica, Central America, in the
early summer of 1914, before the outbreak
of the World War. He was, as a muatter of
fact, still-born, but he managed to leave be-
hind him a son who passed the name on to
the most famous member of the family.

Before explaining this rather stiff state-
ment, the Legion’s genealogy should be out-
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lined in full. An excellent article by William
S. Vawter on the “four American Legions”
in the Kansas Legionnaire of December,
1927, tells of the first organization to bear
the name—the American Legion of Honor,
.organized December 18, 1878, whose su-
‘preme council was incorporated the follow-
ing year in Massachusetts. But its purpose
was fraternal only, and it died in its twen-
ties. Turning to a collateral branch of the
family, the 97th Overseas Battalion, Cana-
dian Expeditionary Force, known also as The
American Legion, needs no introduction.

But returning to Costa Rica a young
American E. D. Cooke wrote a letter from
Port Limon to a New York magazine, Ad-
venture, whose ‘“Camp-Fire” department was
4 clearing-house for all those who at one
time or another had felt the world was “for
to admire and for to see” and had acted ac-
cordingly. He made this suggestion:

“The other suggestion is based on my be-
lief that in ten years or less time the U. S.
is going to find herself in a man-sized fight.
I vote that all of us who are drifting around,
and who would ordinarily volunteer to.fight
for our country, begin to form some sort of
a volunteer organization now through Ad-
venture. Then, if something turns up, we can
all get together and volunteer in a body. And
the fellows who have fought with and against
each other in some of the Spigotty wars will
go in together, knowing that every one in
the outfit can obey orders and handle a gun.
Personally, when I get into a scrap, I like
te know that the fellows with me are not
going to go up in the air when they get in
a tight place.”

Later Cooke came to that magazine’s office
.to see me, I being its editor, but that was
four years later. He was then a first lieu-
tenant of infantry in New York on a brief
mission from France, and a fine upstanding
officer he was. We had become friends and
occasionally I heard from him at the front
—a German five-mark note lies before me,
inscribed *‘Bois de Belleau, June 11/18.” But
I have not heard from him since.

That letter from Port Limon interested
me, for I too smelled war ahead and our
unpreparedness stunk. It must have been
June or early July, 1914, when the letter
,came, but magazines are made up consider-
ably ahead of time and the November issue,
appearing in October, 1914, was the earliest
‘into which I could put Cooke’s suggestion of
what amounted to another “rough rider” reg-
‘iment. To his argument of safe company
!was added the better chance of getting to
the front quickly, the skeleton militia of the
day was lkely to have trouble fllling out its
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cavalry, fleld artillery, engineer and sani-
tary complements, so special units, as well
as one or more infantry regiments, were sug-
gested for what I christened the “Legion.”
The name had begun to hatch; also the idea
of specialization.

The magazine was to act as clearing-house
and October brought prompt replies. One
reader suggested a medical unit; one sent
me the form used by the British Legion of
Frontiersmen, suggesting surveyor, flying
and other units. The specialization grew in
my mind; modern warfare was developing it
to a degree thitherto unknown. Investigation
bared appalling facts. The United States
Army and Navy did not even have any record
of men honorably discharged from the regu-
lar services—no knowledge of their ad-
dresses, not even a list of their names. And
these, with a standing army of less than 100,-
000, were our only thoroughly trained front-
line troops and naval reserve—thoroughly
trained, that is, by the standards existing in
this country before the World War.

As to any specialization beyond the actual
enlisted personnel, the Government did not
even have a list of the trades and professions
necessary to the modern war-machine. Even
after Europe had been aflame for months
and when there was already question of
whether we should be drawn into it! It is
incredible but it is true.

So I, a layman, a private citizen, with no
more knowledge than the average man in
the street, set about making such a list, with
no sources of information except the general
war news and such common sense as I could
muster. Funny, isn’t it? Yes and tragic.
But even a layman, once he gave his atten-
tion to it, could see that here was involved
a tremendous and complex nation-wide
machinery. Help, quite clearly, was needed
—some very quickly. Most of all, help to get
still more help in endless amount—for it
might be a life-and-death matter.

Dr. John E. Hausmann, who had served
in the Medical Corps of the Volunteer Army,
responded to my plea as follows—he resigned
his position as chemist to a corporation in
order to give all his time, heart and brain
to this work. He and I elected him acting
secretary. By this time it was January, 19185,
and we had progressed to this stage: We
had a few pages in a popular fiction maga-
zine as headquarters, clearing-house and sole
means of publicity; some applications for
membership, enthusiastic hut a mere handful;
an acting secretary, serving without pay; an
incomplete list of trades and professions; and
I had enlarged the name from *‘Legion” to
“American Legion.” Plus faith—faith that
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at this distance I find difficult to distinguish
from impudence.

Anyhow, we had our heads down and were
bucking the line as solemnly and confidently
as if we had only a couple of other fellows
in front of us. All we were trying to do
was to establish an unofficial United States
Reserve of fighting men and of the men need-
ed with and behind them.

Dr. Hausmann had, I believe, served under
General Wood; with no other semblance of
pull or introduction I wrote to Major Gen-
eral Leonard Wood at Governors Island en-
closing our plans and our list. There came
a cordial reply and February 12, 1915, we
took the ferry to the headquarters of the De-
partment of the East for a personal inter-
view. There were present several of his staff
—Captain Gordon Johnston, Captain Dorey
and then or later Captain Charles E. Kil-
bourne—of the highest type, all of them.
[Colonel Johnston, as he had since been
promoted, died on March 9th, 1934.]

And perhaps it has no place in this article,
but anywhere, any time, the name of Gen-
eral Leonard Wood comes up I stop in my
tracks to salute the finest type of man and
American I have known, never so much man
and so splendid an American as when the
victim of petty and bitter injustice.

We departed with our hearts singing. No
official help or endorsement could be given
us, but we had been told our plan was ‘“the
most practical step yet taken for Defense,”
that our tremulous list was a good one, and
that Captain Johnston and others of the
staff would give what advice they could.
They did! So, very shortly afterward, did
the late Commander R. K. Crank of the
Navy and Captain Frank E. Evans of the
Marine Corps. Capt. Johnston became the
main dynamo in getting things done and
bringing the Legion into practical being.

Thanks to General Wood’s personal in-
fluence we had a personal interview with
Theodore Roosevelt a week later and soon
thereafter received his letter of endorse-
ment for publication. The American Legion
idea had begun getting help in earnest; men
of influence put their shoulders to the wheel.
My own life became a mad orgy of getting
the general prospectus into final shape and
preparing dope for the papers besides try-
ing to hold down a regular job and have the
grippe. Late in the afternoon of February
26th Dr. Hausmann, Captain Johnston and
I gave out said dope at the Barge Office down
at the Battery, releasing it for March 1,
1915.

March first the news of the Legion’s
launching occupied the front page from coast
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to coast. Defense was becoming a national
issue and our Council carried the names of
Theodore Roosevelt, Elihu Root, three ex-
Secretaries of War, Jacob M. Dickinson,
Henry L. Stimson and Luke E. Wright; two
ex-Secretaries of the Navy, Truman H. New-
berry and George von L. Meyer. Later were
added a second ex-President, William H.
Taft, and another ex-Secretary of the Navy,
Charles J. Bonaparte.

So much for the outward showing. At
this time the Legion, in actual fact, consisted
of the outfit already mentioned, an un-
equipped office just secured, our list of trades
and occupations extended to cover some
seventy or eighty classifications, a total mem-
bership (by mail, through Adventure) of 300
or 400. Plus influential endorsers and the
nucleus of an organization.

The offices at 10 Bridge Street were at once
swamped, not only with applications, appli-
cants and reporters, but with people of all
kinds who offered their services free to help
handle the work. The pacifists went wild in
the other direction. Bishop Greer attacked
General Wood, who had courageously given
his personal, not his official endorsement;
boomed our publicity greatly, and finally
was forced to retract publicly. Promptly on
the second day the War Department started
an inquiry into General Wood’s connection
with the Legion. More publicity but it was
the first move in the relentless campaign
against this effort to get for the people what
the administration itself refused to get them
—some least elementary measure of National
Defense.

Note the harmlessness of the organization
the pacifists hailed as a menace. It merely
registered the man-resources needed in case
of war carefully classified and cross-indexed.
The only obligations were to inform the sec-
retary of change of address, to pay twenty-
five cents a year and to serve the Govern-
ment at need. No drill, no arming, no as-
semblage, no organization into units. (The
“rough rider” idea had been dropped en-
tirely.) It created nothing. It merely made

- instantly available to the Government re-

sources already existing; merely did, before-
hand, what the Government itself would have
to do after a declaration of war.

Besides its Council the organization in-
cluded five directors, a secretary, a treasurer
and several hundred voting Advisory Mem-
bers distributed among all the States. It is-
sued certificates of enrolment and a but-
ton, a red circle enclosing a blue star on a
white field. Incorporation under the laws
of New York was granted March 4, 1915,
after delay by a technicality, Julien T. Da-
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vies, Jr, Arthur S. Hoffman, E. Ormonde
Power, Theodore Roosevelt, Jr., Alexander
M. White, incorporators.

From the perspective of the present the
Legion’s program seems entirely innocuous.
Newspaper files of the day show that it bred
a small national riot. “Teddy” was prompt-
ly and loudly accused of raising a division
to lead to the front. Politics made the issue
its own. The pacifists were anything but pa-
cific toward the Legion. It was suspected
of this and of that. Meanwhile it grew stea-
dily; the papers spoke of an ultimate enrol-
ment of up to 600,000.

But from the first, the Wilson Administra-
tion had been out to kill. Secretary of War
Garrison’s “rebuke” of General Wood had
been mild enough—we felt that the Secre-
tary had acted unwillingly under pressure
from above. But it called off those of Gen-
eral Wood’s staff who had been so ably help-
ing. I saw Commander Crank open the wire
from Secretary of the Navy Daniels that
crisply ordered him off the scene. Captain
Fvans of the Marines vanished perforce.
Certainly there was no encouragement or
assistance or even forbearance from the Ad-
ministration for those who were doing for
it a common-sense thing it should itself have
done long before. On the contrary, it became
clear that it would not even accept the re-
sults of the Legion’s work.

Certain of the directors decided it was a
losing battle. It was through them or their
friends that such small financial aid as the
Legion needed for running expenses was
secured. More important, for money could
have been raised, withdrawal and admission
of defeat by any part of the directorate
would have been a serious blow to publicity.
I still think the battle could have been fought
and won, but after the initial work of launch-
ing T had been neatly relegated to the job of
listening to the echoes of my own protesting
voice.

The usual internal dissension, the main
issue being publicity methods. The major-
ity of the board were for the cold and dis-
tant methods of the banks and Wall Street
of the day. Admitting the absolute need
of dignity, it seemed to me that our appeal
for members was essentially a human ap-
peal if ever there was one and that we could
go farthest by using it. Theodore Roosevelt,
Jr., held the same general view. We were
a minority.

Dissatisfaction with the cold, ultra-conser-
vative banking methods grew up among the
Advisory Members throughout the country
and at the first signs of retreat they made
themselves heard. But to attack after a re-
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treat has been sounded is not so easy. At
a meeting in New York, May 21, 1915, Power
was dropped from the presidency, but White
succeeded him. Davtes, because of ill health,
had resigned from the¢ board and Roy D.
Jones of Boston, vigorous and enthusiastie,
became vice-president. Dr. Hausmann was
made a director, continuing as secretary.
Nelson Lloyd succeeded Henry Rogers Win-
throp as treasurer and both were made di-
rectors. C. H. Frost, Frederick Trevor Hill,
William T. Hornaday, Samuel Wesley Long,
Regis Henri Post, Courtland Smith and
Henry Collins Walsh were added to the di-
rectors.

But the toboggan had already started
down hill. The tremendous initial burst of
publicity had not been followed up as it
should have been; enrolment continued but
the big chance was gone. Funds were low
and there was constant pressure from with-
in to drop the attempt on the ground that
Government sanction and assistance were
necessary.

But drop it where? For something like a
year and a half, that was the question. The
Government refused even to accept the
Legion’s carefully classified and cross-
indexed records of the nearly 24,000 men
it had enrolled. To save them, after the
Legion had finally ceased to operate, I
made room at Adventure’s offices, for the huge
wooden packing-cases containing them. And
so the American Legion came home again.

