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at She Told Run-down
Nervous Husband

HE could have reproached him for his bad
temper—his “all in” complaints. But wisely
she saw in his pesky colds, dizzy attacks and
“on edge” symptoms the very trouble she had
whiigied—comais n! The very morning after
doing as she advised he felt like hingadii again.
Now he ig always alert and eheerfull—100%
man—iebhy. ehergetie—and always ready for
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The Safe, Dependable

All-Vegetable Laxative
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ever lhi =
bi& w
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table ingredienis. NR gives natural, nof asti-
fiwifd! results. Your first NR Talblet thoroughly
yet gently stimulates sluggish bowels to not-
mal movement. Poisonous wastes are earfied
away in a complete, putifying action. Next
MoEning you el worlds beteir—loge fresher,
too. Then ihe oceasionall use of NIR ihere-
after lrams the bewels te Aewmal, Fegular
fuheuamhgr F‘%E it is 8 ‘éanﬁtmﬁe’y that E&ﬁ
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Mamny are the men and women past three
score and tem who have made NR their medi-
cine chest for 30 years or moie. Why den't
yeu: tiy thiis safe laxative and mneetive
tonight? Feel refreshed, etm.%e
Try NIR tonight and you will knew why ih|§
all-vegetablr: eerreetive is safer and mei
dependable tham any other
laxatiive or correctiwe. [t is

1 too — twenty-five
doses only 25 cents—at all
drug stores.
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The White War Lords

By W. WIRT
Auther of * Ammunition Up 1” “ The Face in the Rock,” etc.

Jimmiée Cordiée and his solliéess of fortime, on 8 resque Missien,
didd not kmow aboutt that Japanese trap

Comppéete Nawel

The Japs stared, then drew their revolvers

CHAPTER 1.
INTO DANGER.

STRONG column of the Big
A Swords rode towards the foot-
hills of the mountains of north-

west Manchukuo.

They were on their way to the Big
Sword headquarters in the hills after, as
one of the Manchu officers said, * lesson-
ing " the Japanese in regards to leaving
only two regiments to guard an impor-
tant railroad center.

Wiith the column rode five Americans
and one Englishman, six of the most fa-
mous soldiers of fortune in the Orient.

The Big Swords, as far as the riders
went, wore no special uniform. The in-
fantry regiments and the artillery wore
uniforms but the Manchu swordsmen
and the men of other races who made
up the cavalry wore about what they
pleased to protect themselves from the
cold of the hills, All the Manchus wore,
under their outer robes, the silk, sleeve-
less fighting shirt of the Manchu swords-
man. When they charged they discarded
the robes.

The soldiers of fortune all wore heavy
leather riding trousers, leather tunics,
fur and leather caps with ear muffs and
high laced boots of split cowhide.
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Around their waists were cartridge belts
from which hung holstered .45 Colt re-
volvers, and all wore shoulder belts full
of 36-30 Wimchester cartridges,

The rifles were carcied in sheaths
booked to the saddles. They were all
lean, hard-bitten men with weatherbeaten
faces and ealm, celd eyes.

Captain James Cordie, ex-Foreign Le-
gion sergeant and cap-
tain of machine gun
company, A, E. E,
slim, wiry, black eyad
ané tght lipped; §§e-

m eomand g@
fg Swords, fede at

Gone was the Afghan disguise

the head of the column with two of the
Manchu nobles of the House of Chi.

“§ think we had better make it to the
river, Tseng,” he said, "and hele up
there for a week. The wounded can't
stand the trip through the pass of the
lower mountain the way they are.”

“]1 think so also, honorable elder
brother. A week at the river will make
them once more well and strong.” They
spoke in Pushtu, the universal language
ot the border.

* All right, we'll give them the week.”

The advanes patrels were ealled in
and the eolumn turned left towards the
river Kekeng:

WAR LORDS;\ 5

“WiHet the hell now?” demanced a
big, red-headed man riding with the ma-
chine gun section. ™ What are we furn-
in" left for? 'Tis not the way te the
pass.” He was Red Dolan, ex-Foreign
Legion and lieutenant of military poliee,
A. E. F. No matter where jjiaimie Cof-
die was one did not have io lgok far to
find Red Delaa.

A man riding beside Red, who looked
to be about as broad as he was long,
with an unmistakable Semitic face, an-
swered, “ Dere is a drug store dowa on
de cormer. Maybeso Jitnmie has got it
de headache und \ants to get a powder.
Vat de you care, Irish bosmmmer?”

He was the famous Fighting Yid, Jirn-
mie Cordie's first sergeant in France.
The Yid's real name was Abraham Co-
hen, born on Hester Street, New Yerk
City, but few people knew if,

“What? 1 asked ye a civil question,
didn’t I, ye Yid scut? And how do ye
answer me? Ye answered me wid seorn
and contempt, ye cross between a mon-
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key-faced gibbon and a black and white
kitty. Sorry the day Jimmie ever de-
tailed the likes av ye wid a Dolan.”

“ A Dolan,” answered the Yid with a
smirk, " should be preud te be detailed
mit 8 Cohen. De Cohens alvays teek it
eare of de Delans. Venee, vay Baek in
de dim past, dare vas 2 Cohen whe ves
a king jn="

“A king? A Cohen a king? Listen
to me, ye beneath notice, flat faced duck
av a Hester Stmegt—"

A tajl, lanky, sorrowful faced man
crowded his horse between the horses of
Red and the Yid. *“ Gimme room.
Gangway for a befth deck cook and third
admiral of the Swiss navy. Wiys the
turn to the left?” He was the Boston
Bean, ex-Forelign Legion and captain of
artillery, A. E. F.

“An’ what #ie hell business is it av
yours ?* demanded - Red, promptly. “1f
ye must know, ye Bosting codfish, there
is a drug store dowa on the corner and
Jimmie has the headache. We're goin'
down there to get him a powder. Now
ye know all about it.”

The Boston Bean, down in the Massa-
chusetts Social Register as John Cabot
Wimthrop, sighed deeply. “ It certainly
is hell and high water that a perfect gen-
tleman like myself has to put up with the
gutter sweepings of Cork. 1 ask &—"

“ Dot is just vot 1 vos sayin', Beamy,”
interrupted the Yid. “1 started to tell
it dis Irisher about de Cohens und die—"

“The both av ye,” Red said as he
tightened his reins, “ can go to hell wid
my compliments. I'm goin' up wid
Jimmie™

The column reached the river and
made camp. There were quite a few
wounded and it took a little time to make
them comfortable. The second day, Jim-
mie Cordie walked over to where Red,
the Bean and the Yid were sitting in the
shade of a tree at the river bank.

“ I'm going to make a little social call,”
he said. “ Wanmt to go along, Yid #

“ Sure do I, Jimmie. Who ve going
to call on?*

“IIl go wid ye, Jimmie darlin',” Red
said. “ Wihat the hell is the idea av tak-
in' this Yid monkey callin'? He don't
know how to act wid roughnecks, let
alone anywhere else. I'll go wid ye.”

“ Better leave both Mr, Dolan and Mr.
Cohen at home, Jeems, me good man,”
the Boston Bean put in. “I'll go with
you to maintain the honor of the family.
If there weren't ham the Yid would
probably raise chain lightning and - Redi—
the good Lord knows what he would
do—eat his pie with a knife and think
the—"

“@h, I would, would I? Well, listen
to me, ye long legged cross between a
jack-snipe and &—"

Jimmie Cordie laughed. “T'd take a
chance with either one of them, Bean-
eater, but at the moment I'm going to
take the Yid. You are in charge of the
wounded and Red has got to keep still
for a few days with that leg of his, How
is it, Terence Aloysius?”

“ Aw, hell, the teg av me is all right.

'Tiﬁ only a scratch, Jimmie. I'll go wid
ye.
“You will not. I'm going over and
see Changchau. His city is up the river
about thirty. miles. It's the first chance
I've had to drop in and say ‘ How.” Come
on, Yid.”

“ Jimmie, is he the lad that was in
Tonkin the time we was there 2"

“ Yeah. He fought for old General
Kai-shi-Lung, rememiysr?”

“1 do—an’' a game little banty he is.
Are ye takin' enough av an escort, ye
reckless shrimp av the worldi?”

“ I'm takin' the Yid. He's enough es-
cort, isn't he?

“That scut av the world? He is not.
Wan Dolan is worth fwenty-wan -Yids
like him any time.”

“Oi, says it you, dot's all.
you. Von Cohen cam—"

“Go on, Yid, get ready. Never mind
about the Cohens and the Dolans. Red,
you let the Bean attend to that leg while
I'm gone. You hear me?”

Says it

E city of the War Lord Chang-

chau was not a large one, but it

was walled in a strategic place on

the river and therefore easy to defend.
Changchau was a young man and teok
more chances than an older man would.
He opened his city to all kinds of cara-
vans, coming and going from the hills,
so that his people could make some
money selling supplies and what not.
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Most war lords only opened their gates
to those they knew and were sure of,
but Changchau opened his gates to all
traders. He was confident that his rifle

mie weicomed jummmie yjorase amd tne
Eighting Yid and the small escort of Big
Swords that came with them, some
thirty-five men, with open arms. He had
been in a more than. tight place down. in
Tonkin where it looked very much as if
his ancestors on high were going to have
a.chance to welcome him to his reserved
seat among them, Jimmie Cordie had
gone in with a machine gun and saved.
Cihangchau’s bacon.. The young Chinese
fighting man never forgot it, and when
Jommie dismounted he literally fell on
Jimmie's neck and kissed his collar.

The honor guard paraded through the

city, Changchau riding between Jimmie

and the Yud towards the palace.

As the parade passed an inn, several
of the men who had come in with a cara-
van were sitting around outside. Feor

the most part they were Kirghiz tribes-

men, the real thing; - But two of the men
who watched the parade, although as
dirty and hairy looking as the others, and

dressed in equally sloppy sheepskins-and-

various skin rags, were far from being
Kirghiz. ‘They were Major Shima and
Captain Noto of the Japanese Military
Intelligence who had.been on the eastern
slope of the mountains, in Red territory,

to find out what they could about Red

massing of troops.

“ Look—it is Captain Cordie and the
*Fighting Yid of the Big Swords!¥ Major
Shima 'said softly.  “If we could enly
kitl them both here in the city of Chang-
chau, Colonel Nagayo would see to it
that we both were stepped up—imaybe to
colonels.” o

“IL see them. But—how could we,
major? We are lucky to be this far en
our way to headquarters. I know that
the colonel would give much if the men
who flouted him were="

“Ease back, Captain Note, towards
that little shack, - We will try and plan;
It may be that we can send beth ot the
mongrels to the outer darkness. Ones
we have done so, we can get away from
the city easily .enough and leave the
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Kirghiz to, shall-I say, explain matters
to this young fool who thinks he is-a war
lord.”

IMMIE CORPIE and the Yid were
wined and dined by Changchau and
invited to listen to the singing girls
and watch the dancers. ‘The standing
of Changchau was greatly ' enhanced
among his officers and men by the pres-
ence as friends of the two famous sol-

r

-diers of fortune who led the Big Swords

and he made the most of it. Not that he
wouldn't have given Junmie Cordie any-
thing he had, but if his officers.and men
knew that he had close relations with the
powerful, dreaded Big Swords, why,
that was quite all right also,

At last, before Changchau could call
for the singers and dancers, Jimmie Cor-
die called a halt, , )

¥ N, little brother. We have ridden
hard all day and are very tired. You
have filled us with food and drink. New
we would sleep, knowing that we sleep
in safety, surrounded by your rifles.”

Changchau promptly agreed and es-

corted jJimmie and the Yid to the stone
house close to the palace where the Big
-Sword escort was already settled -down
for the night,. -The Big Swords bad
picketed their horses on the right side
of the bouse and were sitting around
camp fires as Jimmie and the Yid came
up, L
, Jimmie, who drank very little, had
turned his glass upside down early in
the evening. The Yid, who liked his
liquor, had kept his glass right side up,
and as a result, while he knew what it
was all about, was very close te being
“three sheets in the wind.*
- ¥ My, dis is a svell place, ain't it, Jim-=
mie?" ‘he asked, as he and Jimmie
stepped inte the reem on the ground
flear that Changshau had erdered wmade
ready for his mgtlggmgh@d guests,

¥ Yeah, boy. Take that couch over
there, Yed. Chinese hospitality leaves
nething to be desired, dees it>"
 “Vell, 1 vould have liked to Have seen
it de dancing girls und listened to de—="

Jimmie laughed " Yow've seen, and
heard, and had pl@ﬁty, Mister Cohen.
Get to bed. We've got seme riding to
do in the mornirg.”
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“ Oi, vot do ve have to go back so soon
for? Changchau tells it me dot in de
morning he vill break out some of dot
Fu-kan brandy for my special benefit.
Maybeso ve stay a little vile, ain't it?"

“ And maybeso we don't, old kid. Go
to sleep, and if you snore, there will be a
new face in the Yid angel chorus by
morning.”

HE two Japanese intelligence offi-
cers sat with an old Chinese wom-
an in a house not far from the inn.

A few, seemingly indifferent questions
put to one of the girls at the inn had
brought out the fact that the old woman
and her family of children and grand-
children had lived in the stone house
where the * foreign devils” were now
quartered. The Lord Changchau, on his
arrival from the south, had said that the
family was too near the palace and so
had moved them.

Both Japanese officers could speak
Chinese, and after feeling their way, had
put a few silver coins in the old woman's
hand. To her, the coins meant that dur-
ing the winter she could have many laxu-
ries that she had longed for, but had
never been able to attain. They out-
weighed any loyalty she had to China or
her war lord or anything else, for that
matter. ‘The Japanese intelligence offi-
cers very soon found that out, and once
they did, told her that they were not
Kirghiz but men of Nippon who had
come to see to it that all poor people be-
came rich and powerful, and so on.

The old woman did not care whether
they were men of Nippon or men of the
moon; she had coins in her hand.

“ Say what you wish me to do,” she
snarled. “ Do not beat around the bush
so much. Tell me, and if I can do it,
will there be more coins ?

“ This then, old mother of many sons.
The men of the Lord Changchau who
now guard the stone house, do they know
you-2"

“ That 1 do not know until I see them.
I have lived here always, and most of the
men who fight for the Lord Changchau
know me. It may be that some of the
men he brought with him from the south
do not”

“It is not far from here. Will you
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go and see if you know the officer of -the
guard or any of them?"

“Yes, I will go. Wait here for me.”

Not more than ten minutes later the
old woman was back. “ Yes, I know the
officer, and also the men under him. He
is Kai Lu, whom I have known since he
was born. What now?"

“ This, venerable one. Have you any,
clothes belonging to your sons or grand-
sons that will fit us?”

The old woman looked at the two Jap-
anese for a moment, then answered,
“Yes, I have clothes that will fit you.
Whhat of it?”

“ Have you also four of your sons or
grandsons within call? I mean those
who are now mem?”

“ Yes, four or twice that mmemy.™

“ Will they obey you without ques-
tion?"

“Yes.”

“1f you, with six of your sons and
grandsons, came up to the officer of the
guard and told him that you had .come
to remove some foodstuffs that you had
stored in the cellar of the house, would
he believe you and let you in the house ?”

“ Yes, Kai Lu would believe me and
let me in to get the foodstuffs—but there
is no food there, and when we came out,
empty handed, what them?”

Major Shima smiled. “ Truly you are
clever, mother of great fighting men and
students."

As a matter of fact he had not fiigured
further than the getting in of Captain
Noto and himself and their getting out
by themselves after driving knives into
the hearts of Captain Cordie and the
Fighting Yid. Wihoever helped them get
in was to get out the best way they could.
And what happened to them afterwards
was a matter of no concern te the Jap-
anese,

Major Shima's brain was well trained,
fast and clever, and there was hardly a
pause between sentences as he kept on
with, “ Your six sons and grandsons will
carry under their robes empty sacks.
Once in the cellar the sacks can be filled
with dirt. There is your food to bring
out.”

“But there are Manchu swordsmen
sitting around camp fires close to the
house. What of them?”
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“'They may come farward and ask the
officer of the guard what you want. If
they -do-he will tell them that you for-
merly lived in the house and wish to %o
in and get some foodstuffs left there. It
is very simple, old mother. Why should
not the Manchu swerdsmen believe it ?”

“1 do.not know. You are doing the
planning, not I. If they believe and we
go in, what then P’

“[ will tell you. We wish to talk to
the two foreign devils and offer them
much money. to joxn us in the fight we
are- making for the poor people.: This
we.could not do openly, because if your
war lord knew that we were not Kirghiz
but men of Nippon we would be sjain.
He is for the rich and powerful people
as we are for the peer and needy. We
cannot go up to the ferelgn -devils and
tell-them wheo we are as long as there are
any Manehus of Chinese elose eneugh to
them te hear what we say. This way we
ean talk te them with safety.”

The old woman grunted and opened
her-hand to look once more on the coins.
“ Cover my other hand also with coins
and I will do as you wish. I take my
sons and grandsons into danger and it is
worth much more money. If the Lord
Changehau finds--out that through me
you talked to the foreign devils, there
will be much pain suffered by me and
mine.”

“'This we will do,” answered Major
Shima. “ We will cover your other hand
now with coins and, if the matter goes
smoathly, when we are back here we will
caver both of them again.”

“Cover it, then.” The old woman
opened her hand. “1 will get clothes
and call my sons and grandsons.”

CHAPTER 1L
ASSASSINS.

Yid could not get to sleep. It
may have been the liquor or it
may have been the thought of

what he was missing in regards to the
singing and dancing girls, or both., Any-
way, he could not sleep. Fimally he sat
up and looked'over to where Jimmie
Cordie lay on another couch.

“ Jimmie, you avake?” the Yid asked
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softly. Getting no answer the Wiid got
up and walked over to a window. The
moon was out.and it was almest as light
as day outside. I the room it was a lit-
tle darker, but still light enough to see
fairty well,

The Yid could see the embers of the
camp fires _and the Big Swords lying
near, their saddles for pillows. There
were no lights in the palace, at least on
the side that the Yid could see. Every-
thing looked peaceful and quiet.

“ Dey take it de sidevalks in about ten
o'clock in dis man's town,” the ¥id an-
nounced to- the world in general. “1I
vish I knew it vare—dere is somevon
sneaking up de hall.”

The Yid had been noted on the West-
ern Front for his more than acute hear-
ing. - It was claimed by his admirers that
the Fighting Yid eould hear a' German
blow his nose ten miles away on a stormy
night, which was more or less of an ex-
aggeration. Ewen so, there was no ques-
tion that the Yid could hear better than
most men.

He started over to wake Jimmie Cor-
die, moving as quickly as a big bear.

The plan formed by Major Shima had
worked perfectly. A Manchu officer of
the Big Swords had walked over as the
old woman and her party reached the
officer of the guard. The two Japs were
in the middle, and with their heads
capped and held as far down as possible
without exciting comment, they passed
readily as Chinese, because neither the
officer of the guard nor the Manchu were
at all suspicious,

The Chinese officer explained, “ This
old woman and her family used to live
here and have come to get some food-
stuffs stored in the cellar.”

“Do not let them disturb the war
lords who are sleeping,” the Manchu an-
swered as he turned away, “’They
should have come in the daytime.”

“ She says that she could not get her
sons and grandsons then.”

That sounded all right to the Manchu,
as it had sounded to the Chinese officer.

‘The party, led by the old woman, went
into the house through a shed in the rear.

The Yiid touched Jimmie on the shoul-
der. “Jiimmie, vake up. Ve are going
to have it callers, Jimmie—vake up.’
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Like most men who live always in an
atmosphere of danger, Jimmie Cordie
was a light sleeper, and had the faculty
of waking instantly with a clear brain.
He was awake before the Yiid started to
talk. The touch on his shoulder did it.

He was on his feet beside the Yid as
the Yiid muttered the last “ vake up.”

Neither Jimmie nor the Yid had un-
dressed. They had taken off their car-
tridge belts and put them at the head of
the couches. They had no more idea of
being subject to attack than they did that
they were to make one. Even so, their
.45 Colts in the holsters were within
reach of their hands as they lay on the
couches. A

Now, the Yid was away from his
cpuch, and Jimmie Cordie, the way the
Yid was standing, could not, as he got to
his feet, reach tor his Colt.

As a matter of fact, he did not think
of doing it. What he thought was that
Changchan had sent some message or
some liquor for the Yid, or that some
Big Sword officer wanted to see him,
There was not much time to think any-
thing between the time he got on his feet
and the opening of the door.

He and the Yid saw two men dressed
in Chinese robes come softly inte the
room, Both men had daggers in their
right hands. To Jimmie and the Yid
they were two Chinese assassins who ex=
pected to find their prey fast asleep.

The room was lighter than the hall,
and the two Japanese had to take a split
second to get their eyes adjusted. That
was long enough to enable the Yid te
grab up one of the silken pillows Jimmie
had been lying on, crouch and hurl him-
self straight at them. The pillow was te
take the dagger thrust the Yid knew
would come.

AJOR SHIMA stepped forward
to take the charge of the Yid, the

dagger held as a sword. Captain
Noto, his dagger held point down, rushed
at Jimmie Cordie. They had both seen
the two soldiers of fortume standing by
the couch, and both knew that instead of
quietly putting their daggers into the
hearts of sleeping men, they had a fight
on their hands. Amd this much can be
said of the two Japs, they went right in.
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The Yid swung at the dagger with the
pillow while he was off his feet in the
flyimy tackle. The pillow missed because
Major Shima, who was pretty fast him-
self, lowered the dagger blade. In do-
ing it, though, he had to bend his wrist
downward and raise his elbow up. It
was an awkward position to thrust from
and with the Fighting Yid arriving full
force, awkward positions were to be
avoided.

The Jap major did get the dagger
point up, and did start a thrust, but that
was all he had time to do before the
Yid's body hit him. The dagger point
went between the Yid's right side and
arm, and the edge cut through the heavy
tough leather of the Yid's tunie and eut
the Yid's side just enough te draw bloed.

The next second Major Shima went
down, the Yid on top of him and the
Yid’s right hand closed on the right
wrist of Major Shima. “I got him, jim-
miel Lie still, Mistaire Knifsman, or
poppa vill break it de— Qil let it go
de_ll

Jimmie Cordie had enough to do on
his own account without paying any at-
tention to the Yid. As Captain Noto
rushed him, Jimmie stepped away from
the couch and started to cirele with light,
mincing steps. The Jap captain struck
at him twice and -missed both times.
Most men who use a dagger know that
if it is held as a sword is held there is
that much more reach te it. But Captain
Noto either did not know it of weuld
rather use the downward stroke, longer
reach or no longer reach,

As he raised the dagger for a third
try, Jimmie Cordie swayed in and his
right fist flashed up in an uppercut. If
it had landed, Captain Noto of the Jap-
anese intelligence would have taken a
rapid journey to the land of Nod. But
it did not land. The little Jap captain
was, as the Yid would say, * dare like a
duck himself, ain't it?” He moved his
head back the fraction of an ineh and
struck at Jimmie like a copperhead.

Jimmie Cordie, as he missed, turned
a little and tried for a neck hold. He
did not get it. and the dagger point went
into his shoulder. Not as deep as Cap-
tain Noto intended, because Jimmie’s
tura swung the shoulder out an ineh of
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so. But it-went deep enough to tell Jim--

mie Cordie that he had better not miss
again if he wanted to remain among the
living.. He brought his right knee up as

hard as he could—and this time he did.

not miss,

Captain Noto groaned with anguish
and the dagger fell from Ms hand,

Jammie lunged against the would-be
assassin and this time got a hold, Up
to the moment he did not know that the
man was anything but a Chinese. He
did. right after as his hold- was broken

and-one clamped on him. ‘That ju-jutsu

hold told him that it was a Jap and an-
other thing told him the same. -Captain
Noto snarled something in Japanese as

his left hand began to press on Jimmie's
Adiaom’ :

The Yid and Major Shima were stag-
ing a messy nght.over in one corner. The .

major -had let go his knife, because the
Yid’s grip had stopped all biood from
coming up in the major’s right hand.
The blood that jimmie was losing
through- the shoulder wound weakened

him, and Captain Noto threw him off,

then staggered to his feet. Jimmie lit on
the side of the couch and fell over it.

As he did there came a shout from
outside to the right, and-a-command was

given.  Amother command was yelled
from the front of the house. )

Major Shima bit his lower lip until
the “blood ‘spurted out, to withstand the
pain of the Yid's hold, and with a super-
human. effort put a hold on the Yid's
neck that put the Yid out of commission;

The Jap major got to his feet. “ The
alarm! We will be taken here like rats
in a trap! To the window, Captain Ne-
to! See if the way—"

Captain Noto was at the window be--
fore the major finished the command.

“‘The Big Swords run towards the rear
and front! - All of them! The way is
clear,” Major Shima, First will we do
what we—"

The sound of running feet in the hall
came clearly, : '

“No timel -Quickh Outsidel We
try for the wall. If we can make the
hills we—" o

Captain Noto was out the window and
Major Shima stopped talking and fol-
lowed. :

-place,

13

Jimmie Cordie got to his feet, his head
swimming, and went around the couch
after his gun. As he stopped for it the

door opened and Big Swords crowded
into the room.

2

their relations to tne mntnh degree,
Remembering before you pronounce sen-
tence that they have brought unmerited
disgrace upon me, your war brother.”
Jimmie Cordie looked at the line of
prisoners that stood in front of the stone
house. . Then he looked at the impassive
face and eyes of Changchau. In the line
there stood the old woman, her sons and
grandsons and the Chinese officer of the
guard, Kai Lu.

-He knew. that they could expeect about
as much mercy from Changchau as from
a hungry tiger. That they had been
fooled by the Japanese would make no
difference. ‘Then he looked at the Yid
who stood beside himn.

- It was morning and ffinmmie’s shoulder
had-been treated and bandaged. The Yid
was as ever with the exception of a very
sore throat and ears that looked as if

‘they had been rubbed with sandpaper,

“How about it,Yid ?*

“Vaot de hell are you putting it up to
me for?' demanded the Yid. “Do I
look it like a guy dot vants to see people
boiled mit oil or skinned alive? Look at

~de relations back of de line.”

Back of the line of prisoners there
stood a terrified bunch of men, women
and children,

Jimmie Cordie was in a bad box and
he knew -it. He knew that if he asked
for mercy it would be construed as weak-
ness on his part by Changchau and the
Chinese and the Big Swords present, and
that word would soon spread that “ The
Big Sword officers were as weak women,
They ask for mercy towards those who
try to slay them.” And that impression
was the last thing jimmie Cordie wanted
to be circulated. The fact that the Big
Swords were dreaded for their ruthless-
ness kept many a bandit leader in his
And yet — there were the gray
faces and lips of the women and children
who had committed no fault,

- He looked at the line as if making up
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his mind just what form of torture to
start off with—praying for an “ outt” at
the same time.. His eyes rcached those
of the Chinese officer, Kai Lu, and the
out came to him. There was something
about Kai Lu’s eyes that reminded jim-
mie Cordie of a Chinese slave of Sahet
Khan,,.the khan of the fierce, warlike
Uryamkhes Tartars. Jimmie knew that to
the Chinese of the border cities, the Ur-
yankhes were as demons.

“1 will take them ail,” he said curtly,

“and sell them to my blood brother, Sa-
het Khan of the Uryankhes Tartars. He
knows how to treat degraded ones such
as these,” He spoke in Pushtu, loud
enough for those in the line to hear, Jflhe
old woman started wailing, and the rela-
tions in the rear joined in on general
prigciples, not knowing what had been
said,

That doom was entirely satisfactory to
Changchau, the Manchus and the people
of the city, and quite in keeping with the
Big Sword reputation. “ To be sold to
the Uryankhes Tartars! Aie! Wiat a
fate! Better by far the torture at home
than that which the Uryamkhes would in-
flict. Aie! Aiel”

“Vot de hell und high vater is de idea
in doin' dot?" demanded the Yid in Eng-
lish. “De Uryankhes vill skin dem
alive und make it saddle—" Jimmie Cor-
die had turned and looked at the Yid.
After a moment the Yid said loudly in
Pushtu, “ That is what we will do. We
will sell them to the Uryamkihes who will
properly punish them.”

“ And the dogs of the Kirghiz who al-
lowed the little mongrels of Nippon to
join their caravan?” asked Changchau
smoothly. *“ ‘They are now being guard-
ed by my swords.”

“Put them outside your gatés, um-
harmed,” Jimmie ordered. “ They know
nothing of Nippon or of what the men
of Nippon planned to do. You cannot
afford a blood feud with the Kirghiz,
Changchau. Because the men of Nip-
pon came in with them, you have the
right to put them out, fearing that there
may be more ef the men of Nippon
among them. This the Big Swords will
uphold against all in your belnslf.”

“Woou are right, war brother. ‘There
is no need of a bl
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An officer came up and saluted. “ TH®
parties sent out to find the ones who
escaped have come in, lord. There is no
trace found.”

The old woman and her relations were
sent to the Uryamkhes Tartars under es-
cort of Big Swords. There is no ques-
tion but what she and the relations
passed some bad hours as far as worry-
ing went before Sahet Kihan laughed and
ordered them all escorted to a Chinese
city in the Kuwen Lun range. This was
after the Big Sword escort had started ..
back.

Jimmie Cordie had sent a note written
in English which he knew Sahet Khan
spoke and read, asking that the Chinese
be sent “ in all honor " to the Chinese city
and there turned loose after the war lord
had been warmed to treat them kindly.

And with that settled, Jimmie and the
Yid headed back for their comrades, es-
corted by an honor guard of Changchau s
finest ‘men.

CHAPTER 111,
“our swordsi™

CHINESE youth stood in front of

a table in the headquarters tent of

the main Big Sword encampment
in the heart of the mountains.

At the table sat Chang-Lung Liang,
leader of the Big Swords, head of the
Manchu House of Chi.

The grim old face of the Manchu no-
ble was as impassive as the face of a
stone idol as he listened to the plea of
the youth.

Behind Chang-Lung Liang stood sev-
eral of the elder nobles of the House of
Chi.

To the Japanese in Mamchuria, or as
they have renamed -it, Manchukuo, the
Big Swords were as a thorn in the side.
The Japanese could handle any and all
Chinese war lords who dared trying to
block Japanese occupation of the coun-
try. But when it came to the Big Swords,
the Japanese had to use all their strength
if they wished to hold any territory with-
in the sphere of Big Sword operations.

Jimmie Cordie had known and liked
Chang-Lung Liang before the Manchu
had become leader of the Big Swords,
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and when Chang sent for him to come
and help fight the Japanese, Jimmie came,
bringing with him the other soldiers of
fortune,

The Chinese youth, after he had been
escorted into the tent, had bowed low and
then tried to keep his knees from: trem-
bling. - To him it was as if he had been
put-into a cage full of leopards. His
grandparents had told him tales of the
Manchus and now he, Kiong, stood close
to them,

“¥ou have:my permission to-spezk,
little-one,” Chang had said, not unkindly.

“ I—I bear a message to you, mmighty
ruler of the world.”

“Deliver the message and—jlo not
tremble so, little one. You are safe with
us. There are none here to hurt you. Be
brave and speak the message firmly. You
are tinder my protection.”

That calmed the youth down a little
and he began again. “ I bear you a mes~
sage, mighty lord, from the Lord Hu-
kau, who holds the walled city of Fung-
hwan. The words the Lord Hukaa put
in my mouth to utter are these: * I fought
for China, sparing nothing that I owned
that would help me ffigitt. I fought the
men of Nippon at Sin-shan, at Tieling,
at Pinvo, at.Shel-ehoto and at ‘Tsitsihar.
I fought therii always until my army be-
came less than a regiment. Then I was
first triecked and then deserted by my
allies.

“#1 retreated to my city of Fung-
hwan, followed by a pioneer regiment of
Nijppon. From a wounded officer of Nip-
pon, whom I captured, I learned that the
colonel of the regiment had been ordered
to ‘bring me to Nippon headquarters,
dead or alive. I reached my city of
Fung-hwan ahead of the Nippon regi-
ment and am holding it.

““But I cannot withstand the attack
much longer. There are many women
and children and old men who must be
fed and cared for. My ancestors for a
thousand years were vassals of the
House of Chi, and lived under the pro-
tection of the House of Chi’'s banner.
Now, I, Hukau, call piteously on the
House of Chi to protect me, its vassal
Come guickly with the swords of Chi or
we In Fung-hwan die at the hands of the

mengrels of Nippan'™
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“fithe city is surrounded, little drie?”
asked Chang.

* Yes, resplendent one at whose com-
mand sharp swords are drawn.”

“By how many of the little men of
Niippon ?”

“ Why—I do not know exactly, ruler
of the world. I heard the Lord Hukau
say to an officer that there must be at
least three thousand -of the men of Nip-
pon in the first eharge they made against
the walls.”

“WHet guns have they?"

“That 1 do not know, JJord. I saw,
from a slit in the wall, some guns mount-
ed on wheels that -were moved from
place to place.™

“ How did you escape from the ciity?*

“1 went through a hole in the wall
when night came. Then I crawled on
my belly until I had passed through the
lines of the men of Nippon. Then I rose
and ran, lord of all swords.”

* You have done well, little one. You
may tell all men that I, Chang-Lung Li-
ang, head of the House of Chi, said so.
It is true that the ancestors of your lord
were vassals of the House of Chi, and
so he is entitled to protection. The House
of Chi will give it to him. Captain Ting-
chau, step forward. You will take this
youth to a place where he may rest and
receive care. You have my permission
to depart.”

After the Manchu officer had left the
tent with the Chimese youth, Chang
turned in his chair and looked at the re-
maining officers. Finally he said, “ Step
forward, Colonel Chuang Tzu—amd you
also, Majer Lao Tzu.”

Two of the Manchu officers stepped
forward, two brothers. Colonel Chuang
Tzu was the elder by six or seven years.

“1 will honor you by sending you om
a mission. This because of your excel-
lent swordplay in the last engagement.
You will take with you fifty swords of
the House of Chi and locate Captain
Cordie’s flying column which is near the
River Kokong where it dips towards the
sea in the foothills. You will say to
Captain Cordie that I ask that he ge at
onee to the relief of the walled elty of
Fung-hwan which 1§ belng attaeked by a
Nippon pleneer regiment. He will de-
stroy the little men of Nippea and bring
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all men, women and children in the city
here. The War Lord Hukau and his
fighting men may alse come here if they
desire to fight under my banfier. Jf they
de not, they may go elsewhere. Say to
Captain Cordie that this is a matter that
eoficerns the honor ef the Heuse ef Chi.

That is all. Yoeu have my permissien to
depart.”
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cling them, there had risen Uzbegs,
swords in hand.

The young Manchu- colonel shouted,
“Out swordsll A wedgel 1 take the

point I*
The Manchus did not have time to
complete the wedge. The Uzbegs

charged, yelling and shouting with glee,
A good many of the shouts changed into
death rattles as Manchu swords slashed
home.

It was given the two_Japanese intelli-
gence officers, in the year of our Lord
1933, to see a sword fight in the hills be-
tween Manchus and Uzbegs. It was as
if time had swung back a thousand years
before guns and gunpowder were
thought of.

The Uzbegs fought noisily, shouting
threats to the Manchus and encourage-
ment to each other. The Manchus fought
silently, their lips tight, their eyes calm
and cold, their faces impassive.

Man for man, the Manchus could have
destroyed the Uzbegs who had unlimited
strength but very little swordplay. But
the Manchus were outnumbered three to
one. In less than a half an hour there
was a little circle of twenty Manchus,
and around it there raged some fiifty Uz-
begs. All of the Manchus in the circle
were wounded more or less, but their
grim young faces were still impassive,
and their eyes as cold as death itself and
their lips tight.

“ By the gods! What a figl!” Cap-
tain Noto said. “I have never seen such
swordplay. It may be that tlire—me—
the circle is brolkem!”

The Uzbegs had broken the circle and
the fight became a mad swirl, then sud-
denly there was no more figjnting.

Not an Uzbeg was on his feet, and of
the Manchus, one man stood on his,
swaying back and forth, bloody sword
in hand.

He was Major Lao Tzu, honor gradu-
ate of the School of Swords.

IS wounds were not serious, con-
sisting of several cuts where Uz-
beg points had reached him. In
the hnal flurry he had been struck on the
head by a sword hilt in the hand of an-
other Manchu who did not see him as
the sword was swung up. The blow
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made him dizzy, but not so dizzy that he
could not trick the Uzbeg in front ef him
into raising his sword for a parry. As
it came up and out the Manchu blade cut
through the Uzbeg heart.

“One left,” Major Shima said, wet-
ting his lips with his tongue. * One Man-
chu left and ne—*

* See, he steadies hlmself and is—he
is looking for

“ He lifts a body in his arms amdi—he
comes to the spring.”

“We will ease down and- hide behmd
those rocks. Affter we see what he in-
tends to do we will take him. It may be
that we can learn from him whether or
not there are more Manchus befween us
afid the river.”

Major Lao Tzu carried his brother,
who was mortally wounded, to the spring
and there placed him gently on the
ground.

As he started for the spring his
brother raised himself on an elbow.

“No,” he said distinctly, although
there ‘was blood trickling from his
mouth. - “ No. Leave me and start at
once for—"

“-But Chuang, you are wounded, and
will go on high if I do not bind your
wounds. I cannot leave you te—"

“ Attention — Major Lao Tzu. 1|
speak—as Colonel Chuang Tzu amdi—
and also as your elder brother. You will
at once make your way to Captaim—Cor-
die, and—the darkness cemes. Hold me
tight, Lao. [—l—mw, I will not go—
until—"

As he said “ Captain Cordie "’ the Jap-
anese officers looked at each other and
smiled.

The young Manchu knelt and lifted
his brother into his arms.

“ That is better. I—ecommand you to
go—to go to Captain Cordie and deliver
to ‘him the mwmemmm—frcm—the
Lord Chang. Say it that I may keow—
you have it correct. Quickly, Major Lao
Tzw. I—sink—fast.”

Major Lao Tzu repeated the message
word for word, and the two Japanese in=
telligence officers heard it word for
werd. .

“ That—is—it. 1 go now to the chief-
tains, knowing that you—my birothen—
will— Out swords!”
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The head of ‘Colonel Chuang Fzu fell
back as his gallant spirit left his hody.

His brother looked down at the still
face and sightless eyes for a moment,
then eased the body to the ground and
stood up.  He looked down again for a
moment, then saluted and said, * As you
order, colonel.”

Afiter which he turned and went down
the hill.

“ Quiet,” Major Shima said, as Cap-
tain Noto made a move as if to rise.

“ But, I do not understand. Are you
going to let him deliver that message to
the Big Swords?”

“ Certainly. He will deliver the mes-
sage to Captain Cordie and at the same
time we will deliver it to Colenel Nagayo
who is at Haun with the Sevemth Divi-
sion. - We will beth get a step up, cap-
tain. It means a forced march for us
but we win our way to Haun come what
may."