There the records stayed while further at-
tempts were made to get the War Depart-
ment to accept, if only in storage, records

" that would be of indisputable value to that

Department in case there should be one of
those wars for which said Department was
supposed to exist. There was, during 1915
and 1916, if you will remember, quite a pos-
sibility that we might encounter one of those
wars.

Finally events proved too much for even
the Wilson Administration and among other
things, there came into being the Council
for National Defense. Here was a chance
for the Legion and a graceful chance for
Secretary Baker to pursue a logical course.
In December, 1916, nearly two years after
the Legion was born, with solemn politeness
on both sides, it was finally arranged that
the Legion records should be turned over to
the Council for National Defense.

So someone came and carted away the
packing-cases that had been gathering dust
in the back corners of the quarters of a
popular fiction magazine. That is, all the
card-indexes and classified files were taken
away. - There were several cases containing
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only the original applications of members,
mostly hand-written, from which the index-
ing and classifying had been done. These,
being too much in the raw state, were not
wanted and I hung on to them.

There is an aftermath. It seems we did
get into a war after.all. And if you will look
the matter up you will find that there was
a little hurry and even some confusion when
it came to getting ready to do something
about it after we had declared that we were
at war. Only for a year or so, however, for
by that time we almost had a modern army
in the field though I've heard veterans say
that if we had been prepared in advance it
might have been a bit more convenient and
satisfactory for the men at the front in this
detail or in that—clothing, food, general
equipment, trained officers, smoothness of
organization and such.

Well, during that slight hurry and con-
fusion, the only direct look-ins I had on the
part played by those records of the defunct
American Legion are these: First, a friend
who had served in the personnel bhureau or
whatever at Washington told me that at one
time there were three or four different Bu-
reaus working on the duplicate sets of Legion
records, while several more l3ureaus stood
in line waiting, not having anything else to
work on. Second, one day Captain Evans
called me up to ask whether there were still
any of the Legion records at my office. I
told him only the raw material. ‘Fine,” said
he. *“A truck’ll be down there in a few
minutes.” It was, with some husky Marines
on board, and I said my final goodbye to that
other American Legion when they hustled
those remaining packmg-cases on to the
freight-elevator.

As to the name? The old American Le-
gion being still legally in existence, a for-
mality was necessary. In May, 1919 I was
one of the five incorporators who gladly
gave written consent to the transfer of the
name to the present American Legion. I
believe the old Legion has since been legally
disincorporated.

But there was a pleasant sequel. In June,
1920, came a letter from Dr. Richard Derby,
of Oyster Bay, enclosing copy of a letter
of May 5th from Lemuel Dolles, National
Adjutant of the T.egion, stating that at their
last meeting the National Executive Com-
mittee had authorized a conimittee of three
to convey to me the thanks and appreciation
of The American Legion for permission to
use the name. A courtesy much valued by
me—the more so because I thought I sensed
the hand of somecone, possibly Theodore
Roosevelt, Jr, who was familiar with the
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history of the old Legion and knew that,

however little I was responsible for what

practical success it attained, there had been

a period when most of its birth-pangs were

supplied by ne.
* * * * »

As a closing thought, just how much of
that old Legion’s work is being done in the
United States today with the world again
nervous on the edge of war? And what
could The American Legion do about it?

Herbert Patrick Lee, author,
newspaperman, and Ask Adventure
expert on the Royal Canadian
Mounted Police and on Ellesmere
Land, Baflinland and other remote
Arctic sections, died on November
11, 1936, at the age of thirty-seven.
1le was born in Nottmgham Eng-
land, a doctor's son.

Pat Lee was a member of the
staff of The New York Sun. After
a night reporting assignment in
Long Island City, he left to reach
a street car for his home at Great
Neck. The assignment had been at
a warehouse, in a railroad yards
section filled with storage build-
ings, spurs and sidings. Apparently
he walked around the end of a
string of freight cars just as it
backed. He was struck, and a
switchman heard his cries.

In the hospital he said to his
wife, “I'll be all right. You take
care of yourself. I'm all right.”

Oxygen and blood transfusions
failed, and he died within a few
hours.

When sixteen, Herbert Patrick
Lee joined the London Scottish
regiment. He served through ter-
rific fighting at Vimy Ridge and
was one of the handful of his com-
pany who survived. In June, 1917,
he was wounded at Vis-en-Artois.
When he recovered he became a
flyer in the Royal Air Force, and
went into duty as a scout pilot.

In 4919 he joined the Royal
Canadian Mounted Police, where
he served four years, two of them
in Ellesmere Land. There he ex-
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| plored and mapped several hundred
miles of completely unknown ter-
ritory.

In 1925 he became a newspaper-
31 man, working in New York City
and in Paris. Since 1930 he had
been a member of the staff of the
i New York Sun.

i  He is survived by his wife, Mrs.
Elise Souls Lee, a son, Ian Patrick
Lee, and a daughter, Joan Lee.

His death is a severe loss not
only to our magazine circle but to
writing in general. His stories ‘“The
i Messiah of Baffin Land,” “Mon-
g arch of the Barren Land,” “Cold!”
# and an article “Hunting Walrus in
& the North” appeared in Adventure.
H Other fiction appeared in other
& publications, and his books ‘“The
| Heritage of the North,” “Hell’s
Harbor,” “Policing the Top of the
World” were widely read.

He was in vigorous health, work-
§ ing hard at his newspaper work
# and his writing. It is a shocking
§ anti-climax to a manly life—Pat
| Lee dying because a freight train

moved on a siding. At the age of :

i 14 in Liverpool he had been in a
8 coach telescoped by a locomotive.
Though ten persons were killed and
he was pinned under wheels in the
wreckage, he was then unhurt.
On The Sun staff, where the
news of his death came as a stun-
ning personal loss, the noted col-

# umnist H. 1. Phillips wrote:

“Pat” Lee
# You oft had faced the grinning
Thing before
And flung defiance in its bitter
; face;
A smile had been your answer in
the war
At Vimy Ridge and in the Arc-
tic space.
And so there was no terror in your
eyes . . .
You must have faced the end
o as few men can;
@ This be your epitaph 'neath gentle
skies;
Soldier, explorer, writer, buddy
.. . Man!

ADVENTURE

ROY deS. Horn’s story will be clear

going to all of us except perhaps
some of our lawyer readers, who may
scratch their heads. The yarn seems
to involve one kind of salvage case that
hasn’t yet come up. Says Horn:—

Most people’s acquaintance with tugs con-
sists in having seen ’em wrestling a liner into
her berth, or maybe snaking a long tow out
to sea or sandwiched between a couple of
barges snubbed tight alongside till you can’t
see the tug for the barges. But there’s more
to it than that. Take, for instance, a tug
with a couple of tows and a thousand yards
of hawser out, caught out in dirty weather
and trying to keep half the shipping of New °
York from tagging him or cutting his tow.
And that’s just the mildest of tugging. There
are the fire-tugs, and the dynamite carriers
—oh, there’s plenty doing in the tug business.

And there’s plenty to interest the legal
mind in the question of salvage. Time was
when any ship abandoned by its crew was
full prize to the salvager—and the first man
that got his line aboard was the man who
was salvage master. The law changed that,
so now when a tug or other craft pulls a
salvage job, it puts in its claim and the Fed-
eral judge decides on the amount of salvage
it is entitled to.

But that isn’t all of it. There are points
of salvage law that aren’t settled and never
will be until the actual case occurs. Ordi-
narily salvage is interpreted as being the
remaval of a threatened craft from the
danger that is threatening. But what of the
obvious case of saving a vessel by hauling
the danger away from it?

I became so intrigued with the ramifica-
tions of the case that Captain Brodie en-
countered that I put the problem to a couple
of lawyers. One was just the plain or garden
variety of lawyer. “Let’s see,” he said.
“You’ve got a ship and warehouse owner
who is breaking the law regulating the stor-
age and handling of explosives, and thereby
endangering his own property and the lives
and property of innocent citizens as well.
During such illegal act, his own employees
abandon a ship belonging to him, which ship
contains explosives in violation of law. An
outside individual at risk of his own life re-
moves the imminent danger, thereby without
doubt saving the property of the ship and
warehouse owner, as well as the lives and
property of other citizens which the unlawful
act of the shipowner had placed in jeopardy.
Would the volunteering individual have a
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Just claim for the damage and loss he had
prevented? I should say—-Yes.”

Knowing that one lawyer cian be as wrong
28 two, I took the case to another lawyer
friend who is especially intcrested in Ad-
miralty Law. He beamed upon me as I stated
Captain Brodie’s claims.

“A sweet case-—a lovely cuse!” he en-
thused. “If such a case were to come into
court, the courtroom would he jammed with
lawyers all the way to the rafters.”

“And what would Capiain Drodie get?”
said 1.

“Well, of course, he would bu entitled to
full salvage right on the value of the ship.”

*“But that blew up,” I reminded him. “*And
it was separately incorporated.”

“Well, there would come in the question
of salvage claims against the insurance of
the ship— *

“But hold on,” I said. “What about all
the life and property he saved—especially
the refinery, warehouses, piers, and other
property of the ship owner which he un-
doubtedly prevented from being bhlown off
the map?”

“Ah—that is what makes the case so beau-
tiful. The fact that the owner in question
was engaged in the performance of an ille-
gal act brings in a complication. The ques-
tion of whether salvage includes removal of
danger from a craft as well as the craft from
danger is an interesting one. The further
(question of whether salvage includes
property on land as well as afloat is another
interesting one. The fact that the rescuing
tug acted in the nature of a ‘voluntcer’ must
be taken into consideration. Then there is
the question of a claim against the insurers
of all the property in question—"

Anyone questioning the danger and result-
ing damage from an explosion of ammunition
and dynamite in the vicinity of a large city
is referred bhack to the famous Black Tom
explosion of July 30, 1916.

'The Black Tom peninsula is a point thrust-
ing out from the New Jevse)y side into the
waters of the -Upper ay just below Man-
hattan. In 1916 this little point was covered
with warehouses, with piers crowded with
ships loading munitions and supplies for the
war in Rurope, there being at that timec ne
embargo in shipping munitions.

At 2° A. M. on July 30th, all that section
of New York and New Jersey was shaken
by a terrific explosion. A lighter loading
ammunition and dynamite had exploded, set-
ting other lighters and carloads of shells and

Due to it occurring in the middle of the
explosives off. The explosion was heard dis-
tinctly as far as Philadelphia.
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night, when only the loading crews were at
work, only some half dozen men were blown
to, pieces and soine two hundred seriously in-
jured. But the whole of IBlack Tom peninsula
was wiped out. A huge gaping crater showed
where the first explosion had occurred. Thir-
teen of the eighteen wnurehouses on the point
were blown to bits or burned, as well as
scores of craft at the piers or in the vicinity.
Buildings in Jersey Cily were wrecked,
houses jarred in Far Rockaway. and cuses of
burning and exploding ammunition hurled
over a half mile radius. Iron doors of build-
ings on Bedlue’s and Ellis 1slands were
dented and broken by dchris lhiurled by the
blasts.

In Manbhattan, ahnest i ite distant, sky-
scrapers shivered. Timelocks on vaults, and
other delicate mechanis:ns, were shaken and
twisted so that they would not function. In
Manhattan the cost of shattered windows
and plate glass alone exceeded a half million
dollars. For days thc subways were rigidly
and minutely inspected to make certain they
were not endangered by the underground
stress and strain of the shock.

One interesting incident was an attempt
by the tug Geneve of the Lehigh Valley Line
to tow a dynamite barge out of danger. But
the barge took fire and the tug had to cut
the line and run for it, abandoning the barge
which drifted until it exploded, doing vast
damage to shipping and piers in its vicinity.

This was the second serious explosion in
the near vicinity of New York within five
years. In 1911 a single dynamite lighter
blew up, instantly killing thirty people.

LOST TRAILS

T. Glenn Harrison, 187 Baldwin St., St.
Paul, Minnesota, wants to hear from Barrett
Philip, last heard from at 42 Washington
Square, New York City. .

J. Russell Leland, 2084 Eastburn Ave.,
Philadelphia, Pa., wants to hear from fellow
members of the crew of the submarine O-12
in 1922. ,

Nils Lindstrom, 1831 Atlantic Ave., Brook-
lyn, wants word of Joseph (Texas Joe) Bar-
ton, first mate of schooner Albert H. Willis
at Eastport, Maine, in 1932.

OME things remain to be taken up,
. but must go over to the next issue.
There are good letters from comrades
hither and yon that demand to be taken
up, Right now the printers clamor for us
to convene.
H. B.



Information you can’t
get elsewhere."

ASK ADVENTURE

YOU need to study your mink.

FISHING with no paraphernalia.

Request:—Did you ever hear of “tickling”
trout and catching them with your hands? I
saw this done in a small trout stream in
Pennsylvania and am not sure whether they
were tame trout or whether it can be done
at any time. As I remember it, the man held
his hands together under the water and after
the trout had lost their fright they would
swim through his arms and finally settle
down close to his hands so that he could
grab them. Again I ask, were they tame?

—E. B. Crane, South Orange, N. J.

Reply by Mr. John B. Thompson, Ozark
Ripley:—I have seen trout caught in the
manner you describe. Caught one myself
that way, in the Nipigon River, right under
the Canadian Pacific Bridge. I remember see-
ing catfish caught in almost the same way, in
small streams during hot weather. The fish-
ermen wade in and feel under rocks and
banks for the fish, gradually working their
hands into the gills, holding and carrying the
fish in that way. The natives of the Ozarks
call the sport “grabbing.”

Reqguest:—For two years I have been read-
ing and studying fur farming. I have had
college training, some agriculture, and I am
not afraid of a little hard work. I plan
to raise mink in Nova Scotia, Annapolis
County. It is fairly high ground consisting
;)f dsixty acres of cleared and semi-cleared
and.

1.—Are mink profitable fur bearers?

2.—How much would it cost to start a
place; how many needed?

8.—Who in your opinion has the best sale-
able mink?

4.—Just how would you go about it if you
were in my place?

Please give me your honest and frank
opinion about this idea.

—Alexander E. Morrison, New York, N. Y.

Reply by Mr. Fred L. Bowden:—Your
location is fine; mighty good mink pelts
should be produced almost any place in Nova
Scotia. The one thing which might cause
you some trouble is adequate food supply,
and this can be obviated by using some of
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the very good mink foods on thé market.
1.—Yes, many men are making a fine in-
come from mink. Mink, however, are like
all of the other fur bearers, they must bhe
studied. The man who expects to buy a
couple of pairs of any fur animals, and then
sit back and watch them muke him rich with-
out any further work or attention is beaten
before he starts.
2.—Depends on how large you start. 1
suggest that you secure the current copies
of Fur, Fisk, and Game, and also Hunter, Trad-
er, Trapper. Both of these magazines carry
advertisements of fur farmers who have
breeders for sale. My suggestion would be
for you to secure, say, a trio, i. e, one male
and two females to start. See how you like
the business from handling these.
3.—Almost any of the advertisers in the
two magazines named. Don’t buy cheap mink.
These are expensive at any price. 1 would
get dark mink, the darkest I could find, and
breed for dark mink exclusively. It is up to
you to decide which of the strains you pre-
fer. Labrador, interior Alaska, Wisconsin,
Quebec, or what have you. Or a cross be-
tween two strains. But get dark mink.
4.—1 would read everything I could get
on the subject. I would find time to visit
several of the best mink farms. You might
write to the New York State Conservation
Department, Albany, N. Y., for mink farms
location, since all fur farmers in this state
must have licenses from this Department.
Visit them, ask questions, see how things are
“done. Better still, if possible, get yourself a
job on one for a few months. But whatever
you do, don’t let anyone sell you any light
colored mink for your breeding stock.

A FEW volumes about Napoleon, the
greatest military leader of all times.

Request: Could you tell me if there is a
life of Napoleon I, based on his campaigns,
each one complete in detail, with the morn-
ing state of his forces year by year, and bat-
tle by battle?

Or is there one complete edition? I thought
that perhaps there was one recommended by
the Command and General Staff School for
reference and study. It should have numer-
ous maps and illustrations and cannot he too
technical.

—Lou Miller, Kansas City, Mo.

Reply by Capt. Glen R. Townsend :—Reply-
ing to your inquiry concerning a history of
the campaign of Napoleon Bonaparte, I am
glad to be able to give you the following
information.
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The most complete study of the Napoleon-
ic campaigns from a purely military view-
point, which is available in English, is un-
doubtedly the monumental work of Colonel
‘Theodore A. Dodge, in his “Great Gaptains”
series. Four volumes of this series are de-
voted to a study of the campaigns of Napo-
leon. Here you will find practically every-
thing that is known concerning the strength,
dispositions and movements of the armies
which took part in the Napoleonic campaigns,
together with a critical analysis from a mili-
tary viewpoint. The great drawback to this
particular work is its price, which is $5.00 per
volume.

A very good one-volume study of the cam-
paigns of Napoleon is “Napoleon The First”
by August Fournier. This volume sells for
$#2.60. Another standard work on Napoleon
and his campaigns is “Napoleon Bonaparte”
by Rose. This, as 1 recall, is in two volumes,
and although I do not have at hand informa-
tion as to the price, it is very much less ex-
pensive than the work by Dodge mentioned
above. The works of Rose and Fournier are
usually available in the better libraries.
Dodge’s volumes are not so commonly avail-
able, but it might be worthwhile to inquire
about them at your public library.

A most interesting, instructive and inex-
pensive work covering one phase of the Na-
poleonic campaigns is the book, “Napoleon
Bonaparte’s First Campaign with Comments”
by Herbert H. Sargent, formerly an officer
of the United States Army. This little volume
deals with the Italian campaign of 1796 in a
very complete and instructive manner, and is
withal so readable, that it should be read by
everyone interested in military history. Pub-
lished by A. C. McClurg and Company of
Chicago in 1895, it is now somewhat rare,
but perhaps you would he fortunate enough
to pick.up a copy at one of the larger second-
hand book stores in Kansas City.

AN ambling horse is no rocking chair,

Request:—I ride a horse a lot. I am a Boy
Scout and read quite a bit. I read about a
salted horse in African Clearings.

What, exactly, is a salted horse, and what
is an ambling horse?

—-Dick Girvin, Alberta, Canada

Reply by Capt. F. J. Franklin:—A “salted"
horse, as it is known in South Africa, is a
horse that has had “horse sickness.” I know
of no eother name for the sickness. It re-
sembles somewhat ‘“‘vinderpest” which attacks
cattle out there. It is supposed to be caused
by the hite of a tsetse fly. The disease re-
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sembles influenza as we hwimans know it.
tivrse sickness is usualiy fatal to a horse
and only about ten percent recover and when
.a horse does recover he is very vuluabie be-
cause he is immune to the sickness.

An ambling horse has the peculiar gait, a
cross between a canter and a trot, that the
Boers teach their horses. ‘T'iicy claim a horse
lasts for longer journeys when so gaited. A
Boer seldomn gallops or canters. We English
cannot endure a horseback ride on an am-
bling horse. We huave a nickname for the
gait—*“Three hapense and tuppence.”

E feathered end of the arrow
tickles the ear.

Request:—A friend and I have had an
argument. I claim that a hunting bow, or
turget bow either, at “full cock” has the
feather-end of the arrow pulled back almost
all the way to the hunter's car. My friend
disagrees. Am I wrong?

—Wnm. LaRue, Pt. Townsend, Wash.

Reply by Mr. Earl B. Powell:—The proper
draw for an arrow is usually according to
the archer’s style of shooting, but it is always
drawn to the face.

In one style, the arrow is drawn so that
the feathered end is held under the jaw.
That is, the forefinger rests against the jaw
and the arrow between the first and second
fingers. This is usually used by “point of aim
archers.” In the other or hunting style which
{ use, I draw so that the tip of my right fore-
finger touches the right corner of my mouth.

So you may consider that to all intents
and purposes you are correct. Either way,
the end of the arrow is near the ear.

You can refer to any book on archery and
vou will find that it is close to right. In any
case, the arrow is drawn to the face of the
archer and should be so that the arrow is in
line under the pupil of the right eye. This
gives the line. Elevation is another moatter
and is figured out in various ways,

HERE autograph collecting and
8 philately meet.

Request:—1I am not a stamp collector, but
am a collector of autographs of prominert
persons. Right now, I am striving to make a
collection of envelopes franked by noted pe.-
sons who have this privilege. As you are an
expert on stamps, and as franks are closeiy
associated, I though perhaps you might be
able to aid me.

ADVENTURE

Could you inform me as to what persons
can frank envelopes, thus eliminating the use
of stamips. Can all United States Senators,
Members of the House, Members of the Presi-
dent’s Cabinet, the President, and Vice-Presi-
dent use the frank? -

—K. Robert Whittemore, Union, N. Y.

Reply by Dr. H. A. Davis:—United States
Scnators and Representatives have the frank-
ing privilege, but use envelopes with their
names printed thereon such as “John Jones,
M. C.”

Department heads use the franked envelope
of their departments.

All except those to whom Congress has
voted the privilege use a printed frank, and
therefore would not be of much use to you in
obtaining an autograph. Only those to whom
Congress has voted the special privilege such
as President’s wives, write their name as a
frank on the envelope.

IT takes a lot of tinkering to antique
a ship model.

Request:—Can you recommend any litera-
ture pertaining to the building of a model of
Henry Hudson’s Half Moon. The hull details
on the plans I now have are not as clear as
they should be and as a result I am having
difficulties. E

If you will answer the following questions
I am sure it will help me make better
models:—

What kind of paint is used to give an
antiqued look?

What is used to make the sails old looking?

The name of a strong, quick-drying, wood
glue?

—Chas. L. Hollawood, Upper Darby, Pa.

Reply by Mr. Charles HH. Hall:—Try R. C.
Anderson’s “The Rigging of Ships in the Days
of the Spritsail Topmast, 1600-1720.” You
will probably find it in the DPhiladelphia
Public Library. You will very likely need to
consult it for advice about rigging and there
is a good illustration of the Mayflower that
might help. Also, while at the library, con-
sult H. E. Chapman’s “Architecture Navalis
Mercatoria,” published in 1769. It is a most
valuable book for anyone interested in the
old ships.

I use artists’ paint and small brushes, the
targest not more than a quarter of an inch
wide. I mix up two or three colors on a bit
of mahogany until I get the right shade—raw
umber doped up with a little red and a bit
of black—but you will no doubt want to ex-
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periment yourself. Anyhow, don’t use & glossy
paint and don't use black alone but warm it
up with a little red or some burnt sienna.

Try soaking your sails in a solution of
coffee for the brownish tint that one associ-
ates with an old time model.

For glue, I know nothing better than Am-
broid. It dries quickly and holds well, even
without using clamps.

T'HE filing S};stem for campaign
medals seems to be complicated
enough.

Request:—Sometime ago I purchased the
U. S. Yangtze Campaign medal which was
stamped on the rim *M—No. 1234,” which I
assumed indicated that it had been awarded
to an officer or man of the Marine Corps
serving with the Navy.

Later I bought the Army War with Spain
Campaign badge which was also stamped on
the rim M—No. 4821. Since this latter badge
was for the Army, my theory regarding an
award to the Marine Corps would not hold
true. What is the significance of this initial
(‘M?”

Regarding the Italian medal given to those
who aided in the relief of Calabria during
the earthquake of December, 1908—some-
times I find this is called the Medal of Merit,
other times the Calabria Earthquake Medal,
or Messina Earthquake medal. Which of these
designations are official?

—Otis R. Bun. Van Nuys, Calif.

Reply by Mr. Howland Wood:—I1 am sorry

to say that I cannot tell you the reason why
some of our campaign badges have an M
- before the number. It certainly does not
mean Marine Corps as I have seen them on
campaign medals that were not given to
Marines. For many years the Marine Corps
had their own medals.

Many of the navy medals are not num-
bered. As regards the Italian medal, I think
the Italians call these the Medal of Merit.
The English generally call it the Messina
Medal and I think our Navalmen call it the
Farthquake medal.

There are two forms of it, one says Meda-
glia Commemorativa, 'Terremoto Calabro
Suculo 28 Dicembre 1908. The other does
not have the words Commerative Medal and
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the rest of the inseription is in Italian rather
than in Latin.

WHATEVER his nationality,
rattler is a poisonous fellow.

the

Request:—Is there any difference in the
effect of the poison of the rattlesnake found
in North America and that found in South
America. Also please tell e the effect that
the poison of the bushmaster and eobra has
on the human body.