CHAPTER 1V.
BAD NEKWS,

E Fighting Yid, no matter where

he was, could always produce

cards and poker chips, and now,
in the Big Sword camp at the river, he
was banking a game of stud poker and
at the moment, dealing.

“Come on, Red,” the Boston Bean
said, “it's your bet. Yeour eights are
high. Wiy don't you do your sleeping
in bed?

“ Don't.rush me, Beany. 1 know ’tis
my bet, but I misdoubt that Yiid gibbon.
He has an ace showin’ and I think he has
wan in the hole.”

The Boston Bean looked at the Yid.
“ He better not have. The last five times
he's dealt he's turned up an aee. I have
a feeling that the sixth time will be fatal
to Mister Cohen.”

“ 0Oi,"” mourned the Yid, “am I beimg
accused of cheatingk at my time of life?
Tell it to de Codfisher, Mistaire Dolan,
dot I haven’t a chick dot voufd do stich
a trick™

“1 will like hell, ye Hester Street scut.
If ye turn up an ace this time it is me
that will play the ‘Wearin’ Av the
Green’ on the coco av ye. Ye would
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cheat -the grandmother av ye outta her
specs if ye had to give them to her first.”

A big, lean, broad shouldered man
laughed. “ They are jealous of your su-
perior skill, Yid.” He was George Grigs-
by, ex-Foreign Legion and major of in-
fantry, A. E. F.

“ T'1 bet two dollars on me eights, and
wid it goes the warnin’ that there will
be wan less Yid clutterin’ up the earth
if ye have an ace in the hole, ye flat faced
duck.”

Jimmie Cordie came into the temt;
with him was a slim, boyish looking man,
John Cecil Carewe, ex-flight commander
of a British air squadron.

“ 1t looks as if the Yid were runming
true to form," Jimmie said with a grin.
“Deal me in the next hand. TI'll take
those chips away from him so fast he
will catch cold.”

“Wow is your shoulder, Jimmie?"
Grigsby asked.

“All right, thank you, George. It
didn't go very deep. Amyway, it won't
prevent me from cleaning Mr. Cohen™

As Jimmie sat down, a Manchu officer
came in and saluted. Jimmie rose and
returned the salute.

“Yaees, Hsai?” ]

“ Major Lao ‘Tzu has just awrived,
Captain Cordie. He is very weak from
loss of blood and want of food, but in-
sists that he deliver a message to you
from the Lord Chang.”

“1 will go at once with you to Major
Lao Tzu™

After Jimmie and the officer left the
tent Red announced, “ Something has
come up.”

“1 think you are quite correct, Ter-
ence Alloysius, me good man," the Bean
answered. “ I also think our happy days
of idle dalliance are over for the nonce.”

“Wileteewer the hell that is. Why
don't ye speak United States instead of
that Bosting lingo, ye bean eater? And
wance more, quit callin' me that ‘me
good mam’ thing or I'll take ye apart.”

“ Vait, let's play it de hand out, den 1
cash in,” the Yid said.

They played the hand and the Yid
won, net with a pair of aces, but with a
pair of tens. “I don't need it aces to vin
from a lot of suckaires like you,” he
stated as he raked in the chips. Which

statement started an argument that last-
ed some time.

AJOR LAO TZU delivered the
message and then told what had
happened to the Manchus of the

flying column. Affter that he passed out
of the picture for twenty-four hours.

“We will carry the wounded in lit-
ters,” Jimmie Cordie said to the Manchu
officers of the Big Swords. “ Send men
into the timber to cut sufficient poles and
branches. We move out in two hours,
gentlemen. Look out for Lao Tzu, will
you, Carewe ? Red, and you, Yiid, get to
the guns. Bean, take over the ammuni-
tion and supplies.. Make it snappy, old
kids. We’re going to say good morning
to Misto Jap at Fung-hwan in the cold
gray dawn.”

“0i! How far is it, Jimmie?” asked
the Yid.

“ Fifty-odd miles, straight up and
down, Mr. Cohen.”

“ Such a business. 1 am good for it,
but I think dot maybeso Mres. Dolan’s
}it?tle boy Red vill fall by de vayside, ain't
it?

“WWimt! -Me? Fall by the—" ™

“‘Tell him about it on the way to the
guns,” Jimmie interrupted. “ And don't
stop work while you are doing it, either.
There are women and children behind
the walls of Fung-hwan, don't forget
that little thimg.”

“*Tis right ye are, Jimmie darlin’.
Come on, ye cross between a gibbon and
a black and white kitty, what are ye
standin’ there for?”

The Big Swords went through the
hills. Not exactly straight up and down
as Jimmie had said, but any mountain
that could be climbed was climbed, and
there was no hunting for easy paths.
There were wounded and guns to be car-
ried, plus ammunition and food. It was
hard, gruelling work, and it wasn't long
before Red and the Yid stopped telling
each other things and buckled down to
keeg:ing the guns up where they ought
to be.

Twiice in the early part of the night
there had come sudden whirlwind at-
tacks on the columm by hillmen who
thought in the darkness they might have
a chance. Each time the attack was met
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by the Big Swords and the attackers
routed without hardly slowing up the
march. The Big Swords in the column
were picked men, and the soldiers-of for-
tune, knowing that every minute count-
ed, strutted their stuff.

The column went over the hills like
a fiire sweeps through dry timber, and
anything in the way got out or perished.

T two o'clock in the morning

=\ two Manchus of the far-flung ad-

vance guard brought in an elderly
Chinese.

The story the Chinese told was this;
He was fleeing before a Japanese army
that was coming up from the squth, At
first, when he left his village he had tried
to make Am-si-fan to the west, but the
Japs were there, He had doubled back
and tried for Dadchin to the east, but
the Japs were there also. To hear him
tell it, the Japs were moving an army
corps north.

Jimmie Cordie, knowing Chinese, dis-
counted the number of Japanese troops,
but knew that there must . be a strong
force heading, if not for Fung-hwan, at
least in that direction. Amd if the Japs
had no knowledge of Big Swords being
in the immediate vicinity, their advance
patrol would without question hear and
very soon afterwards see the fight be-
tween the Big Swords and the Jap pio-
neer regiment at Fung-hwan—aniless the
Big Swords got there, mopped up on the
pioneer regiment and then got the people
of the city into the hills before even the
patrols got near enough to hear and see.
And Jimmie Cordie was under no delu-
sions as to what it takes to mop up on
any Jap regiment, pioneer or otherwise.

“When you fled your village where
were the men of Nippon, venerable one?”
he asked, one of the Manchus translating
into Chinese.

“ Within two miles, mighty caphzim.*

“ And your village is how far south
of Fung-Inwam "

“ Thirty miles, ruler of the world.”

“Whaare the men of Nippon on the
march ?”

“When 1 fled, resplendent one. But
when I came close to Dadchin, they had
halted and made camp.”

“ Well, that will help some. 1 hope to
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high heaven they’'ll make a night of it
Ask him if he wants to stick with us gr
whether he'd rather be on his way. Tell
him we are going to fight the men of
Nippon.”

The old Chinese promptly amswered
that he would rather be on his way as he
was much too old to even look upon
fighting, let alone try to do any of it.

After Jimmie had ordered that the
Chinese be escorted to the north of the
column, given food and turned loosg, he
said, “ Well, for some unknown reason
Misto Jap is taking a little stroll north-
ward and by mwyy medo luck, Fung-hwan
lies right smack in the path of the said
stroll.”

Jimmie had no way of knowing that
instead of being by “ very bad luck," the
Japanese “stralll” was being made be-
cause of two Japanese intelligence offi-
cers and Colonel Nagayo of the intelli-
gence.

This colonel had, in the past, twice
tried for the soldiers of fortune who
officered the Big Swords—amd both
times had been out-tricked and out-
fought by them. It had become a per-
sonal matter with him, and also with sev-
eral other intelligence and military police
officers, this trying to rub out Jimmie
Cordie and his outfit. Not only for re-
venge, but because they thought that
without the adventurers, Chang-Lung
Liang and the Big Swords could be de-
stroyed.

“We've got to get to Fung-hwan,
chase the Japs away, get the populace
out' and into the hills before Misto Jap
arrives in force or it will be just too
bad—for us.”

“That will all take time, Jimumie,”
Grigsby answered. * If they break camp
at dawn, their advance guard will sight
Fung-hwan by three or four o’clock. The
Japs march fast and stay right with it.
I don’t know the country, but if it is like
this, that's the outside time limit, And
you know how much time it takes to get
Chinese started out of a city where they
have been born and raised. They want
to take all the chickens and puppy dogs
and kittens alomg.”

“1 know, George, yet the only thing
we can do is to make the try.”

“Dwt aint so good, either,” the Yid
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said. - “[If ve make it de try de Japs is
liable to catch us in de open between de
city und de hills mit de vomen and chil-
dren. Know vot dey vould do? Dey
vould open fire on de whole cheese. 1
don’t eare for myself, und 1 hope dey
do cateh it Mistaire Dolan, de Irish gen-
if, iﬂg ge opedﬁ.?' B;tt %@E de~" ,

“Oh, ye de? Ye hepe fHey="

“Put a jaw tackle en, Red. Yeu're
rlght, Yid, abeut that epen fire thing. 1f
we eeuld get te a place where we éesuld
hele up, we might held them Baek leng
eneugh fer this Bird te get his peeple
ig the hills, But If therr was any way
they eeuld get areund us. they'd leave
eneugh meq {e—="

“’Too many ‘ifs,' Jeems,” the Hoston
Bean interrupted. “ The old gentleman
said that the japs reached from  An-si-
fan to Dadchin. That means half a di-
vision, at least. The only thing we can
do is—"

* To stop this damn wah-wah and get
there,” put in Red. “Is this an old
ladies’ debatin’- society or is it a Big
Sword column wid us leadin’ it? To hell
wid all ‘ifs’ or anything else. There's
wortnen and childers there. Let's go and
get 'em out. - Te hell wid the little pink-
toed banties. If they get in our way
we’ll slap ‘em outta it.”

Jimmie Cordie laughed. “ Three cheers
for the Dolans. Red has cleared the at-
mosphere. Get your running clothes on,
geats. What you've had up to date is
nothing to what you are going to -get
from this time on. The war cry will be
' to hell wid the little pink-toed bamnties.'
Mitres, mesg enfansd! Baditzz en asant!”

EN the “gush forward” start-
ed, the Yid eased alongside Red.
“ Jimmie - fargot to add it
somethink to the three cheers for de Do-
lans. I vill add it for him, only instead
of de vell known tiger—I add it de
Bronix cheer—dere you are, Mistaire
The noise the ¥id made started Red
on an oration concerning past and pres-
ent Cohens, from the first one down to
the Fighting Yid, that lasted at least a
half hour,
It was five o'clock in the morning
when the Baston Bean, looking ‘cautious-

ARGOSY

ly around ‘a rock up on the comb of a
hill, said to Jimmie Cordie, “\We made
her, Jeems, me good mmam’*

“WVe did,” answered Jimmie, “and
now that we have, we'd better get dowmn
there. It looks as if the Japs were going
over the walls.”

The walled city of Fumg-hwan lay on
a slope of ground that reached from e
bank. of a little river to a towering moun-
tain. On three sides of the city the hills
came.to within a thousand yards. It had
been built in the days when men fought
only with swords, lances and bows and
arrows, and in these days the walls bad
been, plus the fighting men inside, ample
to protect it. But now, guns placed in
the hills eould kneek the eity inte- a
eocked hat witheut any trouble.

The few 'guns the jjap pioneer regi-

ment had with it had done a lot of dam-
age, but were not heavy enough to make
a breach in the walls. And the War
Lord Hukau was still holding, in- spite
of repeated Japanese attacks. But his
men were falling fast and Japs were be-
ginning to come over the walls into the
elty. . Up to the time the Besten Bean
spoke, they had come over only to meet
leath. Hukau knew It was only a gues-
tlon of time befere he would have ne
mere men with whieh te step the " little
men ef Nippen.”

He did not know whether -or not his
call for help had got through to Chang-
Lung Liang, and if it had, whether the
Big Swords -could reach him in time to;
save his city. But he fought, he and his’
men, as a she-bear fights at the mouth of
her eave, to protect her young.

“‘The next charge, war brether,” he
said to an officer beside him, “ will be
the last. See, they form to come on-all
sides.”

“I see, Lord Hukau. Truly, as you
say it will be tine—"

Machine and rapid fire guns opened
on the Japanese from the hills to the
north. Amd a moment later, down from
the hills swept a charge of Big Swords.

The Japanese were scattered out, di-
vided into four units. The unit that was
nearest turned and faced the fire from
the hills and the Big Swerd charge.
There was no confusion or wavering.
The Jap officers snarled a few commands



THE WHITE

and the unit tightened up to receive the
charge.

It was a bad jam to be in and the Japs
knew it from the officers down to the
latest recruit. If they remained scat-
tered out they had no chance to repel the
charge, It they bunched, they offered
that much better target for the machine
and rapid fire guns. The guns were far
away in the hills, and the charge was
coming closer every second. The Jap
officers knew that once the charge con-
tacted, the guns would stop firing, so
they met the charge, hoping that they
could destroy it and then take the guns.

But the guns, operated by the Yid, the
Bean, Red Dolan and Grigshjj, veteran
gunners all, and ranked among the fiirst
ten machine guaners m the Qgwent, with
Jimmie Cordie and Carewe at the rapid
fire guns, practically put the unit eut of
commission before the charge got haif-
way to it. Amnd tne Big Swords in the
charge finished the job.

The two units to the east and west
came around the walls on the double, and
without a second's hesitation lowered
their bayonets and charged the Big
Swords. The Jap machine guns and
rapid firers opened up. It became a regu-
lar Kilkemny cat fight inside of two min-
utes. Detachments of Big Swords were
sent from the hills to take the Jap guns.
They did, but few of the Big Swords
came back to tell about it. The Big
Sword guns had to quit firing because
of the mixing up of Jap and Big Swords
in a swirling dance of death.

E fourth Jap unit, ot1 the far side,
started for the fight, oti the run.
But they had quite a ways to go
before they cleared the wall. As they
reached almost to the corner, a party of
ten or twelve Jap cavalryimen rode out
of the sparse timber along the river.
‘They beckoned frantically and two of
them spurred their horses up to the unit
commander. There was a few moments’
talk, and then the unit, led by the two
riders, ran for the timber. Not a re-
treat because, according to the Japanese,
they never retreat. It was a “ rearward ™
movement.
The cavalrymen had told of the Sev-
enth Division advance guard being with-
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in four miles, and of the entire division
being within ten. The Japs had not, as
Jimmie Cordie had hoped they would,
made a night of it. They had camped
for a coupie of hours, eaten and rested,
and then resumed the march.

Jimmie Cordie lowered his glasses.
“ Did you see that, Geonge?"

“Swe what, Jimmie?”

“ Some Jap cavalry came out of the
timber by the river and a couple of them
rode up to the unit coming around the
wall. Then they all high-balled it to the
timber."

Gngsby smiled. “1 reckon the well
known wolf is at the door. Three
guesses, jinmmie, whether they camped
last nigity or not.”

*i don't meed three. One will be
plenty. 1f they don't outnumber us too
badly we may be able to hold 'em off
until Hukau can get to the hills with his
people.”

* I wouldn't bank too much on it, old
kid. We can try it but—there go the
Big Swords towards the city gates.”

“THet's her. Well, three jJap units
have called it a day. Let's go, George.
Time is of the well known essence, now.”

The War Lord Hukau threw the gates
of the city he had defended so well open
to the Big Swords and they marched in,
A few minutes later he stood with Jim-
mie Cordie and the other Big Sword
officers, in the once beautiful flower gar-
den in front of his palace,

“ We have no time to talk about amy-
thing, Hukau,"” Jimmie Cordie said curt-
ly in Pushtu. “ There is a large force
of Japanese moving up. Some of their
advance cavalry is in the woods to the
south at this minute. Get your civilian
population together at once. In the hills
we can hold the Japs back until you get
to the Big Sword encampment.”

“1 have some fiiffteen hundred men,
women and childrea here, Captain Cor-
die, and -it will take some time to get
them ready to march.”

“1t must be done with all possible
speed, Hukau. They must leave every-
thing here but the bare—"

An officer ran up. “ The little men of
Nippon come back, lord. From the river,
the timber and the passes. See, they are
already in the hills.”
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Jimmie Cordie looked up at the hills
and -saw" Japanese guns being placed.
*“ Get your people underground, Hukau.
It will be raining steel in a few minutes.
How is your food and water supply ?*

“1 have plenty of both, Captain Cor-
die. ‘The water comes from deep wells
inside the walls, and before I came I or-
dered that all foodstuffs in the territory
be brought into the city.”

“ All right. We have iron rations: for
two weeks so we will not have to draw
on your supply. Get the food under-
ground as far as possible, Japanese shells
will be hunting for it very soon. How's
your amnaumition?”

“1 have very
Cordie.”

* Hold . your men in reserve for hand
to hand figdhiing. We'll see what we can
do to keep Misto Jap out.”

little left, Captain

CHAPTER V.
BESIEGED.

HE, Japanese seemed in no hurry to
attack. They placed their -heavy
guns in positions that command-
ed the city and their regiments kept well
out of machine gun range. Jimmie Cor-
die and the Boston Bean, with  two-
pound rapid fire guns, shooting high ex-
plosive shells, tried for some of the guns,
but the Japs put up heavy barricades of
timber and went en about thelr business.
Funally Jimmie laughed. “ No use
wasting shells. I think we had better
send Red up to slap ’em outta the way.”
“ Listen, Jimmie,” Grigsby said, “ we
better try to get word to Chang that we
are bottled up here in Fung-hwan by
what looks like at least half of the Jap-
anese Seventh Division. Once the Japs
open fire they'll make this place look like
the wreek of the Old Ninety-seven in an
hotuif. - Amd our ammunition won't last
forever.”
“To-night we'll try it. Two to Chang
and two to the Uryankhes Tartars.”
“Vot could be sveeter?’ asked the
Yid. “De Uryankhes smack dem in de
hills und all de Big Swords on de right
and left. Ve vould have it a grand stand
seat wmdi—"
The Jap guns opened fire so the sol-
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diers of fortune never knew what the
“und ¥ was. And it wasn't much longer
than Grigsby had said before the city of
Fong-hwan looked like the wreck of the
Old Ninety-sevem plus the wreck of sev-
eral more trains. About noon the shell-
ing stopped and the Japs sent a feeling-
out charge. It was met by careful,:-ac-
curate machine gun and rifle fire and
wiped out before it got halfway to the
wall. Then the big guns opened again,
this time eoncentrating on: the wall front-
ing the hills,

Like almost all of the old Chinese
walled cities, Fumng-hwan was honey-
combed underground with passages and
rooms. The Chinese did. not dare -to
build- outside ‘the wails, and so, as their
families and possessions grew, they got.
additional space by going below for it.

The Yid and the Bean, being more or
less cursed with the uneasy foot, started
out on an exploration trip.

There wasn’t much to see, except Chi-
nese crowded into rooms and wide pas-
sages and storerooms of food and what-
not until they came to what amounted
to.a big cave. At the entrance stood
four or five :Chinese soldiers, one of
whom could speak some English,

“Vot is in dere?" the Yid demanded.

“THe animals of the Ldld Hukau,
mighty genelal,”

“ Amimals ? Vot kind of animals?
Has he got it a e P”

“1 do not know what a menagelie is,
lesplendent one who leads the all pow-
erful Big Swords.”

“’The resplendent one means animals
who have been captured and tamed, lit-
tle brother,” explained the Bean.

“ Yes, thele is a menagelie hele, Leo-
palds, wolves, beals and two tigels—also
snakes flom India and other places.”

“ Ain't dot something, Beany? Und ve
go in for nothing. Is it light enough to
see dem?”

“ We can make it light with tolches,
leadel of millions.”

“Do it dem™

HAT Japanese guns were piling
the city up over their heads ‘into
heaps: of ruins, and that the city
was entirely surrounded by men who
would win promotion by producing the
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dead bodies of the soldiers of fortume—
and intended to do it—made no differ-
ence to the Yid and the Bean. There
was a menagerie to be seen, so they went
in to see it.

Finally they came to a space, away
from the other cages, where two big
brown bears were chained by collar
chains to stakes. Wihen the Yid and the
Bean, with the head keeper of the ani-
mals, who had come forward to greet
them, halted, the bears got up en their
hind feet and began a little shuffling
danee.

“They ale tlained beals,” the keeper
said proudly. * Vely well tlained, but
not vely fliendly, except to the Lold Hu-
kau and me.”

“ My, dey is big suckaires, ain't digy?”
the Yid said. “ Go in und shake hands
mit dem, Beany.”

“WiHmt will you bet I dasn't?” an-
swered the Bean, who loved animals, and
as Grigsby said, “had a hand over
them.”

“Vot? I got it ten smackers dot says
you von't, Mistaire Vinthrop. Von vill
get you de ten if you shake it de hand of
de big baby on de left.”

“ Get the ten out, my distinguished
feiend from Hester. Street.”

‘“Waiit, Codfisher! I esk you!” ‘The
Yid said, for once in his life alarmed.
“Don't did it. 1 vos only kididiimgik.”

“ Caleful, lold,” warned the keeper.
“ They ale not to Ie—"

The Boston Bean had taken two slow
steps forward and then stood absolutely
still. He was well within reach of both
bears. They stopped their dance and
both snarled. The Bean stood as if
carved out of stone. The Yid's .45 Colt
appeared in his right hand as if put there
by magie.

“ No,"” the keeper said calmly, not rais-
ing his voice. " It is too late. You could
not kill them both in time. Stand still.
It may be that the blave one camn—"
again he stopped talking to watch.

Both bears went down on their fore
paws, still snarling, and one of them, the
biggest one, reached out and sniffed at
the Bean's leg, then at his hand. The
other backed away about a foot and then
rese. The snarl of the one whe sniffed
ehanged inte a gueruleus whine fer a
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moment, then the Yid and the keeper
saw something that really made the Yid's
eyes pop with surprise. The bear rose
up, put his paws on the Bean's shoulders
and began lapping the Bean’s face. The
Bean slowly raised his right hand and
cautiously seratehed the ear of the near-
est bear.;

The other bear came up, his snarling
stopped, took a couple of sniffs, rose on
his hind paws and began the dance again.

“ Vell—for de love of Mike!” the Yid
said. “Dey think it dot de Beaneater is
anodder bear.”

“ No,” answered the keeper. *They
smell a fliend, that is all, mighty one. A
fliend who is unaflaid.”

The Bean lifted the bear's paws and
pushed the bear away, then gravely be-
gan the little shuffling dance himself. The
bear watched him for a morent, then
began to dance.

“ Get it a collar und chain for de third
bear. His name is Beany. In all my life
I never seen it anythink like dot before.”

The Bean danced oyer to the Yid and
the keeper, then stood still.

“ Produce the ten, Mister Cohemn.”™

“1 vill not. 1 bet it ten smackers dot
you vould shake hands mit. All you did
vos to dance. Give it me de von
smacker.”

“ Well—you true son_of all the Co-
hens. All right, I'll shake hands with
both of them.”

“ Vait,” the Yid said hastily. “ Vait.”
He reached in a rear pocket and brought
out a roll of bills. “I vos only standing
it on de technicalities. Here is de ten
mit my compliments.”

“Yeedh?” the Bean took the ten and
put it in his pocket. * ‘This will teach
you not to dare old man Wiimthiop to
shake hands with a bear.”

FFITER they got back to where the
rest of the adventurers were, the
Yid told them about the Bean and

the bears.

“ Better not take any more chances,
Codfish,” Jimmie said. “WVe need your
services at the moment. If those bears
had get fussy about your coming to their
danee uninvited, there would be one less
fRaehine gun go into action—mot te men-
tien the way we would feel about the
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Codfish Duke  of Massachusetts being
distributed around inside of two bears.”
Suddenly he announced, “ She's
stopped. Get to your guns, gents. They'll
try tor us in earnest this time. No fool-
ing around, Yid. That goes fer you
also, Cedfish, Straight shoeting and no
faney shots. Stay on your angles.”

As they ran for their guns, the Yid
asked peevishly, * Vy is it dot every time
Jimmie says dot to us? Amywen vould
think dot ve do nothingk but take it pot
shots.”

“ It may be, Mister Cohen, that-he has
caught us doing that little thing once in
a while,” answered the Bean gravely.

It is an easy thing to knock a walled
city into ruins and to batter holes in a
wall with big shells. But to take. that
city with inrantry that must cross an
open space to reach it is a horse of an-
other color.

The guns put down a barrage but had
to lift it sooner or later, and through it
had come steel jacketed bullets from ma-
chine guns operated by men who were
just as good scrappers as the Japs, if
net better. Amd when the barrage lifted,
Big Sword rifles opened up.  Hukau's
men erouched just back ef the wall, wait-
ing for any of the Japanese whe got over.

But none did, that charge. When it
was over, Jimmie Cordie lecked at the
ammunition left,

“Holy cats! ‘Two or three more like
that one and we'd do the rest of the
fighting with swords and bayonets. And
our little playmates don’t seem to have
any ideas about going home, either. How
is your arm, Bean? I saw you favoring
it a minute ago.”

“Not so bad, Jeems. The bandage
slipped and it started bleeding a little.
I'm_all right.”

“Ye are not,” Red stated finmily.
“ Come wid me, Beany darlin’, and I'll
fix it for ye. Does it hurt ye bad? Rest
it en the shoulder av me.”

“ 1t is not that bad, thank you, Red,
old-timer. Tighten this bandage and 1'll
be set.”

“INik twist the arm off ye if ye don't
come wid me and let me fix it right, ye
Codfish scut.”

“{That being the case, I guess I'll go
with you, Mister Dolan*

~ As the Bean and Red walked away
Jimmie said, " George, we'll try to run
their lines as soon as it gets dark. It is
the only chanee we have. They are out
to mop up on us this time, no foolin.”

“1 say, you chaps, I'll make the try if
you like,” Carewe offered. “I'm not
nearly as good with a machine gun as
you jolly old blighters are amdi—"

“ Oh, yes you are, Jonathan, just as
good. Amd another thing, the Manchus
are better than any of us, wiggling
through lines. 'Thanks for the offer just
the same. If Misto Jap isn't elbow -to
elbow, one of the four messengers may
make the ripple. We'lll instruct them ail
that Chang is to eall u%@ﬂ Sahet Khan
for help in my name of Sahet Khan s to
eall en. Chang, and they are te gang up
before attacking. 1% the Big Swords and
the Uryanikhes do get together 1 den't
think that the whele Seveath jap Divi-
sien can step them getiing i us.”

“Uhmt if dey don't,” the Yiud said
cheerfully, “ ve fight it out mit de. little
pink toed banties right here.”

“ By request,” Jimmie grinned,

“Right,” Carewe said’ * The giddy
pink toed banties will know they’'ve been
In a fight after they have mepped up,
what, what, what?"”

“Doubly correct, Jonathan me sl
Jimmie answered. “Adl in the mean-
time we will—listen! Yeah, I thought
s0. Aliass, amigos, vaya con Dieg, - Old
man Cordie’s son Jimmie is on his way
te hole up, prento.”

They all started for hole-ups, and it
is a good thing for them that they did.
A Japanmese shell landed within ten feet
of where they had been standing before
any of them got a hundred feet away.

CHAPTER VI.
A WILY SCHEME.

ABOUT midnight four Manchus

slipped through holes in the walls.

Two went south and twe novtfii—

and an hour later their bodies lay in a

row in front of Colonel Nagayo of the

Japanese Intelligence and several of the
Japanese line officers.

“ 80," Colonel Nagayo said, a smile

on his lips. “ Captain Cordie, the Yan-
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kee mongrel, sought to send word of his
being caught in a trap to Chamg-Lung
Liang. That means that at last he has
lost his cocksureness.”

“ The two that were slain at the river
were heading away from the Big Sword
encampment, colonel,” a major volun-
teered. ™ More towards the territory of
the Uryankhes Tartars.”

“W\iet  difference does it make?
snarled Colonel Nagayo. “ Now the
bodies of the Manchus, who think them-
selves superior to all other races, lie here
at our feet. We have the Yankee curs
and the Englishman, Carewe, at last in a
trap where their tricks will not avail.”

A young Japanese captain stepped for-
ward and saluted smartly.

Colonel Nagayo barely returmed the
salute as he rasped, “ What is it, Captain
Nugata?”

“This, colonel. When Major Kiushu
spoke of the Uryankhes Tartars, it re-
minded me of something.”

“ And you, a captain of infantry, take
up my time to tell me what it reminded
you of, do you?” sneered Colonel
Nagayo. -

The young officer's face flushed but he
answered, “ 1 remembered that I had
heard that Captain Cordie of the Big
Swords had undergone the blood broth-
erhood rites with Sahet Khan of the
Uryamkhes Tartars.”

“1 know that, Captain Nugatte—as
does every other well informed officer.
Wihat of it ?" )

“ May I ask you a few questions, colo-
nel? ‘They will aid me in making my
plan clear.” )

“1 have mo time to waste amswemigy—
yes, you may ask me a few questions,
Captain Nugata. See to it that they are
pertinent ones.”

“ Captain Cordie believes that the
Uryamkines Tartars would come to his
rescue if they knew his meedi?

“fle knows that the Uryankhes Tar=
tars would, Captain Nugata."

“‘Then, if to-night he heard the Tar-
tar yells in the hills and maching gun
and rifle fire answering, what would he
think?"

Colonel Nagayo stared at the young
captain for a moment, then his lips part-
ed in a smile. His voice was much more
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pleasant as he answered, “ He would
think that his friends the Uryankhes
were corning to the rescue, Captain Nu-
gata.”

“ We have three cavalry regiments,
colonel. Could they not, for the mo-
ment, be Uryankhes Tartars? 1i finally
they broke through our lines and rode
to the city walls, what would Captain
Cordie do?”

“ He would open the gates for them.
But the first weak point in your plan,
Captain Nugata, is that the Uryankhes
Tartars would come to his rescue with
many more riders than three thousand
odd."”

“ Would he not think that his messen-
gers had met, say a flying column of
Uryankhes Tartars on their way home
or, it may be, on their way to scout out
what the presence of so many Nippon
troops this far north means? Knowing
the Uryamkhes Tartars as he must know
them, would he not think that they would
at once ride to the rescue, regardless of
odds against them 7

Colonel Nagayo studied for a minute,
then answered, “ Yes, he would think
that, Captain Nugata."

** And so, thinking that, he would open
the gates for all of them that got through
our lines, knowing that if he did not, we
would destroy them."

“ Yes, he would open the gates for
them. You have strengthened the first
weak point, Captain Nugata. Let me
see if you can also strengthen the second
weak point. Transform our cavalry into
Uryankhes Tartars. Remembering that
the Uryankhes Tartars are big, hairy
men."”

“ Why, that is not—is not up to me,

colonel. There are officers present who
have had experience in camouflage
that—"

The colonel of one of the cavalry regi-
ments stepped forward, his eyes shining.
Here wa§ a chance to win glory and pro-
motion. “ 1 can make my regiment look
like the Uryankhes Tartars,” he stated.
“ Stirrups can be shortened, many rope
bridles can be substituted, sheepskin
coats can be worn, hay and straw can be
used to bind the feet and legs amd—and
hair from the tails and manes of our
horses will make us as hairy as the Tar-
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tars.. In the darkness who can detect us?

I have men, and so have Colonels Fig-
ami.and jamada, who can speak-—and
yell—the Tartar language. Onmce inside
the -gates we, the cavalry will take the
city and the mongrel adventurers.”

Colonel Nagayo was not quite as sure-

as the cavalry colonejabout the last state-
ment. He had had two or three bitter
experiences with the Big Swords, and he

knew how they could and would figlftght.

“lif you can hold the gates open and

keep the Big Swords occupied until the

infantry gets there, colonel, you will have
done your part. Let us plan, gentlemen,
Whatever is done must be done before
the ‘break of dawn. Captain Nugata, |

will request that you-be detailed to me,-
as reward for your suggestion and also -

request that you be advanced to the rank
of major.- Now, the regiments must be
scattered through the passes and the tim-
ber.

the gates, yelling and shouting. There
must be many rlderless horses with them
and . ..."

E night was a dark one, most of
The moon was out, but |

the time.
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After the units break through our
lines, they come together and ride for
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“They're comin’ in. all the passest”.
Red interrupted. ‘“WAMill ye listen to
them tellin’ the little pink toed banties
all about it I

Yelis and shouts could be heard -plain-
ly, getting more and more distinct every
moment. Machine guns opened fire all
along the Japanese northern lines,

“ Wait a minute, Red,” Jimmie Cordie
interrupted, “ I want to listen to—"

The moon shone brightly for a minute,
long enough for the men fm the wall to
see, coming out of one f the lower
passes, a group of some two hundred
riders who were standing in their stir-
rups, yelling and waving swords about
their heads. With-the group were thirty
or forty riderless horses,

There is no question but what, in the
distance and moonlight, the Japanese
cavalry looked like Tartars. The cav-
alry colonel had certainly . spared no
pams in- the. camouflage.

“Jimmmie! Here they come! " Let's go
out and meet them.”

“WWHmt did you say, Red?” Jimmie
answered, absently. “I was—"

Clouds came over the moon again and
Jimmie stopped talking for a moment,
llstemng to the yells that now came from
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“ See, the gates are open to us,” a Jap
officer said to the officer who rode on
his right. “WvVe have tricked them.”

“ Once in, we will do more than trick
them—"

He did not live to finish his sentence.
A blasting fire from machine guns, rapid
fire guns and rifles opened on the Jap-
anese from the walls of the city.

It turned the fast riding, shouting col=
umn into a bloody shambles of dead and
dying men and horses. Amd the city
gates closed.

There was silence in the hills for a
moment, and then every Japanese gun
opened up. In half an hour the shelling
stopped and regiment after regiment
charged on all sides.

It was dawn before the Japanese real-
ized that, as yet, they could not put a
man over the walls and the attack ceased.

Red Dolan came up to Jimmie Cordie.
“ Jimmie, how did ye know they wasn't
the wild mem?”

“WAdIL, first, Mister Dolan, you will
admit that the Uryamkhes Tartars are
big, deep chested mem?"

“T will. What has that got to do wid
it, ye shrimp av the world?”

“T'll do the questioning, Terence
Aloysius. You do the answering. Sec-
ond, have you ever heard a Uryankhes
Tartar shout, ‘Hiw, brothers! Cut!
Slash! Slay!?”

“1 dunno whether I have or not, |
have heard many wild men yell, if that's
what ye mean.”

“Well, the Uryankhes Tartars and
the Alltai and the rest of the hillmen are
big, and as I said, deep chested men.
When they shout or yell it sounds like
the bass of a pipe organ all het up. There
are no reedy tenors among the Tartars.

“ At first the yells sounded all right to
me, because I was thinking of something
else. Then I caught a note or two that
did not sound sweet at all to me. They
were more like the squeak of a dying
titmouse than they were like a Uryank-
hes Tartar roar. Then, when they be-
gan pouring out of all the small passes
and the timber and whatnot, that didn't
look at all good to me, either.”

“ Why didn't itt?”

“ Well, the small passes here lead to
the mouth of the main pass no matter
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what side they are on. The Uryankhes
Tartars would come down the main pass
to get at the Japs and—liisten, Red, the
Ui only charge one way, and
that is straight ahead. They don't scat-
ter out and try for weak points in a line.
They would come down the main pass
hell for leather with the one idea of rid-
ing over whatever was between them and
their objective, and they'd stick together
also. They wouldn't try to get through
other passes or do anything else trained
troops would do. They'd only think of
where they wanted te go and head for
it. Are you keeping up with e, Mister
Deolan?”
“1am. Go on™

IMMIE said, “ Fime. Now I will tell
you what made me doubly suspi-
cious. There was too much machine

gun and rifle fire in the hills, and the
Japs that showed and fired on the riders
did not empty enough saddles. Misto
Jap doesn't miss like that, Red. Are
you fully informed now why I opened
fire®”

“1 am. Lucky for us that ye knew
the difference between the -het up bass
of an organ and the squeak av a tit-
mouse, ye small sized, half pint av
nothin®,”

Jimmie Cordie laughed, “ Go on away
from me, you red-headed ape. I've got
to get busy.”

Red grinned and left to see if he could
locate the Boston Bean and the Yid.

Jimmie Cordie walked over to where
Grigsby was superintending seme repairg
on the east wall.

“I[ didn't think Misto Jap had it in
him,” he said as he sat down. “ From
now on we’ll have to watch our step,
George.”

Grigsby smiled. “ He had me fooled,
Jimmie. I would have received the
Uryankhes Tartars with open arms—e
and got a bayomet between them for my
hospitality. It was clever, at that.”

“Yeah, darn good and clever. But
the gent that planned it forgot or didn't
know a couple of small things. Like
planning the perfect crime, I guess.
There is always something that slips. I
wish to high heaven we could think of
something that would decoy our gentle
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little boy friends down-on the next street
for a day or so.”

“8o do I. We are losing men fast,
Jimmie.”

At eight o'clock in--the morning the
Japanese guns opened fire for a few min-
utes. Then they suddenly were still and
a small party came.out of the nearest
timber, carrying the bodies of four men.
They advanced on the double for a hun-
dred yards or so, laid the bodies down
in a row, and ran back to the shelter of
the- timber,

Jimmie Cordie, who -had been watch-
ing through his glasses, lowered them.
“The Nine Red Gods decided against
us,” he announced. The bodies were the
bodies of the four Manchus ivho had
tried to run the Jap lines.

As he said it, the guns opened again,
this time all of them at once.

The attack that came, after hours of
bombardment, was -repulsed, but - not
until quite a few Japs had got into the
city through the holes in the walls. They
were met and- destroyed by Manchu
swords, led by Tseng Wang.

“1 guess dey have quit foolingk
around mit us,” the -¥id said -as he
cleaned his machine gun. * Are you go-
ing to send it out some more messengers,
Jimmie? Mayheso I could make it to de
river und svim under water past de Japs.
Vonee 1 got in de hills I could make it
to de Uryamkhes, I bet you.”

“Fm afraid you couldn't swim under
water long enough to get by them, Yid.
No, if Manchus can’t win. through, any
one of us wouldn’t stand a chance. Only
thing we can do is to ask for volunteers
among them to try it again to-night.”

“Oi, Jimmie! I have thought it of
something.”

“Wdll,- for Pete’s sake, open up.”

“Vait till I go und talk mit de Cod-
ﬁsl:le:;. Den 1 tell you. -Maybeso it vould
vork.

CHAPTER VIL

THE CRAZY AFGHAN.

HE Yid found the Boston Bean,
who had disappeared right after
) the Jap attack had been stopped,
down where the Bean spent most of his
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odd moments, with the two big bears.
By now they had accepted the Bean as
a royal playfellow. The Bean could put
them through a series of tricks that made
the head trainer shake his head in aston-
ishment,

“ Come avay from dem,” the ‘Yid com-
manded. *“[ vant to talk mit you for a
minute.”