—E. S. Tunstall, Bay Minette, Ala.

Reply by Mr. Clifford H. Pope:—The Cas-
cavel is the only rattlesnake found in South
America. It ranges from Mexico to Uruguay
and Argentina. The venom of this deadly
reptile is sharply set off by its action from the
venoms of the many species of North Ameri-
can rattlers. The bite of the Cascavel causes
little or no local swelling or bleeding but
death is preceded by blindness, paralysis and
suffocation. The head of the victim slumps
forward or rolls from side to side as if the
neck were broken. I.ike all other rattlers the
Cascavel is a pit-viper. The serum made for
North American rattlesnakes is relatively in-
effective against the poison of the Cascav:l
unt the fer-de-lance. Curiously enough the
venom of the Cascavel from Mexico has less
general and more local action than that
from the same species far south in South
America. Also one North American species
possesses venom that approaches to a degrcs
that of the Cascavel

The venoms of the fer-de-lance and bush-
master cause immediate pains and oedcma;
also hemnorrhage. Later, after the poison has
had time to have its destructive action on the
tissues, the throat bhecomes dry and blood
oozes through the mucous membrane and in-
to the intestinal tract, or even through the
skin about the eyes and month. If death does
not ensue proiptly progressive necrosis may
set in.

'The vietim of a cobra bite dies from res-
piratory paralysis. The inilial symptoms are:
a severe local burning sensation, oedema of
the site, prostration and drowsiness, exces-
sive salivation, vomiting, cold sweat, and a
rapid pulse followed by a slower pulse.

The bushmaster. fer-de-lance and Cascavel
are the dangerous snakes of northern South
America although several poisonous coral
snakes @nd other pit-vipers occur there.
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ASCRIMSHAW a clamdigger tonged

from the sea. Probably it went down
a century ago with a sailor lad who
carved it out for his lass.

Request:—I am writing you about a beau-
tiful thing I found. It is a fork, as near as
I can make out. But it has been carved out
of solid bone. It is the prettiest kind of work
I ever laid my eyes on. I have seen a good
many odd things but nothing can compare
with this relic of mine.

I follow and work on the water in my spare
time. I have had this relic quite some time,
and have been offered a good sum for it. I
got this when I was tonging for hard clams
between two islands on the edge of a chan-
nel and I am sorry to say the tooth of my
tongs broke one of the Ferris wheels, There
were three of them at the top suspended
through the center, there is a column of
some kind of hard wood on which the cradle
rests for the wheels. The cradle sits on four
columns, designed with a swirl. They sit on
four Colonial columns. I can’t exactly ex-
plain all details but I have drawn a sketch for
your approval. I am sure you will agree it is
beautiful. It must have taken an awful long
time to turn out this fork. It is about twelve
or thirteen inches long.

—Howard F. Burns, Shelter Island, N. Y.

Reply by Mr. Arthur Woodward:—The pe-
culiar looking object which you found on the
shore is apparently one of the elaborate bits
of scrimshaw work made by sailors on long
voyages in the old sailing ships. This particu-
lar item was known as a pie-jagger, the little
wheels at the top were used to crimp the
edges of the pie; the smaller items of the fork
on the opposite end were used to perforate
crust. Such objects were often made by the
sailors for their sweethearts and assumed a
variety of forms. Men on board the whaling
ships carved these out of walrus ivory or
whale bone and brought them home as pres-
ents to their women folks. I should judge
this piece to date about 1820 to 1830, perhaps
earlier. No doubt some ship was wrecked on
the island in days gone by and this jagger
was in the ditty box of some unfortunate
sailor. It is one of the number of American
curios which are now being collected by peo-
ple interested in the early phases of our
American life.

This is Mr. Burns’ drawing of the
pie-jagger he found,
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DAGGER made from the leg bone
of a bird might do some damage.

A

Request:‘—Could you please give me some
information' on the weapons used by the
natives of Papua?

—8. PETERS, Oxford, Ohio.

Reply by Mr. 1.. P. B. Armit:—I am afraid
I cannot explain in a short letter the various
weapons used by the aboriginal natives of
New Guinea.

‘The natives use spears, bows and arrows,
wooden-clubs, stone-clubs, bone daggers,
knives made of bamhoo or hard wood. The
spears vary in length, six feet to sixteen feet.
‘They make them out of hard woods or the
hard outer surface of palm-trunks. Their
bows range from four to ten feet in length;
the arrows are usually made with a shaft
of light cane with a point of hard wood.
‘They arc generally barbed for a foot or more
trom the point. Some arrows are tipped
with the bones of birds or the toe-nails of a
rassowary (a large wingless bird a little
-maller than an ostrich). Porcupine quills,
fisit bones, thorns and sharp spikes of wood
are often used as barbs.

A very nasty type of arrow has the barbs
set both ways, so the arrow cannot be easily
drawn from a wound. Arrows used to shoot
tish have several sharp, barbed points set in
the form of a circle. Arrows for shooting
birds often have a flat, blunt tip, so that the
hird will only be stunned or knocked out
when it is hit.

The bows are made from bamboo, palm
wood or any tough wood that will bend
easily. The bow-strings are usually a strip
of strong cane or twisted bark-fibre.

Spears are usually made of hard wood or
palm-wood, and they vary from the heavy,
barbed, needle-pointed type to light ones
that are used to kill small animals and birds.

The wooden clubs range from a roughly
shaped length of wood to flat, well-carved
weapons, many of which are made of ebony.
The stone-clubs are made in various shapes—
discs, balls, stars, and pineapple-shaped. They
take a long time to make, for the only tools
used are sand and water, and plenty of hard
work.

The daggers are made of wood or bone. A
very common dagger is made from the leg-
hone of the cassowary. The bamboo knives
are hardened with fire, and they are sharp-
ened by removing a sliver of fibre off the
edge. The wooden knives are mostly blunt,
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but they can cut freely when wielded by a
strong man.

If you visit Washington, D. C, you will
see specimens of these weapons.in the Smith-
sonian Museum. At New York there is n
fine collection to be seen in the Museum of
Natural History; and there is also a fine col-
lection in the Field Museumn at Chicago.

HERE'’S a magazine devoted to the
.4 homing pigeon.

Request:—1 am interested in howing pip-
eons and would like to get all the inforina-
tion concerning them I can.

Where can I get pigeons and do they need
any special care?

‘Where can I get books aboul them?

Are there any clubs or grou;.s that I can
join?

—WiLLiay Bixrasy, Wellington, Ohio.

Reply by Mr. Davis Quiny:—Homing pi-
geons require rather specialized ¢are and
training, a description of which I could not
adequately cover in the spacc of this letter.
Instead I recommend these fine hooks on the
subject:

“Pigeon Queries” (60c), and “The Pocket
Loft Book” (40c), obtainable fromn Chas. F.
Hoser, R.D.4, Norristown, Pa.

*“The Full Secret About the Knowledge
of Racing Pigeons” by Frans Van Linden,
Belgium, 3rd Edition, $2.00, obtainable from
Julius Boutte, 1916 E. 4th St., Mishawaka,
Indiana. (A very excellent and thorough
work on the subject).

“The American Racing Pigeon News”, a
monthly magazine published by C. F. Hoser,
Norristown, Pa., should be valuable to you,
costs 15¢c a copy, $1.60 a year.

The American Racing Pigeon Union, care
of Edw. Barnes, Secy., 214 Congress St.,
Jersey City, N. J., should be able to give
you information about joining or organizing
groups interested in this sport in your vicin-
ity.

Pigeons specially bred for racing or “hom-
ing” may be purchased from the following:

Otto Grabert, Allison Park, Pa.

T. Edward Cordis, 706 Longmeadow St.,
Longmeadow, Mass.

H. F. McIntyre, 20 Foley St.,, Hartford,
Ceonn.

Andy Vorsko, 5513 Flowerdale Ave., Cleve-
land, Ohio,
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International! Postal Union.

THE ASK ADVENTURE SERVICE is free, provided self-addressed envelope and FULL
POSTAGE for reply are enclosed. Correspondents writing to or from foreign countries must
enclose International Reply Coupons, which are exchangeable for stamps of any country in-the

Send each question direct to the expert in charge of the section whose field covers it. He
will reply by mail. Do Not send questions to this magazine. Be definite; explain your case
sufficiently to guide the expert you question. The magazine does not assume any responsibility.
No Reply will be made to requests for partners, for financial backing or for employment.

*(Enclose addressed envelope with International Reply Coupon.)

ASK ADVENTURE EXPERTS

SPOR'I'S AND HODBIIES

Archery—EARL B. I'OWELL, care of Adventure.
Baxeball —FREDMRICK LIEB, care of Adventure.
Cumping—Pavr M. FINK, Jonesboro, 'Tenn.
IBoxing—CaPT. JEAN V. GROMBACH, 113 W. 57tb

.. |NC Y, C.

Canoelng; paddling, safling, cruising, regattas—
5?6.“‘ S. I’ERKINS, 161 W. Uarrison St., Chicago,

éoln-: and medals—HOWLAND WOOD, American
I%u%ismatlc Socilety, Broadway at 156th 8t., N.

.Dos-—Jomv B. THOMPSON, care of ddventure.

Fenelng—Capr. JBAN V. GrOMBACH, 113 W.
57th 8t, N, Y. C.

First Aid—DR. CLAUDD P. FORDYCE, care of 4d-
venture.

Fishing: salt and fresh water; fly and bdait
casting, bail; camping ouilfts,; fishing trips—
JoHN B. THoMPSON, (Uzark Ripley), care of Ad-
venture.

Football—JoRN B. FOSTER, care of Adventure,

Globe-trotting and vagabhonding—ROBERT
SpPIERS-BENJAMIN, Bux 289, Rutgers Univ.,, New
Brunswick, N. JI.

Henlth Bullding Activities, Hlking — DBR.
Crauvpr P. FORDYCE, care of Adventure.

Horses: care, training of Mhorses in general;

umping,; and polo; the cavalry arm—Major R.

BNEST DUPUY, care of Adventure,

Motor Boating—UGERALD L. WHITE, Montvllle,

.R.i-otor Camping and Traller Camping—
Major CHAS. G. I'ErCivaL, M.D., 152 W. 65th St.,
N. Y. C.

Motoreycllng—regulations, mechanics, racing—
CuarLes M. Dopgs, Scottswmoor, IMla.

Mountain Climbing—T1'HEODOBRE 8. SOLOMONS,
845 W. Olywpic Blvd.,, Los Angeles, Calif.

0ld Songs—ROBERT FROTHINGHAM, 995 Pine
8t., San lruncisco, Calif.

01d-Time Sailoring—CHAS. H. HaLg,
Ocean Ave., Brouklyp, N.

Oriental Magic and Effects—JTLIEN PBos-
EAUER. 148 Lafayette St., New York, N. Y.

Rifles, Pistols, Revolvers: foreiyn and Amert-
can—DoNEGAN WIGGINS, R. F. D. No. 8, Box 69,
Salem, Oregon.

Shotguns: foreign and American makes; wing
shootiny—JOHN B. THOMPSON, care of Adventure.

A Skiing and Snowshoeing—W. H. Pricg, 3436
Maoce St., Montreal, Quebec.

Small Boating: skills, outboard, small launch,
viver und luke cruiging—RAYMOND 8. SpBars, In-
glewood, Callf.

Soccer—MR. BEpA VvON BERCHEM, care of A4dd-
venture.

Stamps—DEB. H. A. Davis, The American Phil-
atellc Soclety, 3421 Coifax Avenue, Denver, Colo.

Swimming—Louis DeB. HanbpLBY, 115 West
11th St, N. Y. C.

Swordas: spcars, pole arme and armor—CAPT,
R. E. GARDNER, 1354 N. 4th St., Columbus, Ohfo.

Tournament F1y and Bait Casting—H. B.
8TaANwoOD, East Sulllvan, Malne.

Track—JACKSON B8CHoLZ, 12§
Jenkintown. Pa.
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Lambert R4,

Wooderaft—PaorL M. FINK, Jonesboro, Tenn.

Wrestling—CHARLES B. CraANFORD, School of
Bducation, New York University, Washington
Square, New York, N. Y.

Yachting—A. R. KNAUER, 2722 B. 75th Pl.
Chicago, Iil.