“ Some other time, Mister Cohen, if
you please. I am very busy amdi—"

“1 don't please. Dis is strictly busi-
ness, Codfisher, und Jimmie is vaiting.”

“Theat’s  different. Good-by Grizzly
and Pelar.”

“Want de hell do you call it dem -dat
for?” demanded the Yiid as he-and the
Bean hunted for a place:to sit-down.

"BBeeamsse they are not that kind' of
teemrs,” explained the Bean gravely.

“Woom know vat I think? I think dot
you are goofy—umnd at dot, it vill help if
you are.”

“Help whatt?* )

“Vet you are going to did, Beany?

“Oh, yeah? And what am 1 going to
do, Mister Cohen?”

* Listen now und don't interrupt pop-
pa until he is all through." You remem-
ber de time dot ve vos in Sanshu mit de
var lord Hing-San ven de birthday cele-
brations of his son ves being held?”

“Very well, ‘indeed, Mister Cohen..- 1
remember also that you got hold of some
brandy and got pie-eyed drunk. -Double
shame on you for doing ’er, alse,” ==

“II did not,” protested the Yid. *““I
vos sick, dot's all. But dot is. neither
here nor dere. You remember-de emir
of de vorld dot came mit de trained
bears?”

* 1 remember the bears. Do you mean
the goofy Afighan that owned- themm?"”

“Yes, de emir of de vorld. “Anyway
dot is.vot. he said he vos.- Remember
how de-Chinks made it vay for him be-
cause he vos-a goofy?”

“ Blame few people will hurt a crazy
man, Yid. A good many races think:he
is under the protection of the gods who
have taken some of his brain for their
own use.”

“ Veil,” said the Yid slowly. ‘ May-
beso de Japs vouldn't hurt—or stop—a
goofy, either.” A

“ Maybe they wouldn't. But what has
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that to do- with what you said wwess—"
The Bean stopped talking for a moment,
then grinned and said, ““ Mayheso can
do, Yid. Let’s go talk to Jeems.”

Jimmie, Red Dolan, Carewe and
Grigsby listened to the Yid and the Bean
and finally Jimmie shook his head. “1
don't think you'd have the chance of a
lame dog in a running match, Codfish.
The Japs would knock you and the bears
off the Christmas tree first and then
wonder if you possibly might have been
crazy afterwards.

“1 don't doubt for a moment but what
you can play the part of a goofy Afghan,
but—ean you dress yourself up to look
like one?* “«

“Why can't he?" demanded Red.
“Right mow he is a goofy Beaneater
from . Bosting, and 'tis not much differ-
ence between n—"

“ Listen, you red-headed ape, is this
the time to get funny? The Bean is of-
fering to bet his life that he can get
through the japs as a crazy Afghan with
two bears. 1t's a hundred to one shot
that he can’t do aijy such thing. Do me
a favor and go somewhere and think that
over if you can't keep that mouth of
yours shut.”

“'Pis night ye are, Jimmie darlin.
Don't try it, Beany. Ye know how much
we all think av—i'm shut, Jimmie.”

“1 don't think the odds are that bad,
Jeems,” the Boston Bean said, “Ilif the
Japs are like other people, the odds are
in my favor that they will pass me along
with a langh.”

“Titeat’s just it. I don't think they
are—in lots of ways. Maybeso civilians,
yes. But not the military, old kid. They
are all soldier and nothing else. And
personally I can't see them passing any
one or anything along through battle
lines.”

“But you don't know that they will
not pass a crazy Afighan with a couple
of trained bears through, do you?®"

“No. 1 don't know that, Codfish.™

“\NA&dll, then, why not try itt?

“ Because in making the try—wihich 1
think is a useless one—we would prob-
ably lose the famous Codfish Duke of
Massachusetts."”

“ Which does not amount to a tinker's
dam against the fact that if it works the

WAR LORDS;\ 27
lives of women and children may be
saved.”

R a long minute there was silence

after the Bean said that. The faces

of the soldiers of fortune became
grim and impersonal as did their eyes.

Jimmie Cordie, looking straight at the
Bean, began to whistle softly, * There is
a fountain filled with blood drawn from
Emanuel’'s veins. And sinmers—" When
he got that far he stopped whistling and
said, “ That's right, John. Your life or
any of our lives do not amount to a tink-
er's dam, if women and children are to
be saved. I vote that you try it.”

“ S0 do 1,” Grigsby said quietly.

“ And 1" Carewe said.

“*Tis a hard thing to say,” Red be-
gan, * knowin’ that ye go to the death
av ye, Beany darlin’.- Me vote is like
the rest. Go and try it, and may all the
good saints take care of ye."”

As the Yid and the Bean went under-
ground, the Yid said cheerfully, * Veil,
ve put it over, didn't ve, Codfishear?”

*We did. Do you remember how the
emir of the world looked? I mean in
general ?

“1 do, mit great clearness. He vos
tall und skinny, like you, mit long strag-
gly black hair falling all over his face
und eyes und a couple of feathers stick-
ing in it, held dere by a ivory comb. His
face und hands vos dirty und his clothes
vos a collection of rags dot an old clothes
man vould turn de nose up at. Und-on
his feet ves a pair of old sandals held
dere by string, und on his—"

“ That's plenty to start off with. Let's
see how close we can come up to it, in-
cluding the sandals before we go any
further. We can get the black hair from
a Chinese woman.

“ The Japs used horsehair, but we will
go them one better,”

T was quite a little later when the Yid
announced to Jimmie Cordie and the
rest, “ Ve are ready for de inspec-

tion. Come mit to de memagerie.”

They went “mit” to the menagerie,
and when they arrived in ~front of the
bears, Red said, “ Holy Saints{ If that is
Beany, he is more of a goofy Afghan
than the real wan is.”
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The Boston Beau's architectural lines
had helped a lot in making him look like
a goofy Afghan or a goofy hiliman of
any breed. He and the Yid had com-
mandeered any and all things they
thought were needed both for the main
part of the costume and for -artistic
touches.

Alll in all, the Codfish Duke from the
top of his head to his toes looked the
part.

Right after Red spoke, the Bean let
out a howl that was a cross between the
scream of a hungry mountain lion and
the wail of a northern wolf telling the
moon of his sorrows. Then he began
yelling in Pushtu, “ Way! Way for-the
emir of the world and his chiléren!
Kaeel in front of me, slgves! Kmeel or
my ehildren shall deveur youl 1 am the
emir of the werld, and all men are my
slayes! -Way! Way for the emir and
his ehildren! We go te the birthday
festival of the sen ot the Khman of the
Altal Tartars!”

And while he was yelling it, he and
the bears were doing the little shuffling
dance.

As the Bean and the bears, the Bean
holding them by the collar chains, were
ready to go through a hole in the wall
that faced the river, jinnmie Cordie said;
* Don't start, Codfish, until you hear us
cut loose. Amd then wait a minute or
two. The river bank looked clear dead
ahead this afternoon, and it may be clear
yet. If you get that far you've jumped
the first hurdle. Maybeso the Japs along
the rlver will scatter eut a little to take
a loeksee at what is g@iﬁg en in. front.
That's all, Bean. Geed huatin’, eld kid.”

“ Tl make ‘er, Jeems, me good man.
And if I don't, I'll wait with Put for
the rest of the gang-to show up. Never
miad any farewell speeches. Get going
on that sortie thing. This darkmess may
not hold. TI'll be seeing you.”

“ Not wan damn step will 1 go,” Red
declared, “ until I have said this. Good
luck, and may all the saints take care av
ye, Beany darlin’. 'Tis a stout feller ye
are, when all is said and done.”

“Und dot goes for me,” the Yid
added.

“rdl for me”"—“Aadl for me," Ca-
rewe and Grigsby said.

“Moel also-for me,” Jimmie Cordie
stated. “ Let's go "

HE gates of the city suddenly were

flung open and a column of the

Big Swords came out. As the
column cleared the gates, machine guns
opened from the walls, concentrating .on
a pass from which japanese infantry had
issued during the day. The Japanese
machine guns instantly answered and
flares were sent up.

“The dogs try to cut their way to the
hills,” a young Japamese officer said to
another.

“W/e will stop them before they have
come a hundred yards. Truly they have
gone mad’ when they think they can reach
our lines.”

“ The machine gunfire from the walls
shows that the ones Colomel Nagayo
wants so badly are not with—ihere comes
the Taiku regiment! To your post, Lieu-
tenant Akita.” '

The Big Swords column advanced
rapidly almost up te the Japanese fitares,
then as the Taiku regiment deployed so
that the columa might have room to get.
well inside the lines before the Japs
closed the gap, they swerved to the left,
turned, and ran back to the gates and
inte the ¢ity,

“ What kind of maneuver was thatt?*
asked the Japanese - officer, : ‘puzzled.
“‘They lost many men by our machine
gunfire, and yet—they did aot.even try
to elose with us. I thought that the Big
Swords were mostly Manchus whe al-
ways. eharged heme.”

“ The Manchus do charge hame—un-
less ordered otherwise. The Yankee
mongrels who are trapped in the city are
trying some ldnd of a trick. It will fafl,
as ours failed, whatever it is. This time
we have them in a place where tricks
will net work,” an officer answered.

The Japanese officer was wrong; the
trick had worked. The Japanese unit
on- guard at the river bank directly in
front of the south wall had rua along
the bank until they could see the fleres
and there they had stood for a few min-
utes. Amd while they were delng I,
the Bean and the bears reached the bank
of the river. There he waded 1n up te
his neek, and after a little esaxing, get
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both bears in the wafer for a moment or
so, then came out and started up the
river bank.

The bears, delighted at being in the
open once more, tugged at the chains and
the emir of the world had all he could
do to hoid them,

He had not gone two hundred yards
before there came a snarled command
from the darkness ahead. His Japanese
was absolutely nil, but any man who has
served in any army knows a command
to halt when he hears it, no matter what
language it is delivered in,

The Bean halted and let out a yell that
Jimmie Cordie and the others heard in
the city.

Then he began his “Way! Way for
the emir of the world." For a moment
or more there was silence in the dark-
ness ahead and then a flare turned the
darkness into the light of day.

The Bean danced up to the flare with
the bears, still yowling about who he was
and what would happen if way were not
made for him. Amnd before he got very
far he and the bears were inside a ring
composed of Japanese bayonets. The
Bean, as he drew breath, thought, “ By
golly, they didn’t shoot. I've got ‘em!™

A non-commissiomed officer, his re-
volver full on- the Bean, demanded in
Pushtu: “WMho are you, and how did
you get to the river bamik?*

Tire bears did not like the ring of sharp
points that surrounded them, and also
did not like the smell of the men back of
the points. They both looked at the
Bean and then began snarling,

“You see? he yelled. “You see,
slaves? My children are getting angry.
Beware! Beware! Soon I will order
them to eat you up. I am the emir of
the world and at my command the stars
and the moon will fall to crush you!
Down on your knees, slaves, and worship
e and my children whe are kings of
all kings! Bring food at onee and drink
that we may refresh ourselves.”

He heard several of the Japs say one
word, which he hoped was “ crazy” in
Japanese,

The non-commissioned officer gave a
curt order and the circle widened out as
he stepped forward. Not so far for-
ward as to be within reach of the bears,

WAR LORDS;\31

“W\tare do you come from, brainless
one?"

“Hirom everywhere!” yelled the Bean.
“From the sunll From the moon! From
the fowest depths of hell—wiere I will
send you very soon! Feom the river
where I swam for miles with my chil-
dren.”

“You swam up the river, you and
your children? I see you are wet. It
may be that is the way you came through
our lines. Amd where are you goitg—
emir of the world?”

“1 go to the Altai Tartars whe are
slaves of mine, as you are! Down on
your knees and worship me! I am—"

NE of the bears made a lunge at
the Jap who stepped quickly back,
raising his revolver, which he had

lowered. ‘The Bean had hard work for
a second or so, calming down the bear.
He did it, though, and then began to
dance. Afiter a little hesitation the hears
joined in. The Japanese soldiers crowd-
ed closer.

An officer pushed his way through
them, looked at the Bean and the bears,
then demanded, ¥ What is the meaning
of this, Sergeant Shinjju?™

“1f the captain please, this crazy Af-
ghan and the bears suddenly appeared
on the river bank. I have been trying to
find out where he came from, He tells
of swimming up the river and of his be-
ing on his way to the Altai Tartars. 1
did not order that he be slain because,
as the captain sees, he is crazy.”

“The moise he is making will wake
Coionel Kona, and then he will receive
short shrift, crazy or not. Calm him
down and take him to the guardhouse
for the rest of the night. In the mern-
ing the colonel will decide what to do
with him*

The Bean was gravely dancing with
the bears, knowing that his fate was
being discussed. He thought that he had
better do no more yelling at the moment.

The non-commissioned officer saluted,
the captain returned the salute and
walked away. As the non-com turned to
the Bean, the emir of the world said to
himself, “ Here she comes.*

“ Come with me. You and your.chil-
dren shall receive shelter and food.
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“Three cheers for that,” the Bean said
to himself, then aloud answered, I will
honor you, slave. Lead the way!”

Once in the guardhouse, which was a
big one-room log cabin the Bean felt that
the three cheers had been called for a
little prematurely. Amd he felt it more
strongly after food and water had been
brought and he heard the heavy doer
lock after the two Jap soldiers who had
served it.

He had got this far without being
killed but it wasn't so very far, at thait

‘The bears seemed quite content, both of
them curling up and going to sleep. The
emir of the world stayed awake, putting
in the time regretting that in his younger
days he had not taken up the study of
the Japanese language. If he -had he
might have known what the Jap captain
said to the non-com.

BOUT four o'clock in the morning
the door opened and several
Japanese officers came in. None

of them had any suspicion that the crazy
Afighan was a synthetic one. They
wanted to see him and the bears for the
same reason the soldiers diid—anything
to break the monotony of guard duty.

The Bean rose and let out a yowl that
surpassed all his previous ones. He knew
that this was the crucial moment and if
he did not make it stick now he would
never get another chance,

“You dare to come unsummoned into
my presence, slaves! I will order the
moon and the stars to fall upom—" that
was the last of the Bean's impersonation.
Both bears woke up and rose on their
hind legs snarling. ‘The Bean reached
down to get hold of the chains and as he
did, the biggest bear made a pass at him,
whether in play or in earnest he did not
know.

The claws raked the top of the Bean's
head and carried away with them the
dirty fillet of cloth that helped hold the
black hair in place. The hair had been
glued to the Bean's scalp by the Yid and
then the narrow strip of cloth had been
added in a way that did not prevent the
hair from falling around the Bean's face.
Amd with the cloth there went most of
the hgir.

‘The Jap officers stepped back and drew
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their revolvers. Ome of them shouted,
“The Boston Bean¥* -and fired point
blank at the Codfish Duke of Massa-
chusetts. By mischance: he had been
one of the Jap officers who had attempted
to take the soldiers of fortune once be-
fore and had been wounded by the Bean
at close quarters, He had never forgot-
ten the Bean's face, both front and pro-
file and now he recognized him.

One of the bears had started after the
Japs and the bullet meant for the Bean
hit the bear in a fleshy part of the shoul-
der. The bear roared his protest and
charged with outstretched paws.

The other, without a second's hesita-
tion, also roared a challenge and charged.
The Jap officer flung himself backwards
and in doing so overturned the oil lamp
that set on a wall shelf,

The charge of two big bears is not to
be faced in any room by men armed with
revolvers and the Japs knew it -They
backed to the door, emptying their guns
as they did so. The bullets hit but did
not stop the bears any more than a stone
thrown by a-child would. The bullets
did - not have the power to penetrate to
a vital spot. They only made the bears
more infuriated. Two of the officers
failed to get out and both died there,
their bodies torn open by steel-like claws.

The hears, roaring defiance, charged
out after the officers and the guardhouse
began to blaze. Soldiers came running
up with bayoneted rifles and there in the
darkness, .until flares were lighted, there
began a bear fight that the Japs talked
about for quite a while afterwards.

The bears were big and their vital
parts well cushioned with fat and muscle
and, like all bears, scrappers when they
once got started. ‘They took bayanets
and rifle and revolver bullets for a long
time before they went down to stay dowm
and Jap after Jap who got too close went
down before the bears did. It was a
messy, noisy fight, the Japs shrilling en-
couragement to each other above the
roars of the bears and the gunfire.

Jitnmie Cordie, standing near a pile of
rock that had once been a temple near
the south wall, listened intently for a
moment, then said to Grigsby who was
there with him, “1 guess we celebrated
the Bean getting through a little too soom,
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George. He was either holed up or the
Japs were looking him over. The bears
are trying to lick the Jap army by the
sounds. ] guess it means that the odds
were too great for the Codfish Duke.”

“ I'm afraid it does, Jimmie, He was
a brave— They attack again I

CHAPTER VIIL

HAND TO HAND.

E Japanese had decided that the

breaches blown in the walls were
) large enongh. Now they were go-
ing to take the city and wipe out the Big
Swords and the Chinese who defended it.
And this time they got to the walls!and
through the holes in spite of the wither-
ing fire that spat defiance at them.

Jimmie Cordie ordered flares and big
bonfires lighted along the walls and on
top of piles of ruins. He knew that the
Jap guns in the hills could not open fire
for fear of hitting their own men once
the Japs had got to the walls and he
wanted light enough to, as he told Tseng
Wang, " give the swords of the House
of Chi a chance to see the little men of
Nippon die by Manchu swordplay.”

To the Japanese on the hills it looked
to be a city on fire surrounded far out by
a ring of darkness from which emerged a
steady stream of bayonets.

There were two large breaches in the
wall, both some hundred feet wide, and
many smaller ones. Jimmie Cordie
placed machine guns and what rapid fire
guns he had at both of the lower breaches
and at the smaller, Hukau’s riflemen. The
Big Swords were split up into units and
placed all along the walls.

The Yid and Red were at one of the
breaches with the machine guns, Grigsby
and Carewe at the other. Several of the
Manchus had been taught how to operate
rapid fire guns and machine guns and
now, as Jimmie Cordie put all reserve
guns in commission, had a chance to
show how much they had learned from
the experts who had been their teachers.

The Japs came through and over the
walls like, men hurrying to what they
knew would be a gay, pleasant party.

But in doing it they took losses that
would have staggered any commander
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who did not firmly believe that soldiers
were made to be killed in battle.

Red and the Yid had been told about
what Jimmie Cordie and Grigsby had
heard, Red and the Yid being under-
ground asleep at the time of the bhear
fight. Carewe had heard most of it from
his post of duty.

The first Japs through the large
breaches did not hesitate a second. They
charged the machine guns. But their
charge was met by Manchu swordsmen
before they reached the guns. At the
smaller holes the japs shot and bayoneted
their way through Hukau’s men, only to
meet the Big Swords.

Those of the Japs who came over the
walls, as they jumped to the ground,
also faced the Big Swords.

Grigsby and Carewe fought their
guns, as did the Manchus, calmly and
coldly, as if they were on the target
range. Jimmie Cordie went from place
to place, a smile and a jest on his lips
and in his eyes—amd a Colt .45 in his
right hand. In the Orient, whenever
soldiers of fortune gathered for a little
chin-chin and the talk veered around to
good shooting, some one, sooner of later
would ask, “ Did you ever see Jin mie
Coxdie strut his stuff with a .45 when he
got down to busifiess? That bird can
shoot the eye outta a needle at twe hun-
dred yards.” Which was a slight exag-
geration but there was ne guestion about
Jimie Cordie being a first class shet.

ED and the Yid also fought their

guns, but neither caimly nor coldly.

Red was almost berserk and as he
fired was yelling, “ So ye got Beany, did
ye? Ye ganged up on him and pulled
him down. I'll make ye wish a wolf had
stolen ye from the cradike!”

The Yid was talking but not good na-
turedly as he generally talked whifke fight-
ing. This time he was, as he said later,
“ damn good und mad mit dem.” His
talk was a running comment on what he
thought of all Japanese and how much
he would love to send them all to the
southwest corner of the hot place and
then order a northeast gale to blow.

Finally Red jammed his gun, whether
purposely or not there was. no way of
telling, “ Now I'll get me a sword,” he
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stood up, - *'Tis what I wanted all the

e’u' . - 7
_ He did not have any trouble in fifidt-
ing.a sword. ‘There were more than &
few Manchu swords on the ground or
still held. in the lifeless hands of their
owners. Once Red had one in his hand
he let out a wild Irish yell and joined the
nearest Manchu unit,

The Yid stayed with his machine gun
for a minute or so and then as an in-
fantry company came through the breach
and started up the pile of rocks, the Yid,
without waiting to see if Manchu swords
came to block the Japs off, slid down the
other side of the pile and hunted for a
sword himself, He found one and joined
Red Dolan. - B

Jimmie Cordie, as the machine guns
stopped, ran up to see what had hap-
pened. He got there just in time to see

the swords close with the Jap company, -

the Yid and Red right in front, ,

More Japanese were coming through,
company after company now, and jimiie
saw that there was no hope to get to
either machine gun and try to stop them.
He ran back to where a Big Sword re-
serve was being held on that side and
brought them up along the wall to the
breach. ‘Then, leading them, he started
for the other end of the breach, right
through a Jap company.

The Big Swords won through and then
turned and faced the coming Jap. .

The night was sultry and the air
pressed down like a wet blanket. As
the Japs charged the sword line, there
came first lightning and right after it
seemed as if the heavens had opened. A
cloudburst in the Thian Shan puts every-
thing within range out of commission
and a good deal of everything except
the hills under water. It put out all
flares and bonfires and stopped all
fighting as promptly as turning off a
radio dial stops a program. Amy living
thing caught in it has all it can do to
keep on breathing.

T%le Japs between the walls and the
hills dropped and hugged the ground un-
til water coming down the hills and the
passes forced them to get up and try for
higher ground. Some made the foot-
hills, but many did not.
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yelled, -gone all the way berserk, as he -

The Japs in the city creuched tinder
any shelter they could find and the Big
Swords did the same, sometimes Japs
and Big Swords together. 1t seemed like
a million years to all caught in it before
it stopped suddenly and the sun came out.

here were two feet of water coverin
the cleared space between the city an
the hills, rushing towards the river which
was already over its banks. The Jap
guns in the hills were out of commission,
temporarily at least, some of them
washed dewn into gorges and ravines,

The Jap camps were a mess and a
good deal of their equipment had been
carried away or ruined. - Al in all, the
“Ilitle pink toed bantiess" had plenty to
think of besides taking a city, even if
the city did hold the Big Swords and the
soldiers of fortune who led them,

In the city, as the sun came out, the
Japanese caught there and the Big
Swords fought it out. That was all the
Japs could—and wanted—to do. But
they were as badly outnumbered now as
the city’s defenders had been outnum-
bered during the attack,

}IMM!IE CORDIE, Grigsby and
Carewe stood and watched the in-
numerable duels, sword against baye-_
net. Red and the Yid hung together and
did not stop to count whether they faced
two Japs or twenty-two. Any Japs they
saw, they charged. And the -hurtling
charge of a two hundred and thirty
pound Irishman gone berserk, a Manchu
sword in his hand, plus a Yid whose
hands when clinched reached below his
knees, also with a sword in his hand and
“ damn good und mad mit dem," was not
a good thing to face. The Japanese -
fantrymen, mostly young men, faced it
through without giving back a step and
did the best they could fer themselves,

A Japanese officer, with five or six
men, caught in an angle made by two
great stones that had fallen from a
temple, emptied his revolver at Red and
the Yiid as they came raging up,  He hit

-both. of them, the Yid in the chest, high

up and Red in the left arm and shoulder,
But Red was beyond caring about what
hit him and the Fighting Yid, even while
he was coughing blood, kept right on.
They both were out to avenge the Boston

1A—9
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Bean -and they meant to keep right on
doing it until they died. The Jap officer's
remaining shots went wild as Red and
the Yid reached him and the soldiers
with him,

“Look at them,” Jimmie Cordie said
coldly. “ Both of those apes left their
guns during battle. I hope to hell and
high water they both get—"

“ Steady, Jimmie,” Grigsby drawled.
“It is the Yid and Red you are talking
about, oldtimer.”

Jimmie Cordie turned and looked at
Grigsby through narrowed eyes. Then
he laughed. “ That's right, George. They
are—the Yid and Red. TI'll reverse the
English on that hope. 1 hope to hell §nd
high water they both get through playing
with swords unhurt. But they are due
for a=—"
~“0 say! There goes Red down amb—
the Yid on top of him!” interrupted
Carewe, as he started for the angle. He
did not beat Jimmie Cordie and Grigsby
there by a foot and he was a-much lighter
man,

The duelling was over in another half
an hour. There were, no Japanese left
to carry it on. ~ Of the Big Swords there
were, all told, able to fight, three hundred
fmen. Of- Hukau's Chinese, -some two
hundred. The Japanese had put out of
eemmission all but twe of the machine
guns and all-the rapid fire guns. Of the
soldiers of fortune, Red and the Yid
were weunded, the Yid- serlously. Jimmie
Cordie, @Hg%@ry% and Carewe were unhurt
hi] §ﬂ¥ way. Tseng Wang had a bayenet
hele threugh his right arm.

Jimmie Cordie, after Red and the Yid
had been given first aid and made as
eomfortable as possible, asked Red,
“Why did you leave your gun, Red?*

“ She jammed on me, Jimmie diarlin’,
T was thinkin' av Beany-and didn't watch
the step. av me.”

“l see. Fair enough, old kid. Try
for some sleep.”

The Yid was unconscious and so could
not explain. why he had left his gun. The
bullet that entered his chest had, as far
as_Jimmie and Grigsby could judge, just
grazed the top of his left lung. They
were-both good first aid men and both
had years of experience with wounds,
on themselves and on others,

2A—9
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“‘That " bullet- is still In him,* Jimmie
had said when they went to work on the
Yid. “ Twrn him over.”

One thing that was always carried and
guarded as if it were their mother by all
the soldiers of fortune was a combina-
tion first aid and surgical kit. They could
all use it, Jimmie Cordie and Grigsby
with more skill than the rest. They oper-
ated on the Yid and got the bullet that
was within an inch of his skin in the
back as ealmly and eoldly, and aceurately,
lﬁig it they had been surgeons all their

Ves.

The Yid came to as they were fiimishing
and gasped, as he lay face down on an
improvised operating table, “ Vot de
hell do you think you are didding? Get
it -avay from me before 1—”

“Lie still, Abie,” Jimmie said dis-
tinctly. “ You've been shot and George
and I are operating on you. Stay put,
old kid Cohen.”

The Fighting Yiid lived up to his name
right there. He .spat out some blood,
then said, “O. K., Jimmie, I am putt”

CHAPTER IX.
NAGAN®'S THREAT.

: HEN the bears went out of the
guardhouse after the Jap officers
the Boston Bean was right be-

hind them, not with any idea ef joining
them in their atterpt te fep up en the
Japanese army but with the hepe that
during the eonfusion he eauld get away.

Omee outside the door. he crouched and
ran along the side of the building. As
he cleared it, two Japanese soldiers riun-
ning to get into the fight bumped inte
him., The Bosten Beah knew what it
was all about, whe he was and what he
was trying to de. The twe little Japs,
{(ust arrived from outpest duty, did net

few any of the whys and whereferes.

Se the Bean had a decided edge en them.
He kicked at ene and landed in a place
that made the jap ferget all absut any
desire to find ‘sut why bBears were i
6amp:

The other Jap was too surprised to get
into any position of defense and the Bean
knocked him out by a right uppercut to
the point of the jaw,
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Then the Bean ran for the river. More
Japs were coming up from all sides and
the Bean found himself more or less in
the same class as a football player with
the ball trying to get through the op-
posing team without any interference
to clear the way for him. One ad-
vantage he had was that the Japs
coming up, like the two he had put out
of commission, had no idea who he was
or what he was trying to do, All they
knew was that something hard bumped
into them and was gone.

His luck held until he reached the river
bank and then a flare was lighted that
showed him up as plainly as if it were
high noon.

The Bean was getting set to dive into
the water when the light came. Before
he could, three or four Japs loosed -off
at him with their rifles.

He straightened up, whirled around
once or twice, let out an umearthly
screech and fell into the river all sprad-
dled out.

Soldiers ran up and stood on the bank,
their rifles ready, waiting for some noise
to fire at, but none came.

“He is dead and fleating down-
stream,” one of them said at last.

“WMho was he?" another asked.

“1 do not know. He looked like am
Affgthan.”

In the morning several Japanese of-
ficers stood lined up in front of Colonel
Nagayo.

“ Yes, sir, 1 am sure it was Captain
Wimthrop, who was known as the Boston
Bean,” the lieutenant who had recog-
nized the Bean said positively.

“And your men are equally as sure
that they killed him at the river bank,
captain?” Colonel Nagayo asked a cap-
tain.

“ Yes, sir. Four of them fired point
blank at him. He screamed, whirled
around, then fell into the river and sank
as a stone sinks.” The captain, through
his men, wanted credit for killing one of
the soldiers of fortune and so stretched
it a little,

“ Why did they not recover the badiy?*

“‘They tried to, colonel, diving for it
several times and as-soon as I came up
I sent out boats searching the banks for
it on either side. But it had either lodged
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in a deep hole or the current had carried
it below where the search ended.”

“ You brought the bear skins?”

“ As you ordered, colomel’”

“ You may return to your commeamndis’”

The officer saluted and filed out, glad
to get out of the sight of the intelligence
colonel who could, if he wished, have any
of them detailed to him for special duty
—amd the jap officers detailed on that
kind of duty to Colonel Nagayo seldom
came back to their regiments.

ETER the operation on the Yid,
Jimmie Cordie and Grigsby went
up on the north wall to get some

fresh air.

“The Yid has certainly got plenty of
what it takes,"” Jimmie said. “ He never
even let out one yelp and it must have
hurt like blazes.”

“ That's . right, Jimmie. If imfection
does not set in he has a fair chance of
getting well ™

jimmmiie Cordie looked around at the
hills and the river, then at Grigsby and
laughed.

* Did you say a fair chance, George?
They ought to be starting the last act
pretty soom.”

“Woon find the wait between acts tire-
some, don't you, Jeems?"

“ Yeah, lalways did. 1 wish we could
get the women and kids out of here some
way. If we could 1'd sit and wait for
Misto Jap with a song in my heart. The
way we've mussed him up wom't. make
him any too gentle when he gets to
them.”

“IIff wishes were horses, beggars might
ride, old timer. All we can do is to stand
them off as long as we can and after
that—who knows?”

“ That's her, George. As a rescue
column we turned out to be a fine lot of
one-armed paper hangers. If there had
been half an ounce of braing in the en-
tire outfit we wouldn’t have got caught
like rats in a trap. We should have tried
to hold them in the open until Hukau
made the hills.”

Grigsby smiled. “ That is the first
time I ever heard you talk about water
that has passed under the bridge, Jimmie,
Whiat's the matttesr?”

“1 don't know, I guess it is the com-
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bination of the Codfish-and the women
and children.”

“What is writtem—is written. The
Nine Red Gods decided against us in the
matter of the Bean, and fer us in the
Tartar thing and the cloudburst. An-
other hour and the Japs would have
mopped up. As it is we are still on our
feet and we held the ecity, and not a
woman of child has been harmed.”

“ Well, 1 hope the Red Gods also de-
cide the next round m.our favor. I think
the best thing we can do is to plug up all
but one underground entrance and hold
it as. long as we can. It’sa cinch we ean't
hold Misto Jap out of the city. Let's
go-and see— There goes a flag of truce
up. See it? Over to the left im'front
of that clump of timber.”

The flag of truce was answered by one
from -the wall above the city gates.
Jimmie Cordie and Grigsby stepped out-
side the gates and waited. They saw a
Japanese offieer advance through the mud
and water that was still on the-ground
between the city and the hills on that
side,

He was followed by two seldiers who
carried burdens on their backs.

“It's Colonel Nagayo,” jimmie an-
nounced.- “ He's bringing us the bear
skins.”

The Japanese colonel halted abeut
three feet away from the two soldiers of
fortune who stood there looking at him
out of calm, impassive eyes. He neither
saluted nor bowed. men put the
skins on the ground. “I bring to you,
Captain Cordie, the skins of two bears,
Also. the news that Captain John Cabot
Wimntbrop is dead.”

“’Phank you for the bear skins,
colonel,” Jimmie answered smoothly. “ It
is sad news you bring us regarding Cap-
tain Wiinthrop. We heard the bear fight
last night and so have been more or less
prepared for the news regarding Captain
Winthrop. Wihy did you not also bring
us his body? And—ihave you seen any
Uryankhes Tartars around ?*

“T am keeping it as, shall I say, Ex-
hibit A,” the Japanese colonel lied calm-
ty, ignoring the question about the Tar-
tars. “ T hope very soon to have Exhibits
B, C, D, E and F, to go with it. Then
I will return to Tsitsihar and show all of

the exhibits to some peaple. who will be
much interested in thewm'™

IMMIE CORDIE smiled. “There is
an old saying in my country, Colonel
Nagayo, ‘Catch your rabbit before

you cook him.’ If there’s anything else
you wish to tell—or ask us?”

“1 have brought you the skins and the
news about Captain Winthrop to show
you that it is impossible for yeu to get
word to the Big Swords or any one else
who might be foolish enough to try and
rescue you.”

“And now that we have been fully
convinced of that, what?”

“This. If you wish, you may sur-
render. You, Major Grigsby, Captains
Dolan, Cohen and Carewe. Because you,
Captain - Cordie, refrained frem killing
me once I will see to it that you get a
fair trial at Tsitsihar.”

“0 am afraid our ideas of what consti-
tutes a fair trial are far apart, colonel.
Let .us say we surrender. How about
the Big Swords in the city?

“They will be executed to the last
man.”

“And the Lord Hukau and his
people?”’

“They will be lessoned and after-
wards, those that are still alive will be
permitted to go where they choose’

“Myel all we get for deserting them is
a fair trial at Tsitsihar. I'm afraid your
bribe isn't attractive enough, colonel
Can't you raise it a notch or two? Say,
we get a verdict of not guilty and com-
missions of lieutenant general in the
Japanese army—and five millions in
gold.”

Colonel Nagayo's face became white
as he struggled to restrain his temper.
“You jest, Captain Cordie. You jest,
knowing that you are writiin—"

“It's an old Yank custom, colonel. 1
think that we, the exhibits B, C; D, E and
F, will stay right where we are and get
our lesson with the Lord Hukau and his
people. Send the teachers any time,
colonel. Amd, please try to arrange mat-
ters so that you can come with them. I
would like to get you lined up with my
sights before the lesson starts.™

“1 will come, Captain Cordie. I—i—"
he snarled an order to the two soldiers,
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turned on his heel, and literally ran for
the hills followed by the two men.
“You got him all fussed up, Jeems,”
Grigsby said with a grin.
“1 tried to,” Jimmie amswered.

CHAPTER X.
THE HIDDEN SHAFT.

ED slowly made his way along until
he found Carewe, who was talking
to Tseng Wang.

“ Come wid me, Carewe,” he coaxed.
“1 want to go below and see the me-
nagerie.” His arm and shoulder were
bandaged.

Carewe excused himself to Tseng
Wang and tucked a hand under Red's
good shoulder. “ Right, old deaf. Carry
on."

Red, once below, did not seem to be
able to find anything that amused him
for more than a minute or two and
Carewe was just on the point of sug-
gesting that Red get back to his bed when
they came to the entrance of quite a large
room, lighted by candles. In the room,
around a table, sat four of the temple
priests. On the table was a teapot and
cups and saucers and little Chinese cakes.
Red was fond of the cakes if he was not
of the tea. His face lighted up.

The priests rose and bowed as Red
and Carewe entered and one of them said
something, gesturing towards two unoc-
cupied chairs. He spoke in Chinese which
neither Red nor Carewe understood but
any one could have understood the ges-
ture. It was an invitation to sit down
and join them at tea.

“1 don't understand the lingo av ye*
Red said as he sat down and reached
for a cake, “but I'll join ye just the
same.”

The priests smiled and nodded and one
of them placed the cakes nearer Red and
another put cups and saucers in front of
them both, then slid the teapot over to
where they could reach it.

“1 don't want none av that stuff,” Red
growled. “ Have ye no wine or bramdy?"

“ Oh, 1 say, old chap. We're guests
and mustn't have them thinking we don't
know the rules off—"

“ffo hell wid all rules. I want— 1
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beg the pardon av ye, Carewe, and av
them. Pour me some av the dammm—av
the fine tea and I'll be drinkin’ it to their
health. Since Beany went I'm like a dog
wid the distemper. I know better,
Carewe. Sure the Dolans was kings
wance in Ireland wid grand palaces to
live in. Manners was taught the young
scuts av the family by—by— I can't go
on wid it. All I am is Red Dolan and
Beany is gone and the Yid is like to go
any minute, and, what the hell is keepin'’
ye from pourin’ me tea?”’

“ She's poured, old topper. I say, Red,
tighten your belt a hole or two. We
have to carry on, you know.”

“ Am I not doin' it as a Dolan shoulld?
Me and Jimmie and ye amdi—"

The Japamese guns opened fire.

The priests, Red and Carewe listened
for a moment, then Red said, “'Tis a
fine thing to have to stay down here and
listen to that widout a chance to answer
back at all, at all. Wiy the hell don't
they come and fight it out, man to man ?

“ They’ll be along sooner or later, Red.
We better be getting back—" A Jap shell
came through the roof, hit a corner and
exploded. It was a three inch shell that
landed in the city at just the right angle
to go through a small hole in the roof...

Red and Carewe, being veterans, re-
acted instantly as the shell came through
the roof. They fell sideways from their
chairs and ‘rolled to the wall.

The priests sat where they were and
were killed by shell fragments. Red and
Carewe were not made safe by what they
had done but it helped their chances and
neither of them was hit.

Red got to his feet, his shoulder and
arm hurting him badly, and started an
oration that took in all branches of the
Japanese army and the artillery in par-
ticular.

AREWE took the fall, roll and

escape from hurt in silence. He

got to his feet, and started over to
the bodies of the priests to see if any of
them was alive, About half way he
baited. “ I say, Red, look what the giddy
old shell did. It blew the wall down and
opened up another room. ‘Tiere is a
shaft in it. ‘The cribbing comes up be-
yond the ficor amd—"
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“WWimt the hell do I care about shafts
wid cribbin’ or widout cribbin' ?' Red de-
manded, feeling gingerly of his arm.
“’The arm av me is—keep away from it,
Carewe. Maybe it will cave under ye

and—waiit, ye little divil, I'll go wid ye.”,

They walked over to the shaft and
looked down it. There was a rusty iron
ladder attached to one side.

“ Maybeso it's where the Chink keeps
the treasure ay him," Red said. “I won-
der how far down she goes.”

The War Lord Hukau came into the
other room. He had heard the noise of
the exploding shell and had come to see
what damage it had done. With him were
two of his officers. He sa@ Red and
Carewe and came over te the shaft.

“Do you know of this shaft, lLord
Hukau?” Carewe asked in Pushtu.

“ No, Captain Carewe. 1 have never
heard of -it or seen it-before. It-may be
a deep well dug by some of my mother’s
ancestors many. years ago.”

“T say, let's go down and see where
it-leads to,” Carewe said. “ Come with
me, Lord Hukau. Red, you had-better
stay here, the air may be bad.”

“1 will like hell. If ye go 1 go,
Carewe.”

Hukau did not evince any great readi-
ness to go down the shaft. Neither did
the officers who were with him. * It may
be,” he said, * that the hole and what it
leads to are guarded by the spirits of
those who dug it. I1—I do not wish to
meet spirits in a dark hole and—iit is not
because 1 am afraid but because 1 do
net wish to offend them.” It was plain
te be-seen that he was very much afraid
and se were the efficers with him,

“ Come on with us,” Red amswered,
scornfully. -“ We'll_protect you against
all the spirits there are in the hole.”

* Who can protect even himself against
the spirits? You think 1, Hukau, am
afrald? Lead the way them; I will fol-
lew.”

(C‘AMEWIE felt sorry for him, know-
. ing how much the Chiness dreaded

going into a strange hole in the
ground of any kind. If they knew whe
dug it and for what, it was different, but
any strange hole might hold something
that was guarded by evil spirits and no
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Chinese :cares anything about - meeting
spirits, evil or otherwise. ™

“ 1 know you are not afraid, leader of
many brave soldiers,” Carewe said, “ It
is that you do not feel worthy of meet-
ing the spirits who may guard this hole.
Stay here and Captain Dolan and I will
go down and see to where the hole leads
and report to you.”

“ That will be best,” Hukau amswered,
much relieved. “ You and Captain Dolan
being of another race, are far superior
to all spirits. I will await your report
here.”

They started down and the ladder, in
spite of its rusty look, held flimmly.
Twenty feet below the cellar the shaft
ended and a tunnel started from -the
north side,

They -played their filashlights into the
tunnel for a. moment, then Red said,
“Look how she’s timbered, Carewe.
Whoever did that knows how to hold
ground.”

“ My-word, I should say so. Let's
carry on™

They walked along the tunnel for fully
half a mile:before Carewe said, “ [ say,
we must be right under the jolly old
Japs, right now.”

“ If we had plenty av ammunition and
the bunch av us was all here wid the
sBrownings 1'd wish she opened up in
the middle av the little scuts. But Beany
is gone and the Yid is about to—come on,
what are ye waitin' for?”

They went at least another, half mile
and then came to a shaft that also had
a ladder in it

Their - flashlights showed that about
fifteem feet up there was some kind of
a.covering over the shaft,

“Wédll,- up we go,” Red said. “Let
me go first this time, T’ll see what I can
do about opening the damn thing.”

“ Red, listen, old top, your shoulder
and arm are in no condition to do any
shoving. . Let me go fihstt. - Whhattewer it
is may not be secured.”

“ 1 have enough left to do what 1 have
to do,” Red answered, “ shoulder or no
shoulder, me bucko. Go ahead if ye want
to. If ye can’t move it maybe T can.”

Carewe climbed up and pushed against
the cover with his right hand. It gave
readily, falling back like a trap door.
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“It opened, Red,” he called back.
“ Come on up.”

“ What do ye think I'm doin', stayin
down to make tea? Red grunted. His
wounds had made him more or less like
a grizzly with the toothache.

The shaft opened in the rear room of
a little stone temple that was hidden on
three sides by ridges. Amd close to it
ran the main pass leading into the moun-
tains,

“¥ WOLY mackinaw!"” Red said as he

1 1o00ked out of a slit in the wall.

“ *Tis far beyond the lines av the

little scuts we are, Carewe. Let’s go back
and tell Jimmie™

“ Go first, Red. T'll put the cover back
in place,” Carewe answered.

They went back through the tunnel as
far as the shaft. Red, who was a little
ahead, halted as his flashlight played on
an uneven wall of rock that filled the
shaft from the floor to the roof of the
tunnel,

“ What the hell now?* he demanded.
“Has it caved in on us? The damn
thing was—llook, Carewe!”

The head of a man protruded from
under a big rock and close beside it the
legs of another man showed. A foot or
so away an arm stuck out between two
jagged slabs of stone.

“1 see, Red)”
quietly.
ficers,”

“They must have been comin' down
when she caved in on them. How the
hell are we—"

“ The shaft did not cave, Red. Those
slabs of stone are from the wall of the
room, Hukau and his officers were killed
and thrown down and then the rock piled
on top of them.”

“What? 'Tis right ye are, Carewe.
I can see it now by the way the rocks lie.
Wio would do that? 'Tis a fine thing
to happen when we—Carewe, how are
we to get out ?”

“1 don't know, Red. If the rocks go
all the way up I don't think we are going
to get out, this way. Have you a knife
on you, by any chance?”

“M have. Ye want it?”

“Yes. I may be able to cut a roof
timber away and use it for a pry. We

Carewe amswered,
“Tt is Hukau and his two of-
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may be able to pry out some of the rocks.
If the rest settle down and we can get
them out one by one, we—"

* Here's the knife. Go and get the
pry. I'll try to move this wan at the
corner.”

Red couldn't budge the rock and
neither could Carewe get any results
from the pry. Fimally he put it down.
* No use, Red. We are just using up our
strength.”

" 'Tis a fine jam to be in. Here we
are in a tunnel leadin’ to the hills and
Jimmie up above not knowin® anything
about it. Bad luck to the misbegotten
scuts that killed the Chinks and fifikes—"

* There is only one way I know of to
get back, Red.” Carewe interrupted,
“and that is to go back to the temple,
wait until dark and thea try to rua the
Jap lines. The four Mamchus tried it
and failed, the Boston Bean tried it and
failed, now we'll try it. If one of us
gets through Jimmie ean open this shaft
up and take the—="

“*Tis right ye are, Carewe. Come om.”

“ No hurry, Red We can't make the
try before dark. 1 say, who could have
killed Hukau amdi—"

“1f T knew §'d tell ye but I don't any
more than ye do. Come on, Carewe.
The air is better up at the temple, Down
here I can hardly breathe.”

“ All right, Red, let's go.”

CHAPTER XI.
CAREWE'S DASH.

HEY went back to the shrine and
after closing the exit with the cov-
er found a place close to the roof

of the temple where they could see over
some of the country without being seefi.

* How dark has it got to be before we
start?” Red demanded impatiently after
a little while.

“ As black as we think it is going to
get, old dear. See those Jap guns down
there? No—to your left on that reek
ledge. Look directly over them. What
do you see?”

“1 don't see nawthin’. What do ye
see, Mister Eagle-Eye?”

Carewe turned and looked at Red. “1
say, old bean, are you all right?”’ Red’s
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face was flushed and his eyes locked like
two burnt holes in a blanket.

“1am. The shoulder and arm av me
is- raisin’ hell and I feel hot but I'm all
right. - Get on wid it. What do ye see?
How many times have I to ask ye?”

* I see water coming down one of the
ravines bringing trees and whatnot with
it. The cloudburst must haws—"

“1 see it now maesdlf’”

“ Well, the water is going down to
the—"

 Speaking av water, 1 wish 1 had a
drink av ice-water, 'Tis burain’ up J
am inside.”

* Stay here and take it easy.
if 1 can find some, old toppej.”

He found a well just back of the
temple and in the temple a stone bowl
in front of one of the idols. He rinsed
the bowl out several times, then filled it
and brought it to Red.

“*Tis what 1 wanted,” Red said after
he had taken a long drink. “ Pour the
rest over me. 'Tis a good man ye are of
the inches av ye, Carewe, 1 feel better
already. By night I'll be as good as new.”

But by night Red Daolan was net as
good as new. He was decidedly the
worse for wear. His fever was raging
and his entire side and arm felt, as he
said to Carewe, *like somewan was
using the shoulder and arm av me to
build fires in.”

I'll see

AREWE knew that Red could no

4 more try to run the Japanese lines

with any chance of success than

he could take a running hop, skip and a

jump from where he was and land in the

city. Amd, as it grew dark, he started in
to convince Red of that fact.

Finally Red said, ¥ Go on wid ye, then,
Hii stay here. But, if by daylight Jimmie
does not come through the tunnel, 1'll
know ye have failed and then, by all the
saints above, Illt start meselifi*

“ Right. 'l leave you plenty of water
and—"

“lgemwe it and be gone. Ye talk teo
damn much—all the time. Who the hell
do ye think— I'm sorry, Carewe. Ye
know how much I think av ye. Go on,
ye little cock av the world. Ye can make
it. Don’t think av me at all. Think av
the little golden wans and av Jimmie.”
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Carewe got the water for Red and did
what he could to make him comfortable,
which wasn't much.

As he started, Red said, “[ have
nawthin' on me to stand off amy scuts
that might come. The gat av me is on
me bed far back in the city.”

Carewe took off his belt from which
hung a holstered .45 Colt.

“1'll leave mine with vou, Redl™”

“ Will ye not need it?"

Carewe smiled. “ If I'm caught, Red,
a .45 Colt could not clear the way for
me. ~Good-by, oldtimer. FEasy does it,
remember.”

* Good-by, Carewe. Good luck to ye.
If ye don't make it, I'll try it—auned if I
don't make it, tis joining the Codfish
we'll—wihat the hell - are -ye standin’
around for?. Go on about the business
av ye.”

Carewe, as soon as he got outside the
temple, stood still for a moment. It was
pitch dark, a darkness that seemed to be
as thick as a London fog, Carewe like
most flyers, could orient himself. He
stood there and in his braln drew a
straight line to the Jap guns and from
them to the water 40 the ravine. Then
he started for the guns.

"‘NfISTO JAP must be taking time
i out?” Jgihie Cordir: saird ahawit
four g'elock in the morning as
Re sat with Grigshy and Tseng Wang en
the wall near the largest breach.

. “ He probably has eneugh te de get-
ting Back in shape. The cloudburst must
have wrecked him more or less. The
?%1@1 Sayg that he intends getting up very
shertly.”

Yeeah? Well, what Mr. €ohen says
and what Mr. Cohen will do, are horses
of fwao="

Tseng Wang rese. ¥ One comes,” he
said seftly, " through the mud and
water.” )

Jimwmie Cordie and Grigsby also rose
and Jimmie answered, ¥ Your ears must
be more tham—I hear it now. Whoever
it is, is trying for this breach in the wall.®

“ He is close,” Tseng Wang anmounced
a minute afterwards, and he drew his
sword.

Both Jimmie Cordie and George
Grigsby drew their Colts and then, with
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their left hands, their fiasdtights. “ Put
it on him, George," Jimmie commanded
a moment later. .

Two flashlights picked up a running
figure about fifty feet away. “It's a—
for the love of Mikel! It's Carewe! How
the heck did he get out and—ecome on,
Jonathan, old kid.”

Carewe came on, and when he arrived,
sat down on a rock and gasped for
breath.

“ Red and I—Red and I went dlowm—
my word, I can't — get the giddy — old
breath.” n

“Take your time,” Jimmie amswered.
“ Draw a long one and hold it for a min-
ute. That will ease you up.”

“I'm all right now. Red and I—"

“WHetre is Red?”

“ Holed up in a temple way up in the
hills.”

“ Wounded #*

“ Not any more than he was, Jimmie.
We—yesterday—we went ... .M

It took Carewe some time to tell it all.
He had got to the Jap guns without
meeting or hearing anything. He couldn't
see anything and neither could any one
else outside of the light cast by a camp
fire or fiatiiijght. Around the guns were
the tents of the artillerymen and several
fires. He had gone to the left, then
swung baek on his line for the ravine.

As he cleared some scrub timber he
could see other camp fires along the ra-
vine on both sides. He headed to the
right and got well above them, and then
turned left again and reached the water,
There was an uprooted tree grounded on
the bank. He got in among the branches
and pushed it out into the water. To
hear him tell it, that was all there was
te it. Duck soup all the way,

The tree floated down, grounding
every now and then. He would push it
off, and as he said, “ resume the jolly
old voyage.” Finally the tree floated out
of the hills and grounded for good where
the water became shallow. From there
he had started for the city and made it,
en foot,

“Wdll,” Jimmie Cordie said, “tihere
is only one explanation. The god of luck
had tight hold of your hand, Jonathan.
Tseng Wang, detail a working party of
Big Swords. We'll clear out the shaft.
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Just who would have such a strong in=
terest in keeping the shaft a secret that
they would kill Hukau and his officers ia
beyond me.”

“X JTOUJRE in the wrong pew,” Jim-
mie said a little later as he, Grigs-
by, Tseng Wang, Carewe and a
party of Big Swords entered the room
where the shell had exploded. It was
lighted by many torches.

Carewe looked around, puzzled. There
was no sign of a wall blown out and no
dead bodies of priests. Instead there
were ten live priests conducting some
ceremonial in feront of an altar that
stretched from wall to wall. Among
them the high priest,

“No, Jimmie. 1 am sure this is the
room. Smell the h. e.?"

“That doesn't mean anything. It
could have come through any of those
cracks in the—youre right, Carewe.
There is a piece of the shell bedded in
the wall.”

“The wall was blown out where the
altar is. I am sure of that, Jimmie™

“Yeah? Maybeso the priests can ex-
plain about Hukau and his officers.
Tseng Wang, have that altar moved to
one side.”

Tseng Wang, who had been looking at
the priest through cold, scornful eyes,
snarled an order. To a Manchu, a Chi-
nese priest is as a snake. Ever since the
Manchus took China the intrigues of the
priests caused them more trouble -than
gﬁyt;aiﬂg else, and all Manchus remem-

er it

As some of the Big Swords advanced,
the high priest held up his right hand
and shrilly ordered them back. Wihen he
saw they ignored the order he whipped
a sword out from under his robe and ran
in front of the altar,

The rest of the priests also produced
swords and ranged themselves in a line
in front of the high priest.

“ 8o that's it,” Jimmie Cordie said.
“Cut the way through them, Tseng
Wamg.” He was thinking of the women
and children that for some reason the
priests would keep in a city that was be-
ing shelled.

The priests did not last as long as it
would take to tell, They fell, dead or
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wounded, under Maachu swords as bet-
ter swordsmen than they have fallen.
The altar was moved, and behind it was
the room in which was-the shaft.

“They did it for some reason,” Jim-
mie Cordie said. “See if you can per-
suade one of the wounded to tell you
why, Tseng Wang.”

Tseng Wang went over to a wounded
priest, lifted him up and pinned him
against the wall. * Speak, dog of a
priest. Quickly, unless you wish the
death- of disernbowelment. Why were
the Lord Hukau and his officers slain
and the shaft filled with rock?”

The priest’s eyes closed so that he
might not see the grim face ind menac-
ing eyes of the Manchu. He stammered
out something in Chinese. Tseng Wang
let go of him and he fell to the floor.

“ The priests ‘built the tunnel many
years ago. They intended using it if it
became necessary to escape from the
city, carrying with them treasure they
had accumulated during many years. No
war lord who held the city ever knew of
the tunnel. The priests held it secret for
their own use. -They had-decided that
the time had come to escape just before
the shell blew the wall down. They
were afraid that the Lord Hukau would
use the tunnel to get the people of the
city away and they would have to go
alse, exposing their treasure,

“ After the foreign devils had gone
down into the tunnel, they slew the Lord
Hukau and ‘his officers and threw the
bodies into the shaft, afterwards filling
up the shaft with rocks to force the for-
eign devils to leave by the -temple exit.
They thought that the men of Nippon
would surely kill the foreign devils.
Later, as tlie men of Nippon attacked,
they were going to clear the shaft and
eseape through it.”

“] see. Leaving the women and chil-
dren here and the men who were defend-
ing the city for the men of Nippon to
slay. As priests they were a fine bunch
of copperhead snakes. Get the shaft
cleared.” )

The shaft was cleared and the bedies
of Hukau and his officers brought up.
Then Jimmie Cordie and some of the
Big Swords went through and got Red.

* 8o he made it, did he, the little ganie-
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cock 7' Red said. ‘("Tis glad I am to see
ye, jimmie darlin’. ‘The fever av me has
gone down and ... .”

CHAPTER XII.
DISCOVERED.

E Japanese held off from any at-

- tack during the day; why, only tiie

Japs knew. It might have been,

as Grigsby said, that they were getting
back in shape.

As soon as it became dark, an advance
guard was sent through the tunnel and
then the old men, women and children
were passed along into the tunnel by
strong arms.

Jimmie Cordie, with a machine gun
and some of the Big Swords, remained
at the shaft mouth-until every living hu-
man being was in the tunnel or outside
the shrine, then blocked up the space
where the wail had been blown out with
great rocks and went down the shaft.

There was not the - slightest indication
that the Japanese were aware of what
was going on. Amd they were not-aware
of it, either, until the Nmne Red Gods sat
in the game again.

Two Japanese non-commissioned offi-
cers, commanding squads engaged in get-
ting the guns back in shape and also re-
trieving ‘any camp equipment that -had
been washed down to lower levels by the
storm, had found a large flask of brandy
which had belonged to an officer. One
of them pocketed it, and after they had
been relieved they walked into the tim-
ber to drink in peace without having to
share their find -with other non-coms.

They passed the sentries with a
snarled countersign and avoided the out-
er patrols. At last when they thought
they were far enough out they sat down,
their backs to a tree, and took a drink.
Being converts to the theory that half a
blanket was worse than none at all, they
took another.

After which they began talking of
Nippon and their homes. Ome of them
had a poetic strain in him, and very soon,
after another. drink, began b recite
poetry. All of a sudden he got the idea
that he could not recite properly while
surrounded by trees. He needed wider,
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clearer space. The top of the hill was
what he needed, he decided after another
pull at the bottle,

They got to the top of the hill and the
would-be poet recited poetry to his
heart's content. At least, he did until the
flask was empty Then they started
down, neither of them any toe steady on
their feet.

The Nine Red Gods must have decid-
ed to give the Japanese a round because
the path the two Jap mon-comrmssioned
officers followed led to a lower ridge that
ran along the mam pass.

“WZXEEP going -right up the pass,”
Jimnme ordered the Mianchu n
command of the vanguard.

* About three miles from here you will

come to a pass leading to the right. Take

it and keep on going. It leads to the

Moumtain of the Birds. From there to

the Big Sword encampment tthe—"

“IL know the'way, Captain Cordie.™

“ All right. Get going. If you meet
attack we’'ll come up amdt—"

Two of the Chinese bearers, who were
carrying part of a machine gun, dropped
itt Ome had stumbled and let go his
hold, and the other, not being prepared,
let go his also to save himself from
falling.

The gun part fell on a rock, making
quite a noise. A split second afterwards
two flashlights played on the machine
gun part and then on Jimmie Cordie and
the men near him. Right after the light
went out and there came the sound of
running feet, going down the hill.

The two Japs had gotten to the ridge
and had heard the sound of marching
feet.

At first they thought it was one of
their regiments going into the hills for
some reason. They dropped to their
hands and knees and got closer to the
pass. Close enough to hear the gun part
drop. They played their flashlights down
on the pass. Whhat they saw sobered
both of them. They got up and started
down the hill as fast as they could run.

“We can catch the runners, Captain
Cordie,” a young Manchu officer said
eagerly.

¥ Go and do it*

Pour or five Manchus ran up the side
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of the pass. Before they got to the top
the two Jap non-coms began shouting the
alarm at the top of their voices. It was
not a full minute before the Jap shouts
were answered, and then there came
other shouts, and right after, bugle calls.

* Tseng Wang, lake with you all Big
Swords but one hundred who will stay
here with me. My orders to Hsai are
canceled. You will start the column up
the pass that leads to the left just before
the pass opens to the right. It leads to
the encampment of the Uryamkhes Tar-
tars, which is much nearer than the Big
Swords encampment. - Say to the officer
you designate to command the vanguard
that he is to tell Sahet Khan that 1, Cap-
tain Cordie, his blood brother, ask him
to protect the old men, women and chil-
dren until the Lord Chang-Lumg Liang
conies for them. That he is to be friends
with the Lord Chang, for whom he
knows 1 fight.

* You will, after the column is in the
pass to the left, close it to the little men
of Nippon, and as soon as the column
has reached the upper pass and starts to
descend into the valley, that pass is also
to be closed by Manchu swords of Chi
who are in the vanguard. Ome officer is
to go with the column. The Uryankhes
will see the column as soon as it starts
down,
Wang?"

“ Yes, Captain Cordie, it is plain. The
entrance to the pass on the left is to be
closed to the mongrels of Nippon, and
also the entrance to the upper pass. They
shall be closed, O lieutenant of the head
of the House of Chi. Is it permitted
that 1 ask a questiom?”

* Yes."

“Modl yow?™

“ We will close this pass right here for
as long as we can, Tseng Wang. Cap-
tains Dolan, Carewe and Grigsby remain
here with me. You will take Captain
Cohen writth—"

HE Yid’s litter had been brought
up by Grigsby and Carewe. As
Jimmie said “ Captain Cohen ™ the
Yiid sat up.
* Nothing diddingk,"” he said fiinmily.
“ Captain Cohen stays right here mit de
gang und don't go novere else.”

Is that plain to you, Tseng
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“He does like—" Jimmie began when
Grigsby interrupted.  “lg him stay,
Jimmie."”

Jmmie Cordie laughed. “At that,
why not, if he wants to. Stick around,
Abie.”

“ 1 intend to,” answered the Yid with
a grin. “1I can shoot it a gat if I can't
take von of de guns.”

“@et started, Tseng Wamg. We'll

fuss around with the little men of Nip-
pﬁn.”
The Manchu saluted, ordered five of
the Big, Sword officers and the swords-
men they commanded to remain with
Captain Cordie, then ran up the pass.

“ We won't Jast ten mingtes here, Jim-
mie,” “Grigsby said. “llsdt's go up the
pass a little ways and see if we can find
& better place.”

“ From what I hear we better make it
snappy. Misto Jap is wide awake. Come
m n

Four hundred odd yards up, the pass
curved sharply to the left and the walls
marrowed and became much steeper. It
was evident that many years ago the pass
had been the bed of a swift river. On
both walls there were cut-in places, some
large and some small, where the current
had worn away the softer rock. - The
moon had come from behind the clouds,
and now, as Jimmie looked at the sides,
it was fairly light.

“See that place on the left?" he asked.
“ 1t was made to order for a last stand
thing. We'll place the machine guns
there and the swordsmen can hole up
belew in the smaller one. The Japs can't

at ug on either side or in front until
they cetne around the curve, and there is
fiet ueh feem to line up for a charge.
We will get set up there and wait for
Misto Jjap te poke his nose around the
euFve. At whieh time we will shoot it
off fof him.”

“ 71 say, can't the flaming blighters get
into the pass beyond us, leaving a detach-
ment to keep us holed up?’ Carewe
asked.

“ No, Jonathan., At least not for two
days. I hunted all over ‘this country
with the Unyamkhes, and as far as 1
kinow no passes lead into this one either
from the left or the right except the
small ones below us and those that lead
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to the Big Swords and the Tartar en-
campment. And to get to those two-with-
out coming up this one means heap plenty
climbing up and down and the bridging
of more than a few precipices.

“‘Three miles as the crow flies may
mean fifty miles on foot in this man's
mountains. There are passes that run
parallel to this, but none that come -into
it except the two I've mentioned. Te get
above us in this pass the jJaps would have
to get to the pass on the left. Amd to
get there without using this pass is some
job. 1 we can stop them for three or
four hours right here, and the  Big
Swords ean hold them a little while at
the mouth of the ether passes, the &ol-
uma will win threugh.”

“ Sure we will stop the duck-faced
scuts,” Red said. “ Come on, let’s get up
there. Wihat are ye waiting for?”

“1 was explaining the topography to
our old friend, Jonathan Carewe, Mr.
Delan. Start up if you are in a barry.”

“ Ye better be in a hurry yerself. Hear
that below us?

“1 do—and it leads me to believe you
are right about hurrying, Me. Dolan.”

MHE, Yid, once he was on the cut-

' in, and made comfortable with his

back to the wall, demandiri],“ Give

it to me a 3030. 1 can hold it under de

arm and against de rock. I am still mad
at dem.”

“ Don't get too ambitious,” Jimmie an-
swered. “ You're here, aren't you? Be
content with that. The jar would open
that wound of yours and you'd bleed to
death, you Yid chimpanzee.”

“Vot de hell difference does it make
if‘lI do? I get it a few Japs in de mean-
vile,” .

“Yeah? Well, you don't get a 30-30
just the same, and I've a darn good mind
to take that .45 away from you I saw
Red tuck under the blanket before we
started.”

“Vot? Und leave it me mit noth-
ingk? Oi, mine persecuted race! Jim-
mie, you ain’t got it de heart to did it
I vill be good—no foolingk. 1 vill just
sit it here wnd vatch until it comes de
finish.”

“ All right, Abie. TI'll take your word
for it. We won't have any time to do
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any first aiding, remember that, old kid
Cohen.”

“1 wonder what is holdin’ the ban-
ties,” Red said. “ They should be here
by now. Listen to them maneuvering
around below. ‘To hear all the bugles
sounding off ye'd think they was afraid
of an attack themselves,”

“Holy cats! You've nicked it, Red.
That's what they are afraid of. ‘Those
gents that put the flashes on us only saw
some Manchu swordsmen and us and
part of a machine gun. I'll bet the Japs
think they are due for an attack from
the hills and are reforming their lines.
Go down and tell them it's only us, Red,
and that we're waiting for them up
here.”

“T will not. Let the banties find it
out for themselves. I wish Beany was
here.”

“So do we all, Red, Well, if you
won't go, old man Cordie’s son Jimmie
is going to cork up and get a little sleep.
Wake me if the doorbell rings.”

“We will, Jimmie darlin’. Who is to
fight the guns®

“ Not you, you red-headed ape. You
might jam yours to get a chance to jazz
around with a sword. I'll fight one and
George will fight the other. Carewe will
help me and you can help George. Any
further questions you have to ask, Mister
Dolan, ask them of my friend Mr.
Grigsby.”

“*Tis a sad thing to be accused av
jammin’ a gun in battle. Sorry the day
I hear ye say it, Jimmie Cordie. FEor
many the long year have I been wid ye
and never have ye—"

“You mean sorry the night, Mister
Dolan. Well, didn't you?"

“Mitin’t I whatt?”

“ You know what I mean. Didn't you
jam that gun on purpose?”

“Jjimmie, listen to me. Since ye ask
me outright, I dunno. I was pullin’ trig-
ger and thinking av poor Bean and wish-
in’ for a sword so that I could get to
close quarters wid them that got him,
and—I dunno, Jimmie darlin’, maybe I
did pull so fast that I knew she'd jam.”

“That's coming clean, Red. If you
did, you did it subconsciously, and that
lets you out. Forget it, Terence Aloy-
sius.”
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“1 will, then. What does tHagi—thatt=
subconscious thing mean, Jimmie dar-
lin*?”

“ Ask George to explain it. 1'm going
to sleep,”

CHAPTER XIII,

THE LAST STAND.

E Japanese were, as Red said,
afraid of an attack. The two non-
coms told of seeing Manchu

swordsmen and other men they did not
recognize and of seeing a machine gun
part. ‘The Japs jumped to the conclu-
sion that word had got to the Big Swords
or to the Tartars that they knew Jimmie
Cordie was allied with. So the Japs did
exactly what any other force would have
done. They reformed their lines to face
the hills,

No outfit, civilized or otherwise, cares
about getting tangled up in the hills with
hillmen. There is no room to manewver
men, and less room to quickly place guns
in commanding positions. The Japs were
no exception to the rule. The few times
any of their regiments had got any dis-
tance into the lulls, they had been badly
cut up. The commanding officers knew
that the Big Swords and the Taftars and
other fighting tribes had only one
thought when trained troops were seen
in the hills, and that was, " there is feed
and drink for our swerds.”

Wihile the Japanese were not exactly
in the hills, strictly speaking, they were
close enough to cause them to change
their battle front as quickly as possible.

They did not have any idea at all that
the men seen by the non-coms had come
from the city of Fung-hwan. Amd se,
for at least an hour, they awaited an at-
tack that did not come. At last the
cautiously advanced a couple of re
Lr;clalnts to flush up whoever was In t%

ills.

The only place they succeeded in get-
ting contact was in the main pass. The
two companies that went up the pass
were suddenly greeted with machine gun-
fire and a Manchu sword charge. The
few Japs that got back reported that the
Big Sworfds were in foree there,

This still further puzzled the Japs, as

e
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they could not figure out why the Big
Swords would all be in one pass and not
spread out over the hills and in the other
passes. Seo they decided te wait until
daylight before investigating further.

If Jimmie Cordie had known of that
decision he could have withdrawn up the
pass and been well on his way to the
Uryankhes before the sun came wup—
but he didn't. As far as he knew the
Japs might any moment eeme up the pass
in force, so he stayed right where he was.

In the morning the ruined city was
still, so still that it finally dawned on the
Japs that it was deserted.

A detachment was sent to it and not
long afterwards the officer in ¢pmmand
reported that there was not a man,
woman or child in the ecity of Fung-
hwaa,

* But how—how could they have come
through our lines?” asked a well mean-
ing but not very bright colonel. “ They
have neither plarss—"

“A tunnel,” snarled Colonel Nagayo,
almost beside himself with rage. “A
tunnel that put them beyond our lines. It
is they that were seen in the pass! Not
the Big Swords or the Tartars! Captain
Cordie and the other mongrels think they
can hold the pass against us while the
Chinese escape to the Big Swords! And
we wait here for a Big Sword attack.
Lieutenant General Mayoro, I ask in the
name of the iftelligenee divisien that the
pass. be taken prownpliy!”

CRACK regiment was: sent tip the

pass with orders to mop up, and

while doing it, take the white men
prisoners if possible.

Tihe advance company of the regiment
trotted briskly up the pass until it came
to the curve and started around it, then
came to a halt and looked around. It
was the last look for a good many of
shem. Two machine guns opened fire,
md after a moment or so there came,
is the machine guns stopped, a charge of
Manchu swordsmen.  The = Japanese,
‘hrown into confusion by the machine
jun fire, fought as they always do, brave-
fy But before the second company got
fo within a hundred yards of the curve,
:he first company had ceased to exist.

The Manchu swordsmen went back to
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their hiding place, but not- all of:them.
Fifteen of them had fallen.

“ That's knockin’ the pink toed. little
divils off the Christmas tree,” Red an-
nounced. “ We can do that all day, can’t
we, Jimummie?”

“ Well, here is-a sum in simple aritin-
metic for you, Mr. Dolan. If we lose
fifteem Big Swords and use two hundred
and fifty rounds of ammunition te stop
Jap Company Number One, what num-
ber Jap company will arrive right after
all the Big Swords and all the ammuni-
tion have been used up? Before you
answer, take a look at the ammunition.”

“ 1 never was good at arithmetic. What
the hell do I care what the number av
the company is? By now the women
and childer ought to be wid the friend
av ye”

“ That's right, Red. They ought to be
there or closc to there. If wc can hold
Misto Jap for a little while now it's a
cinch that they’ll get to Uryankhes terri-
tory. The column, T mean, not the Japs.”

“We know what ye mean, Jimmie.
Well, what's to stop us holding the japs
for as long as we want?”

“ Oi,” the Yid said, “ how I lofe it you,
Irisfhe bummer. Come over here und 1
vill smack it you on de forehead mit de
kiss of re »

“Ye will what? Jimmie, the Yid scut
is gettin’ better—praiise to all the saints
in paradise. Did ye hear what he said
to me, the Hester Steeet gibbon? - Afe ye
really feelin’ better, Abie darlin'?’

“1 am, much better, Ven
number twenty-vom gets it here, I vill go
down and cakevalk dem back te de mines
all by myself.”

Jimmie Cordie laughed. “ Wait until
company eighty-eight gets here, Yid.
Youll have that much more strength.™

“ Jimmie, do you think this is the last
stand av us?’

“ Yeah, boy. We couldn't run now if
we wanted to, aundi—"

“ Who the hell wants to run, ye shrimp
av the world? There is no run in any
of us and well ye know it, Jimmie
Cordie.”

“Did 1 say there was, you big ape?"

“1 seen it de lrish gonif run omos,”
the Yid asserted. “ My, how he did pick
it dem up and lay dem down.”
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“ Well, ye Yid black and white Kittty!
Here I was worried to the heart av me
about ye, and now, now ye say 1 ran.

“ You remember it dot time in Shang-
hai dot you und me und anodder feller
got it into de fan-tan house by mistake?
Vere de two big Chink vomen came it
at us mit de brooms? You made it de
first hundred yards in nothingk fFat—
und de next hundred in less™

“Mw., hell, who wouldn’t run from a
conple of women wid brooms? 'Tis not
what I mean and well ye—"

“Listen. Yid,"” Jimmie Cordie said,
“you are doing altogether too much talk-
ing. You'we liable to open thatt—here
comes company number twol"” e

The Japanese companies kept right on
coming and would have come two at a
time if the pass had been wide enough.

Amd as they showed they were met
with machine gunfire and then sword
charges. But the swordsmen became
fewer and fewer, and so did the belts of
ammunition for the machine guns.

In three hours there were left of the
swordsmen fifteem, and of belts for the
machine guns two.

HERE was a lull between Jap com-
panies for some unknown reason
and during it Red said, * Think av

something, Jimmie. Ye always have
before.”

“1 only wish I could, Mister Dolan.
Remember the story about the pitcher
that went to the well once too often? I'm
afraid 1've used my thinker once too
often. About all L can get as a connected
thought is *I1tgpre the codlumn Heas gt
to the Uryankhes Tartats by this time,’'
over and over again. And if it hasn't,
after the japs clean up on us they still
have the Manchu swords to go through
in twe places. Why think of anything,
Red? Do you want to live forever?”

“ Sure he does.” put in the Yid. * He
is afraid of going to de hot place mit de
rest of de Dolans.”

“ Here they come[i* Jimmie Cordie in-
terrupted. “ Hold your swords back,”
to the Manchu officer. “ We'll let them
come right up after us this time."

The Japanese did that coming up
thing, without a second’s hesitation.
They came up with bayonets fixed, the

ARGOSY

;:Jﬂi:i:ers with revolvers spitting flame and
ead.

But they met swords of ‘steel and -45
Colt bullets. The machine gun stayed
the upward rush for a moment or two,
then several Japanese soldiers below fired
at Grigsby and Carewe who were now
operating it. Both men were hit and fell
away from the gun.

“ Did ye see that, Jimmie ?" Red asked
as he reloaded his Colt. “ George and
Carewe are gone.”

“They may only be wounded, Red.
Stay with it, old kid."

The Fighting Yid had in some way
got to his feet. He stood, his back to
the wall, using his Colt 4§ and talking
now as ever.

The Manchus were fighting like they
always fight, to the death. Jimmie Cor-
die and Red Dolan stood as if on parade
and shot with deadly accuracy. Rifle
bullets were singing the death song close
to them now.

Nearer and nearer came the bayonets
of the Japanese, and as they got close,
the rifle fire stopped for fear of hitting
Japs.

* Saf long, Red," Jimmie said calmly
“1 hope we both go to the same—"

The thunder of countless hoofs came
to their ears and mingled with it the
wild, full throated, menacing vyell of
Uryankhes Tartars charging home.

The Japs heard it and stopped, then
turned and executed one of their rear-
ward movements, a very fast rearward
movement indeed.

Down the pass, filling it from side to
side, came the Uryankhes, led by Sahet
Khan. He had brought with him ten
thousand of the fiercest, most dreaded
fighting men of the hills, to rescue his
blood brother, Jimmie Cordie. The
Uryankhes fight any and all at any and
all tunes, and to them the Japanese, for
all their guns, big and little, were small
men to be slashed at and ridden over.
The Jap regiment in the pass went down
under Tartar swords and horses’ hoofs.
And the Tartars kept right on.

As Sahet Khan rode past, Red whis-
pered. “'Tis goofy I am, Jimmie dar-
lin', and seein’ ghosts. Beany was ridin’
wid Sahet Khan. 'Tis back he has come
from the land av spirits te—"
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* Snap out of it, Red. = That ‘was the -
He -

Codfish Duke.”

“I'm just after tellin’ ye it was.
looked as lifelike as—"

“ Redl Come to, you idiot! The Bean
escaped, you double fool! He escaped
in some way and got to Sahet Khan in-
stead' of the Big Swords. You look as
if—well, for Pete's sake! Listen to
thatl That’s not Jap artillery. That's
Big Sword stuff. Well—" Jimrie Cor-
die sat down on a rock.
Big Swords "and the Uiryamkhes have
come to take our place at the party,
guess we can sit down for a minute.”

“ Oi, Jimmie!” yelled the Yid. “George
und Carewe both tried to get it upl® .
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“ G]e;)rge and Carewe are coming back
o ‘ e »

Sahet Khan and the Manchu neble
Chang-Lung Liang who led ‘the Big
Swords, were old campaigners, and soon
saw that they could not whip the japs
in the open. They finally got their men
in hand and retreated to the hills. There
the Tartars and the Big Swords snarled
defiance to the Japs and dared them to
come into the hills and fight it eut.

The Japanese were qtite content
‘where they were,

Chang-Lung Liang and Sahet Khan
‘rode up to where Jiiimnie Cordie was giv-
ing Grigsby and Carewe first aid. Both
men had been badly but not fatally
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- -wounded.
HE Japanese stood rlght to it and
took the charge of the Uryankhes.

- Jimmie looked up. “TPhe women and
children, Sahet Khan?”
chﬂd?@ﬁ}' a8ctafeidrood brother.”
Chpeg-lawagsataangoolpokestndewn at
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Herries choked off her startled
outcry

.

The Terror of Algiers

By H. BEDFORD-JONES
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LEADING UP

T happened in Algiers, where almost
anything can happen. John Herries,
ex-aviator and buyer for an Ameri-

can firm, might have thought less about
the mysterious death of that Frenchman
had it not been that two others had died
if exactly the same manner. ‘The three
fmen appeared to have committed suicide,
but the parallel detalls of thelr deaths in-
dieated, unmistakably, murder.

Herries saw a definite connection be-
tween the last two cases (the first victim
had been the Count de Chausson, a re-
tired military man belonging to a wealthy
family). Herries had been traveling on
a French steamer bound for Algiers. A

TO THIS INSTALLMENT

stranger named Leconte, evidently ter-
rorized by something or some one, had
furtively accosted him the day before
they were due in port. He pleaded with
Herries to take charge of a certain en-
velope during the remainder of the voy-
age, returning it to him when they
landed,

A few hours later Herries started to
retire, and chanced upon an extraordi-
narily beautiful young woman, in the act
of leaving his cabin. He refused to let
her go; but though his effects had been
gone through, nothing was stolen, and
he could de nothing about the matter.
She refused to talk, refused alse te give

This story began last week
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her right name; but later he learned that
she was Mile. Zelie Vassal. Obviously,
she had been hunting for the envelope
given to him by Leconte.