SCIENTIFIC AND TECHNICAL SUBJECTS

Anthropology: American; north of the Panamae
Canal; cuystoms, dress, architecture, pottery and
decorative arts, weapons and i{mplements, fetish-
ism, 8ocial divisions—ARTHUR WOODWARD, Los An-
geles Museum. Exposition Park, Los Angeles, Calif.

Automohlles and Ailrcraft Englnes: design,
operation and maintenance—EDMUND B. NEIL, care
of Adventure.

Aviation: airplanes, airships, airways and land-
ing felds, contests, aero clubs, insurance, laws,
licenses, operating data, schools, foreign activities.
publications, parachute gliders—MAJOR FALK HABR-
MEL, 709 Longfellow St., Washington, D. C

Big Game Hunting: guides and equipment—
ErNEST W, S8HAW, South Carver, Mass.

Entomology: insects and spiders;
and discase-carrying insects—DR. 8.
Barro Colorado 1Is., Laboratory,
Zone.

Ethnology: (Eskimo)—VIcTOR SHAW, 20th &
W. Garfleld Sts., Seattle, Wash.

Forestry: in the United States; national for-
ests of the Rocky Mountain States—ERNEST W.
SHAW, South Carver, Mass.

Tropical Forestry:s tropical forests and prod-
ucts—Wu. R. BarBour, Chapel IIill, N. C.

Fur Farmlng—FRepD L. BowDEN, 104 Fairview
Ave., Binghamton, New York.

Herpetology: reptiles and amphibians—CLIP-
¥ORD H. PopPm, care of Adventure.

Marlue Archltecture: ship modeling—CHas, H.
HaLL, 446 Ocean Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y.

Milning: territory anywhere in North America.
Mining law, prospecting outfitting,; any mineral,
metallic or nommetallio—VicTor SHAw, care of
Adventure.

Motor Vebhicles: operation, legislative restrio-
tions and traffic—EDMUND B. NEIL, care of ddven-
ture.

Ornithology: birds; their hadits end diéstridu-
tion—DavIis QUINN, 3508 Kings College Pl.,, Bronz,
N. Y.

Photographys outfitting, work {n out-of-the-
way places, general tnformation—PAUL L. ANDER-
BON, 36 Washington St., East Orange, N. J.

Precious and seml-precious stomes: cutting
and polishing of gem materials; technical {nforma-
tion—F. J. EsTERLIN, 901-002 Shreve Bldg.. 210
Post Road, S8an Francisco, Calif.

Radlo: telegraphy, telephony, history, recefver
construction, portable sets—DoNALD McNicoL, 183
Union Road, Roselle Park, N. J.

Railroads: {n the United Btates, Mezioa and
Canadea—R. T. NEwWMAN, 701 N. Main St., Parls, 11l
mgeawmlllln'—ﬂunmm LiEBR, care of Adven-

Sunken Treasure: salvagin
CoMpr. EpwaRD ELLSBERG, U{I 50

A Avontuve

renomous
W. Frosr.
Frijoles, Canal

and  diving—
N. R., care of



ASK ADVENTURE

Taxidermy—S82TH BULLOCK,
ture.

Wildcrafting and Trapping—RaYMOND 8.
SPEARS, Inglewood, Calif.

care of Adven

MILITARY, NAVAL AND POLICE

SUBJECTS
Army Matters: United BStates and Foreign—
CAPT. GLEN R. TownsgND, 5511 Cabanne Ave. St.

Louis, Mo.

Federal Investigation Activities: Secret Serv-
éce, etc.—FraNcis H. BENT, 261 Third-St, Fair
Haven, N. J.

Police, City and State—Francis H. BENT,
251 Third 8t., Fair Haven, N. J.

U. S. Marine Coerps—CapPT. F. W. IOPEKINS,
C. C. C. Co. No. 510, Mammoth Cave, Ky.

World War: strategy, tactica. leaders. armies,
participants, historical and political bacliground—
BeEDA vON BERCHEM, care of Adventure.

GEOGR APHICAL SUBJECTS

Philippine Islands—BUCK CoNNDR, Quartzsite,
Ariz., care Conner Fileld.

% New Guinea—L. P. B. ARMIT, Port Moresby,
Territory Papua, via S8ydney, Australia.

%New Zenland: Cook Island, Samoa—ToM L.
MiLts, 27 Bowen St., Fellding, New Zealand.

4 Aastralia and Tasmania—ALAN FoLRY, 18a
Sandridge St.. Bondl, 8ydney, Australia.

%South Sea Inlands-—WILLIAM McCCREADIR,
“Cardross.” Suva, Fiji

Asla, Part 1 %8iam, Malay Btates, Btraits
Settiements, Java. Sumatra, Dutch FEast Indies
Oeylon—V. B. WINDLE. care of Adventure, 2 French
Indo-China, Hong Kong, Macao, Tibet. Bouthern,
Eastern and Central China—SEWARD 8. CRAMBDR,
care of Adventure. 8 Northern China and Mongqolia
—PauvL H. FransoN, Bldg. No. 8 Veterans Admin-
istration Faclility, Minneapolis, Minn. 4 Persta,
Arabia—CAPTAIN BEVERLY-GIDDINGS, care of Ad-
venture. B % Palestine—Capr. E. W. EapES, 3808
West 26th Ave., Vancouver, B. C.

Africa, Part 1 % Egypt, Tunis, Algeria, Anglo-
Egyptian Budan.—Capr. I1. W. EADES. 3808 26th
Ave.,, West. Vancouver. B. C. 2 Abussinia. Italian
Bomaliland, RBritisk BSomali Coast Protectorate,
Britrea, Uganda, Tanganyika, Kenya.—(GORDON
Mac CreEAGH, Box 197, Centerport, Long Island,
N. Y. 8 Tripoli, 8ahara, cararans.—CAPTAIN BEv-
ERLY-GIDDINGS, care of Adventure. 4 2Morocco.—
GeorGee E. HoLt, care of Adventure. 8§ Sierra
Leone to Old Oalabar, West Africa, Nigeria.—N.
B. NELSON, 1641 Greenlawn Ave., Akrom, Ohfo.
8 Cape Colony, Orange River Oolony, Natal, Zulu-
land, Transraal, and Rhodesia.—CaPT. F. J.
FRANKLIN, Adventure Camp, Simi, Calif. 7 g Porty-
guese Eust.—R. G. WARING, Corunna, Ont., Canada.
8 %Bechuanaland, Bouthwest Africa, Angola, Bel-
glan Congo, Egyptian Budan and French Weat
Africe.—MAaJOR B. L. GLENISTER, care of Adrenture,

Madagascar—RALPH LINTON, 324 Sterling Hall,
University of Wisconsin, Madison, Wis.

Europe, Part 1 Denmark, Germany—G. 1. Cor-
BURN, Kast Ave., New Canaan, Conn. 2 The Bal-
kana: Jugosiavia, Rumanis, Bulgaria, Albania,
Greece and Turkey. The Awustrian Succession
Btates: Oszechosiovakia, Austria, Hungary—His-
tory, customs, travel.—BEDA VON BRECHEM, care
of Adventure.
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South America, Part 1 Oolombia, Ecuader
Peru, Bolivia, and Chile.—EDGAR YOUNG, care of
Adventure. 2 Veneazuela, The Guianas, Uruynay,,
Paraguay, Argentina, and Brazil.—DRr. PAUL VAN-
ORDEN SHAW, care of Adventure.

*\Weat Indles—JouN B. LEFFINGWELL,
1333, Nueva Gerona, Isle of Pines, Cuba.

Central Americakx—SgYMorr PoNDp, P, O. Box
5007, Ancon, Canal Zone, Panama.

Mexico, Part 1 Northern Border R8tates.—J.
W. WHITEAEER, 2003 8an Gabriel 8t., Austin, Tex,
2 Quintana Roo, Yucatan, Campeche.—W. RUSSKLL
SHEETS, 301 Poplar Ave,, Takoma Prk.. Md. &
w8outh of line from Tampico to Mazatlan.—JOHN
NEWMAN PAGE, care of Adventure.

Newfoundland—C. T. James,
John's, Newfoundland.

Greenland—Dog-teams, whaling, Eakimos. etc
—Victor 8HAW, 20th & W. Garfleld Sts., Scattle,
Wash,

Canada, Part 1 New Brunswick, Nora Scotia,
Prince Edward lsland—Furio BowDEN, 10t
Fairview Ave.,, Binghamton, N. Y. 2 <*%KNowlh-
eastern Quebec.—WILLIAM MACMILLAN, 24 1'lcrgir
8t.,, Quebec. Canada. 8 kHeight of Land Reqion,
Northern Ontario and_ Northérn Quebec, Routh-
eastern Ungova and Keewatin.—S. T. SanGsmn,
care Adventure. 4 *Ottmwea Valley and South-
eastern Ontario.—HARRY M. MoORE. The Courfer
Advocate, Trenton. Ont., Canada. § xGeorgian Itay
and Southern Ontario, National Parks.—A. D. L.
ROBINSON, 289 Victorla Rd., Walkerville, Ont., Can-
ada. 6 Lake of Woods Region.—R. P. LINCOLN,
care of (I. Frir.unNp, 4943 Dupont Ave.. 80. Min-
neapolis, Minn. 7 %Yukon, British Columbia and
Alberta.—C. PLowDEN, Plowden Bay, llowe Sound,

. C.

Box

Box 2064. St

Alaskn—THRODORR R. S80LOMONS, 845 W. Olym-
pic Blvd., Los Angeles, Calif.

Western U, 8., Part 1 Paciflc Coast States—
FpaNE \WINCH, care of Adrenture. 2 Utah and
Arizona.—GORDON GORDON, P. O. Box 2HR2. Tucson,
Arlz. 8 New Mewico (Indians, etc.)—1. F. RoBIN.
80N, 1211 W. Roma Ave., Albuguergue, N. M. 4
Wyoming and Colorado.—Ilomesteadlng. etc. E. I'.
WELLS, Sisters, Oregon. § Nevada. Montana, and
Northern Rockies.—I'RED W. EGELSTON. Flks' ITome,
Elko. Nev. 6 Idaho and entvirons.—R. T. NEWMAN,
701 N. Main 8t.. Paris, 11l. 7 Texas, Oklahoina.—
J. W. WHITRAKER, 2003 S8an Gabrlel St., Austin.
Tex.

Middle Western U. 8., Part 1 Dakotas, Neb..
Ia., Kan.—JUSErH MILLS [1ANSON, care of .Adventure.
2 Upper Peninsula of Michigan, Wisconsin, Minne-
sota and border waters; touring, Ashing.—IR. P,
LiINcOLN, care of U. K'RILUND, 1943 Dupout Ave.. So.
Minneapolis, Minn. 8 M{ssouri, Arkansas, Missouri
River up to Stoud City, Ozariu, Indiana, Idlinois,
Méchigan, Mississippt and Lake Michigan.—JOHN
B. THOMPSON, care Adventure. 4 Ohio River and
Tributaries and Misstssippé River.—GrO. A. ZERR,
Vine and HIll 8ts., Crafton, P. O, Ingram, Pa.
B Lower M{ssissipps from St. Louis down, Louisé
ana swamps, St. Francis River, Arkansas Bottom,
—RaYMOND 8. SPEARS, Inglewood, Callt,

Eastern U. B8,, Part 1 Eastern Maine. Al
Territory east of Penobscot River—H. B. BTan
woopn, Kast Sulllvan, Me. 2 Western Maine. All
Territory west of Penobscot River.—DR. G. E.
HATHORNE, 70 Main 8t., Baagor Me. 8 V¢, N. H,,
Oonn., R i.. Mass.—Howarp R. VorgHT, 29 Bald-
win St., Almes Pt., West Haven, Conn. 4 Adiron-
dacks, New York, RAYMOND 8. SPEARS, lnglewood_
Callf. 8 New Jersey.—F. H. BENT, 251 Third St.,
Fair Haven, N. J. 6 West Va. Md., District of
Oolumbia.—ROBEZRT HoLTON BuLL, 842 Spring Ave.,
South Hills, Charleston, W. Va. 7 Ala., Tenn., Miss.,
N.C, 8. 0., Fla., Ga.—HAPSBURG LIEBR, care Adven-
ture. 8 The Great Smokies and Appalachian Moun-
gxc.um South of Virginia.—PAuL M. FINK, Jonesboro.

enn.
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“J have REDUCED
MY WAIST 8 INCHES

WITH THE WEIL BELT!”