Next morning, Herries learned that
during the night Leconte had been shot
to death, presumably by his own hand.
Not knowing what else to do, he opened
the envelope entrusted to his care, and
found therein a simple camera negative,
addressed to one A. M. Parker, St.
George's Hotel,

His first move upon landing was to
hunt up the unknown Parker—amly to
find that the individual in question was
a Miss Alice Parker.. Only a week pre-
vious the girl's father, an American
architect, had been murdered! under cir-
cumstances closely resembling those sur-
rounding the death of Leconte. She dis-
claimed all knowledge of the negative,
except that Leconte had been commis-
sioned to get it from her father's safety-
deposit box in Marseilles.

Herries persuaded her to let him have
several prints made from the negative,
and when this was done, he realized for
the first time just how anxious was the
Vassal woman's partner, a notorious
gambler named Nick Zontroff, to get
hold of the negative. Several unsuccess-
ful attempts, both by force and by bri-
bery, were made to make Herries give
the film up. Then he placed prints and
negative in an envelope and mailed them
to himself, hoping to outwit Zontroff.

Then he met Alice Parker’s friend, the
mysterious little cockney, John Solomon,
and learned that the Prefect of Police,
who had promised to follow up a clew
on the death of Alice Parker's father,
was the fourth man to be killed—another
“ suicide™

From Solomon, Herries also learned
that his own life was in grave danger,

CHAPTER III (Gootinedy).
A HOUSE OF LUXURY.

SAT there for another half hour
before the village postman showed
up with his little black box of let-
ters and pen and inkpot. Then I was
at the desk before him—sure enough,
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along came my letter. 1 grabbed it
from the clerk, turned to the lift, and
went up to my room.

So far, I had not unpacked a thing,

Wiith the door locked, I tore open
the envelope I had addressed to myself
earlier in the day, and took out the
film and the two prints. Thenm I un-
packed my bag, very thoughtfully, had
a quick shower in the immense tiled
bathroom, and got into fresh clothes.
I had plenty to think about, too. That
hotel room was about as wide open as
the sky. A balcony went clear around
each floor, opening into every room,
and I knew by experience that the
Arab maids were likely to come walk-
ing unconcernedly in at all hours, with-
out bothering to use the doors. Any-
body could go walking anywhere in
that hotel.

As for the prints, the vague figure
puzzled me no longer. The picture
showed a middle-aged and rather ugly
lady, and beside her, standing with a
smirk on his gorilla’s face, Nick
Zontroft.

Here, beyond question, was an an-
swer to everything—ihat is, one sort
of answer. At least, I had an inkling
of who was behind the deviltry going
on in Algjiers. This picture was of
some enormous value to Nick Zontroff.
The reason was something else again.
Why a snapshot of himself, in the
company of a most unattractive wo-
man, should be cause for the hottest
Wimd of intrigue and the most dastard-
ly sort of murder was impossible to
tell. What I had seen of Bijou, the
Vassal woman, and the young officer,
however, linked up with this picture in
running the trail directly to Zontroff.
But unfortunately, not so far as the
law was concerned.

I was thinking of this as I struggled
into a clean shirt. Wihen a sharp knock
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came at the door, it opened to admit
the desk clerk in person, who bowed
profoundly to me.

“ M'soesd! Tt is M. Zontroff, wio
requests that you accompany him for a
ride.”

Instead of takismg me for a ride, he
was offering one; but I had the uneasy
suspicion that it might amount to the
same thing.

There were a number of things 1
might have done; so I did none of
them, and merely told the clerk that 1
would be down as soon as I could
dress. s

He departed. I finished dressing,
as I was about to leave, catching up the
film that had caused all this trouble
and shoving it into my pocket.. Ciga-=
rettes, money, a clean handkerchief,
and I was ready.

Civilization had so far improved on
French custom at this hotel that a
guest might use the “ lift ¥ to go down
as well as up. Wihen I stepped out
into the narrow lobby, the clerk mo-
tioned to the door. I stepped outside,
to see a huge Minerva, about the big-
gest thing on wheels in all Algiers.
Sitting back grandly in the tonneau
was the gorilla Zontroff, alone.

His chauffeur held open the door for
me, he himself held out his hand, and
I climbed in. It was not quite four-
thirty, so I had plenty of time for a
drive.

“Wédll, well, my friend!” he ex-
claimed in his throaty, carrying voice.
“You see, I keep my promise! We
are going for a little drive—You are
well 2"

“ Usually,” 1 responded, sinking
back beside him.

The car started off, heading for
Mustapha Supérieur.

“1 am delighted to see you agaim,"
I said politely.
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“V¥es?” he returned, giving me a
look. “ You have heard of me, per-
haps?”

“ Never in my life, before we met
this noon,” I said. *“ But I have some-
thing that belongs to you, obviously,
I recognized it as such. Here it s’

I took out the film and handed it to
him,

If he had been sitting ten thousand
feet up in a perfectly clear sky, -and
tracer bullets had suddenly begun to
smoke around him, he could not have
been more astonished. For a minute
or so he was utterly incapable of
speech or motiom. - Alll he could do was
sit there and gape.

I pretended not to notice his stupe-
faction.

“I've had the devil's own time over
that picture,”” I said. *“I started to
throw it away, then I took a look at
it and recognized you. A lot of people
seemed to know I had it, for some rea-
son. - They’ve been buzzing around all
afternoon. Since the man in the pic-
ture is evidently you, I kept it for
you."

He took out a silk handkerchief and
wiped the perspiration from his face,
with its flat nose and square-cut, re«
treating chin. Then he reached out
and grabbed me. It was just a quick,
impulsive hug, but for a minute I
thought I was gone.

* Listen, my friend,” he said, seem-
ing to grope for words. * You—mon
Diznt! It is incredible. Incredible i—
You are right. Other people wanted
that picture. You understand, it com-
promised a lady! Amd mow—now!
Waiit a minute.”

E roared at the chauffeur, who
drew in to the curb. Zontroff
pulled out matches, struck one,

and touched it to the fiitm. His huge,
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hairy fingers were positively shaking.
Then he turned to me.

“ Now you come with me,” he said,
in a grim, determined manner. “ You
are my friend; 1 owe you something.
Say no more! We must not talk here.
Wait."”

Again he roared, probably in Bul-
gar, and the swarthy chauffeur threw
in his gears. We shot away at a mad
speed, paying absolutely no attention
to any restrictions. When an Arab
gendarme whistled after us, Zontroff
merely spat a curse at him. He
clapped me on the knee and shoved a
elgar at me. Then we were out of
the beulevard, swinging into one of
these levely hill reads that pieree the
heights Behind Alghers, where fairy
villas eling t8 the hillsides abeve an-
eient farms enee werked By Christian
slaves.

Zontroff broke into song, rumbling
some queer melody. His eyes were
shining, his fists beating time. He was
like a man drunk, but he was drunk
with sheer jubilation, and not with
wine. Somehow, that picture had
meant an enormous lot to him. The
explanation he had given was obvious-
ly false.

Suddenly he turned to me, beaming.

“ And to think,” he observed, * that
I considered you clever, when you
were only stupidly honest! You are a
rare man, my friend—What do you
want most in the world? Money?
Beautiful women? Wimne? You shall
have them all—Jewels? You shall
have the finest in the world! What do
you most desire?”

“ Some American cigarettes,” I said
gravely.

Zontroff rolled his eyes at me, then
broke into a roar of laughter.

“ You shall have them as well,” he
said, when he could speak again. He

wiped tears of laughter from his eyes.
“ Look! There is my howse”

It was a huge place on a hilltop, for
which we were racing full speed. As
we drew around the last curve, we
passed between massive gates where
two men, evidently guards, saluted us.
The walls, stretching to either hand,
were eight feet high, and emormously
thick—these striking walls of northern
Afiriea thai are seen everywhete. Be-
fore us appeared the house, a massive
strueture of huge size, glittering with
tile work and mesale. We came to a
halt beneath a porte-eechere, and a
servamt iR blaek-and-searlet  hvery
epened the ear doof.

" Send Boris to me in the lithrany,
instantly,” barked Zontroff.

1 followed him into a house the
magmificence of which was astonish-
ing. The rooms were large, and fur-
nished with a gaudy, ornate splendor
beyond description. Some French
decorator had evidently been given a
free hand, and he had made the most
of it.

We passed through these gorgeous
rooms and came into a large library,
evidently the personal room of -my
host, and the place where he was most
at home. It was rather untidy, with
the air of being much used.

A valet appeared, took our things,
and bowed respectfully as Zontroff
gave him orders.

I glanced around the room. Imstead
of the usual tiled walls, the place was
paneled with oak. There were easy
chairs, a big, filat-topped desk, tantalus
and smoking outfits. Amd on the walls
hung old masters—three or four of
them. A huge fireplace was at one end
of the room, and at the other a wide,
immense window giving an outlook
pver the gardens and the green val-
leys beyond.
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“This is a ‘house of luxury, my
friend,” said Zontroff proudly. *“ The
air is cooled. It has everything money
cam— - Ah! ~ You, Borist”

He turned, as a thin, cadaverous,
snake-eyed man appeared and bowed,

Zontroff flew out at him, with no
regard whatever for my presence.

“Woom fool, Boris! Tm five minutes
I have done what all your fools could
not do.—Call them off, do you under-
stand? M. Herries is my guest. Wihat-
ever he desires is his.”

Boris bowed. “ Very well, excel-
lency. The native whom we found
last night in the gardem—"

“ Yes, yes!” broke in Zontroff. “ He
has talked?”

“ He will not talk, excellency.”

“1 shall come at once® Zontroff
turned to me. “ My friend, make your-
self at home. Coffee will be served,
I shall return in a few moments, if you
will excuse me." :

T nodded, and he strode off with
Boris, his huge, ungainly figure sham-
bling over the floor with tremendous
rapidity. He looked and acted con-
stantly more like a gorilla.

OW 1 had to take a long chance,
and I concluded that there was
aodtiinediktutiee preserthe@nvhe

desk wus timdelidghome, pmsdntalingthd
fiestn whe maclelephhoardanbe taidiegmi¢
fice tfeardermirineed renitte opetator
Yoieveofthe famibereof rérelStopGeatare
Hegalg athé presvety dfadhAlie Bedige
HotdH exnidsp sprarkingiiad Abink Parierd
in ‘4 Harres—@Pgakyon, Tehcipigur friend
Bohbieiry’—Can you reach our friend
SoloMiy 7 ves,” she said in surprise.

" DNt Yasck. she eRithiiA s rPeisento
my Rt fuiek: hdtell; BNl thedgblénts
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them and keep them until we see him
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‘He can:learn at the hotel
1 can't talk

to-night.
who called and got me.
more now. So lomg.”

I hung up—and just in time, too. 1
had no more than lighted a cigarette
when one of the gaudily liveried serv-
ants came in with a huge silver tray
bearing coffee and liqueurs. 1 paid no
attention to him, but strolied around
the room looking at the pictures and
the view. This -was a library which
contained no books whatever,

When I was alone again I made a
closer examimation, hoping for some
light on Zontroff. 1 got none. Some-
how the thought of what I had just
done made me shiver. If that tele-
phone conversation had been over-
heard. - Still, it -was unlikely. = This
was Zontroff's private line,. and he
would not allow any tampering. An
instant later the telephone buzzed soft-
ly. Going to the desk, I picked up the
instrument and “spoke with his deep
rumbling growl.

“ Exxellency!” came the response in
Fremch. “TPhts is Montjoy, at the féew-
réan. Countess de Chausson is here
now, in the: other room. She has
brought the money, but she will not
give it to me until the letters are placed
in her hands. She threatens, is hys-
taricat, blames uShiorthheatheath ief Hyer
hrsbaldlarfése us thamgeeotsath Sifakiek

gisbaiber e letitzagends. clodbalthe

gffsir Her the letters and close the
affaiyes,” I said.

“ Vesy' webhidxcellency.”

1 YeryedvéHonexded ldrek, " grinning to
mylsdlfrned frin fthdedeshagriittiengaty
adetb misthkd, Tadadl Sodferidtlewift
#0h O Big et ahldewhasehereth fovibid
&inds bazhves dapndimhat they inferred
camg Rhek dfideY ¢hind. Evidently Zon-
trofit Hhd -atficsined?in Eédently 2and
Wat wad s offientesstife dhaussdAd

VRRoNAR HTiwikauAles 1ed CAieLEBoRT

I thought of what Alice had said about
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the retired colonel and aristocrat who
had presumably shot himself a few
weeks back. The same, possibly. Let-
ters and money — why, it sounded a
whole lot like blackmail, for a fact!

T this instant a faint sound
reached me, froze me where I
stood. It was a scream, coming

from somewhere. Faint as it was, the
sound was terrible—indkescriibably elo-
quent of horrof. I thought of the na-
tive who had been found in the garden
and who had refused to talk. As a
rule, my nerves are pretty good, but
that scream jangled them badly, some-
hew.

Sitting down to the tray, I poured
out some black coffee and drank it.
The strong stuff pulled me together in
a jiffy. Luckily, too, for as 1 was
pouring more, there came a swish of
silken skirts, and I looked up to see the
Vassal woman entering the room. At
sight of me she stopped dead, in the
utmest astonishment; then she recov-
ered and eame forward, smiling.

“ Why, it is Mr. Herries!"” she ex-
claimed, putting out her hand to me
as I rose. “Of all people! I'm de-
lighted to see you again so soon.”

“‘The delight, I assure you, is mu-
tual,” I said, holding a chair for her.

She seemed quite at home here, and
was wearing a magmificent afternoen
gown, a gossamer scarf wound about
her shoulders. Her position in the
household was clear enough to me, but
she made it clearer.

“I expected to find M. Zontroff
here,” she said. “ You know, I am his
social secretary. He is quite careless
about engagements, and is due for din-
ner to-night at the governor’s palace.
Did he bring you home with him?"”

Before I could reply, Zontroff him-
self appeared, a frown on his gorilla-
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face. It vanished at sight of us, and
he came forward, rubbing his hands.

“ Ah, Zelie, my dear!” he exclaimed.
“ Some coffee, if you please. Your
American friend has become my guest.
He has rendered me a great service—s
an inestimable service! Now [ am go-
ing to show him my appreciation in
some small way.—Hwoui the coffee, by
all means.”

As he said these words, the lady
gave me a look. It was a cool, ap-
praising sort of look, and it warned
me. I knew perfectly well that she
would disabuse Zontroff of the notion
that I was a stupidly homest sort of
person. The big gorilla himself might
be duped, but net this woman. She
had brains enough for a dozen,

Zontroff crossed to the opposite
wall, pressed a spring, and slid back a
panel to expose the face of a wall-safe.
I noticed that he turned a couple of
switches. Undouwbtedly that safe had
electrical safeguards, to use the word
literally. Then he opened the door,
took something out, and closed up the
whole thing again before turning back
to us.

Zelie Vassal, to use her full name,
was demurely pouring coffee.

Zontroff held out a small plush case
to me, a beaming grin on his ugly face.

“ M. Herries, you refused to-day
to be bribed with forty thousand
francs,” he said. “ Here is a present
for you, therefore; a testimonial of my
appreciation, and worth three times
that sum.”

I took the box and opened it. Inside
was a magmificent ring, set with three
superb diamonds.

“ But, my dear sirm—"

“ No protests! Put it on. Let us
see if it flits!” he exclairmed eagerly.
“ You shall wear it in memory of our
friendship.”
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I saw the woman's face assume an
expression of the most intense aston-
ishment -at these words, but he saw
nothing at all. He pressed the ring
onto my : third finger, where it fitted,
and then slapped me on the back.

“ Now, let us nedhao—ttall—chatt—be
merry P' he exclairmed, dropping into a
chair. “ Ahf This is good coffee. It
is my weakmess, this good Nosi Be
coffee of Algiers!”

I had another cup, and we followed
it with a liqueur. Affterward, I re-
membered that Zelie WVassal, had
poured that drink, and I remembered
her quiet, dangerous smiling glance as
I drained the glass. It was some time
afterward—a long time afterward, in
fact, before I could remember any-
thing. For that drink knocked me out
cold . ...

CHAPTER IV.
BLACKMAIL RING.

T was late the next morning when

I awakened. I knew it was mext

morning, for the Caoumiéer duif-
rigsee lay beside me on the bed, with
the date showing plainly.

By degrees I came awake and real-
ized my position. I lay in a gorgeous
little room, blazing with morning sun-
light; silken walls, a high, carved bed,
everything most ornate and luxurious,
I was even wearing silk pajamas. A
tray on a bedside table held coffee and
rolls, covered over. Exuept for a
heavy head, I felt quite myself, and a
swallow of coffee brought me around
in good shape.

The diamond-ring was still on my
finger—BlBut it was certainly the next
morning, and I had entirely missed my
dinner engagement with Alice.

“ Pamn it]” I exclaimed, after try-
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ing to remember.  “ That Vassal wom-
an doped me, and no mistake. She's
a smart one, right enough. She prob-
ably laid me out, and has been trying
to convince Zontroff that I tricked him.
H-m! We'll see later. Meamtiines—"

I opened up the folded mnewspaper.
On the front page was the announce-
ment of the death of the prefect, and
this gave me a jolt. The whole paper
was full of it, in fact, and also of Le-
conte’s suicide aboard the boat. In the
whole first eolumn there was a scream-
ing editorial about ali this; it weat en
to recount the suieide of the Ameriean
architeet, Parker, and of the Couwnt de
Chausson, retired eolonel of Tirail-
leurs. The weiter of that editeriat had
been seafed stiff, tee! I read part of

his eloguence;

Four persons of promimemre—suicides
in exactly the same manner! Ladies and
gentlemen, it is formidable! It gives one
to pause. What manner of epidemic has
come upon Algters, that this should be
$07?

An epidemic, certainly. Any. one of us
may retire at night, and be found with a
pistol in eold fingers at morning. This
madness comes upon the most unlikely
victims. The Prefect of Police, an esti-
mable gentleman, who had no enemies, and
whe was happy in his domestic affairs,
respected and honered, is the latest vic-
tim. Amnother, a few hours earlier, out
at sea.

An epidemic, then! A terrible epidemic,
my good readers—one of which we are o
stand in deadly fear.

It went on in the same way for a
column. . There were interviews with
prominent physicians and others, in re-
gard to possible suicide epidiemics;
there were suicide statistics, spectal ar-
ticles, and so fo-th. The religious and
social aspect of suicide, too, was taken
up.
“ By George!” I muttered, throwing
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aside the paper. “ Amybody who wad-
ed through all that mess would be in-
clined to suicide when he got throughl
Algiers will have suicide on the brain
if it keeps up.”

There was a peal of thin, silvery
laughier, then silence. I looked around.
Certainly 1 was alone in the room. Ad-
joining was a gorgeously tiled bath-
room, but the door was open and 1
could see that it was empty. With a
sudden chill feeling, 1 leaned over and
poured more coffee, and drank it.

Some one was watching me, and 1
knew now who it was. Tiis room was
probably arranged so that a person on
the outside could see and hear what
went on inside. 1 was thinking this
when my door opened and into the
room swaggered Zelie Vassal, hands
on hips, fllinging a smile at me. She
was wearing a fluffy, magnificent neg-
ligee that must have cost a small for-
tune.

“ Good morning, my honest Ameri-

can!" she exclaimed brightly. “ Yeu
slept welll?"
“ Perfectly, thanks,” I said. * But

what do you mean by coming into my
bedroom without a chaperon, you
shameless womam?"

She taughed delightedly at that, took
a cigarette from the dresser and light=
ed it.

“ It wouldn't be the fiirst time, would
it? she demanded. *“ Well, my friend,
since I have learned that it is impossi=
ble to vamp you—as you told me your-
self—you can feel perfectly safe. 1
merely came to ask you a question.”

“©nt” I said. “THem go right
ahead. I want to dress.”

“ Don't mind me, 1 beg of you.

She came forward and perched her-
self on the foot of my bed and looked
at me. Her smile had vanished now,
and when I met her eyes, I had the
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same sensation of acute danger that I
had felt aboard the boat.

* Your question?" 1 said.

“ A simple one,” she replied, and
took the cigarette from her lips. “ Just
whalt is your game?™

I sat up in bed and showed the ring
on my hand.

“This," I said. “ Isn't it a lemutty?*

She made a quick, angry gesture.

* Come, don't try evasion, | assure
you, I mean to get at the truth, and
you know perfectly well that you can't
fool me. Why were you on the boat?
Why did you take the envelope from
Leconte? Why did you go direct to
the girl, then keep the film yourself?
Bah! 1If you come clean you may save
your life, my fine fellow. If not, you
know what you'll get. You've tricked
him, ail right, but I've opened his eyes.
He's -out learning the truth mow.—
Buying a camera, indeed! Yow were
getting copies made of that picture!
That's why you handed eover the film
as if you had been a simpleton! Well,
what's your game? Amswer mel”

O tell the truth, that was some-
thing of a relief. I did not have
the brains or the desire to do

any fencing with this cat. She was a
bad one, as I had known from the
start. If Zontroff was really visiting
that photographer, he would quickly
find out the truth,

Coolly throwing back the elegant
covers, 1 swung my legs out of bed
and yawned.

“Zelie,” 1 said, “ you've hit the
bull's-eye, all right. We might as well
come clean, as soon as I get a ciga-
rette to keep you compamy.”

I went to the dresser, took a ciga-
rette from the open box there, and lit
it. Then I turned to her, after a glance
out the window which showed me all
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I needed to know. She was still sit-
ting there on the edge of the bed, puff-
ing at her cigarette and watching me
with a triumphant glitter in her eyes.

“Ywaulll talk, will you?"” she asked.

“@X cpurse,” 1 said negligently.
“You don't think 1 want to be one of
those suicides, do yow?”

Her hLps curved in a thin, cruel
smile. * Yow'we guessed that, too,
eh? Well, where are you from? The
Paris prefectwre?"

“ Exactly,” 1 said. Reaching over
to the dresser, 1 took up an ash tray
and set it on the bed beside her. “ We
must be considerate of these sumptu-
ous silken quilts, by all mesrss—"

She never suspected a thing, mever
had a hint of warning. Wiith one hand
I took her around her throat, with the
other tipped up her feet. She fell
backward on the bed—and I held her
there.

She never uttered a single squawk,
for I had made sure of a good grip.

It was not simple, by a good deal,
I have an uncommon-lot of strength in
my hands and arms, but if 1 had not
sunk my fingers in- her flesh I would
never have managed it. The woman
fought like a tigress. She sguirmed,
twisted, kicked, shoved her: cigarette
into my cheek, tore strips of skin from
my shoulder and arm with her deawss—
and then collapsed. She was blue in
the face — strangled — when I loosed
my geip. For a moment 1 thought she
was dead, until I felt her heart beat
and saw her breast rise and fall with
quick breaths.

Then 1 lost no time. Towels from
the bathroom served to bind her good
and tight and stuff a temporary gag be-
tween her teeth. As I worked I found
a small pistol in her gown pocket, and
appropriated it with thanks. Wihen 1
had her trussed up, I shoved her into
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bed and drew up the bedclothes, hiding
everything but a bit of her forehead
and a wisp of her hair. To any casual
glance it would look as though it was
I who was lying there sleeping.

Shutting the door, I made a dive for
my clothes. Bleeding in-a dozen places,
and with my cheek burned, I was
awake now and no mistake. It was
late in the morning—ellewem, said my
watch. Zontroff was gone, according
to her, but he would be back quickly
enough after he had talked a bit with
that photographer, who, of course,
would cough up the truth when Zon-
troff got after him.

Dressing hurriedly, pocketing the
little pistol supplied by the lady, I
locked the door, took all the cigarettes
I could find, and went to the window.
Amy escape through that house, with
its ‘many ‘servants, was quite hopeless.
Beneath the window, however, was the
sloping tile roof of the porte-cochere
at the side of the house, with the gar-
dens beyond. There was not a soul in
sight.  Umtil - Zontroff returned. I flig-
ured, no one would be trying to pre-
vent my escape.

The next moment I was out on those
tiles. Their serrated edges gave me-a
grip, and lying flat, I worked my way
down by degrees. My mind was run-
ning fast all the while, too. I had no
hankering to face Zontroff when he
learned how I had tricked him. His
gratitude over the presentation of the
coveted film, his diamond gift, had
been pretty crude and raw, and he
would be just as crude in his fury. 1
was beginning to feel the dope they had
given me now, and I was not -in any
shape-to stand-up to that gorilla.

Suddenly my foot went out over
nothing. I was at the edge of the roof.
There was nothing to hang on by ex-
cept the tiles. I slid down and down,
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then let go, and went with a rush, to
land sprawling. The shock was heavy
enough to leave me dizzy for a mo-
ment. Wihen I scrambled to my feet
and found no damage done, I started
down the drive toward the enftrance
gates, feeling considerably pleased
with myself.

ERE was a man at the gates;
no Arab, but apparently another
of the swarthy Slavs who served

Zontroff. He was sitting on a stool
at one side of the massive iron grilles,
smoking a pipe and eyeing ruie without
apparent concern as I approached him.
Lighting a cigarette, 1 made my ap-
proach as casual as possible, I nodded
amiably to him; he stood up and
touched his cap.

“ Open the gates, if you please,” I
said.

“ M'stzn’ has a passs?"

“Noo,” 1 said. “uln’t Beris tell
you that I was M. Zontroff's guest?
Open them.*

He took the pipe from his mouth,
puzzied. 1 saw that he was a slow,
dull-witted rascal.

“ But m'sian’ must knew the gates
can be opened only when I see a pass,”
he said resolutely. ¥ Boris has told
me notthing.”

“Then I'll show you my pass,’ 1
said.

Amd with that I let him have a neat
uppercut that took him under the chin
and flopped him over on his face. 1le
had been so busy talking and listening
that he had not observed me getting
planted for the blow.

Though he was not knocked out, he
was past doing any damage. 1 frisked
him quickly, found a big automatic
that I tossed among the bushes, and
turned to the iron gates. Tihese opened
by a handie on the inner side. I swung
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them ajar and walked out and down
the road that curved around the hill.

So that was that. Amd now, if I
could get safely back to Allgiiers, I had
some information that wouid be of
vital interest to somehudiy—undoubt-
edly to the police. If Solomon had
got the message from me and had sense
enough to hang on to those prints, we
might learn something from them.

Looking back at it, I can see now
that I was still far from realizing even
a small portion of the whole ghastly
truth.

I padded along the road for a while,
without the least idea of my where-
abouts. Those hillside roads above Al-
giers form a perfect maze, with lordly
villas and scrubby native farms on
every hand, and I had never explored
them to any extent. I was on almost
the last elbow-curve of the hillside,
when, looking down at the road direct-
ly below, I saw a big Minerva {fasitiimg
upward. Zontroff’s car.

The wall on my left had a huge
breach, half stopped by specimens of
the enormous cactus which one sees
growing everywhere in northern
Affriica. I scrambled through the breach
in a hurry, and stayed there. until the
Minerva had purred past up the hill,
then I came back into the road. Now
I made time to the road below, a main
road that ambled along through a
charming little valley. I had gone only
a few hundred yards, in the unhappy
knowledge that all hell would be let
loose after me any minute now, when
I turned a curve and came slap upon a
big Rolls Royee drawn up beside the
road. The hood was up and a chauf-
feur was tinkering with the engine.

“So ‘ere you are, sir!™ exclaimed
a familiar voice. “ Dang it, Ahmed,
'op out o' that! —In with you, Mr.
Herries—amd werry smart about it
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There was Solomon, sitting on the
back seat, holding the door open as
though he had been expecting me! And
the chauffeur, banging down his hood,
leaped to his seat and squirmed under
the wheel like a filesh.

OR an instant I was too stupefied

to move, then I scrambled into

the big car. Solomon slammed

the door and caught my arm, pressing
me down.

“On the flwor!?” he exclaimed, his
wheezy voice urgent. - “ Amd stay
there!

I sprawled out at his feet, as the car
hummed and whirred into speed. - Just
what was up I did not know, and for
the moment I did not care. I heard a
voice call something, then Solomon
leaned far over me for a moment,
I'here was a crash, a tinkle of broken
glass, and splinters fell around my
face. From behind us I heard the
shafp, whiplike report of a rifle, then
another; but by this time we were go-
Ing at tremendous speed.

“ All right now, sir.’*

I got up on the seat beside Solomen,
who was wiping his face with a hand-
kerchief. The rear window of the car,
above his head, was shattered.

“ Bullet 7" I asked. “ Who was it?"

He looked at me, and his blue eyes
twinkled.

“1'm ‘oping as 'ow you can tell me
that, sir,” he exclaimed. “ Werry close
shave it was, too, and werry lucky as
I ’appened to be keeping me eye on
this wicinity.”

He picked up the speaking tube be-
side him and spoke rapidly in Arabic
to the chauffeur. The man, in front,
nodded his head and sent us shooting
at incredible speed into a cross road.
We went around on two wheels, right-
ed, and kept going.
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“ Pang it!" observed Solomon mild-
ly. “ Now that 'ere Zontroff will *ave
me number and will knaw as I'm a
fightimg 'im! Well, it might be a 'ole
lot worse, as the old gent said when %
buried 'is third.”

“Ml you get those piicthomres?

Solomon nodded, but he did not re-
ply. The Arab chauffeur took a hill
road before us at an utterly mad speed,
and I saw that the pudgy little cockney
was highly nervous. Then we struck
the level highway at the crest, and
went sweeping along like a bird in
flightt.

“ What beats me,” I said, “is how
you happened to be waiting for mmeli—
Or so it seemed.”

“1 was waiting for one o' me own
men, sir,” rejoined Solomon in his
oddly apologetic tone. “ An Arab, ‘e
was; and yesterday ‘e found a way to
get inside that ’ere 'ouse and lot.”

“Oht" 1 said.

Solomon gave me a look.

“TIHet man—" I continued. ‘“He
was looking over the place for -you,
was he? Well, you won’t see hm
again."

I told him what had happened on
the previous afternoon, and about the
scream I had heard. Solomon said
nothing at all. His face remained quite
blank.

“ Of course,” I added, “it doesm't
sound credible in the least. I don't
really think he was tortured or killed,
but it did look that way.”

“ Of course he was,” said Solomon.
“Dang it! Ain't we dealing with the
worst lot o’ cut-throats and murderers
in Europe?”

Then he lapsed into silence, got out
his tobacco plug and knife, and whit-
tled off enough to fill his clay pipe.
Wihen the car stopped, he had just fin-
ished the job.
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I knew where we were now. We
rolled up to a beautiful little old build-
ing, all agleam with tiles in the noon-
day sun, and alighted. This was no
other than the Window of the World,
a superbly situated roadhouse, as we
would call it in America—a de luxe
affair perched on the summits over-
looking Algiers.

“ We're all right "ere-—They’ll be a
looking every place else for us,” ob-
served Solomon, as he joimed me.
“ We'll ‘ave a bite to eat on the terrace.
You go right ahead, sir, and I'll do a
bit of telephoning and them join you
for a talk.™

I made my way to the terrace, where
servants were already laying a table
for us. Lighting one of Zontroff's
cigarettes, 1 looked out over the city
and the bay below. It was a magnifi-
cent view, one of the most beautiful
sights to be found anywhere, embrac-
ing the whole sweep of Allgiers, the
bay, the shores beyond; but it only
made the recent happenings seem more
unreal and incredible to me. 1 could
not believe that the whole adventure in
Zontroff's house had not been a dream,

But—just who was this man Solo-
mon? Wihat was he?

§ though my mental queries had
summoned him, like a genie, he
appeared, puffing at his old pipe.

Wiith a wheezy sigh, he sank into a
chair at the table. I joined him, and
he glanced at his watch.

“We ‘ave twenty minutes, sir, be-
fore luncheon,” he said. * Wiill you
be so good as to tell me all about it?
'Ow you come to go off with that ‘ere
Zontroff, and so on. There ain’t noth-
ing like gettin' off on the right foot, so
to speak, as the old gent said when ‘e
kissed the “ousemnaid.”

I complied. He never once spoke
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or changed expressiom as I recounted
my adventure, but sat there puffing at
his pipe, staring out over the city and
bay as though he did not hear a word
I was saying. He scarcely glanced at
the ring on my hand, and seemed lost
in utter abstraction.

“ Of course,” 1 said in conclusion,
“ it looks as though this Zontroff is at
the head of a murder ring—a black-
mailer. We can’t get any proof of it.
If we go to the police wittr—"

“It ain't their business!"” broke in
Solomon suddenly. “ Dang it! ‘Alf
the police themselves are 'is agemtss—
just like tlhatt!™

“ But that's preposterous!” 1 said;
“ Aside from the French police, there’s
the native section. It's albsuard!”

“ No, it ain't no such thing!” con-
tradicted Solomon brusquely.

“ Well, what the devil is behind it
all?” 1 said. “Is my guess right?"

His blank blue eyes swung around
to me, with a troubled look.

“1 don't know, sir," he responded.
“ You know the old saying as ow dead
men tell no tales. That’s it, sir. It's
werry 'ard to put your finger onxprop-
er ewidence.—IL et me see that 'ere pis-
tol you took from ’er, Mr. Herries.”

I produced the little pistol, and a
handsome little weapon it was!-—silver
mounted, beautifully chased. Solomon
examined it, then his eyes widened a
little, as he pointed to some initials en-
graved on the silver butt.

“ Did you see this, sir?”

I had not seen it; had not carefully
examimed the weapon previously. The
initials were “ L. M. de M.” Solomon
came to his feet, a flash of sudden en-
ergy in his manner.

“1'll *ave to telephone,” he said
swiftly. “ Yow wait 'ere. If I ain't
mistook, we've got the ’ole blessed
game in our 'ands right "ere!”
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He hurried away, leaving me per-
plexed and wondering. Then 1 saw a
folded paper which he had been play-
ing with, and which he had left on the
table, with the pistol to weight it down.
I picked it up and unfolded it, out of
idle curiosity; and then, as I read it, I
received a hard jolt.

The paper had been signed by the
Governor General. It stated that M.
john Solomon had the entire confi-
dence of the govermment, and that all
police, military or civil or native, were
to obey his orders implicitly. In the
way its phrases were couchell, in the
absolute authority it placed in the
hands of Solomomn, this document was
perfectly astounding. 1 could not be-
lieve my eyes until I had read it over
again and again.

In the midst of my amazement, a
filthy old Arab came sidling out on the
terrace. He hitched up his ragged bur-
noose, gave me a look, and crouched
down against the wall in silence.
Thinking him some employee of the
place, perhaps, 1 paid him no attention.

Presently Solomon appeared. He
uttered a sharp exclamation; the:-Arab
rose and spoke rapidly to him. Solo-
mon answered—all in Amabic. Then
the Arab departed.

“ Dang it!™ Solomon sank into his
chair, mopping perspiration from his
pudgy face. “ Dang it, sir, you were
right! That 'ere man o' mine was
found this morning with ‘is belly
ripped up. You know ‘ow these ‘ere
Arabs use their knives. He’s dead, and
lying beside the 'ighway. But this ‘ere
pistol—waedll, that was a werry big
stroke of luck, sir! It's give me all 1
wanted to know."

“ About Zontrofft?” 1 asked.

“ About everything,” said Solomen.
“ Or it will before werry long, There's
a gent named Louis Marie de Monse-
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reau, a werry rich and 'igh-placed gent,
too; and 'e will be along ‘ere in less'n
an hour to talk to us. That ‘ere pistol
was made for 'im—jjust like a pistol
was made for poor Mr. Parker, with
'is initials and everythimg.”

I whistled suddenly, as 1 perceived
the unfolding of Zontroff's deviltry.

“ Read that paper,” 1 said. *“ Does
it mean what it says?”
Solomon chuckled wheezily. “ Just

like that, sir. - I'ma gettin’ on in years,
but I'm still good for something, as the
old gent said when 'e took 'is thiird."

“ You’re a detective, them?*

“ Dang it, no!” exclaimed Solomon,
with an irritated flash in his eye. “ But
if 1 was you, sir, I'd go into the wash-
room and fix it up a bit. You can bor-
row a razor from  the man ‘there.
'Cause why, Miss Parker will be along
any minute now, and I'm a getting
‘ungry.”

I stared at him for a moment, then
rose and departed hastily.

CHAPTER V.
FOUR TRUSTED MEN.

E ensuing luncheon provided

the most amazing half hour 1
7 had ever experienced—and 1
think Allice Parker feit the same way
about it. Amazing, of course, in what
it revealed of the pudgy little cockney.
This man Solomon revealed himself to
us quite frankly, yet left us more mys-
tified than ever. He had all the pow-
ers of an undercover man for the
French govermment, but he was no
Fremchmam. He was nothing, in fact,
except a retired old gentleman who
was now being forced into activity
against his will. Or so it appeared.
He spoke Amatbic fimently, and Erench
very well, indeed. He mentioned stag-
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gering sums of money as though they
were nothing; and since he was not the
bluffing type, we knew that he must
have enormous means at his disposal.

During - luncheon, beyond briefly
sketching what had happened, for the
benefit of Allice Parker, we did not en-
ter into any discussion. Solomon
promised full information as soon as
M. de Monsereau got here and talked
with us. He made only one definite
statement, when Allice spoke of bring-
ing the police into it.

“ This *ere ain't no job for the po-
lice. 'Cause why, they ainit to be trust-
ed,” he said, rather sharply. * I’ve
took on the job, and if so be as Mr.
Hemries will give me a *zmbd—"

“ Count me in," 1 said quickly.

“THemk 'e kindly, sir. You'll ave
plenty to do. When I get 'ome I'll *ave
reports from the prefecture at Paris,
and I may know more. We ain't yet
found where that photograph comes
into it, rememibber.”

“fIeem you can't arrest the gamg?™
I demanded, rather skeptically.

“ No, sir. If we was to regard the
law, we'd be nowhere, just like that.
We 'ave to fight these murderers with
their own weapons. So let it go at
that."

As he had said to us, he was not in-
terested in bringing Zontroff to jus-
tice, but rather in exterminating a nest
of snakes. This was refreshing and
logical; it promised to be interesting.
Also, mind, we were in a country
which has two faces, For over a cen-
tury, Allgiers has been part of Erance.
But behind the closed, massive doors
bearing the name of Alllah — not the
“hand of Fatmah,” as fool tourists
call it—plenty of things go on that
would be amazing if made knowm. The
Frenchman’s house is his castle, but
the Aral’s house is his empiee}
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We had finished luncheon when a
big car rolled up, and presently Mon-
sereau walked in—a thin, elegant,
nervous man of sixty, who clearly did
not know just what to expect.

Allice left the three of us alone, and
Solomon quietly showed Monsereau
the documents revealing his authority,
then showed him the engraved pistol.

At sight of this, Momsereau became
pale as death.

“ Now, m'sien)];” "went on Solomon
in French, “ we must know all about
it. We are not the police, and so what
you say will be held in strictest confi-
dence. As you see, you have been
slated for death. I must know wiiyy—
all about !

“1 was afraid of this!" exclaimed
the Erenchman, dropping into a chair.
“‘The suicide epidemic—good Gaod!
They warned me that I would go like
the others.”

“Who did? Zontroff?”

“1 never heard of him,” said Mon-
sereau. “ No, it was the man in the
office of the Suburban Development
Company. I think his name was Mont-
joy. He hinted that with this suicide
epidemic, things were uncertain. His
voice, his eyes, spoke of more than his
words. 1 knew it was a threat, but 1
dared do notiimg.”

Solomon calmly tucked tobacco into
his pipe, and gave me a look. I spoke
up.
“ So it was blackmail, then? How
much have you given them?”

“ All the ready money I could
raise—twemty thousand francs,” said
Monsereau wretchedly. “ But they de-
manded more. They wanted land. 1
turned over my property in the hills,
my farm. They demanded my apart-
ment house in the city. Mon Dieu!
It belongs to my wife, and I could not
do it. It is all she would have left. 1
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refused. Tihen they hinted, as I say.
They said that if I were to die, they
would get it from my widow, you un-
derstand. Amd it is true. She would
have tim—"

E checked himself suddenly. He
had gone to pieces, a merveus
wreck, but he did not want te

say more,

“We must know what hold they
have on you,” I told him. ¥ Come,
man! Nome of this will become pub-
lic. This talk is confidential, upon my
word of honor! Nothing else’can save
you from death. It is very probable
that we can get back something, too.—
Is it some affair of a womam?"

“ No,” said Monsereau, in miserable
shape now. “It is our son. He is a
captain in the commissary department.
Two years ago he got into trouble over
his accuunts, faisified his papers, and
so forth. I have influence; I managed
to keep the matter quiet, and to make
good the defalcation. No one knew of
it. Now he is all right—entiirgly. He
has even been promoted. But some-
how they learned about it. That Mont-
joy had the actual papers. He showed
them to me, you understand. He said
the company must make the matter
public—It would kill me; it would
send my son into prison; and my poor
wife="

Monsereau broke down and his
voice died out. Solomon leaned over
and patted him on the knee. I poured
him a drink. He needed it.

“ You understand,” said Solomen to
me in French, “ that such testimony as
this could not be brought into court
against these men? That is why this
is not an affair for the police.,*

I nodded. This Monsereau, too,
had never heard of Zontroff. 1 began
to see more clearly now why Solomon,
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if he meant to fight the backmail gang,
had to do it in his own fashion.

“Let me advise you to go awayy—
to-day,” said Solomon to the broken
old man. “ Take your wife and go on
a journey. Come back in a week's
time, and you will be in no more dan-

ger. You need not worry about your
son's case. Montjoy will not make it
public.”

He had another shot of cognac, and
departed. Allice Parker rejoined us,
heard what had transpired, and then
we proceeded to canvass the situation.
Solomon was of the opinion that a gi-
gantic blackmail ring existed here, ex-
tending into -all walks of life. The
Suburban Development Company was
a large concern, owning emnormous
tracts Of land all through- Allgeria, and
now we knew how they had obtained
possession of so much land, not to men-
tion money. Montjoy had probably
been at work here for a couple of years
before  Zontroff came to Algeria to
live. ‘This sort of thing beat horse
racing or baccarat for big and steady
money.

On the other hand, there had been
no question of blackmail in Parker's
case. . Apparently, all that Zontroff
wanted from him was that photograph.
But as yet we did not know why. Alice
had found nothing among her father's
effects or papers to explain the mys-
tery. She knew that during their stay
in Marseilles her father had been sum-
moned to the bedside of some dying
man—some one he had known casual-
ly in Paris—amd she had thought it
was some trainer from the race tracks.
Her father had gone to the invalid in
a petulant humor, and he had returned
greatly agitated. That was all she
kaew.

“ Good!' T said.
your father the picture.

“ This chap gave
Somiehow it
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meant a grip on Zontroff. Your father
went right to the bank, and left the
thing there. Later, Zontroff learned
that your father had the pictunee—
Wedll, that clears things up a bit, any-
how! Amd now, Solomon, just what
sort of a program have you in mind
against this outfit?”

The little cockney puffed at his pipe.

“ And what would you do, sir, if
you was a doing of it?" he asked, a
twinkle in his eye.

1 looked at my watch.
two o'clock.

“ Me?" 1 repeated. “ Why, I'd take
about four men whom I could trust,
and 1'd walk into Montjoy's office in
about thirty minutes and clean it out,
regardless of law or order. We'd have
blackjacks and pistols—and we'd use
them.”

“ Well, sir, you go right ahead,
then,"” said Solomon calmly. * I'll sup-
ply the four men. I can get them by
telephone, ‘ere and now. Take that
‘ere new car o’ mine. AMhmed will run
you dewn to the city and he can pick
them up. Then you can come back
with 'lm te me own ‘ouse and report,
just like that”

“pMre you joking?” I demanded.

“ 1 don't joke, sir,” he returned with
a singular gravity. “ Them ‘ere four
men will know where Montjoy's office
is, and all about it.”

“ Yes?" I said sarcastically, “ ¥You'll
raise them up out of the ground, will
you?"

. “ Are you a backing down?" he de~
manded, while Allice looked from one
to the other of us.

“Noo,” 1 said angrily. “IIll do it
with pleasure—if you're serious.”

“ Then call that ‘ere chauffeur in
‘ere, sir,” he replied,

I did so, This Ahmed was a tall,
fine looking young chap; his bronzed

It was just
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features eager. Solomon addressed
him in Amabic, and he grinned and sa-
luted.

Solomon turned to me.

“The quicker the better, sir,” he
said. *“ There ain't no time like the
presemt;, as the old gent said when ‘e
kissed the 'ousekeeper. Amd don't for-
get to 'it 'ard—bhut not too *ard.”

“ Right,” I said. “ Good-by, Alice;
see you later. Come on, Ahmed.”

I strode out to the car. Ahmed
slipped under the wheel, and I climbed
up beside him. A moment later we
were whirling away.

“ Know where to meet the four
men?” 1 asked in Erench.

He merely nodded, and I asked no
more questions.

OW, this rapid fire project -was
by no means so mad as it might
seem. As yet, Zontroff was not

orgamized for defense; he did not an-
ticipate any active enemy. Zelie Vas-
sal might tell him that I was from the
Paris perfecture, if she believed as
much, which I doubted. Wiithin a few
hours, at most, he would be ready for
anything — and the time to get in a
blow was now.

I could quite see Solomon's point in
not dragging in the police. Liittle could
be effected that way, for we had little
legal evidence, and victims like Mon-
sereau would not come into court.
Wiithin another hour or two, Solomon
expected to have full information from
Paris—ibut there was the time element
again. The firstt hard blow is always
the one that counts the most.

My theoretical proposal had been
promptly turned into cold fact by Solo-
mon. He was a shrewd old chap, and
no mistake. - Amy ordinary raid on
Montjoy’s office would effect nothing.
It had to be a sharp, swift, brutal and
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absolutely unscrupulous affair. Tihen
we would have a chance of securing
evidence or other information. In
dealing With men outside the law, we
must use extra-legal means. That was
the one thing that could strike fear into
reptiles like Zontroff and his gang,
who were doubtless fairly well pro-
tected against the law.
low must always be hit where he leasts
expects it. : .

The Rolls was a unique sort of car,
and was marked by a bullet, to boot,
Atvmed reached under the seat and
pulled out a big checked-plaid cap, far
too large for me, and a big red hand-
kerchief. I donned the cap, pulling it
down over my eves; I tied the hand-
kerchief around my neck, turned up
my coat collar, and looked like a dif-
ferent man. Almed grinned widely at
sight of me.

We circled around to the south, and
presently I recognized the Algerian
Bois de Boulogne; then we were shoot-
ing down into the city from Mustapha
Superieur. Probably Zontroff had a
good many eyes out looking for me,
but no one would recognize me in this
garb.

Ahmed slammed on the brakes. We

squealed to a halt on the big curve, by
the tram station in front of the Scot-
tish Church. - Four men, apparently
well-dressed Arabs, were waiting there,
one of them carrying a parecel under
his arm. As we halted, they jumped
forward. 1 got down, opened the rear
door, and they followed me inside the
car, Almed started up at once. -
“ Wihere to #* he called back threugh
the speaking tube. Ome of the four, a
handsome, grinning rascal, flashed me
a smile and made answer in French.

“ Rue Andre Gide—the little strest
off Rue Michelet, down the hill.”

The other: fel-.
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“ Wibere is this office?’ I-demanded,
“ Do you know its situetiiom?™

“ But yes, m'sig’:” said the Arab,
“@m the second floor of a modern
building for offices. There is a large
outer room where a man sits at the
telephone, with chairs for waiting, In-
side is a second room, smalier,:into
which ladies are shown when they call,
Two clerks are here. The private
office of M. Montjoy is beyond this.”

The man with the parcel opened it,
to-display five automatic pistols and as
many deadly little blackjacks. - -Ome of
each was handed to me.

I was, for an instant, pretty well
dazed by this display of magic on Solo-
mon’s part, until 1 realized that we had
been some time getting here from the
Wimdow of the Werlld. Homewer, there
was no time to lose,

¥ Your name?” | asked the cheerful
devil who was evidently leader,

“ Dris, m'sigd”™"

“ Very well, Dris. - You stick with
me and go straight into the private
office. If the outer-«fffice- holds any
people, tell off two of your men to pull
guns and keep them quiet until our re-
turn, If not, all three come after us.
Designate one of your men - to knock
the telephone man in the head. There
is to be no talk whatever.”

Presently we swung out of the wide
Rue Michelet and into a narrow street,
We circled a short bleck and came to
rest befere a building of three storiss,
with shops en the strest front and
offices above. By the " second " finer,
of course, Dris had meant the third,
American style. A stairway betwesn-
two shops led to the flloors above,

We piled out, and I-led the way. At
the head of the stairs our ebjective ap-
peared—a door marked Y Suburban

Development Compamny.”

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK.
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Tatters-leaped at that hated throat

“Look Behind You!"

By ALBERT PAYSON TERHUNE

Taiteess was-a-one-man dé&g—and not evem -Garagenam (Gation’s
boss could wiim the big momgnet! away wittfmnt a sstuggle

AYBE there'’ss better
lookers,” concluded ~ Grat,-
ton, as he rumpled the ears

of the shaggy, rangy mongrel that
sprawled atiliis. feet.in the garage door-
way, " though he looks plenty good to
me. But I'm here to. say there isn't a
wiser dog this-side of the Atlantic. Be-
sides—Tatters is my pal. There's the
whole thing in ~one mouthful ef
words.”

The- big mongrel wagged his stump
of a tail at the sound of his own name;
then he drowsed again,  shifting his
shaggy head so that it lay athwart
Gratton’s boet.

3A—9
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The motion brought -into sight,
through the piles of rusty throat fur, a
magnificent collar. It-was fully four
inches wide, made of - thick maroon
leather-studded with brass bosses. and
equipped with an ernate clasp. The
collar -weuld have suited better the
neck et a ehampion Great Dane, rathef
than: this evergrown crossbreed  whose
intrinsie eash value was-perhaps ninety
eents. - On Taiters the eollar had-the
leak of a sable seart wern with.a ssiled
ealies dress:

Gratton's visitor, a fellow: mechanic
from a mile-distant filling station,
stooped to peer more closely.



66:

“ That neckband must have set you
back a good slice of your week'’s pay,”
he commented. * I thought you said
you was saving up to buy a share in a
garage somewheres. Iff—"

“ 1t didn't,” said Gratton, tersely.
“And T am. It didn't set me back a
plugged dime. It was a present to
fatters from the boss. Kiimd of pretty,
isn't it? Tatters is as proud as Punch,
over it. That fancy clasp is getting a
little loose, though. I'll have to fiix
that, when I get around to it. You see,
Mr. Braylee—"

* Pete Brayle bought that collar for
—ffor your dog!” exclaimed the visitor.
“@Cut out the comedy! Brayle never
spent a nickel on anybody but himself.
Amd that classy collar must have
costt—"

“ Mr. Brayle gave it to me,” imsisted
Gratton. “ Gave it to Tattters. Same
thing. I'll own up I was some surprised,
myself. He didn’t seem to me like that
kind of man. But he did itt—You
never can tell what any humanm is li'ble
to do for a dog he takes a fancy to.
And Mr. Brayle sure took the biggest
liking to Tatters of any one 1 ever
saw.”

“Last time I was here—just after
you landed this job with him—you said
Brayle was kind of sore at having Tat-
ters hanging around the garage. You
said he didn't like dogs.”

“ He didn't. But he does now, He
got strong for Tattters, here, ever since
the good old purp found his way back
to the garage all by himself, the time he
fell out of the truck, over beyond
Heckervillle. I was driving fast, and 1
never missed him. But I told Mr.
Brayle the dog would find his way back
all right. I said he always did-—Tat-
ters is clever that way. Some dogs are.
It's what I heard a feller call ‘ homing
Instinet, eonee—Amd sure enough,
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when we got back to the garage here
was Tatters waiting to welcome us.
That made a terrible hit with Mr,
Braylle. From then on, he’s been mighty
fond of Tatters, even if Tatters can't
seem to get overfond of him. Mr.,
Braylle even takes him on some of those
all-day rides of his, drumrming up
trade. He says Tatters is better com-
p’'ny than a human.”

Lo RWMMING up trade trade/)

o hex? It seemns to me he'd

make more cash sticking on

the job here at his own place than to go

hustling for it. Taipsing round the

country to drum up trade for a garage
is a new one on me.”

“It isn't for the garage, M.
Bravle’s got both the county agency
and the Ontario agency for the De-
fiamee Motor Accessories Company, He
goes from one burg to another, per-
suading dealers to handle the Defiance
people’s line. Makes a lot more money
that way, he says, than by this place.

“HHngh!  Then 1 should think he
could afford more than just one assist-
ant, here. He keeps you hustling over-
time, and he's making a slave out of
you, just because you're easy. If 1
was you, 1'd strtke for double pay; or
else make him hire an extra man. It's
just his meanness, the fat old skin-
fling !¥

“ Maybe, yes, Maybe, no. Maybe
it's nobody’s business. With jobs so
scarce and such a swad of good men
out of work, I'm not going to be fool
enough to risk mine. Besides, he pays
me mighty well; and he likes Tatters,
and—"

“ How about the movies this eve-
ning?"”

“ Can't.
shift, ="

“ The one-man late shift, hey? Well,

It's my night on the late
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if you're content, it's-no misfortune of
mine. ~ So lomg.™

Left alone in the doorway, Gratton
finishedl his supper; then- shook the re-
maining contents- of his dinner pail
onto-a sheet of newspaper and snapped
his fingers to Tatters, The dog had
been awaiting the signal. He jumped
up eagerly.and began to eat. Despite
his bulk and seeming awkwandiness, the
cressbreed ‘devoured . his food daintily,
scattering none off the paper. This was
one of the tyriad minor accomplish-
ments - which his master had taught
him. Gratton looked on in approvél.

The glass door of the garage’s little
cubbyhole - office swung wide. - Out
stroled ~a man whose height and
breadth had all but filled the tiny of-
fice to overflowing. As he came for-
ward, Gratton looked up, apprehensive
lest his-employer might have overheard
the visitor’s unenthusiastic words. con-
cerning him. But Peter Brayle gave
no: sign.

“ 1 thought you'd. gone home long
ago,” said Gratton, rolling up the sheet
of greasy paper and getting to his feet.

“1 was ‘waiting for a long distance
call,” returned Brayle, in a voice as-big
as his body. “It just came through.
By - the -way, Graiiton,”” he -went on,
stooping to pat Tattters, an. attention
which the dog endured with no atom
of the gay affection which a caress
from:his own master always called
ferth, “ by the way, I'm sorry to .make
you come to work at eight, to-morrow,
after you'll have been on the late shift
te-night, but I've got to run across to
Pawlle, in the mmorming, to tackle two
new prospects I've lined up. That was
the phone call I was waiting for, So
I'll: have to ask you to be here early.
You ean have the afternoon off. “You
den’t mind if I take Tatters along, for
eefipany, de you ?”
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“SSume,” - -assented Gratton. “ Take
him along. It's a change for him, from
sticking aroumd' here - all ‘day. Sure™

“ Thamks, By the way, that friend
of yours who was jawing -out here-a
few minutes ago—dinin’t he say' you
ought to strike for a raise? . Oh, that's
all right,”  Brayle hurried on, fore-
stalling Gratton’s: murmble. of . embar-
rassment. - “ I wasn't listening. I just
happened to catch a word or two, while
I was waiting in there for -my call. It
got me to thinking. Yeow're working
pretty -long hours and  you're doing
pretty good -work. Amd you've got a
following of your owm, among my cus-
tomers. Next week, and from then on,
there’ll be an extra five-spatt on Satur-
days, for you. Good night.”

Perhaps to avoid listening to Grat-
ton’s thamks, Brayle strode offf into the
gathering dusk. Gratton stared after
him with shining eyes.

“ Tatters,"” he said aloud, to his dog,
“ Tatters, there goes one white mam!
I'm proud to.werk for him.”

As if in reply, the lanky, crossbreed
yawmed cavernously, and. with:a sound
which, in a human, might have. been
mistaken for.one of contemptuous dis-
sent.

AT eight, - next .morning, Peter
J '\ Brayle set forth in his trig little
roadster. Om the seat beside him
rode Tatters. The dog sat high. and
proudly. Whether or not he cared for
his seat-mate’s companionship, it was
evident that the dog was delighted at
the prospect. of.a drive.

Gratton smiled - to himself at the
crosshreed’s smug, toplofty air. Then
he went back to his work. Tte village
of Pawle was just across tleXanadian
border, a bare fiftesm miles away.
Brayle expected to get home by noom;
as he had promised his assistant the
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afternoon off, in return for the double
shift.

At about eleven o'clock a stocky,
middle-aged man dropped in at the
garage and asked to see Brayle. Grat-
ton told the stranger the boss would
be back in an hour or so at most, and
asked if he would call again or if he
cared to leave a message.

The stranger seemed genuinely dis-
appointed at missing the garage owner.
He was an affable chap and fell into
easy chat with Gratton. He greeted
with fltettering: interest the very trivial
news that Brayle had driven across the
border to Pawfle. He sat around for a
time on a keg, seeming to ask practical-
ly no questions, yet eliciting mueh in-
formation, sueh as 1t was.

Gratton was mildly pleased to have
his own morning labors lightened by
such good company. He was sorry
when, at last, the stranger said he must
be going. The man’s name was easy to
remember, too, to tell Brayle. The
name was Smith—W/ilkam Smith.

Brayle drove into the garage almost
on the dot of noon. His wide face was
clouded.

“ Gratton,” he began, unhappily, as
the roadster halted, “ I'm ashamed to
come back here to you. I've—well,
I've lost Tatters again! I let him stroll
around, a few minutes, while I was
ladling out a sales talk. Wihen I came
out of the shop he was gone. I hunted
everywhere for him. Amd I— Say,
Gratton, I wouldn’t have had this hap-
pen for a hundred dellars! You trust-
ed him te my eare; and you think sueh
a whale of a let of him.—Amd se de 1,
fer that matter.”

“Don't worry yourself about him,
Mr. Brayle,” said Gratton, touched by
his employer’s chagrin. “ Old Tatters
will take care of himself, all right, all
right. He always does. Most likely,
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he got tired of waiting for you and
started back home. It's only fiffieen
miles. He'll be along presently, He
has sense enough to keep out of the
way of cars, and he has too much sense
to tire himself out by galloping. He'll
just loaf along; and presently he’ll be
here. Don’t wefry.”

# It's fine of you to take it that way,”
said Brayle, gratefully, “ If he doesn’t
come soon I'll go out and look for him.
This is the second time he’s given me
the slip, in Pawle. Even though he
got back safely the other time, I'm sore
on myself for not being more careful,
te-day. Next time, I'll tie him in the
eaf when I go Inte any shep. That
Is, 1f yewll trust e with him agaln.
By the way, Gratten, 1 meant te tell
you this merping. Mis, Van Lesuw
wanis that limeusiAe ef hers fewed
here te Rave the timer adjusted. 1
ield her 1'd send fer it at AeeR {9-day.
Suppese yeu just Buzz up there and
tew it 1R YoWu €an get Back By 8fg;
ahd stilt have yeur afternesh sff:
HURRY, Wen't you

HEN Gratton towed the lim-
ousine into the garage yard, a
minute or so before one

o’clock, Tatters was lying in the door-
way. At sight of his master, the dog
jumiped up -and began to caper merrily
toward him,

“You were right,” called Brayle,
coming out of his office. “ Amd I'm
mighty glad you were. Yow hadn't
been gone ten minutes before the grand
old dog came trotting in and began
looking around for you. Now chase
aleng, the two of you. Have a good
tirme on your afternoon off.”

Brayle went back into his office, Not
until he himself went to bed that night
did Gratton chance to remember that
he had not told Brayle about the visit
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of -the conversational Wiilliam Smith.
Oh, well, it didn't matter. Gratton had
told Smith when Brayle was expected
back.” No doubt the pleasant-spoken
man-had called again, later in the day.

On Brayle's next business trip to
Pawle, Tatters rode beside him again,
on ‘the roadster's seat. As usual, Tat-
ters was eagerly happy over the pros-
pect of the jaumt. Amd as before, the
urbane Mr. Wiilliam Srith strolled in-
to tIhe garage a little later in the morn-

Ag;ammn he was disappointed
at mlssmg Brayle. Amd again he
showed real interest in the petty news
that Brayle had crossed the border. For
perhaps half an hour, Semith sat.chat-
ting. ~Then, promising to come back,
he went away,

It was mid morning when the tele-
phone- jangled. Gratton answered the
summons, to find Peter Brayle on the
far.end of the wire.

“@rmatton!” fairly shouted the boss.
“I'm-in-a jam, A fool car ran imto
me,- here at Heckerville, not ten min-
utes after I had crossed back into the
States. It was the other man's fault,
but the hick cops have run us both in.
I've:phoned for bail, and it’ll be along
in an hour or so; I'll be back home in
less than two hours. But there’s some-
thing T want you to do in a rush. 1
want you to drive over to the Defiance
factory at Gusepple, and see if that-case
of parts is ready. I'm in a big hurry
for-it. It was due, yesterday. Drop
everything and start noww! Good-bye.”

The big man’s big voice vibrated
with excitement tinged with something
that sounded like terror. There could
be -no possible mistaking the stark
urgency of its command.

Gratton was puzzled. It was not like
his -calmly self-assured employer to
show such perturbation at a minor mis-
hap fike a motor arrest. It was still
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less like him ‘to -exhibit fevered anxiety
for a ccase of motor parts which. he
surely could not need in any mad haste.

The trip to the factory at Gusepple
was a full two-hour trip. There and
back ‘would take four full hours out
of that day. That meant the garage
must be shut until Brayle should get
back. Wall, Brayle was the bess—and
orders were orders|

Gratton went out into the yard
where the light truck was kept.

UT before he could board the

truck, a rakish sport car drew

up at the garage door. Its oc-
cupants - were two. sunburned young
wommen in sports clothes. They hailed
Gratton by name. Reluctantly lie came
forward, recognizing -them as the
daughters .of : immensely rich old Mrs.
Van Leouw.

Long and ardently Brayle had
craved the exclusive motor custom .of
this Van Leouw family; whose cars
were legion and were forever getting
out of order. Of late, several of their
minor jobs had come to the Brayle ga-
rage.- Such work had been performed
quickly and skillfully. There was hope
that at this rate the Van Leouws would
transfer all their custom from a ga-
rage man whose methods they had
grown to dislike, and turn it all over
to Brayle.

Now - Gratton must either disobey
his employer’s orders to drive at once
to the Defiance factory, or else he must
risk offending the all-desirable Van
Leouws by refusing to wait on them.
His quandary = deepened when he
learned that the repair job on their
racer would take the hetter part of an
hour to complete. He thought fast,
and he decided he would be serving
Brayle’s interests far better by mend-
ing the Van Leouw car than by getting
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the case of parts. At most, he would
lose only. an hour. In either event, he
was in for a rebuke from Brayle.

Just as the two sports-clothed dam-
sels were driving their newly-imported
racer out of the yard, Tatters trotted
in from the road and frisked joyously
up to his master.

Apparently the dog had once more
tired of waiting for Brayle, and had
come home. Evidently, too, part of
his journey had been through cross-
country short cuts, for his thick coat
was fairly bristling with burrs, and his
legs were body-deep in black m#d.

“ Tatters,” reprowed Gratton,
“you're a right disgraceful spectacle.
Take shame.to yourself! 1f 1 let you
go along with me, you'll muddy up the
truck. Yet if I leave you here you'll
muddy up the floor and you'll strew
burrs all over it. Well, five minutes
more or less won't make any differ-
ence, now. I'll spend that time making
you look less like a scarecrow. Come
on inside.™

The garage was not large, It con-
sisted of a single none too spacious
room with a concrete flloor; a room
whose farthest corner was partitioned
into Brayle's tiny glass-doored office.

Gratton drew a pail of water, found
a handful of rags and a hroken-toothed
comb, and brought them to the center
of the flivor.

At sight of these loathed prepara-
tions, Tatters backed modestly away,
and seemed to be considering a bolt
for freedom.

“ Come here, you old ruffiean* com-
manded Gratton. “If you hate to be
washed, then you ought not to get
yourself dirty.”

Slowly, miserably, the dog obeyed.
On his stomach he slunk along the con-
crete toward his master and toward
the abhorred bath, He made appeal-
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ing little gestures with his muddy fore-
paws as he advance, and his mouth
twisted into horrible expressions of
grief. Gratton disregarded these mute
entreaties, and set to work with a will,
swabbing the dirty paws and legs with
the wet rags.

“ Chest and throat all black mud,
too!” he grumbled. “ Splashed up on
them when you took a short cut
through a swamp, hey?—Off comes
your fine collar, too, if I want to get
your throat clean. Off it comes. I—"

E man fell silent; he stared

down at the wide collar in his

hands. Its elaborate catch had
been almost dangerously loose for
more than a month, and Gratton had
meant to repair it. But now it was
so tight that he had had trouble in un-
fastening it. Moreover, it was an al-
most brand-new catch. It did not seem
to have been used a half-dozen times, at
most.

* Perhaps the old one came off,*
mused Gratton, “ and the boss was able
to buy a new catch, up at Pawle.
But—"

Again he fell silent as he turned the
collar over and over in his hands. He
remembered clearly that its strip of
pale chamois lining had been soiled and
puckered by much wear and by swims,
the last time he had taken it off to bathe
Tatters. But this lining was immacu-
lately clean—allean and palpably mew.

Once more Gratton turned the col-
lar from side to side. Ome of the brass
bosses on the maroon leather surface
of Tatter’s collar had fallen off, and
another was dented. But now every
boss on this collar was in place, and
none had a dent in it.

“ This—wiy, this isn't your collar
at all, Tatters!” exclaimed Gratton,
“ And yet it isn't one that Mr, Brayle
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could have bought at any shop this
morning. - It’s been worn before, that’s
plain, but not very often. It—"

; Tatters's collar had been thick, by
reason of the padding between the
leather -and - the chamois lining. But
now Gratton noted that it was more
than twice as thick as formerly and
that the stuffimg had  gathered into
lumps and ridges here and there.

His wondering eye fell-once more on
the lining. Where the chamois had
been neatly machine-stitched to the
leather :at the upper and lower edges,
now only one of the two edges wefe
thus stitched. The other edge was
merely basted to its moorings. Awk-
wardly -basted, at that, even though
very strongly, and by stout shoe-
maker’s thread.

Long.the man stood pondering. Then
he took out his knife and began to
sever the basting threads. Wien the
last -of them was cut, he laid open the
strip of chamois. Inside, close
packed, end to end, lay two ten-inch
oilskin envelopes, bulging full.

Laying one of these on .a bench,
Gratton opened the other by undoing
the line of snappers which held its top.
Out came an -oblong of cotton wool.
Gratton could feel, through the soft
substance, a double line of lumps. Care-
fully he divided the cotton. In its cen-
ter lay embedded a score -of fairly
large and ‘more than usually :brilliant
diamonds. - They seemed to generate
light from within themselves; light that
pulsated through the gloom of the ga-
rage -and: dazzled their dumfounded
discoverer.

Presently, the man restored the cot-
ton and its precious contents to the oil-
skin envelope, and laid it on the bench.
He picked up the second and fatter oil-
skin. Tihere was no lumpiness in this.
It was packed as fatly as a sausage

skin, Wiith mmuch caution,:- he .opened
it. - It was stuffed tight with a flufffy
snow-white powder.

Memories of newspaper - feature
stories worked their way into Gratton's
horrified memory; feature stories set-
ting forth_the smuggling activities at
the Canadian and Mexican borders and
the tireless efforts of the Umited States
secret service to check them. Recol-
lection of one such account flashed.over
him as he saw the white {yowder. From
his dry throat came the one .gasping
word:

“ Doppdt*

F his brain.had been dazed to un-

- due slowness at first, now it fairly

raced. The tangled skeins of seem-

ingly unimportant happenings wove

themselves with bewildering speed and
accuracy into a clear pattern.

Thirice, Peter Brayle had taken Tat-
ters across the border with him. The
first two times he claimed to have lost
the dog, and both times Tatters had
arrived at the ‘garage about an hour
behind Brayle. Brayle had managed
to send Gratton away on some -errand,
so as to be alone when the dog should
return—slome, to take off the contra-
band-stuffed collar and to replace the
original collar on the animal’s throat.

Yes, and doubtiess, he must have ar-
ranged for a-confederate on the Can-
ada side, to keep Tatters tied up until
Brayle should have had more than an
hour’s start; then to let him-loose, to
reach home at a time when Brayle
should be there- and Gratton should
not.

Gratton recalled vividly, now, that at
the -outset Brayle had disliked having
the mongrel at the garage — until he
had learned of Tattters’s unerring hom-
ing instinct. That must have given him
his idea. In his effusive way, he had
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set himself to make friends with the
dog; he had had a duplicate collar
made. It was all sickeningly logical,
now that the clew lay at hand. An
accomplice in Canada awaited the peri-
odic comings of man and dog. Into
the trick collar the contraband was
packed, and the other collar was pock-
eted by Brayle, te Be put baek en Tat-
ters after the deg's retufh. IR ease
of susplelen and ot seareh at the bef-
der, Brayle thus had nething inerimi-
Rating en him:

Gratton realized the keen brilliance
and simplicity of the scheme. With
ordinary good luck, the game might
have gone on indefinitely. But to-day
Brayle had had the misfortune to col-
lide with another motorist, and had
been jailed. Presumably, his confed-
erate had known nothing ef this and
had released the dog at the agreed
time.

At last Gratton understood that note
of frantic terror in his employer’'s
voice, when Brayle had telephoned him.
The man had wanted him to be well
out of the way when Tatters retuirmed;
he had wanted to send Gratton far
enough so he eould net get baek to the
garage again untll Brayle himself
should have arfived and ehanged the
esllars.

Presently, as he stood there, Grat-
ton's face began to grow dark with
the hot blood that pounded in his
temples. He was of placid temper, as
a rule. Never had he heard the grimly
wise adage, “ Beaawee the angev of a
patieni; man ™,; but at this morment, he
was justifylng a hundredfold the truth
of that eld warnlng.

Strangely enough, his wrath grew
hottest over the part which Brayle had
caused Tatters to play in the dirty
scheme, and at the man’s pretended af-
fection for the dog. Taitters was so

ARGOSY

clean of heart, so fine, such a splendid
pal to his lonely young master! And
now this blackguard had dragged the
dog into his foul dope smugglimg!

Waorse, the newspapers had told of
dogs that were trained to run contra-
band between Belguim and Framce, and
of how they were hunted down by the
law as though they were rabid, and
were shot on sight. If the Federal au-
thorities should find that Tatters was
a eanine smuggler they would probably
kill hifn, as a preventive measure. Yes,
they would traek the grand eld fel-
lew dewn and kill hif.

Hotter and more fiercely, the blood
pounded in Gratton’s temples. Then
of a sudden he went calm. Afiter a
moment of wordless thought, he got
into his ramshackle little runabout,
jameing the trick collar inside the
breast of his dungaree shirt. At a snap
of his fingers, Tatters sprang to the
ragged seat beslde him; and the car
set off.

ETER BRAYLE drove into the
garage cranky and nervous. He
glanced about him. Gratton was

gone. That was good. It would be
hours before the assistant could get
back from the Defiance factory. Now
to get hold of Tatters, and to switch
collars!

He whistled loudly, and yet more
loudly. But the dog was not there.
Brayle scowled. Always, Tatters hung
around the garage except when he was
out with Gratton or with the boss. By
Brayle's reckoning, the accornplice up
at Pawlle should have set the mongrel
free In time for him to have returned
before now.

Brayle started for the telephome in
the cubbyhole office; but halfway to
the glass door, he stopped. Into the
garage Gratton was driving — driving
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the  runabout, not the truck. ‘Om the
seat beside him rode Tatters, and the
dog wore no collar. Brayle gaped,
stupefied. - -
Gratton climbed down from his seat,
and went back to the garage doors.
These he shut. Then, crossing to the
office, he ordered Tatters inside it and
closed:the door behind him. The as-
sistant's face was bone white; his
mouth was a lipless gash; his eyes
smoldered queerly. Wiith bewilderment,

sought ‘to read his new expressiom.
At last . Gratton spoke. Moving
slowly toward Brayle, he said:

“I'we shut Tatters in there to make -

it"fairer for you. Not that you deserve
it,-after the filthy risks you made him
run—Now shut upl’—fbocestaliing a
blustering: interruption. 1 know the
whole rotten thing. I've grinned when
I've read about booze-running. Jewei
smuggling didn’t jar me much, either.
But there isn’t a decent man on God’s
green earth who:doesn’t see red wiien
he thinks of dope smuggling. Your'we
used me, and you've used my dog, to
help you get dope spread all over the
country. That's more dammable than
to spread smallpox germs! Tiat isn't
on-the free list, Brayle, and there's only
one way | can make you pay the bill
which-you owe Tatters and me.*

His voice was deadly .quiet, almest -
muffied, but that quiet veoice, and the -
smolder in Gratton’s half-shut eyes -
held Peter Brayle momentarily speech-

less and without -motion.

Gratton broke the spell by striking
his- employer’'s wide face heavily with
his open palm.

the big man. -

Instead, Brayle leaped back with an
agility not to be expected in one so
bulky. . As he leaped, he whipped his
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right hand to his hip..  Then he was
standing still, covering Gratton with a
squat autommatic pistol, a very toad of
a weapon. In his gaze was- stark
murder,

“ Look behind you!” shrilled Grat-
ton, in wild excitement,

The ruse was old. If Brayle had
been his womtedly -cool self, it might
not have served. But instinctively, he
glanced backward—only for the. frac-

“tion of a second, but long enough for
Brayle - watched. his preparations and

a lightning-quick swipe of Gratton's
ffsst to knock the pistol out of his hand.
Gratton kicked the fallen weapon to-
ward the doors,

Then -the two -men-came together
with a breath-taking shock. In a trice,
they had become primal brutes. Brayle
was a good half head taller, and forty
pounds heavier than Grattom. But he

~had taken on-fat, and his once mighty
‘muscles were soft. His wind was bad.

Gratton, howeeer; had the advantage

-of youth, speed, wirimess, and perfect

physieal condition. Moreower, he had
boxed many friendly bouts, and he had
a born fighter’s instincts. Tlus, his
fury was blended with science and with
wise. caution, - He attacked, fiiercely, in
whirlwind fashion. Yet he did not lay
himself open foolishly to the heavier
man'’s assault,

PYACK and forth across the oil-
fledleeld concrete floor the battle
raged. The fightess caromed off
cars; their impact opened the shut out-
er doors; their feet slipped and stamped
on the treacherous oil smears. The thud
of fists on human flesh echoed from

. the low roof.
“ Fight!” he snarled, springing at

From the tiny office came the roar-
ing of Tatters as the dog tore vainly
at the wooden lower panels of the glass
door, striving to come to his master’s
aid.
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Then a left-hander to the wind and
a right hook to the mouth sent Brayle
reeling. His toe slithered on a patch
of grease, He crashed backward
against the running board of a car on
which Gratton had been at work that
morning. From there he sprawled to
the flisor.

His opponent stepped back to let him
rise, while the dog’s yells and growls
continued to echo from the office.
Slowly, painfully, Brayle began to get
up. As he rose, his hand slipped be-
hind him again, and this time it groped
for a heavy wrench that had be#n left
on the running board of the car. Swing-
ing this formidable weapon aloft, he
bounded te his feet and hurled himself
at the unarmed Gratten.

Even as Brayle sprang, Tatters
sprang, too. Finding that he could not
break down the wooden paneling of the
office door, the dog had drawm back
and gathered for a jump. Now, there
was a multiple tinkle and a crash of
broken glass. Through the glazed up-
per half of the door flashed the mon-
grel. He bled from cuts where the
broken glass and sash had scored him
in passing, but he had no time now to
think of these superficial hiirts.

Through the air like a flung spear
whizzed the mighty dog. His fHyimg
body smote Peter Brayle’s shoulder, al-
most knocking the man off balance
again. His curved white eye-teeth
shore deep, and all but met in the man's
plump shoulder flesh,

Brayle staggered at the impaat, but
he kept his head. Wiith his left hand
he seized Tatters by the hairy throat.
Swiftly, vet with methodical precision,
his right hand wielded the six-pound
wreach Down swished the weapon,
driven by all Brayle's force toward the
the skull of the ravening dog.

But the iron did not reach its mark.
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This because Gratton rushed in and
struck the blow aside. Onmly partly de-
flected, the wrench-head smote Gratton
glancingly on the right arm, numbing
it to the shoulder.

Pushing Tatters aside with his free
hand, and yelling to the dog to keep
out of the fight, Gratton ran into a
clinch. Befote his Anumbed arm would
let him gain his hold, a jaw smash from
Brayle's fist sent him reeling. Back he
dashed te the fight, seeking te bere if.

But Braylle was no longer there. The
big man had taken full advantage of
the second’'s respite givem him by his
punishing blow to the jaw, and had
darted across the room toward the
partly opened garage doors. Just be-
fore he reached them he stooped and
caught up the automatic pistol, kicked
there by Grattom. As the younger man
eharged 'at him, the automatic edf-
fromted hif enee mere.

Again in the level eyes of his ad-
versary, Gratton read murder. He
knew that Brayle could not afford to
let him live, with the secret he had
blundered on. He knew that red hatred
was reenforcing logie, in goading
Brayle to shoot him down,

With a glance, he measured the dis-
tance between his foe and himself. No,
there was no chance of diving in and
trying to disarm Brayle. He was
wholly at the slayer’s mercy—at the
mercy of the merciless. The shot would
hardly be likely to rouse atteation from
the road outside. At nightfall, the vie=
tim's body eould be driven, welghted,
te the river.