- wriles Glargt__ gﬂl'fy

WE WANT YO 70 TEST

the Weil Belt at our Expensel

DON"I‘ let @ ““bay window” make you the buts
of Yockerlroom jokes! If the Weil Belt does

oot take 3 INCHES off m!uunc waistline IN 10 DAYS

it won't Tost you a red ce
Ifydu wmt that well-set-up appearance, get rid of the fat
is easy wayl No starvation ets . . RO StrEDUOUS exercises
...Am:etmolWed mallec st

bel¢ and sp s
ooce. You will fee!. well as ooi like 8 new man ss
(h;:lfiatt, ac ﬁdly u‘ﬁpears b itll: Mloss of burdensame fat
i an will come back. earers state
theseduced 5%?: tndsdme-uooud.mu constipetion!

IF YOU DO NOT ¢ ¢ o
REDUCE YOUR WAIST

3 INCHES IN 10 pavs

. . « it will cost you nothing !

@ It would take 8 whale ofa lot of pezve ¢o make soch an
agreemeat if we dida’t know, from the upenenm of
hundreds of men that our claims are conservative, W. T,
Andersonwrites*‘Lost 50 1bs.”; W.L. McGianis says
is 8 inches smaller”. Fred Wolfe says*Feel likea new Inm

These men and many others are so enthusiastic

eir new lease on life that they write us about it!..,. W
not prove at our expense that it will do asmuchfor you

DON’'T WAIT, FAT IS DANGEROUSI

F Insuraace companies think twice before th e{l insure a
at W

maa . . . doctors warn against overweight. oot get
that dnn&/erous fat off before it harms your health|
uufomdun...us:he entle

massa, cnon a3 or sit at d
dgjs:&e‘ ck!. Andyou eel more Dn;mf;:m

0 uscl porred. Ty
excess Ll‘&e n.ne; lmer! Mail then coupon today! NOW /

SEND FOR 10 DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER

THE WEIL co.. |-e.. 282, UKL ST., NEW HAVEN, CONMN.
Gentlemen your illustrated folder describing
mwmnumdmudmd.ofyom 10 day FREE T ria! Offer.

Name
Addyess.

UnCum"SmiNcmudAJdnnnPnﬂ Post Card

ADVENTURE

THE TRAIL AHEAD

Men who die that others may live,
who talk hard lest they look soft,
who live, dream and fight for and
by the air—such are the Army test
pilots in next mon:Y’s great novel-
ette of uncharted storms and untried
planes—

“HARD GUYS”
by Thomson Burtis

A new series about the forgotten
men who make and live history and
call it war—the privates in the rear
ranks, who do the fighting. The first
takes you to Bunker Hill, off Boston
town in 1775—

“HELL FOR A GUINEA”
by H. Bedford-Jones

AND '

“The Last Shot,” a Western story
by Barry Scobee; two stories of the
sea, “Man Power,” by Robert Carse,
and “Red Sky at Dawn,” by William
Outerson; a story of the British
Army in India, “Johnny Gurkha,”
by Perry Adems; and many other
stories and features—are in the new,
larger March

©

On Sale February 10th
NOW—16 EXTRA PAGES!
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'l' help you answer these 3 questions:

1 What are today’s oppor-
" tunities in Drafting ?

2 = Will I like the work?
3 _Can I learn Drafting

readily ?

Beemmne Lessons ll‘l

‘Drafting . Free

Before anything - made or buill ingtracings, constantly oﬂﬂn by hiscon-
B o e o Bl  tac with sorooned eng he “higher Pravs that Ve call Sl
ing trades, t ansportation, manufacturing UPS" gee his work. If EOO‘L advance- The 2 lessons will be sent absolutely
— ALL depend on him. That 13 why any mentissureand my' without obligation. In the privacy of
pickub meals rs calf for the DIVGmGN  ratting Experience NOT Necessary yOUF own room, look them: over.
Dratting Opportunities Growing Dally : ; oW Smply you sest—haw graduslly.you
You can master Drafting readily b; are led step by step—how thoroughly you
Drafting welcomes ambitious men—  home study because you learn and ad-  master each point—how, 28 time goes on,
offers good pay to start, with splendid  ¢ance eracily as professional Draftsmen You can pass from a raw beginnjng to com=
opportunities for promotion. One of the work—with T-square, dividersand d awlng glete masteru of Dramnf—able to get and
steadiest of all lines. Right from the start,  board. Actuael working couditions are dupli- old a pleasant, profitable, steady job.Such
the beginner works side by side withexncri-  cated. 7housands of successful graduatea o future is weu worth looklnf into RIGHT
enced men—inking in their drawings, enthustastically endo e our methods. NOW, 8o . ., write TOD

American Schocl o Dept. DD-249 e« Drexel Avenue at 58th Street o Chicago, lllinois
Test Yourself for a Good Pay Job—Steady Work

The Makers of MARLIN GUNS

FAMOUS SINCE 1870

BRING YOU THIS AMAZING OFFER

80 eLapes 51 160 sLaADEs 52

DOUBLE YOUR MONEY BACK GUARANTEE

o Marlin finds a way to bring you guaranteed, first-quality blades at
FIRST QUALITY, DOUBLE-EDGE one-fourth the regular price.

ny For the first time you can get a nationally advertised blade, backed by
I' I ‘ I) l: s a 66-year-old reputation, at a little over a cent each.

b A MAJOR OPERATION This sensational low price is made possible
; by cutting to the bone the cost of doing business.
Blades are no longer specialty items. They are staple merchandise and
must from now on sell close because patents have expired.
Marlin makes big savings by selling in wholesale quantities to
individuals. Packing 40, 80 and 160 blades in a box, instead of 5 or 10.

The formula is simple: big volume, small profit, quick turns.
And the savings are passed along to you.

Amt. Enolosed

ORDER NOWAT THIS LOW PRICE s

: The Marlin Firearms Co. S
SWEDISH SURGICAL STEEL Fine surgical instru- 4702" Willow St., New Haven, Conn. CHECK

Single-Edge,
30 for b60c.

zil:%;l xhra glla:iia from the identical Swedish steel used Please send me: ] Doubls.-Edge
arlin blades. d
Compare the Marlin blade with any blade you now B m"“tn?” Gift Box of 160 Blades, 82. [0 Single-Edoe
are ualng, even though you paid 8 and 4 times more ---- Box of 80 Blades, $1.

in price. —-—-Box of 40 Blades, 60c—8ingle-Edge, 30 for 50c.

10 DAYS FREE TRIAL Try Marlin blades for 10
deys at our risk. If you don’t agree they are the Name
best you ever used, we refund TWIOE the purchase Address
price. This guaranue carries my personal endorse-

went—Frank Kenna, President. Oity
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THIS COMPLETE. SIMPLE, PRACTICAL COURSE
Fpil SELFJNSTRUCTION WILL QUICKLY GIVE YOU

A Camplete Mastery oi
* MATHEMATICS

Prepare now to advance yourself to
an important job by Mathematics
Training. Mathematics is the
foundation of all mechanical
and scientific work, and of all
business or industry based on
science. Without this essential
knowledge even the most ta-
pable man is left behind while
others forge ahead to better

bigger ocomtracts, more
money. You need mathematics
to salve technical problems and
to improve, speed up and check
on your work and the work of
others.

Now you can leam mathe-
matics an easy, inexpensive
and time-saving method. A very
simple and extremely interest-
ing course in book form has
been prepared for you by an
expert who has devoted a life-
time to teaching practical men
the fendamentals of this impor-
tant subject.

MATHEMATICS

FOR SELF-STUDY
By J. BE.Thompson, B.S., A.M.,
Dept. of Mathematics,
Pratt Institute

n These boaks etart right fram the be-
ginning with a review of arfthmetic
A Comnplete that glves you all epecial short-cuts
Course and and trick that save count-
Reference less houra of your time. Then they
LIk go right into higher mathematics
rary In | 804 Ghow you simple it is
§ Volumes when an expert explains it for you.
In no time at all you will be taek-
Asithmetic ling with ease the moet difficult
Aém. Y on this T iart
eometry
Trigonometry An Expert's
Calculus Simgilified Methods
Mr. Thompeon, the author of these
1539 Pages liastrated books, has had many years’ experi-

ence in mathematical tralning. He
presents each practical method and problem in the clearest,
simplest wuy. He gets right down to the kind of infor-
mation that you need in your daily work.

Send No Money—Mail This Coupon
for FREE EXAMINATION

D. Van Nostrand Co., Ine., 250 Fourth Ave., New York

Bend me MATHEMATICS FOR SELF-8TUDY in § volumes.
Within 10 da)s 1 will efther return bookr or send you
$2.95 as first payment and $2.A0 per month for 3 months—
total $8.95 (5% discount for cssh), (PP, 2-370

AGATEIR .. . vooooivocsonsoessspsssscasmrtitsasbstsvesssvones
FOR FREE CATALOG of best books of practical imstruc-
and techniocal Inlmmuon. check here. If you do not

want Mathemutics for Self-Study cross out paragraph above.

Fine for Kidney and
Bladder Weakness

STOP GETTING UP NIGHTS

Keep your kidneys free from mte matter,

ons and ac.id and put healt ctivity into

dneys and bladder and you'll 1 ve a hier,
happier and longer life.

e most efficient and hnrmleu way to do
this is to get from your dru 86-cent box
of Gold Medal Ha.arlem Oil 5 mula- and take
them as directed—the swift results will eur-

Bemdes getting u% nights, some symptoms of
tddney troul dpuﬂ' ackache moist u;,:llmul
€ramps, an u want res:

be sure to get EOE %:DAL——the oﬁgmﬁ
and genume—a grand kidney stimulant and'
diuretic—right from Haarlem in Holland. Give
your kidneys a good cleaning once in a while,

sesemblo Tiny Me, ficting
§n the Ear ntim‘ lill|:t.
No wires, ries or brad piece, /
‘They sre inexpensive. Write for |

bookle: u..] eworn statement of DRUM
theinvent. rwho was him-elf deaf.

A0 LEIBARD,; (20 Sufte 231, 'iJ 6Y3 Ave-, Row Yot

BT FROGS

m-L .l- wnm n

r M“ nu ;urr,
M
pand mﬂ\ increase. M smen. Imulll‘ill
i

hLig. e
people are dmng Send for_out w F
“A fulu in rT Stary Now,

le— 185- I ':'.m
for MORE PAY lJearn ""m

RAFTING s
B R e tareie mg.';;sg

‘I'IEPAYW the Job you
umuroumllm.

ENGINEER DOBE. Div. 3342

GO INTO BUSINESS T m-,‘_'.

Sell new mnd used of
Undersel

We llll'l'lhlh “Il‘
m‘n Mme:r mrﬂr—m:

@‘! borw.  Ha ‘“‘7
“‘% amoe for
. 43¢rd St., Dept. D-33, Chiesgo, N1
¥or 0ld Gold Jewelry and Bridgework Turn
your old wornout mmm American
mm&:hmmu -h.m
honest appralsal offer I8 not satisfactory we retorn it
1120 © CONTINENTAL G0LD SCRAP l.‘,o.
""mm"hm of 014 Joweiry By Mall 1n the 0 g 2
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Amazingly tasy Way

to get into_ o7 TY
ELEC lloney\’lelk

ageis160r40. § =—orF Go Into Your
Let us Ir you to prepare for

positions that lead to good Own Business
galarles in Electricity — NOT
by correspondence, but by an amazing modern method right
here in the gaeat Coyne Shops that gives you a practical Train-
ing in 90 days! Getting into Electricity is easier than you
imagine if you choose theright method. You don’t need previous
experience or need a lot of book learning. Start any time :na
you have enrolled.

Easy Payment Plan
Mail the coupon below and I'll send you all details of my
monthly tuition plan. Under this plan you can get your training
first and then pay for your tuition later in small monthlx
payments extending over an 18-month period, etarting
roonths after you start school.

LEARN BY DOING—IN 90 DAYS
IN THE GREAT COYNE SHOPS

I don’t care if you don’t know an armature from an air brake — I

don't t you to! We give you 12 weeks of Eractical Shop work
in the Big Coyne Shops. . . . Practical Electrical
equipment.