Brayle's finger tightemed on the trig-
ger, slowly, in a luxury of deliberation.

“¥ OOK behind youl” shrilled Grat-
il s4 ton once more.

A smile of tired scorn curled

Brayle’s fat mouth, a mouth swollen
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and bleeding. -Gratton- could see that
Brayle was wondering in derisive con-
tempt why his assistant should try to
fool him a second time with that: trick,

The finger pressed tighter on the
trigger.

Then two sinewy arms were fldfhmg.
about. Brayle from. behind, pinioning
him, and the pistol went off resound-.
ingly. The bullet crashed through the
shingle roof, and the next moment the
weapon was torn away from
wielder. - ,

Strong fingers - gripped his plump
wrists in expert fashion. There was'a
click; and his wrists were neatly; hand-,
cuffed: behind. his back.

He was spun about and allowed to
stand- alone.- Three State troopers
filled- the doorway, and in front of
them, -panting. from his expertly quick
exertions in subduing Brayle, stood
that pleasant conversatiomalist, Mr.
William Smith, better known to the
authorities in Washington as Roy Me-
Keogh, a star officer in the secret
service.

At present, Mr. Smith-McKeogh
was more conversational than pleasant,
Glowering at the disheveled. Gratton,
he ‘demanded:

“ What does this mean, you young
idiot ? We told you to come here, ahead
of us, while we got the place surround-
ed-and while the warrant was made
out::

“We told you to held Brayle in
talk till we got here, if he had come
badls.—Is this the way you held a man
in taik 9"

“ I'm net under your orders,” sullen-
ly:-retorted Gratton, “Wihen | teek
that dog collar to the State Police and
told them my story, and then told it
to you, after they’'d phoned for you—
then I had done my duty, and all my
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duty. It was up to me to pay my debt
and Tatiters's debt—mmstly Tatters’s—
in the only satisfying way it could be
paid.—Amd I paid it!” he ended, with
a glance at his bloody, bruised and reel-
ing adversary.

“IIf we hadn’t showed up just when
did,” countered MeKeogh, “iit would
have been paid the other way around,
You tackled an armed man twice your
size.  What did you expect?”

“1 expected to pay a debt. I told
you that, It couldn’t be paid just by
sicking the law onto him.”

“Hfm " said McKeogh, a reluctant
grin twitching his craggy lips.- “ Well,
you sure got out of the: red, to judge
by the way he looks.- Amd you're due
to get out of the red, ffiramcially, too,
if you happen to be in it. Do-youn know
the size of the govermment reward com-
ing to you. for this day's work?*

“NNo.  Amd it doesn't concernme. 1
won’t claim it, and I won’t take it. T'll
ask them to turn it over to some relief
association. I won’t touch blood money,
—i[ don't need it, either. Wiith what
I've put by, and with the nice follow-
ing I've got here, I'm going to take
over the lease on this garage and run
it myself. There's good cash in it, for
the right man. T've figured that ouit
—nd I'm the right kind of man.”

*You concede that, hey?’ laughed
MeKeogh. ¥ Going te play a lens hand
hers, are youd"

“Ne. With a side partner. The
dandiest. side-kick any guy ever had:
Youw've met him.  His name is Tatters,
" Gratton & Tatters’ has a fine seund
to it.

“nd the firm is going to Be just
as fine as it seunds. 1sA't it, Talters?
=Say! -Stop seratching that flea and
come over here and shake hands with

- yOUF REW PaFtnsF Y

END.
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CHAPTER 1.

THE;, MIDNIGHT RUN.

HIS could have happened enly in
Homduras, where the jungled

mountains tower like silent,
dark monuments under the sky, where
brown men hack each other to ribbens
that you may have your banana split
at the Greek’s for five cents cheaper
than at the Red Band Drug Store,
where sugar can grow amidst a welter
of deadly fever; where the marimba’s
melody ean inspire the machete's sav-
age swish, where the village of Gracias
a Dies nestles high and stimking
against the frontier stars while the
towh of Puerto Paloma crouches
steafiing of the bay, where the sun

tive woink a mitacife like tinis!

unsteadies your feet and the moon un-
steadies your head.

The days are too bright in Hon-
duras; the nights are too dark. And
fifteen years ago, it seems to me, they
were even brighter and darker.

Those were the days when the Cen-
tral American Fruit Company owned
all the bananas around Gracias a Dios
and railroaded them down to Puerto
Paloma to get them stowed on ships
for New Orleans. There was a big
sugar plantation on the coast, near the
end of the line; and Guiterre Miguel
Waitgeslao Saavedra was a pompous
lieutenant in the Homduram regular
army. Puerto Paloma and Graelas &
Diios were shanty towns populated with
blagks, Indians, haltbreeds, riff-raff
Spigs, and all the raelal eelers of
Joseph’s esat. You eould eount the
white fen R three fivgers, Ramaly:
Big Dan Bomesteel, Dot Festar—net
the same as " went te Gle’ster,” but
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the beery-breathed medico who sewed
up knife cuts in the banana camyss—
and me,

Big Dan Bomnesteel was tall as a tree,

Nooelditte—
Compléede
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learned some new wrinkles from that
single, rusty, narrow, scrap-iron,
crazy-bedded thread of track. Amd if
you wanted the wildest ride in your

Those wiid Homglimrans were gaining fast

with corn-yellow hair, with hands that
could bend a brake-rod into a horse-
shoe, with grease in his ears, and a
rueful smile on his lips. Doc Foster
was a fat little man in untidy whites,
a sun helmet with the crown stove in,
and with the apple-cheeked face of a
cherub on a church window and the
agile brain of a whiskey botile. 1 was
younger than I am now, and my hair
was a whole lot darker.

Tramslated to English, Honduras
meant — and still means — * The
waves.” The waves. 1 want you to
know that the railroad running the
eighty-four miles between that God-
lost, banana-infested mountain village
of Gracias a Dios and the waterfront
of Puerto Paloma was “ wavy.”" A
Coney Island roller coaster could have

life, all you had to do was go gallop-
ing upgrade from Puerto Paloma with
a string of empties cracking the whip
behind your tender. If yost wanted the
fastest ride you ever had, you'd rock
down from Gracias a Dies at ffifty,
with the box cars stuffed with green
bananas, with flat wheels banglng, with
sparks flylng frem the ralls, and spikes
jumpling eut ef the retted Hes; yeou'd
g0 shrieking aeress the sugar eane field
and hammering up the deek, with just
tHime e eateh the last fruit beat fef
New Orleans.

Amything might be on the track to
switch you into the Hereafter—any-
thing from an old crone skinning a pig
to a pile of coconuts thrown down by
monkeys from the palm trees; from a
dead horse to a brown baby paring its
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chubby toenails with a banana knife.
Or, like as not, a washout from the
tropical rains. Or a section of track
missing—torn up by the Carib Indians
who thought the strangers were up in
Gracias a Dios hunting a legendary
treasure—silver beads hidden some-
where thereabouts by their ancestors.
Amd if that wasn't enough, the Hon-
durans were always flaggimg the train
to hand up a new set of rules and
regulations just made by the latest
president in the latest revolution.

There was a pair of emgjiress—Num-
ber Ome and Number Two—ahtedi-
luvian relics from the museums. Noah
had brewed tea in them on the Ark,
and the C. A. F. C. had bought them
at a dime a piece, after the Civil War.
Big, bony engines with crooked wheels
under skinny bodies, with spreading
cow-catchers and enormous fan-top
stacks; with cozy little cabs crowded
with soot, grease, flame, oilcans, cin-
ders, oaths and a heat to peel the skin
off your flesh while the coal tender
racketed along behind and a Negro
fireman named Olaf Jorgensen hurled
scoops of coal at the crimson mouth of
the fiieettosr. It was hot in tropical
Honduras. Itwas hotter in an engine
cab.

16 DAN BONESTEEL ran the

engines, and Big Dam was the

sort of “hogger” who could
fasten a coffee pot to a roller skate
and send the thing highballing. Now
and again, he'd let me drive an engine
up to Gracias a Dios, but T knew little
more than how to start and stop the
contraptions. Big Dan knew every
bolt and joint on those wrecks; he
could take them apart and put them
together and make them tick the way
a Swiss tinkers with a watch and
makes it go. Whille Numiber Two re-
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posed in the Gracias a Dios roundhouse
for coaling and watering, Big Dan
grabbed Number One and raced for
Puerto Paloma with a load of bananas.
Then he roared back with empties for
the mountain terminal, picked up the
fresh locomotive with the fresh load of
bananas, and thundered back to Puerto
Paloma.

I could guess why, nine years before,
Doc Foster had retired to that hooli-
gan outpost. The mosquito-ridden
coasts are alive with renegade medicos,
and inland towns are likely to offer a
better chance. Wiy Big Dan had
drifted in there with him I couldn't
guess. Big Dan was nobody’s beach-
comber, and he could have been cut-
ting time any run on the New York
Central. Here he was in that jungle
hole, at thirty a week—ewery day but
“ Domingo "—amd living in a shack up
in Gracias a Dios; with nothing to do
during off hours but sit around shak-
ing with malaria or playing pinochle
with Doc, or sneaking off for a lonely
stroll in the jungle. His first run was
at 7 A.M.—when the boat was in—and
his last was midnight. The * Grave-
yard Limited,” Big Dan called that
finall run; and T confess it used to give
me a queer little chill.

You know the echo of a train whis-
tle, streaking off through dark like the
wail of a Hantleee—wwivoae—whooo—
zvhooeeeeet! You should have heard
it as Big Dan could play it rocking
the rails at flifty, through those moun-
tain jungles. You know the crash of
the midnight express, slamming crim-
son and black through the dark. You
should have seen Big Dan’s banana
train taking the grooves across Hon-
duras, along the cliff and down the
gorge and across the cane, where the
silence had lain unbroken for a thou-
sand years. There were no bright-
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colored . ‘signal - towers,- no cheerful
green-and red:lights. -Just the jungle,
standing -around in a way that would
make you creep, with lush vegetation

close-pressed: along the track and vines -

and palms and timber wrapped in star-
shine -and purple velvet. Fire and
sparks and smoke rushing down
through- tropic black.

“If T'm ever a. corpse,” Big—Dah"

wotlld smile that rueful smile, “it'll

be on that graveyard run. This job'll

be the ‘death of me yet{"
This .isn’t a railroad story, you see.

It’s-the story of that astounding death -

—a thing that could have happened
only in Homdwras. If I live to. be two
thousand, I'll never forget the night
the -phone rang in the banana com-
pany's - office and a  woman’s voice
snapped out -of the receiver:.

“ Mr. Jones, you come right up here -

at once. - Bonesteel’s dead?”’

“ Big Dan?" T yelled with emotion,
“Mig Dan’s dead?”

But she'd shut off—and besides, I'm:

getting ahead of the story. I forgot
to-mention that Big Dan was married,
Twao-years: before, he'd gone up to Be-

lize on a vacation and gotten himself

fuddled with. Bacardi rum, and he’d
come back -with a wife.

CHAPTER II
THE OTHER WORLD.

OU should have seen that big en-

gineer's eyes when he stalked in--

to: the -office to tell Doe and me
about her. We thought he had mar-

ried a seiinitde, one of those marble--

skinned Spanish girls with eyes like
dark pools, with lacquered hair, coel

white hands. and a shy, slim figure in
a Latin shawl and a rare lace mantilla,

Then he rushed out to bring in his
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-bride; .and - Doc - Foster, who. never

spilled-a drop unless it was: dowa his

“throat, poured - a tumbler of Hollands

across. his lap.

She had a jaw—and femtt. - Her hair
was like cotton thread, fastened under
a flat hat such: as social workers. wear,

- Her dress was black, and there was a
_grim set to her face. Her shoulders

were as square-as-a_schoolmarm’s. Youw
understood that she had been teach-
ing. You gleaned that impression from
the thin black mustache: on her tight

~upper lip and the disapproval in-her

eyes, behind pinch speectacles that- were
attached ‘to a black :ribbom, - and the
black ribbon attached to a little gold

- fleeardbelys -on her- chest. She stood

on flat-heeled shaes, and in one hand
she held a straw suitcase, inthe other
a mesh bag. filled with black beoks.
Lord! Framed against the white sum-
light of Honduras, she was like same-
thing in iron. She must have been at
least forty.

I could hear Doc FEoster: gurgling
under: his breath, and' I get up on stiff
legs. *“ Well—congratulations.”

Mrs, Bomesteel cut:short Big Dan's
introductions with a sharp, unsmiling
nod, a glare at Doc and a sniff at me
that said, “fFeamps!” Her next ges-
ture snatched the glass from Big Dan's
fingass, and before the poor fellow
could pretest she had him, figiyatinely
speaking,-by the ear and was marching
him out of there.

“1 want you to understand, Dam
Bomesteel, that I'll tolerate none of this
hoodlumism and drimking!”

Wihen bride and groom were de-
parted, I leeked at Doc and Peoe looked
at me. The doctor appeared te be siek,
The apples in his cheeks had gons from
ripe to green. He tipped baek his
helmet and swere.

“WNow trepan me with a wmealrand”
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he burst out. *“1I should have known
better than to let that fathead maniac
go away on his vacation alone. Why,
the fool ought to travel with a night
nurse. Confound it, he'll ruin every-
thing 1"

Just what he'd ruined, other than his
bachelorhood, I couldn’t comprehend.
The unregenerate physician, Foster, al-
ways mingled medical terms with solid
invective.

“Sew up a sponge in me if I thought
this would happen! Good Lordi Mar-
ried— To that!” He mopped his
face savagely. * Well, it couldn’t hidfve
happened anywhere but Honduras!™

I knew what Doc Foster meant. In
Honduras, as I've stated, the days are
too bright and the nights too dark.
Bonesteel had lived too long alone, up
there in that mountain outpost. Given
a break back to civilization, he'd lost
his head and married the first white
woman he'd seen in seven years. Still,
it wasn’t the first time that some wild,
rawhide frontiersman had gone off on
a Spree and come back determined to
settle down,

“ Romantic!” Doc Foster sneered.
“ Got the mind of a boy. She must
out-date him by five years.”

MOTHER complex, Doc pro-
nounced it. I thought I un-
derstood. The tropic stars can

do more for a woman, a little Spanish
music and warm air and a glass of
Bacardi added, than five hundred tons
of make-up. Big Dan's would be a
dog-like devotion, wanting home and
love and that sort of thing. I know
he worshipped her for at least a week.
Then began that rueful little smile in
the corner of his mouth. A simple

fellow, Big Dan; a mechanic at heart.
The awakening must have been
abysmal.
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“You think you're going down to
Puerto Paloma and drink with those
scoundrels, Jones and Foster? Well,
let me tell you, you can stay home Sun-
days and dig a new well on our com-
pound I*

Oh—*1 won't have that rascal-
ly physician around this housel”
Or “If you really loved your wiifie—
and I'm trying so Iend+—""

Then maybe a burst of metallic sobs.
She’d been married before, you see.
Doc Foster informed me with a growl:

“ Her husband was vice consul in
Belize, Probably a blind man, and died
of falling down the back stairs, tryin'
to sneak out.”

In Gracias & Dios, lost up there in
the mountains, Big Dan couldn’t sneak
out. He couldn’t chew tobacco, either,
or do a lot of other things he'd always
done. Mrs. Bonesteel called him sim-
ply “ Bomesteel,” with a tinge of scorn
to the appellation; and if, in final stub-
bornness, he refused compliance with
one of her many demands, the vigilant
woman had a “Heeart attadk” handy,
because of his brutal conduct, or a
violent sick headache that lasted three
days.

Obediently, he set about digging the
well and repairing the roof, but it was
hard to slave all day on a Sunday, after
a solid week of hauling bananas, down
there in the tropics, where the heat
curled everybody and everything ex-
cept Mrs. Bonesteel’s hair, and where
the nights were like a bath of mor-
phine.

“ And if you had a decent man’s
ambition you'd get me out of here and
go to America and run a real loco-
motive—"

Big Dan was patient, in his dogged
way. “Yowm leave my Jlocomotives
alone. Them’s good engines.” He
protested he wasn’t ready to go to
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America. If she'd only wait till he
got enough money .

“ Money? At thlrty dollars a week?"
You should have heard that sneer, as
I heard it more than once.

Big Dan would shake his head.
“But I told you before we was mar-
ried—"

“Oh!” The woman would clap a
hand to her forehead. “If my health
were only Ibetter—"

Her health was perfect; and she was
one of those females who was ad-
dicted to fads. Vegetarian diet—and
Big Dan must eat no meat, eithér. And
cold water. But I think the spiritual-
ism was the heaviest straw.

AN you see Big Dan, plugging up
the dark path from the round-
house, laden with sweat and

grease, that first night home? To find
a dinner of cold potatoes waiting, and
his bride ensconced in a spiritualistic
seance! The lamps of the bumgalow
turned low, the only sound the buzzing
of mosquitoes and the nocturnal chirp
of tree frogs, and in the air that un-
accountable smell of rotting coconut
husks that spoils the breeze arouind
Honduran towns. Mrs. Bonesteel sit-
ting belt upright in the shadows of her
ehosen eorner; books by Oliver Lodge
and Conah Doyle and the Fox Sisters
strewn at her boets; her hands clutehed
togethef In her lap; faee clenehed and
eyes shut 1n a medlum tranee.

Trying to establish communication
with her dead first husband, she told
him. To an earthy fellow like Big
Dan, used to fighting in the open and
downing hot meals, it must have been
a shock. It must have given him a
turn.

“ You’re too pigheaded, too soulless
to understand the psychic forces in the
outer world.” She was quick to show
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the contempt that one immersed in the
occult, invited into the “inner circle”
displays toward slow-witted humanity.
“ You and that criminal doctor friend
of yours—wmmn’t have the man around
here—are too utterly material to see
beyond the cosmic void.”

“ Psychic forces ?—Cosmic void ?*
You can imagine the abashed railroad
engineer scratching his scalp, looking
at his wife with puzzled, half-fright-
ened blue eyes. Amd then, for the en-
suing six months, coming home to a
bungalow steadily filling with books
from psychical research societies in
England; strange pamphlets from
heaven knew where; and queerish
photographs of faces, misty under
clouds of steam,

“That's not steam, you foalli—
That’s an aura.”

“ That there 2—I mean, it looks like
a gihast+—"

“You would—Ghost, imdead!
That’s your cheap little worldly, super-
stitious mind. I told you to read that
book I gave you, Bonesteel, and I see
you haven’t so much as done me the
courtesy of opening it—Th=at’s no
ghost. That’s an ectoplasmic emana-
tion from the soul of one gone Beyond.
Called from the after-world by
Renard, the great French medium. If
you only took the trouble to try to un-
derstand your wife, you’d know that
I'm on the verge of attaining medium-
istic power. Allready I have heard the
voices, have spoken with the dead, and
some day may raise the dead, calling
the spirite—""

His smile must have been rueful,
then, the idea fimally penetrating the
flymizetds, cogs, piston-rods, steam-
boxes, bolts and gauges of his, you

might say “ one-track,” locomotive en-
gineer's mind. His wife! Talking
with the dead. Good Lord! Then he
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couldn’t get away from it, even after
he was gone. . And raisz the-dead . . .

Doc:Foster, who happened in, bluff
and uninvited, to. overhear this con-
versation—you can fancy the medical
man’s snort of professional disgust at
what he termed * feminine hysteria *
—told me that Big Dan shaded a trifle
pale. Amd I think this trend to the
domestic lecturings clicked something
in.the back of the big engineer's head.
The man gave up.

Mrs. Bonesteel shut herself away
from - what little world there was im
that miserable banana outpost, and
wrapped herself in a mystic, and at the
same time grim-jawed, mantle of
spiritualism. . Big Dan dolefully re-
turned to his first loves, Engines One
and Two, and the hard grind of
freighting bananas. Doc Foster and 1
spent our nights off, in secret annoy-
ance at each other's tiresome company,
drinking to the fate of our lost mem-
padre,; and Big Dan spent his nights
off digging new wells in new dry sea-
sons, in patching the roof or in dodg-
ing M¥s. Bonesteel's diatribes.

Amnd the nights are too dark in Hon-
duras. Apes sing strangely at the
moon—uamearthly monkey cries—and
the jungled mountains seem to- be
waiting.

It was about this time that I heard
Big Dan say the job would be the death
of him yet; and not long after that,
Mrs. Bonesteel phoned to tell me he
was dead.

CHAPTER 1II.

HOUSE OF THE DEAD.

COULDN’T believe it. It was
Saturday night, and not an hour
earlier I'd heard the coughing of

Big Dan’s engine, finished with its mid-
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night run, as it backed up the sidimg
on the edge of the village. Big Dan
dead! In an end-of-the-weorld hole
like that, hemmed in by mountain. night
and by the sort of silence that fingers
your face, death has a terrible sound.

Hurrying across the village, past
tin-roofed warehouses, native shacks,
thatch-topped Indian huts and up the
black-swaddlled path to Big Dan’s bun-
galow, I was swamped with a blue
loneliness. Wihat had finished the big
chap? A machete leaping out of the
dark? A burst of steam? A bullet?

A squad of parrot-eyed Honduran
soldiers had camped -in the village that
day, I remembered. Could one of
those crack-braimed fools have potshot
the engineer? Wihat happened to peo-
ple when they died, anyway? Mrs.
Bomesteel could snarl about souls
translated into invisible quivers that
floaetl about - in space. Wiith that
round, lemon-colored moon creeping
around a shoulder of cliff, I didn’t like
to think about it; I didn't want to go
up to Big Dan’s bungalow and meet
his. gloomy widow.

The village that night seemed alive
with secret excitement. It was one of
those nights when you hear boards
cracking in the heat and the darkness
walking. In the honkytonks the guitars
had stopped. Hut windows were black,
and I had a feeling of shadows scur-
rying past me.

Poor Dan! What did these Spigs
care? Just another Gringp out of the
way.— Wit did anybody care? I tried
to think of something to say to Mrs.
Bomesteel, and couldn’t think of any-
thing. Deatth is the last word, in a
place like that,

The woman was standing in her
doorway, arms akimbo, rigid as a
granite mortician. Wense than tht, .
for she'd draped herself in black, with
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a loose black veil thrown aside from
her face; and in the dim, amber light
stealing. from the inner room, her
chiseled features were as unnatural as
those of a mannish female imperson-
ator playing doorman to a tomb.

“ Mrs. Bonesteel,” 1 faltered, “ this
is—is—"

*“ He's in there.,” She nodded her
jaw over her shoulder, and her voice
was made of wood. “ Couldnt you
get here sooner? Youw're the head of
this filthy banana camp.”

She was a terrifying person, at that
time of night. Either she was atttually
turning to stone, holding like iron
under terrific emotional strain, or she
was one of those women who fainted
at nothing, who never shed a tear. 1
tell you, it was somber. Her eyes,
without glasses, were as dry as bits of
obsidian. She'd expressed a  desire
that [ stay away from there, and I
hadn’t seen her in a couple of montins;
and so the sight of her, that night, with
-my nerves already unstrung, rattled my
spine.

For a flash I wondered if she'd
killed Big Dan; but she was glaring
at me as if the fault were mine.

“ 1—I’'m sorry,” 1 muttered.

“Why sorry?" she came back, in
that seance tone. “ He has gone to a
better world. We are taking him away,
and you've got to help.”

&

HEN I got another shock. There
was a smell of whiskey in the
doorway, and I saw Doc Foster

standing there. - Wikether his eyes were
glassy from grief or alcohol I couldn't
tell, but his sleeves were rolled up on
stubby, pale arms, and his manner was
revoltingly brisk. I glared at the man
in angry astonishment. That fat little
erocodile! Apparently, he was no
more perturbed by the presence of
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death than Mrs. Bonesteel. Amd Big
Dan had been Doc Foster’s friend.

“I've just finished the autopsy,
madame,” said Foster, clearing his
throat professionally. “HEe died of
apoplexy induced by sudden fever. Oh,
Jones.” He switched to me, his voice
lowering. “ Ha—ggbatl you've core—
this is—wadll, sad to say the least. Poor
Bonesteel! Waelll, it was over in a
minute. A wretched business.”

He voiced the suspicion of a hiccup.
“Dan was out in the compound dig-
ging a well, not half hour ago. He
was waist deep in the ditch. I was
watching from my shack. Suddenly I
saw him throw up his arms and go
dowm. I rushed over, of course, but
he was lying at the bottom of the ditch.
Stone dead. Gone.—Apuplexy, yes.
Like that, WHhiff.—Wi&dll, he—he’d had
a fever. Must have caught it down
in the cane somewhere. Resistance
lowered by not having enough solid
food, I should say, and it got him.
I've just finished the aurpeyy—"

Autopsy? If he said that word
again, in that offhand tone, I'd kill the
little brute! Yweur'd have thought Big
Dan was just another interesting speci-
men for that doctor; an entertaining
case. I could have wrung some feeling
into the beachcombing physician’s fat
neck. Wiith a soiled handkerchief, he
mopped the accordion pleats on the
back of his neck, and started to roll
down his sleeves.

“ Naturally—er—amd Mrs. Bone-
steel agrees with me—wme'we got to get
him out of here. The—uth—Hreat, you
know."”

“1 won't have Bonesteel buried in
this God-forsaken spot!” his widow
announced grimly. “ God knows I can
at least give my husband a decent
burial—amd a stone. T was telling him
only last week, if anything happened
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to him-on that wretched  railnead—oh,

being.-an engineer's wife is a life of
constant sorrow and worry—the must
have a respectable resting place. I shall
take him to New Orleans.”

“We're going to take him down on
the--train,” Foster nodded. “ We've
got just about enough time to catch the
last’ boat before next week.”

Remember, the jungle was standing
around whispering, and there were the
mountains, looming purple against the
stars, and the moon beginning to paint
yellow and black down the cliffs. Mus,
Bomesteel’s face was like a:mask in
gray - stone, framed in mourner's
weeds.  ‘The frowsy doctor rolling
down his cuffs. - Then the woman,
staring off at nothing, and -muttesmirg):

“1 shall try to establish communi-
cation with Bomesteel. If the power
—ithe power would only comedi—We
must concentrate. ‘The dead shall ise
again—" 1

But-the room inside was worse. The
single lamp was low, a bluish fleme
was fluttering close down on the wick.
Chair-legs creaked -in the heat and
shadows lay in crazy patterns across
walls and flbmr. Big Dan, lying there
on the cot, his inert frame wrapped in
a white sheet, mummified and silent.
Mutffled in that shroud from foot te
forehead, with just the top of his hrow
showing, and with one arm hanging
down with the hand dangling free, the
skin as green as house paint.

Doc -Foster, dodging in front of me,
yelped: “Dor’t go near! It was yel-
low fever —Chmtagion K*

Mrs. Bomesteel gave a sudden
squawk in the doorway; there was the
sound of running boots coming out of
night, a faint haze of dust, fificcrradier
Spanish dialect, an arm shoving the
woman aside, and a figure in gaudy
uniform. standing on the thresheld.
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“I am Guiterre Miguel Wen¢esko
Saavedra, lieutenant of the Honduran
regular army. Amd these, semanass, are
my men.”

Cat-like whispers stiff with authori-
ty, and- fierce, lizard-quick, accusing
eyes.

“Word has come to me of the
Americano dying of contagion,”  the
Homduran officer continued, “I refer
you to the new ruling of President
Pastore’s government, Article Twelve,
Section Nime, Constitutional. Amend-
ment Four Thousamd Seven, Law On
Public Health. Amd 1 place you under
arrest for not inferming authorities of
this case at once. Furthermore, I de-
mand the body of the corpse for-dis-
posal as contagious, in immediate bors-
fire I't

I shall not soon forget. what hap-
pened them!

CHAPTER 1IV.
FUNERAL TRAIN.

ONFIRE!”. ~ Mrs. Bonesteel
whirled on the shrimpish Hon-
duran with the astounding fe-

rocity which large women so often
develop.. Her bark was as angry as a

dog’s. ¥ Yow mean you're going to
cremate my. husbamd>—Buwrn his
body?"

The officer drew himself up to a
height. “ilt is the lams.*

“Not my -husband's body, you're
notl” She knotted a ffsst. “ Bonesteel
was my -husband, and no picayune-
Spaniard is going to tell me what to
do with him! - He belongs to the spirit
world now, and his soul .is translated
to  the non-corporeal. I am,"” -she
chanted in the voice of a rune, “ work-
ing on-a new -theory, one of my own
conception, and if the Master Spirit
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wills it, I shall talk with Bonesteel's
departed soul and ask it to return to
its earthly Hadjy—"

It was enough to rattle my teeth,
that woman talking such unearthly
mediumistic  patter, the mummy-
wrapped figure on the cot with its
green hand and green forehead. Doc
Foster looked badly, too. Standing be-
hind me, he was making strangling
noises in his throat; sweat was sprout-
ing in shiny drops on his cheeks. The
lieutenant and the men banded at his
back began to mutter. I don't suppose
they understood a word the woman
was droning,

Guiterre Miguel Wemteslao Saave-
dra moved forward. “ I must demand
that the sefiora stand asiitee—""

He didn’t know Mrs. Bonesteel. She
swept out a hand and knocked the of-
ficer a slam against the wall that shook
the roof and took a good deal of the
bombast out of his doublet. She
wasn't the sort to stand aside for any-
body.

The Homduran officer howled like a
kicked wildcat. Amd the next thing 1
knew a batch of barefoot soldiers were
crowding through the door, Mrs.
Bomnesteel was whirling in the midst of
bedlam, the lieutenant was trying to
draw the saber from the scabbard
caught between his legs, and there was
hell to pay. In that room of death the
uproar was fantastic and terrible.

“Fiight them!” the woman screamed.
“Hight the rats!

She waded through the tangle, fiists
striking out, eyes blazing. Holy St.
Mackerel, didn't they blaze!l The Latin
temper blew sky high, and four Hon-
durans threw themselves on top of me.
Some one was rattling handcuff chains.
The lieutenant was shriekiing:

“ Arrest them! In the name of
Law!”
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A chair broke, crackling. Dust boiled
up off the carpet. Trampling feet and
flying fists. Doc Foster took a gun
butt on the chin, tumbled backwards
and sprawled howling atop the body
on the cot,

“TIhe back door!” Mrs. Bonesteel
squalled above the din. *“ The back
doort”

A gun crashed like a cannon, and the
lamp on the table popped to a thou-
sand fragments, plunging that hot,
close room into darkmess and oily
smoke. I could hear the soldiers howl-
ing like tigers.

“Caraaredes!” “PRor Diwt!” “ Car-
ramiba?”’

Mrs. Bomesteel screaming,
filthy little Speemsads—"

(14 No

E back door. We were out of

there, running across the com-

pound, the woman coming be-
hind me with long strides, the army
coming behind the woman, Doc Eoster
up ahead, his short legs rabbiting, and
hugged in his sweating arms that body
wrapped in its white sheet.

I was sick, I can tell you. As long
as I live, I never hope to see anything
like that. Doc Fester lugging Big
Dan’s body. That locomotive engi-
neer had stood six feet, remember; and
the corrupted little physician was car-
rying him off through the night as he
might have carried a child—for all the
world like a grave robber hotfooting it
out of a cemetery with his ghoulish
burden, the police bringing up the rear.

We plunged through a mass of ba-
nana plants, through a thicket of coco-
nut palms, their white boles wizardish
in moonlight, and down a reeking al-
ley. That whole dreadful village was
racketing like a canning factory, A
batch of half naked men spilled around
a corner, Indians, joining the rumpus)
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“ Get the Gringa’ =" Stop- thieffl"—
“ Bandigo ¥ Yells traveled wp the
miguntain, splitting the blackness with
framtic echees. All Honduras was
after us now. : :

“fithe railread!” Mrs. Bomestesl
seFesched.

I den't know hew we outdistanced
them, hew we got on that train. Olaf
Jorgensen had nursed steam up in the
engines—as a general ruls, we kept

them hot all night=thut the Negro firfire-

mian was nowhere in sight when we got
to the siding. Though T did think 1
saw a pair of eyes, as big as whits
eggs, watching the rush from under
the loading platform. Number Owe
stood there, steaming drowsily, with
one loaded banana car hooked to the
tender. We got aboard—the body,
Doc, Mrs. Bomestsel and 1. 1 don't
knew how. I remember Deoc darting
like a gnome around the cow-catcher,

to throw the switch that would get us-

on the main line. 1 remember, too, the
indomitable woman beating on my
shoulders.

“ Get up in that engine and drivel”
she screamed.

*T'm no engineer!” I protested, with
nerves. *“I'm a plantation manager.”

“You get up-in there and run that
thing!"” she commanded.

Well, T did know how to throw the
throttle. Shades of Casey jones! My

first yank had the wheels spinning on
the track like buzz saws. But Dec did

something with a lever that released
sand. ‘The flanges took hold; Number - |

One jumped forward with a neck-
cracking jolt, sprang out of the siding,
shot across the switch leaning over like
a ship, thundered down the open road:

* Go it, you fooll” Doc's shout was
almost jubilant. “Let her blow!}
Operate! We got just time to make
the boat "
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I stammed - the throttle, and the driv-
ers pounded full blast. The tmadk
dropped straight ahead for a mile, a
silvery highway - in the moonlight,
black-green jungle walls sheer on
either side. Steam blowing like whales’
spouts frem the boxes, pistons ham-
mering, smoke streaking like ink from

" the stack, we tore down that river of
jungle moonlight. Yes, and we'd for~
gotten to light the headiamp!

Gales .of wind ripped through the
open windows of the cab; the flor
- bounced in a way to hurl me off my
sideseat, so that I had to hang on with
white hands. 1 could hear metal clang-
ing, see Doc Foster, bent double, his
renegade helmet tipped over his eyes
and his face painted a wild crimson in
the flame of the firedoor;, stoking like
a madman, It was hot in that cabb-
hotter than a furmace.’ Sweat ran from
every pore in my face; yet it was like
icewater. ‘Talk about a graveyard
run|

That train with its single box car
crashing a dowmhiil. hole through
tropic night was it/ 1 could look back
over my shoulder, you understand; and
there on the deck of the tender, her
widow's weeds blowing like black
wings from her shoulders, her face like
gray gramite, her body balanced
“against the sway of the car, Mrs. Bone-
steel hovered over the white-wrapped
body, stark and stiff,

FYNHE woman turned her head as 1
looked, and. slhicieked:

“ Hurry, you fool! Humyh—
The other engine! ‘They're coming
after wsi”

€an you get a picture of the thimg?
That pounding six-wheeler rollimng
down the loose track. That scamp of
~a doctor playing Vuilean with the coal
scoop. Iron and smoke, banging and
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clanging, the stack spouting red light
like the chimney of a blast furnace.
Me, hanging white and half-wiitted in
the cab window. The woman crouch-
ing on the deck of the eoal ear, veils
streaming, rocky face bared to the
moon, eyes opalescent, over the
shrouded body like the black statue of
Charon—Angsll of Deadib—conducting
a passenger to the Land of Shades.
Wow!

Amd that other train, as I saw it
when we rounded the curve, hammer-
ing and whistling in red hot pursuit.
Engine Number Twwo, whip-cracking
its string of empties, wild faces, fiists,
guns hanging from-the cab windows
and the tender, the brown men like so
many monkeys on the decks of the box
cars.

We were, moving, I can promise you
that! The jungle was tearing past my
face in a black streak. Two miles down
the line, in sudden desperation, I
yanked the whistle cord—idhoooe-
witoaovibboospeebe butbut  the goat 1
had spied on the tracks never had time
to get off, and we weren't stopping.
The animal must have soared five hun-
dred feet, twisting high in the air
against the yellow moon.

Mrs. Bonesteel shouted, ¥ They're
getting closant™

A bullet went ping! and ricochetted
off the sill under my elbow. 1 pulled
in my ears, then. That Honduran
lieutenant behind us meant business.
Hondurans have no particular fond-
ness for North Americans, especially
when the Hondurans outnumber them
twenty to one. There must have been
sixty Indians, besides that squad of
comic opera soldiers, hanging and
shrieking on that train behind us. The
Indians brandished machetes and the
soldiers waved guns. Those soldiers
were mad—tough customers. The lieu-

87

tenant was mad, too. Spanish officers
don’t like to be slapped in the face. 1
could imagine how the telegraph wires
that made a liquid fence alongside the
track were buzzing this piece of news,
and I wondered what sort of reception
we were in for in Puerto Paloma.

Doc cursed at my elbow, leaning out
of the cab and shaking a fist aft,

“ Give her all the juice she can take!
They're gettin’ up on us! We're pull-
in' a loaded car, that's why! You don't
wamnt 'em to burn poor old Dam—"

Poor old Dan! [ thought of the
chap wrapped in that white sheet, stiff
and stark atop the swaying tender, and
I choked. Doc whirled, grabbed a
funnel of sand, poured it into the fiire-
door to clear the flue. Smoke sped
from the stack in an inky hurricane.

Mrs. Bomesteel was half blotted out
by the streaming fog. Hair blew in a
thicket over her face, her chegks were
streaked as with a minstrel’'s burnt
cork, but not with tears. There wasn't
a tear in the woman. Standing there
atop the tender in smoke and moon-
light, she moved her lips in a sort of
mumbo-jumbo, and every once in a
while she’d move her hands and make
a pass over the sheet-wrapped body at
her feet. Somehow, the thing got in
my back teeth and made them chatter.

“ You ought to get her into that box
car!” [ yelled at Doc. * She’ll fall off
or get hit—They're shootiimg!

“@an't!™ Doc hollered. “Car's
loaded to the roof with bananas—"

CHAPTER V.
RAISING THE DEAD.

E took an S curve in a way that
made the hair on my scalp
stand at attention; we thun-
dered through a narrow gorge, tore
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across a wooden trestle and dashed .a
straight five miles in as many minutes,
with.my heart like a lump of dough in
my:mouth. The cab was a young in-
ferno of heat, cinders, spattering .oil
and - deafening noise. Tem miles.
Twenty miles. Thirty. Yet on the
long: curves where the jungle was
chopped clear, I could see Number
Two walloping along behind us: in-a
blur of fnreglmw and iron.

Red holes in the night.
twinkle of popping guns.

“HHumry!” the woman came out of
a-trance and screamed at me. “ Faster!
They’re gaining on us!”

We couldn’t go any faster. Number
One would have blown to pieces if we
had: tried it. ‘The throttle was down
to. the last notch.

We came to a place where the track
was "overshadowed by tail- palms. 1
poked my head from the window in
terror, trying to see, and the wind al-
most blasted my face away. Down-
hill - at sixty, and we seemed to be
rocketing in ‘mid air, ripping through
Stygian black on:a thundering fiire-
brand. You think that engine wasn't
rocking ?

“Badter!  Faster!'—They're gain-
ing!” came the scream.

We were pounding on an upgrade.
Doc turned from the steam indicator,
threw down his shovel. Head to foot,
he was as black as-tar, streaming coal-
dust and grease.