MANY EARN WKILE I.EARN!NG

13 (ou need part time work ana xXpens ;8 we may be
to helD you if you will wrlte and tell us your pr bicms. When
You graduate you can get lifetime employment service.

DIESEL, REFRIGERATION AND
AIR CONDITIONING

Right now we are ioclu instruction in Diesel Engines, Electric
Refrigeration and Air Conditioning without extra cost so yous
training will be more valuable to you.

GET MY BIG FREE BOOK! Covels vour

get into Electricity. Thia achool is 37 years old—Coyune training is

geliable. You can find out everything absolutely free.

Simpcv mail the coupon and let us eend you the big,

oynebookw: togmnhu...facm...h&
nses W

man
w we namst out araduam in the field.

e
& once. Just mall cou d{uel
OOYNEELECTR!CAL SC!!OOL

_500 8, PAULINA ST, Dept, 27-76, CHICAGO. ILLs

Prosident, I:l.m m
Dlﬂ.”-f.:m

H.C.
S o Vol ey S
: Without gend me
Monthly 'l‘lrllm P.J'm'enl: Plan, &m

Nm.o....ll.. 90000000000000000000000500000000000.000

A“mt......'l.....l.l.'.........0.......
»_Mail in eavelope o pasts oo &

Spare Time Training
that helps you

Speed Up
Prosperity!

DO YOU want to speed up the return of prosperity
to you—insure your early and large participation
in the new jobs, promotions and salary incrcases—
get fullest benefits from the business pick-up?

You can do it.

For many months to come, individual competition
in business will be tremendous. Employers—up against
new problems, ﬁghtmg for survival and profits—will
be able to lck an chooee Naturally they will prefer

the man who has special ability, to
oﬂer them.

If you wish thls advantage, simply mark on the
coupon the field of business in which. you are most
interested. We will send you full information about
the opportunities in that field, tell ?'ou bow our com-

lete success-building pregram helps you plan your
uture, trains you in your spare time, and works with
you all your carcer. Send the coupon NOW.

===="=Find Yoursell Through LaSallc------'|

LaSalle Extansion University
Dept. 2334-R Chicago

Please send me full lnfomndon rezardinithe
success-buflding training end service ave
marked with an X below. Also a copy of *Ten
Years' Promotion in One’'—all without obliga-

tioa to me.

Q0 Business Man ent:. Tralning fer Of-
ficlal, Managertal Sales And Departmental
Executive positions; - o

0O Modern Salesmanship: Training f or posi-
tion as Sales Executive, Salesman, Sales
Trainer, Sales Promotion Manager, Manu-
facturer's Agent, and all positions In retail,
wholesale or specialty eelling.

O Higher Accountancy: Training for posi-
tion as Auditor, Comptroller, Certified Pub-
Uc Aox Cost Acc etc.

O Trafic Management: Training for poal-
tion as Railroad or Industrial Traffic Man-
ager, Rate Expert, Freight Solicitor, etc.

0O Law: LL. B. Degree.

0O Modern Foremanship: Tm.hmgI for posi-
tions in Shop Management, a8 t.hab
of Superl t, General F

man, Sub-Foreman, etc.

O Industrial Management: Training fop
Works Management, Production Control,
Industrial Engineering, etc.

0O Modern Business Correspondence:
Training for Sales or Collection Correspoa-~
dent, Sales Promotion Manager. Mail Sales
Mansger, Secretary, etc

O StenograpRy: Trainingin the new superios
machine shorthand, Stenotypy:.

0O Railway Station
Management

O Rallway Accounting

0O Expert Bookkeeping

O Business English

O Commercial Law

0O Credit and Collec~

tloo Correspondence

O Public Speaking

0 C. P. A. Coaching

O Ofice Managaman?®

0 Stenotypy

Name.coveecsvoctesssssscsssces ABovveae

Presrd Posibow® .....i00000000000000v00000

Ao 1 100sr1000r0000000000is0t0tncorenn
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BROADCASY

and AMAZE
Your Friends!

Put on broadcast with the
WALCO MII\E most entertaining ra-
dio device yet produced. Sing, laugh.
talk, erack jokes from another room
and your radio will produce every
sound as though you were miles away
at a regular broadcasting etation.

MARVELOUS FUN AT PARTIES
Tmitate tbe big radio stars and croonars. Do
s ‘“Hen Bernie”’ or “Kudy Vallee.”
No ¢nd of pleasure fOr grown-upw
or kiddies. Exvellent training
n elocution, *‘Amatewr Hour'”
practice, or broadcast an-
nouncing. Bpeclal cut-out but-
ton allows you to switch from home
broadcasting to vegular radic re-
ception In an instant. Can not In-
jure your redio in any way.

SEND NO MONEY

8 Days Trial at Our Risk!
Merely mall the coupon. On delivery
DAY postman tl plus few cents post-
8xe. If not delighted return it in 6
@ays and your $1 ecefunded at once

THE_WALCQ
MIKE
In handsome black
meul. Lo!m ONLY

e 88
uu to Atunh $ 1
wlthout tooll

Fully guaranteed.

ELECTRICAL LABORATORIES COD.. Devt. 162,
49 East 2ist St. New York, N. V.

Send Walco Mike, with complete instructlons, Will pay postman
’1 glullewoenu 8t If not gided will retorn in § deys

O Check here if ENCLOSING $l—thus saving postagc charge.
Seme refund gustactee sppllee.

NOIDO, cceccacscccocossosscasssccscassccesracccsrssswosccssscscsse

Address 3
O Check here lor chromium De Luxe model. $1.39.

——

5-NEW INVENTION!
m.' EARNINGS QUICK |
WITH THIS NEW MONEY MAKER

No Experience Neodsd. Bells easy to amate
Ing big market. Combination

Blow Torch and Snldering Iron

No pressure system. No Ftove,
No vcharcoal.  Orerates wlth 1009 satine
faction. Neat, complete, compact. Guar-

snteed 30 vear old company. Write quick
for New Agent’s Plan snd E

ADVENTURE

New Kind of

[LOTHES BAUSH

Dry Cleans? Sel!l ltoel!!

U'nonm !tf
othes hrushes forever. Never a-!u"-hlul' Ilhe

Eecret ﬂmmm plul umqu- vacium_action.

Heepa clothing epie-and ]

hats dra indow sha e
2, W
rumlture, e . Saves clean

iced. k‘ru:
ﬁhﬂ Iliu. No obl :
w wr
{RESTRE mbar Some ’ﬁgl 962,  Akrom, Ohlo

“VEST POCKET"
57 95 winon $7.95

The smoothest hardest shooting high
25 caliber Auto, pistol on tﬁ.: rnm“t‘n
half price, 7 shot, sifeties with
ﬁ:ﬂl&sﬂ.ﬂ. Bhoots standard 25 Colt o
box. Leather holster 600 each. Order new
Write for Catalog of Guns, Rifles, Coita, B&W e
inoculars, ete. 82 WMG.ODI

HUDSON SPORTING GOODS CO.,A-52 yarres Street

lmocx- EM-CoLD/ Y

ll mmlluek dhm“
a i dhmw. with

2 ‘mfﬁmﬁ Tﬁ:’@w

E:s- r_-f.:.Fw -5

AMAZING NEW
BUSINESS

Sell to Stores

Piano, Violin, Co 2

rampet. Mandolin, Gultar,
gan,Accordion,Saxophone,Clarinet

EASY HOME METHO

Makes you accomplished
ondmsd-ﬂe a“

offer! eyl
JUSTRITE MFG. CO.
Dept. €2, 2051 Seuthport, Chi

material and direstians usywuww
DR. HFININGER, O V. Haren, Dupt 272, CHICAGO

Relieve
l’nn n9

NE IIRI'I'IS

To relieve the torturing pain of Neuritis, Rheumatism
Neuralgia or Lumbago in 9 minutes, got the Dootor's
Prescription NURITO. Absolutely safe. No opiates, no
narcotics. Does the work quickly —must reliove | ur

worst pain_in nine minutes or your money bac
Druggist’s. Dan't sufier, Use guaranteed uunl'rowday.

GAMBLERS SECRETS EXPOSED

(‘.trdainswwtnwmdum. -Oee how

tlln R u:tgch.‘ihmfm. Bendﬂl mboot B’EAI'
8. Races. T or %G

%’fh %BHEAT Invisible oard Ilnk AMachine, Punchboesd

exposed. Send $1 to Johnson Exposes, M 2488-?. Kansas Clty, Me

FREE SUITS
AND BIG EARNINGS WEEKLY

SELL ONLY (4) ALL WOOL SUITS to get 8 FREE S8UIT. No
Hmit to number of FREE SUITS yuu msv earn. Prioes $14.85
to $26.96. ZIPPER leather 0BITY; Sample Line Free.
0 experience needed to make BIG MONEY All Buits Indi-
vinunlly Cut and Tailored To Messure. Satisfaction or Mouney
Back Guarantee.

‘.‘S‘I‘OPPED N
Aroy outnrmenteﬂthhthemhmguzaneeofeum}

ONE l‘lﬂl.l‘l‘l

bt 3

rashes, athlete's fcot. ptxons.or other eldn afflictions
For quick and ha Denms

ti u.ﬁqmdo.
:gotli?o ':Hnsear.greaseleas dsm—



ADVENTURE

: Ml DCET
POCKET RADIO

BEAUTIFUL CLEAR LOUD TONE
DIRECT FROM POCKET RADIOI

*-ﬁm‘ s

.tn

or «l
ket H.ldio.
— WORKS IMMEDIATELY

G "“ﬂ'.
BE A DETECTIVE

Work home or travel. Experience unnecessary.
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write NOW to
‘GEORGE P. R. WAGNER 2640 Broadway, N.Y.

FREE FOR ASTHMA

If you suffer with thoee terrible attacks of Asthma at this
season of the year; if you choke and gasp for breath don't
fail to send at once for a free trial of a remarkable
method. No matter where you live nor what your age or
occupation .nor whether you have any faith in any remedy
under the Sun, send for this free trial. It will cost you
nothing. Write now and test the method free on your
own case, Address:
Frontier Asthma Co. 72-B Frontier Bldg.,
* 452 Niagara Street, Buffalo, N. Y.

ARMY- NAVY Bargams

JTaversacks . .ovesesod 75 | Cart. belt ...oovue
Machste-bolo . ....$1.50 | Flint pistol ...... .I\G 95
Army sadille .. 9.85 | M/L shot uun_.....u.s;
Springfleld rifie, cal. 45/70, $214” barrel...... $4.25
1036 catalog, 3564 es of pixtols. armor, guns,
daggers, etc.,, mall for 60 cents, New special

do st
2 ‘::;nblhhed
CIS BANNERMAN SONS, 501 Bmdwny. New York City

!D Fla 50“ UP TO at

DA

ew ldeal Wear this splendid suit end I'll
pay you !ht it If you follow my easy plan and qualify
Choose suit from fine woolens. tailored to your meas-
sure. Just show It to Four friends. BMake up to $10 in a
day—easy—representing big natlonally-known tailor-
ing house. No experlence needed. ACTUAL SAMPLES
FREE! Write today for details of sensational new plan
and actual bammei SEND NO MONEY.

H. J. Graves, Pres. STOME FIELD CORP.

1300 W. Harrison, Chicago

DON’T BE CUT

Until You Try Thie

Wonderful Treatment

for pile suffering. If you have piles in

circular for

any form write for a FREE sample of
Page’s Pile Tablets and you will lélo;l

the day that vouread this. Write todafy micw
c

Page Co., 408-B7 Page Bidg., Marshall,

Learn Profitable Profession
in QO days at Home

e
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FACTORY
. TO YOU

NEW REMINGTON NOISELESS
PORTABLE!

IOA DAY

Money Back Guarantee
10-Day Free Trial Offer

T LAST! The famous Remington Noiseless
Portable that speaks in a whisperisavailable
for only 10¢ a day. Here is your opportunity to
get a real Remington Noiseless Portable direct
from the factory. Equipped with all attachments
that make for complete writing equipment. Stand-
ard keyboard. Automatic ribbonreverse. Variable
line spaccr and all the conveniences of the finest
portable ever built. PLUS the NOISELESS fea-
ture. Act now while this special opportunity
holds good. Send coupon TODAY for details.

YOU DON’'T RISK A PENNY
We send you the Remington Noiseless Portable
direct from the factory with 10 days FREE trial.
If you are not satisfied, send it back. WE PAY
ALL SHIPPING CHARGES.