“T-ought to unhook that bamana
calr_”

“NNm, nol” T shrieked.
kill the lot of tieem—"

“ They’re almost up to us!=—lll fiix
those consumptive paretic cretims!™

He scrambled out of the cab, across
the coal bins and up to the tender's
deck; he stooped low and ran to the
box car. Umder the braking wheel

The ﬁn@ﬂy

“It would
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there was a. little door in the car's
square face. Deoc opened the door,
yanked out three bunches of green ba-
nanas.

“ Help me!” he shrieked at Mrs.
Bonesteel.

I won’t soon forget the woman’s an-
swer, her voice lifted above the bellow
of the engine.

“ Don't interruptt!” she cried. “ I'm
compitteingy! I'm trying to com-
municate with Bonesteel.”

Doc must have gone crazy. Clutch-
ing those banana stems in his arms, he
eramiled to the top :-of the box car,
wormed his way aft, and sat there in
the smoke and wind and moonlight,
peeling bananas—geadlimg greem ba-
nanas. ~There was Number Two's
headlight, closing in behind like a huge
white eye—amd the little fat man rip-
ping skins from the fruit. Crazy?—
Like a fox.

I could have yelled. He was tinrow-
ing those skinned bananas on the tradk!
Thwee bunches, and three bunches
more. Whhite meat and green skins
scattered across the rails in the vacuum
behind us. I could hear the wild,
crescendo whine of Number Two's
skidding drivewiheels, the blast of that
engine’s exhawust, the bawl of rage
from its train crew. ‘There was Doc,
squatting -atop the box car, tossing ba-
nanas like some outlandish, gamin
sparrow scattering crumbs from a
roof. I won't forget that sight.  Or
the roaring of the baffled locomotive
behind us.. You know- the sound? The
blast of a freight engine struggling on
greasy rails, trying to pull a heavy:
train, drivers spimmimg?

We pulled away, and the headlight
faded, the din died in our rear. Twenty
miles more, cutting the grooves across
Hondwras, eating the miles in the pitch:
black of the jungle. .Didn't we get
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away from that other train? But tear-
ing a tunnel down the night, alone this
way, with Doc stoking the fire and the
woman standing over the white mum-
my of Big Dan on the tender, was al-
most worse. Every mile it was worse.
Over my shoulder I could see her
standing there, a black image above the
white, making passes with her hands
and her lips going.

“Welll make the boat!” Doc hol-
lered. * Look at the mileage. Only
fifieeen more to go.”

UT we had more than thiat to go.
We crashed the night to shatters
through a narrow ravine, started
to blast around a sweeping curve, and 1
heard a sound that got me by the
throat. H/anwvibhowavhoooeeriee! That
was the train behind us. They'd sanded
the track, cleared the garbage and were
coming ahead full steamn. Amd that
wasn’t the third of it. My old Num-
ber One took the curve like an iron
airplane, stormed out onto a straight
streteh, and smaek te the middle of
hell. 1 mean /Aell.
“Look!" Doc's screech came out of
his mouth like the wail of a jackal.
But I didn't have to look. I could
see, all right. Youw could see for miles.
As bright as day, and the sky painted
crimson as dawn and hot as tropical
noon. Omly it wasn't day. Before I
could yank the lever, that runaway en-
gine shot straight into the middle of
Hades in a wild, blazing heat to singe
your eyebrows. Burning sugar; the
cane, as far as your eye could see, was
on fiiee. Flame licking and leaping and
billowing in all directions, and the
track going straight through the mid-
dle of it—=and we were on the track!
Amd at that same desperate minute a
little valve snapped above the fifiebosx;
gomething hacked a eough in the en-
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gine's middle; and the wheels ham-
mered to a stop.

“ Don't back up!” Doc sgualled.

“They're coming after us!" the
woman shrieked. “Go albead )

“ We can't go at all*” 1 screeched.
“ It's broken ddovw™

Amd with one voice they screamed,

¥ Oh, my God! If Big Dan was only
here!”

€Can you see us, stalled in the heart
of that crimson, flaming field, with the
tracks as red as electric wires ahead
and behind; fire capering across the
roadbed and blue flames licking along
the ties? Can you smell the burning
sugar and hear the crackling blaze-roar
and the echo of those two simultaneous
screams ?

But, then, can you see what I saw?
The white-wrapped body of the big
engineer stretched at the woman'’s feet!
One outflung arm and green Hemde—
all clear as day in the volcanic bril-
liance of the cane fires.

That dead arm began to move! I
tell you, I saw it move across the sooty
iron deck, and lift green fimgers to
fumble across the sheet-swathed face.
I wanted to yell, but my throat tied
itself in a granny knot. I couldn’t gasp
a sound. Fire shouted around the
stalled train, some distance away
sounded the phantom echo of a loco-
motive whistle; and in the red glare of
nightmare the white, mummy ffigure
moved and slowly raised its Hhead.
Slewly the speetral figute sat upright.
The fingeis pulled the shroud away;
and Big Dan Bonesteel sat staring, his
forehead the eolor of dylng grass, RAis
face enarneled searlet, hi§ eyes batted
wide In his head.

“ Where am 1? Voices—I heard
voices!” The wizardish cry strangled
into a shout. “ What’s wrong with
that emgiiree—?"
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#1've -done it!" Mis.- Bonesteel
screamed. “ I've raised the dead!”

I don’t kmow what Doc and 1 were
doing. 1 know that sepulchral ‘being
atop the tender soared to its feet,
whipped off the sheet and tossed it into
the coal bin; then it came-springing for
the «cab to knock me flat on ‘the fiwor
with a green hand. 1 could see that
terrible hand snatch a hammer from
under the driver’s seat, pound and claw
at the ‘broken valve above the fifiebmx.

Tite -hammer flew through the win-
dow: Tllhe green ‘hand -grabbed the,
throttle. The engine belched a roar,
sprang forward on ‘the:track. - Embers
and flame walls shot past the cab on
either -side, as that ‘impossible -express
train went slamming straight through
the heart of the roaring field, shaking
and rocking and thundering.

A last rush of red heat, and we were
whistling through cool dark, banging
across the switches on the outskirts of
Puerto Palomma, past a railroad shed
where dim men yelled, then-out on a
dock whefe the calm wihite wall of a
frait boat loomed above the tracks.
Poc was yelling and the woman was
yefling. Big Dan was sitting on the
seat in the cab window, clutching the
throttle in ‘his pea-green hands. I lay
on the floor, stiff as a board.

UT don't, as I-did for weeks after,
| ) go peeking under your bed every
night and starting with a whinney
every time you hear a train whistle
echoing under ‘the nioon. It was the
sort of thing that could have happened
only in Hondwras. -Ounly in Honduras
would an engineer race his train
through a field of burning sugar to
scare into convulsions the police, who'd
firedl thhe cane. I won’t forget the howls
of those -terrified soldiers on the dock,
or the sight of the Honduran general
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who vamished up the wharf, smaller
and 'smaller, like a-clown cop in-a-slap-
stick movie. Omly .in Honduras -would
a fruit-boat lower a gangway -down its
calm white wall, ship’s officers shout-
ing and funnel blowing.

The woman in black sprinted acress
the tracks with the fat little doctor -and
an -engineer with green ‘hands chasing
after; and Mrs. Bomesteel made a-pic-
ture running for that gangway. Don’t
ever think she didn’t. Half way. -up
the gangplank she halted, whirling on
the pair who had tried to catch her.

“Don’t-try to stop me? The voice
bursting from that sooty face would
have halted an army. “ I'm .going to
Emnglamdl -—1 shall take my story to the
world!” Ome black finger pointed at
the moon. “ My life belongs to those
gone Beyomd. I have riised -the -deaddi ™

The voice of her husband -would
have raised the dead, I promise you.

“Wait!” he screeched. “ My sineett!
I threw it in-the coal car. Wihere’s my
steat??”’

Mrrs. Bomesteel was at the ‘high: Fail.
* I threw it into that burning fiield, you
fool!” she screamed through cupped
palms. “ Contagious!

Plopp! The engineer went -dowm.. I
was crawling from the cab, and T-saw
him fall. The white ship slid along
the wharf, and Mrs. Bomesteel -stood
at the rail, stark and black, moonshine
making cold satellites of the glasses
pinched to her nose, her finger fixed
pointing at the sky.

O man was there to ‘see us earry
the body -off that wharf. 'When
we staggered into the ‘hanana

office I wamted a good big -drink. 1
smashed -the neck from a béttle, -and
poured brown wihiskey through " Big
Dam’s teeth. Tihen I slopped tthe rest
of it through my own.
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The engineer sat upright on the fitboor
the next moment, smiling his rueful
smile.

* Gotta do something to get this
green house paint off my hands,” he
told us dolefully,

“Too bad it wasn't Paris green!”
Doc Foster snapped, pacing the room,
“PRatiis green in the pit of that womn-
an's neurotic stomadn—Tlrowim’ the
sheet away like that!”

“ And with all that silver wrapped
up in the feet of that shroud!” the in-
credible engineer groamed. * Say, 1
thought | wowl?! die when 1 shoveled
up those silver beads at the bottem of
that weil.
tune.—Maybe we should of told her,
Doe, instead of playin' pessum an’ hav-
ing her think 1 was dead, and me trvin'
to sneak off on the boat ‘as a corpss;
Th' fortune's gone, all right, but="
the rueful smile broademed to an urchin
grim—"'Il reckon the wife is, too.—

Musta been weorth a for-
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Gee, give me a hand, will you, Jones,
an' help me off'n this fldoe?”

“1 wouldn't touch either of you!”
I let them have it.. * Youw’re con-
tagiows!™

Omly in Honduras, I repeat, could
the thing have happened. Those beach-
conibmg, bushwhacking soowmbhedsdi—
Amd on the strength of his super-
natural return from the dead, Big Dan
got tie religious element behind him
and made himself vice president at the
next election! Doc Foster - became
secretary of the Honduran army, and
the first job he did was to fire one Gui-
terre Miguel Wenceslao Saavedra.

Mrs. Bonestesl now calls herself by
another name and coins a fortune as
the latest fad among spirit mediums in
Euwrope. T spent a year hunting that
treasure in that burned-out cane firld,
but 1 didn’t find it.

The days are too bright in Hon-
duras; the nights are too dark.

THE END.

¥ ' Y] ¥
Blessonnds Help Prisonrer bseape
WHILE for centuries bloodhounds have been used to recapture Fumaway
prisoners, it remained for a clever Negro in an Amkamsas conviet ecamp

to reverse this age-old procedure.

As is the custom, at this camp were a number of bloodhounds kept for

the purpose of preventing escapes.

These were in care of a Negro trusty

who fed them, and who made friends with them,
Finaily, seizing the opportunity for which he had been waiting, he es-

caped. As a matter of course the hounds were set on his trail.

As they

did not return to their masters the pursuit seemed hopeless, but two days
later the pursuers stumbied upon the convict asleep in the woods, surrounded
by the pack of dogs—silso taking a nap.

On being approached by the guards, the dogs refused to let them take
the Negro, and had to be clubbed into submission before they would permit

him to be retaken.

Wihem they returned to the camp the man was removed from his asso-
ciation with the dogs to prevent a recurrence of the same sort of thing.

However, when a few weeks later the man attempted to escape again,
the dogs, remembering their friend, again refused to catch him and the guards

had to fire on the man to stop him.

Eartl B. Peauell,



The Outlaws of Mars

By OTIS ADELBERT KLINE
Author of “The Swordsman-of Mars,” “Jan of the Jusngle,” ete.

Unjusttyy accusei of murdbeiimg a primse on Mats, Faarifhman
Jenny Mougpan is offered] a chame to live—as a sflawve

Shadows darkened the
sun; it was a siave raid}

LEADPING UP TO
THIS INSTALLMENT

HEN Captaim,
Jerry  Mor-
gam, expert

swordsman, left the
American Armay, his
scientist uncle, D .
Riehard Morgan, had
no difficulty in per-
suading the adventur-
ous young man to
take a trip te Mars in
a space ship, directed
by mental {elepathy.
Dr. Morgan had, for some time, been in Mars and capital of the empire of Kal-
mental accord with a Martian scientist, sivar, where buildings rise thousands of
Lal Vak. feet into the sky. He found himself on
Jerry arrived in Raliad, largest city of the huge roof of the imperial -palace,
This story began in the Argosy for Nevember 25.
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residence of Numin Vilf, the emperor,
and Princess. Junia Sovil.

Before Lal Vak could get in touch
with him, Jerry was arrested as a spy
and was taken before Numin Vil. Junia
interceded for him, although Thoor Mo-
vil, nephew of Numin Vil and head spy
for the emperor, demanded that he be
beheaded. Lai Vak arrived, however,
and gained a forty day stay of execution,
during which time Jerry could learn the
Martian language and present his de-
fense,

Jerry fell in love with Junia, and she
returned his love. His troubles were
many, though, for it soon became ap-
parent that Thoor Movil was; determined
to have him murdered, Thoor Movil be-
ing an unsuccessful suiter for Junia’s
hand. The affair was complicated when
Nisha Novil, pretty sister of Thoor Mo-
vil, alse fell in love with Jerry and he
did net return her love.

Omne night, just before Jerry's final
trial, Shiev Zovil, Junia’s dissolute
brother, attacked Manith Zovil, prince of
a neighboring empire, and was killed by
the visitor, who had befriended Jerry.
Thoor Movil accused Jerry of the killing
and Junia believed him guilty. He was
suddenly seized.and taken to the apart-
ment of Nisha Novil,

CHAPTER XI.
SLAVERY.

ERRY succumbed to the in-
evitable and gave 'up his strug-
gles. He lay immobile, until his

wriists and ankles grew numb from the
tightly drawn bonds. Then suddenly,
to his surprise, he heard a throaty con-
tralto voice that was strangely familiar
—ithe voice of Nisha.

“ Remove the cloak, Jeth,” she said,
“ and cut his bonds. My brother’s men
have gone.”

The cloak dragged from his head,
Jerry blinked in the unaccustomed rays
of a light globe which hung above him,
and flexedl his numb limbs. He was in

a small chamber, evidently the dressimg
room of Thoor’s sister.

A burly, browm-skinned guard stood
beside him, and another stood watch
at the door. Nisha, herself, was lookimng
down at him,

“1 hope my men have not injured
you,” she said solicitously. “ They
acted in the emergency, under my
commands, in order to save your life.
The emergency has passed, but you are
still in great danger. However, if you
are willing to do as I tell you, it may
be that I will be able to save you.”

“ You have been most kind," Jerry
told her. * What do you want me to
do?”

“ Thoor's men are searching the pal-
ace—im fact, the whole city—for you,"
she said. “ They guessed that you had
escaped by way of the balcony, and
my brother came iIn to tell me to be
on the lookout for you. Wihile he was
talking to me I saw you on my balcony
—saw you leap, grasp a vine and draw
yourself up to Junia’s balcony. I set
my two faithful men, here, to watch
for you and bring you to me unharmed
but incapable of attempting to escape.
Amd it 7s well that I did so, because
Thoot’s soldiers came through my
apartment a moment later and searched
the balcony. By telling them I had net
seen you, which was true enough, 1
prevented their searching this dressing
roomm,

“1 have planned an escape for you,
but it will involve a complete change
in your appearance.”

Going to a dressing table near by,
she selected two small flasks which she
handed to Jerry. “ This,” she said, in-
dicating the first, “ will dye your hair
jet black. Amd this,” pointing to the
second, “ will make your skin the same
shade of brown as my guards’. I will
go outside while they help you.”

- 808



94 -

As: soon as:--she: departed, the: two
men assisted” Jerryto strip-from head
to. foot. :Tihenone set about applying
the:black dye to his sandy hair, while
the other painted his skin with the
brown liquid. Gazing into the bur-
nished gold mirror, Jerry was astound-
ed at the rapid transformation wrought
in; his appearance, In less than fiive min-
utes; he .was, to-allappearances,.a racial
brother-of the two brown .men.

Ome of them brought him a coarse
gray breech clout and headcloak, and
a pair of gray boots—the clothing of
a slave. Quickly donning :these, he
again surveyed himself in the mirror.2
He looked exactly like one of 'the
thousands of browmn-skimned slaves he
had seen-employed. in the palace. A
small blue and orange emblem, stitched
to all of his garments, announced that
they, and their wearer, were the-prop-
erty of Nisha Novil. Affter he had
transferred the contents of- the pouch
attached to his former belt to the plain
gray pouch he now wore, he was ready.

NE. of the guards went out and a
moment -later Nisha entered the
room. She dismissed the other

guard, and glanced at Jerry.

“ Yourdisguise seems. perfect,” she
said after a careful inspection. “ Your
name-is now Gudo. As Gude, the slave,
you'll shortly be conducted hence in a
band of fifty of my slaves, who go to
work on the new canal that Numin
Vil is building. Every slaveholder .in
Kallsivar is required to send one-tenth
of his male slaves to work for one
seml, or tenth of a Martian year, on
the project, and this is my tithe., It
fortunately happened that they were
to leave to-night, to: relieve thefrftty
who have been working there for -the
last senil, and who -will return to my
service.”
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“ Your highness is most kind,” said
Jerry. “WMere it:not for. you, ¥ would
most certainly be on-my way to exe-
cution by now, if not already dead.”

“ At the end of the senil,” she went

“ you will be returned:to my coun-
try estate on the Corvid Camal. -will
be waiting there for you, and together
we will make plans for the : future.
Please understand that I am not pre-
tending altruism or a disinterested
friendship. Let us have no pretensions
between us. I love you madly,-and
would rather see you dead than inthe
arms of- another. It is only. because 1
hope to win you that I have:intervened
to save your life. You will have one
senil in which to think it over, and it
is my hope that perhaps you may leam
to—to care for.me.’ T

She spoke -so calmly, -so dnspassnon-
ately, that Jerry could scarcely believe
this was the fiery, temperamemtal girl
who had - alternately caressed - and
clawed him only a short time before.
She handed him a full flask of the
black dye, one of the brown stain, and
a third which contained a clear liguid.

“You may be traced, and fiind it
necessary to change your disguise,”
she said. “ A few drops of this liquid
added to a basin of water will make
a::solution that :will instantly restore
your--hair: and skin to: their. -natural
color.

“ In a-moment-more you must leave.
You will be going. into danger,..and
perhaps to your death, though Deza
knows I have done- everything possi-
ble for your safety.” She meoved
closer.. “ Can you—wiiill you. take me
in your arms—ihwld me for just-a:mo-
ment? Let me feel your lips:on:mine
jost once—wiillingly? - A -senil :is " so
long—amd if fate should take you from
me, there will be, at least, this mem-
ory.”
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Jerry couldn’t resist an appeal like
that from the girl to whom he owed his
very life.

“1 can and will, Nisha,” he replied,
suiting his actions to his words. Then,
holding her away from him and look-
ing down into her lovelit eyes, he add-
ed: “1 like your candor. You're a girl
in a million. It is a pity that love is
not a thing we ean command like a
slave, or call to heel like a dalf.”

“1 know," she replied, a wealth of
meaning in her tone. Then she turned
and called the guards. When they en-
tered she said: 4

“You have your instructions, and
will carry them out at once.”

“ Come, Gudo,” said one, talkimg
Jerry’s arm.

“ Good-by, highness,” said Jerry.

* Farewell. 1 will always love youw,”
she replied, with a look of longing in
her eyes.

Then he passed out the door between
the two warriors.

Jerry’s conductors led him through a
series of rooms and corridors into a
large chamber, where an aggregation
of gray-clad, browm-skinmed slaves
waited, guarded by a company of
white warriofs. A scribe took down
his assurmed name and the name of his
owner, and he was herded in with the
pthers,

EY were kept standing there
for some time, their ranks con-
stantly swelled by newly arrived
slaves. But presently the influx ceased,
and Jerry noticed some sign of activity
at the other end of the hall. Then he
saw that a group of soldiers was paint-
ing a number on the foreheads of the
slaves, with red pigment, and thrust-
ing them, feet first, into a hole in the
wall.
He was greatly puzzied by this at

first, but presently his own turn came,
and the riddle was solved. Wiith the
painted number still wet on his fore-
head, he was thrust into the dark hole.
Instantly he shot downward at a steep
angle, with a rapidly inereaslng aceel-
eration, in an incredibly slippery tube
about four feet in dlareter. Theugh
he was I total darkness, He eeuld gage
the varieus turnings ef the tube by A8-
tlelng whieh wall e was tilied against

At first he descended in a series of
spirals, but presently this changed to
a steep, straight incline, in which his
body moved with such velocity that he
could feel a pressure in his eardrums.
Then, gradually, this leveled out, slow-
ly checking his mermentum, until he
presently shet eut under the reef of
a low shed, te 1and en a padded plat-
form. Here twe guards, walting te fe-
eelve him, glaneed at the painted Aum-
Ber e his ferehead and turhed Rim
ever tg anether guard, whe esndueted
Rim te a plaee where 3 greup of his
fellows waited:

By the dim light of the farther
moon—for the nearer, brighter lumi-
nary had now set—he saw that they
were on a dock which fronted a eanal.
Moored to the doeek, direetly in front
of him, was a strange eraft. It was
leng and low, and reefed ever in the
manner of a whaleback steamer, but
with bleeks of tramslueent material
through whieh the rays frem its
baridium glebes shene ferth. But the
strangest thing abeut it wag its pre-
pulsive meehanism, the visible part of
which epnsisted ot eight pairs st huge:
jeinted metal legs, eaeh tipped With 2
webbed fest mueh like that 8t a duek:
Obviously the eraft actually swam 8a
the srface oF the canal like a water-
fawh:

He saw a demonstration of this a
moment later when a similar boat
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passed, -and:.was ~astounded at - the
smoothness and-speed with-which these
mechanieal legs could propel the craft
over-the-water.

For -some time he and his fellow
slaves stood shivering.on:the:dock in
the chill of the early morming, boots
drawn up -and headcloaks dropped to
their -knees. -But presently thé§ were
herded aboard the vessel and into sev-
eral large compartments, each 6f which
was heated by a globular- contrivance
which stood in the middle of the floor.

As soon as they entered the compart-
ments- there was a rush to get near the
heating globe, and those who succeed-
ed lay down to sleep in its genial
warmth, But any:place in the com-
partment was far warmer than the
dock outside, and Jerry, wearied by
his adventures and exertions and weak-
ened by his wound, was- glad to curl up
against the outside wall and -close his
eyes. He felt the boat gliding smoothly
away from the dock under the propul-
sion of its mechanical, webbed feet.
But he was too drowsy te be-even in-
terested.

A moment later the sleep of - utter
exhaustion claimed him.

CHAPTER XII.
THE RAID,

ERRY was awakemed by a sharp
kick in the ribs. A guard was stand-
ing over him.

“ 1t is time to eat, slave,* he -said
gruffly, and passed on to kick the next
man awake.

Following the guard came a line of
slaves-bearing large trays of food and
drink.- The food: consisted of a stew
in which were combined fish, flesh and
vegetables cut into small pieces and sea-
soned ‘with a peppery condiment. The
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beverage was ‘the ommipresent pulcho.
Jerry ate his stew in the manner of his
companions, by drinking the thin gravy
and -scooping up the ~rest  with- his
fingmess. Then he slowly sipped: his cup
of pulcho, and was ready with the oth-
ers to hand cup and bowl back to the
slaves who' came to-collect the dishes.

The heating globe had been turned
off,-but its place was. more than taken
by the sun, which was already half-
way to the zenith. Had it not been for
the fresh breeze -that whipped in
through the- ventilators. it  would have
been uncomfortably warm :in- the “in-
terior of the craft.

Jerry arose and looked curiously out
at the passing scenery. On one side of
the canal he saw a wall, -topped ‘ by
small buildings at regular -intervals,
and patrollled by sentries. On the other
side a series of broad terraces led
downward to another canal, and an-
other -series : progiessed upward to a
third. The terraces were -covered with
cultivated gardens and orchards, and
dotted ‘here and- there with cylindrical
buildings -construeted from ‘blocks of
frideseent erystal in various colors and
patterns—avidiemtly the dwellings of
the Martian agrieulturalists.

The purpose of ‘these three canals in
a single-excavation was. plain emough.
The two upper and outer canals each
wattered the system of terraces below
it. Approximeattely fifty per cent of the
irrigation water from these -two-would
be accounted for by soakage, evapora-
tion, and the needs of the plant life
they supported. Tie rest must seep into
the drainage canal at the bottom. The
total excavation was about fifteam miles
in width. Each canal was approximate-
ly a taile in width, and each system of
terraces six miles.

The canals were dotted with craft of
various sizes-and- kinds. All of the

3A—9
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larger boats were propelled, like the
one on which he rode, by mechanical
webbed feet, but some of the smaller
ones had sails, and others were pad-
dled like canoes. The smaller craft
seemed mostly to be engaged in the
occupation of fishing, in which nets,
lines and spears were all employed.
Amd Jerry was-startled to see some of
the fishermem leave their boats, carry-
ing their spears or nets with them, and
walk on the surface of the water.

Presently, when he came near
enough to -one to observe how it was
done, he saw that the fellow wore in-
flated, boat-shaped water shoes, on
which lie glided about with the ease of
a skilled- terrestrial ice skater,

J VHE sun had reached the zenith
' when the canal on which they
weee thevelingl suddeniyh careg

to a jumeteontrenthirapothetdefeyrychad
teaen¢dnitdon TudthV akothet Redrad was
Imarthed strothetmiheatispheter el andy
#bothe bwettgrfiveerdiegtteese, fanth oty
ehoatortweAly-fivey Hadrdeenftoanelihg
aquthovard At thepnbaierable spaed)ihg
fiadgedathattthegominirdidequpeedieas
thdgephiatioat ahdy verifiedbthigulbte looke
thg atjhisshadoay verdifidy hitdsshyrtened
togahtnbig sttiong. litiehj tiactisho cté ribt
toiplenestabo thasg: ffebtedumetionnettihg
thiplewanakppers effestmdsbyofopaektiby
theartsvof dpperviddarobeln thie dacim lof
meanaxd. Phesviadadtets) tdaetoftfteeh
midasiaie. 1dtiede anddactmileach veifithy
mies sappengdtl endtremiidoin widtbs
hige abppertint tertaeesenddushardves
htdrsedtong dhaitegeacanadnd the two
intdisedivag onaivhgh thegisode turned
to Tihe Beft om viteichatitesstragte risireres
thatiitel) eftdinftee skirthesthiv ansllefor
sbaendl, rafidsadtewvskiptintg ahéoelal | 'The
dearahverdeslidrgvopen ahd tHeckuadrds
Hepdedwtlie flaves anen cartd the gvleaell
dieesl they steyestatiiedndoetheo ihad#
.Wwhg-thgy were turned over to a new

group of guards who had -evidently
been waiting to receive them. Here
an officer took the records and called
the roll to see that all were accounted
for.

This done, they were marched
through a tunnel in the thick wall,
They came out on a rather fragile
wooden platform, which hung on the
edge of the wali like a swallow’s nest,
fully two miles above the ground. Di»
rectly below them was: the waterless
central channel of a great triple canal,
‘evidently - an extension of the one on

Svwhichn threyy Hreed! breem theveliing, utt stilll
under construction,

As far as Jerry could see, this tre-
‘mendous excavation -stretched north-
ward, and he grew curious as to how
such a mighty engineering feat could
be accomplished.- He saw men at work
pa theoiepraskedevittesty leweling therk
off thndegedtiong dhiclenihtdeshdpey tHnt
tiie anvtagetiimg, thenthistposhbpdiad Balt
tieenegoavpldtegl. at this point, had all
bedupporpddieand reenforced by thick
- steglippbles,da @adsewanfart ¢he mesiliéeit
stebibeaintes, mztardalvaysed the psilingg
sedrtedbowmdtenialthe seld t for npayitie
batttest 06vihefdeprdaisomnlatiocinoto tiis
botitentwafs tbee depri¢spich vdricles nwtlits
sedmbindescire dimeltifrad ok thdegunads;
the klndes theudirettihe sfdPhes.gWinn
stk veéareeshomrdp tdek thehisbeldbesmipdred
dbwwer ¢hab cavdyihg, vahestdslisganuaerss
dawn the swaying, trembling cause-
wadpespite the skill of its driver, the
onPepitehitte Bty ofodes vewirdr hahe
been ijoumiech ofe seyreratieiwes idtdr e
basrnjagrabdsoesrattahiidnits iot héba
Yow e oc albhess vblivda tfo frad di tangtobeer
fog theiléaplesrvieitheforitkd asprdtatie
Warthatling, despgitbethsidiact Athelt the
Bentp -ty ]y desiits stidildaskashacarty
bheradtigh ihtaehleid esndidl ea ahiati nie ehly
hepieehedf into the depths each time this

happent@aved a sigh of relief when
He heaved a sigh of relief when
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they were once more on solid foot-
ing. They were now in the dry bed
of the central drainage canal, which
was composed of solid rock, so smooth
that it looked almost as if it had been
planed. Amd here, the multiped ve-
hicles gave an example of the speed
of which they were capable, the drivers
pushing their levers as far forward as
they would go. The banks of the canal,
and the terraces with their busy work-
men, literally hurtled past them, and
the pressure of the wind in their faces
made it necessary to hang on with
might and main, to keep from bemg
swept from their seats.

MILE after mile of dry channel

and barren terraces reeled past

them with a monotonous same-
ness, until mid-afternoon. Tihen the
vehicles suddenly slowed down and
Jerry caught his first glimpse of the
digging of a Martian canal. But it was
not what he had expected.

At first he thought he saw two lines
of huge beasts converging from the
center of the excavation in a huge, ex-
tended V, snapping and tearing at the
wall of earth, rock and sand before
them. But in a moment he saw that
they were not beasts, but machines,
with jointed metal legs and mighty
steel jaws. These huge machines,
each operated by a single slave mounted
in a saddle on its back, bit and swal-
lowed until they had filled their capa-
cious interiors, then turned and climbed
the banks to disappear over the tops,
while others returned, empty and vo-
racious once more, whence they had
gone.

Interspersed among the machines at
regular intervals were armed overseers,
directing the work, each driving a small
six-legged vehicle.

Behind the line of devouring metal
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beasts was another row with the same
type of body and legs, but with shovel-
shaped, underslung lower jaws. These
jaws created a terrific din as with
sharp, rapid blows like those of trip
hammers they planed off the jagged
fragments. Wien filled, they, like the
others, backed away from the line and
climbed the slope to get rid of their
loads, while other, empty machines
scuttled in to take their places.

Some distance behind the scene of
operations and pitched upon the newly
planed terraces at either side of the
central channel the work camp was sit-
uated. It consisted of about a thousand
large, round portable dwellings with
dome-shaped tops, made from furry
pelts which would turn back the heat
of the sun by day, and retard the ra-
diation of heat at night.

The wvehicle in which Jerry rode
turned and scrambled up the bank to
the tent city at the right. It was fol-
lowed by nine others. The remaining
machines climbed the left bank.

They came to a halt in front of a
tent, before which a man wearing the
orange and black of nobility sat on a
swinging divan. Am officer handed him
a sheaf of papers, which he conned for
a few moments. Then he returned
them and wawved his hand.

Instantly, the guards ordered all the
slaves out of the saddles. Tiem they
were drawn up in squads and marched
through the camp, up the side of the
terrace to the very top. Here they
crossed a temporary bridge, stretched
on steel cables across the empty upper
channel. There were four more similar
bridges for the use of the digging ma-
chines, which swarmed across them in
endless chains, They emptied their
loads of rubble on the outer bank by
the simple expedient of opening their
faetal mouths, lowering them, and tilt-
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ing -their bodies up at the rear. This
done, they turned about and scam-
pered back for more provender in go
lifelike a manner that Jerry had to
fighit against the illusion that the slaves
were riding beasts rather than operat-
ing machines.

E. Earth-man and his compan-
X ions were issued implements and
put to work at once, reducing
and leveling the piles of rubble regurgi-
tated by the machines. The implement
given Jerry was a heavy pole about
eight feet in length with a thick iron
disk on one end. This was used like a
rake or hoe, to spread the material
about. Then, with the shaft held per-
pendicularly, it was employed to tamp
and pack the surface until it was firm
and level,

It was hard work, even for Jerry
with his Earth-trained muscles. And
he could realize how much more diffi-
cult it must be for the slaves around
him, whose muscles were attuned to the
gravity of Mars. The sun’s rajy's beat
down relentlessly upon them from
overhead, adding to the discomfort of
their hot, perspiring bodies. Amd the
guards just as relentlessly urged them
on -with spear points whenever they
lagged.

Men who dropped from exhaustien
and were unable to rise, even under
such painful urging, were ruthlessly
kicked down the embankment, to be
buried beneath the constantly growing
deposit of rubble.

Jerry worked at the end of his
squad, every member of which was a
brown man. Next to him was a squad
of white -men, and one of them, a tre-
mendous fellow over seven feet tall
and muscled in proportion, was his
nearest neighbor. This powerful giant
made play of his work, laughing and

chatting _with guards and workmen
alike, as he spread the: rubble about
and tamped it into place. Presently he
called out to Jemry:

“ Ho, slave of Nisha Novil. At last
you palace dalfs will have to do a man's
work."”

Jerry grinned back at him. “ It must
be that you like it, since you call it
man'’s work,” he answered.

“ Not 1,” said the giant, “ but be-
cause necessity commpe$s—"

He paused in the midst of his speech
and looked upward, a startled expres-
sion on his face. At the same instant a
shadow darkened the sun above them.
Then something struck Jerry behind
the knees and he-fell backward into a
large net with metal meshes. The giant
turned to flee, but the net caught him
also, and he was swept back on top of
the Earth-man.

As the two men sought to disen-
tangle themselves, the ground receded
rapidly beneath them.

Looking up, Jerry saw that the net
which held them, dangling and help-
less, hung from two chains which de-
pended from both sides of a grotesque
flying monster wiitth: membranous
wings, a fur-covered body, long legs
covered with yellow scales, and a filat,
duck-like bill armed with sharp tri-
angular teeth. The chains were fas-
tened to the sides of a saddle of gray
metal, on which sat a brown warrior
who was hurling javelins at the guards
below.

A glance around showed that at
least five hundred of these filying mon-
sters had attacked the camp, and. all
were now rising with slaves and guards
struggling in their nets,

“ What is this? Wihere are they tak-~
ing us?” Jerry asked his giant compan-
ion.

“M slave raid,” the latter replied.
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“ Deza help tis, for we are in the clutch-
es of Sarkis the Torturer!)”

CHAPTER XIII.
SARKIS THE TORTURER,

E raiding party, having struck

like an eagle in a sheepfold, flew

rapidly away, its victims dan-
gling helplessly in the nets. For some
time Jerry watched the turmoil in the
swiftly receding excavation camp.
Then he turned to his giant comrade
in captivity.

“1 have heard of this Sarkis the
Torturer,” he said. “ An outlaw, I be-
lieve. But what can he want with us ?”

“ He wants fighting men, and victims
for sacrifice,” replied the big fellow,
leaning back against the meshes. “ This
raid will provide both.”

“ How Ihattn?*

“ The captives will be put to the test.
Those who can use a sword and are
willing to join the outlaws and worship
the Sun God will be spared. The oth-
ers will be reserved for sacrifice. 1
hear that the fiend who calls himself
Sarkis sacrifices fiifteem men each day.
But why do you ask all these ques-
tions? It seems that you, who have
been a palace slave, should know more
of these things than I, a poor fiither-
man, condemned for a crime he did not
eommit.” He glanced sharply at Jerry
for a mement, then exelalmed: ™ Ah, I
see the reasen New! Yo are Aot what
yeu seefd, But a white man 1n disguise.
Wi are you 2’

Jerry looked down at his chest, and
instantly saw what had betrayed him.
Two of the strips of jembal applied
by Nisha to the scratches she had made
on his body had been rubbed off in the
scufle. Amd along the edges of the
scratches his unstained white skin
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showed. He looked searchingly at the
giant, and the latter returned his gaze,
friendly but curious. *

“ Since you know this much, I may
as well tell you all,” he said. “I am
Jerry Morgan of the planet Earth,
which you - call Dhu Gong. I got into
trouble in the palace, and had to leave
hurriedly in this disguise.”

“ I have heard of you,” said the hig
man, a look of admiration now spar-
kling in his eyes, “ and of your duel
with Arsad, Rad of Dhoor. Since you
slew the best swordsman in all Kal-
sivar, [ do not think you will have dif-
ficulty qualifying for the service of
Sarkis—ithat is, if you care to join the
outlaws.”

“1 hadn't thought of it," Jerry told
him, “ but it might not be a bad idea.
I'm an outlaw, myself, sentenced to be
flageetl alive and sprinkled with fire
powder, whatever that is.”

“ Fire powder is a material we use
to light fires with,” said the giant. “ It
is made from baridium, the same sub-
stance used in manufacturing our
lights, and ignites when wet.”

“@iidl stuff,” replied Jerry, “and
scarcely a comfortable thing to have
sprinkled on one. But tell me, who are
you, and how did you happen to be
doing a slave's work? You said you
were a fiilermam, I believe.”

“1 am Yewd, the ffistarman,” said
the giant, “ and was accused of steal-
ing a boat. I was innocent, but an
enemy brought false witmess, and the
seven judges sentenced me to work a
year on the excavations with the band
of felons you saw me with.”

“ Then I presume that, like myself,
you have no cause to love the govern-
ment,” said Jerry.

“ You are a man of sound judgment
and rare discrimination,” laughed
Yewdl. “ In a nation where justice is
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a mockery, on what side should any
real man fiiigitt? But unfortumately, 1
have not the skill with the sword which
is likely to save me from becoming a
sacrifice to-the Sun God.”

“ Perhaps I can find a way to save
you from that fate,” said Jerry. “ And
in the meantime, I hope you will be
willing to forget that I am Jerry Mor-
gan, and remember that-I am Gudo,
the slave.”

“fiemt I will,” said Yewd, heartily.
“ But what are you going to do zbout
those white stregks?”

“TI'll fix them easily enough,” Jeriry
told him. Noting that the scratches had
healed beneath the coating of jembal,
he removed the gum from all the oth-
ers except the sword wound in his side,
whhich he did not dare to disturb as yet.
Then he took the bottle of hrown
liguid from his pouch and stained. all
the white lines. *“ How does it look ?*
he asked.

“ A perfect match, Gude,” said
Yendl. “ That is great stuff if you
want to change your complexion. At
present I am satisfied with mine.”

IS disguise completed once meore,
Jerry ‘looked down at the land-
scape beneath them. It was a
vast- rolling desert of ochre-vellow
sand, sparsely dotted by patches of
thorny creepers with large red fiow~
ers, From time to time he caught sight
of-other bits of odd vegetation, promi-
fent ameng which were limbless trees
with sealy trunks, topped by bell-shaped
tufts of needle-like foliage. Insects he
sav, tee, of astounding size. And queer
desert beasts, birds and reptiles, some
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