® FREE rvrine course

With your new Remington Noiseless Portable we will send you
—absolutely FREE—a 19-page course in typing. It teaches the
Touch System, used by all expert typists. It is simply written
and completely fllustrated. Instructions are as simple as A, R,
C. Even a child can easily understand this method. A little
study and the average person, child or adult, becomes fasci-
nated. Follow this eoarse during the 10-Day Tria] Period we
give you with your typewriter and you will er why you
ever took the trouble to write letters by band.

® FREE carrving case

Also under this new Purchase Plan we will send you FREE with
every Remington Noiseless Portable a special carrying case
sturdily built of 3-ply wood. This handsome case I8 covered with
heavydu Font fabric. The top is removed by one motion, leaving
the machine firmly attached to the base. This makes it easy to use
your Remington anywherc —on knees, in chairs, on trains. Don’t
delay. . .send in the coupon for complete detaiis!

SEND COUPON WHILE LOW PRICES HOLD

Remington Rand, Ine., Dept. 193-3
1 315 Fourth Ave.. New York, N. Y.

Please tell me how I ean get a new Remington Nofseless Portable
typewriter, plus FREE Typing Course and carrying cuse, for only
10c a day. send me new illustrated catalogue.

—— —— — ——
z

City State e
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Kidneys
must clear

acids from
your Slvod

DR. W. R. GEORGE

Former Health Commise
sioner of Indienapolis

Your System is Poisoned

And May Cause Getting Up Nights, Nervousness, Leg Pains,
and a Run-Down Condition When Kidneys Function Poorly

Your health, vitalliy and encrgy aro cxiremely dependent upon
the proper functionlng of your kidmwys. This easy to
stand when you learn that eac,h kifitiey, although only the sue
of your clenched fist, contains 4%4 iniliion, tiny, delicate tubes or

lddneys as a diuretio.
;&rgeon and amenust

doctor will recommend it for iis del

For instance, Dr. T. J. Rastell, {amous

London, says: *Cys tha
Ve ever in Any
te bemefit in tho treat-

filters. Your blood circulaios through these tiny filters 200 times
an hour, night and day. Nature provides this method of removing
acids, poisoms, and toxins froin yoer blood.

Causes Many Ilis

Dr. Walter R. Gsorge, maiy years Health Commissioner of
Indianapolis, recently stated: “Most peopla do not realize this,
but the kidveys probably are the most remarkable organs inm the
entire human anstomy. Their work is just as important and
fust a8 vital to geod health as the work of the heart. As Health
Commissioner of the City of Indiarapolis for many years and as
medical director for a large insurance company, I have had
opportunity to ohserve that a surprisingiy high percentage of

ple are devitalized, rundown, pervous, tired. end worn-out
ause of poorly functioning Kkidneys.

Jf your kidneys slow down and do not function ropcrly and

fail w remove approximately 3 pints of Acids,
Nouids from your blood every 24 hours, then there 18 a grndua.l
accumulation of these Acids and Wastes, and slowly, but surely,
your fystem hecomes poisoned, making you feel old before your
time, rundown and worn out.

Many other troublesome and painful sympioms may be caused
by poorly functloning kidneys, such as QGetting Up Nights,
Nervousness, Leg Pains, Dizziness, -Frequent Headachos and
Colds, Rheumatic Jains, Swollen Joints, Circles Under Epyes
l:aﬁjkl:'\;hes, Loes of Vitality, Burning, itching, Smarting and

¢ .

Help Kidneys Doctors’ Way

Druggists and doctors in over thirty-five countries throughout
the worid thiuk that the proper way to help kidney functions is
with tbe modern, uvp-to-date Doctor’s prescription, Cystex,
because it 13 scientifically prevared in strict accordanco with the
United States and British Pharmacopoeia to act directly on the

ment of many functional kidney snd bhddet disorders. Xt ie
safe and larmless.

And Dr. T. A. Ellis, of Toronto, Canuda, has mted' *‘Cystex’
intiuence in 2iding the treatment of sluggish kiduey and bladder
functions can not be over-estimated.’”” And Dr. C. Z. Rendelle,
of San Fra{‘ldsco. said: ¢ (l} can truthfully recommend the use of

(el lian

o]
Q
B
5.
=3
13
g
bt
Ea

A feeling of many years lifted off one’s age often follows the
fine effects of Cystex.’’

Guaranteed 8-Day Test

If you suffer from soy of the conditions mentioned in this
srticle or feel rundown, worn out, and old before your time,
poorly functioning kidnevs may be the real cause of your trouble.
And because Cystex has given successful results in thousands of
cases throughout the world after other things failed, you
should put this dootor’s rrescripticn to the test immedis toly.
with wtﬂmi%s that “el must pmv&e satisfactory c;n
way ays, or you merely return empty pachage and
the full purchas is refunded. -

Because Cyat.ex is specially and sclzntmcsuy prepared to act
directly on the kidneys as a diuretic, it is quick and positive in
action, Within 48 hours most Deople report o remarkable im-
Drovement and oomplete satisfaction in 8 days. Cystex costs
only three cents a dose at druggists. Put it to the test today.
Under the guarantee you must feel younger, stronger, and Detter
than you have in a long time—you must feel that Cystex has
done the work thoroughly and completely, or you merely return
the empty package and it costs nothing. You are the sole
judge of vour own satisfaction. You can’t afford to take
chances with cheap, inferior. or irritating drugs or any medicine
that is not good enough to be guarmteed. Telephone your drug-
gist for mi Cystex (pro Blss-tex) today.

{7~ CHEAP OIL BURNER

WHY COOK OR HE.“T WI'Ih COAL or WOOD
.‘i';.':"i:‘a.".',".m. o i
wory. Huroas chalp cll new Way—uno

SENT ON TRIAL Zoms.

bills, r”l for itaelf quj kl Iw
ved ut our

our risk. ar o b= "
FREE s “PI.E 0;6%:110“2‘ er, spare or full M
Unived FACTORIES, B.763 Factory Buliding, Kansse Cht, M.

SPECIAL OFFER TO

PILE SUFFERERS

Private formula ointment used by the McCleary
inic, a9 part of ita regular treatment of rectal
capes. May now be used in your home. It soothea
and gives much temporary relief. Large trial tnbe

lenttn reetalanﬂ £ 1o¢
““’eh.,g.. THE MoCLEARY GLINIC,
236—A Bl ivd.y lxeclslortprin‘u, Mo.

——————————————————————————————————————
Treatment mailed
catiafied, poud 81: 1
ea b s
not, it's Free.
for tro:mn tom

W. K. STERLINE, ﬂlo Ohlo Ave.s» SIDNEY, CHIO

T P DANCE — BE POPULAR
A B, A% T, fam mp oty
2 & Foxtrat, ‘llﬁt 'Hé}:

LI-:BOY ntudied here. Send for
KINSELLA ACADEMY, 2560 May St., Cincinnati, Ghio

)lACE WILLIAMS stories by CARROLL JOMN DALY—
RDIGAN stories by FREDERICK NEBEL—ARSON
DICK storles by LESLIE T. WHITE—CARTER COLE
stories by FREDERICK C. DAVIS—RAMBLER MURPHY
stories by FRED MacISAAC—NEEDLE MIKE stories by
WILLIAM E BARRETT. The ONLY msagazine in which
vou'll find all these great serles characters 15—

Dime Detective Magazine




GEE what a build / No SIR! — ATLAS
Didr't it take a long Makes Muscles Grow
\ time fo get those muscleSQ ¥ %\ Like Magic / i

—_— f

Will You Give Me
7 Days to PROVE | Can
Make YOU a NewMan 2,

LET ME START SHOWING YOU RESULTS LIKE THESE

What a ,
duff‘ersnce

week

5 inches
of new
Muscle

“After, ONE WEEK my
arms increased 113 in.
ghut 21..'2=l I”T fm;eanl;rg
|n< an \ave i
/a oy, g LY C‘,

. [
(normal) anr.l 21' in
exPandﬂd‘ '—F. 5.

For quick results
| recommend

Here's what ATLAS
did for ME/

CHARLES
ATLAS

A recent photo of
unarles Atlas

hulder of the t)LIE.
K ‘T he rlid’s
Most l’erfectly
Developed Man.’
Thig is NOT &
stadio Flcrux‘e but
a simple enlarge-
ment made from
an ordinary small
snaps b
muscles "‘painted
on’’ or retouched
in any way. This
is Charles Atlas
as he looks today!

“Am sending snapshot of won-
derful progress. Certainly rec-
oemmend you for quick re-
‘; sults!"'—W. @G., J.

"!Your method gives #
o smoott le, -
John Jacobs John Jacobs Fan i etaried ‘

BEFORE AFTER L“S:&"‘i:‘m""';‘m‘-“

7-Day TRIAL OFFER

I could fill this whole magazine with enthu-
siastic reports from OTHIRS. But what you
want to know is—‘“What can Charles Atlas do
for ME?”

Find out—at my risk! Right in first 7 days
T’ll start to PROVE I can turn YOU into a
man of might and muscle. And it will be the
kind of PROOF you (and anyone else) can SEE, FEEL, l——'——l———"—'———————

starlin%sllver Cup
Being
This \ra'lu,ubk eup, of aolid
l’rrtlﬂf silver, stands

4 inches hi:h on @ =5

nck mahogany base.

I wil] award it, engrave
to_my panil w}m makes the most improvemen t
in hiz development within the next three months.

MEASURE with a tape! :
My FREE BOOK tells about @y amazing 7-DAY TRIAL OFFER.an CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 83p,
affer no other instructor as ever DARED make! If YOU want smaihmg
strength, big muscles, glowing health—I'll show you results QUICK! 115 East 23rd Street, New York, N. V.
I want proof that DYNAMIC-TENSION will make a

FREE BOOK new man of me—give me a healthy, husky body and big

T myself was once a 97-pound weakling—sickly, half-alive. Then I dis- I wrisele develovmenr.  Send me Your tree Mook, *‘Everlasting
covered ‘‘Dynamic-Tension.” And I twice won—against all comers—the Health and Strength.”

title, ““The World’s Perfectly Dev eloped Man'"! I
T have no use for apparatus. ‘'Dynamic-Tension’” ALONE (right in
your own home) will start new inches of massive power pushing out your
chest—build up your shoulders to champion huskiness—put regular moun-
rains of muscle on vour hiceps—ree you of constipation, pimples—make I

those stomach muscles of yours hard ridges! Address ........ 000000000000 0000000000a0
Make me PROVE it! Gamble a postage stamp. Send coupon for my

FREE BOOK AT ONCE! Address me personally: Charles Atlas, Dept.

83P, 115 East 23rd Street, New York, N. Y. (61157000 686800 60 2 = B00A T S E 0660000000 eeee Stateieieerecens
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‘“MIGHTY GOOD ADVICE,”
SAYS THIS
HARD-RIDING TEXAS COW PUNCHER

vright, 1936,

Reynolds Company,

“RFTER RIDING HERD from
sun-up to sun-down, the chuck-
wagon looks mighty good to
me,” says Fred McDaniel {zbove,
also right). “But 1 woulan’t
enjoy my ‘chuck’ hulf as much
without the pleasure I get from
smoking Camels with my meals
and afterwards. After a good
meal and Camels I feel plenty
O-K. Camels set me rightt And
they never get on my nerves.”

Smoking Camels, you enjoy a sense of greater.
ease while you're eating, and afterwards tool

HAT Fred McDaniel ,sa,ggﬁz

about Camels is backe,
up 100% by baseball’s “Iron
Man,” Lou Gehrig— by Frank
Buck, of “Bring ’Em Back Alive”
fame — by EleanorTennant, out-
standing woman tennis coach
of the U. S.—and by millions of
other Camel smokers in all
walks of life. Enjoy Camels at
every meal. They speed up the

COSTLIER TOBACCOS
Camels are made from finer,
MORE EXPENSIVE TOBACCOS
««.Turkish and Domestic...
thananyotherpopular brand.

flow of digestive fluids. Increase
alkalinity. Help you exjoy food.
Camels set you right! They’re
thecigarette for steady smoking.
Light up a Camel any time and
get an invigorating “lift,”

BUSY SECRETARY. “I smoke
Camels,” says attractive Joselyn

Libby. “Camels put more fun
into eating and smoking too.
So maay girls smoke Camels.”





