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THEBLOTTER
by John Gregory Betancourt

WELCOME to thefirst issue of Adventure Tales. The generd ideaof AT isto reprint some of the
greatest adventure-oriented fiction ever written for pulp magazines (and sometimes the "dick” magazines).
We're not talking about moldering old work by authors nobody has ever heard of, but rare and classic
fiction that retainsits origina excitement and meets current high literary sandards. Here you will find
everything from fantasy and sciencefiction to mystery, suspense, and (as the magazine's name implies)
high adventure.

For the premiereissue, we have drawn from Argosy--perhaps the most famous pulp magazine of dl
time--for two stories by Hugh B. Cave, our Featured Author: "Idand Feud" and " The Man Who
Couldn't Die." Don't missthe interview with Hugh, too, as he talks about hiswriting career and pulp

magazines.
There are also stories by H. de Vere Stacpoole (best known as the author of The Blue Lagoon, filmed

no lessthan five times, most famoudy starring Brooke Shidds). "Under the Flame Trees' origindly
appeared in Short Sories magazine.

James C. Y oung, awell-respected pulp author who is unfairly forgotten these days, contributes "Rats
Ashore" anautica tale with horrific overtones.

H. Bedford Jones was in many waysthe king of the pulp magazine writers, contributing hundreds of
stories (under his own byline and more than a dozen pseudonymes) to dl of the top adventure and fiction
pulp magazines. Here he contributes " Skulls," agruesome little revenge story, aso from Short Stories.

Noted mystery author Vincent Starrett (1886-1974) contributes " The Evil Eye," thefirst entry in his
Lavender series, about a Chicago detective. (We will have more Lavender storiesin future issues.)

"Watson!" by Captain A. E. Dingle, isan early Sherlock Holmes pastiche. The good Captain was a
frequent fixture in pulpsin the early 20th century, contributing along string of nauticaly-themed stories.
Not surprisingly, Holmes and Watson find themselves at seaiin thisone, too. Thereisady sense of
humor to it--and atwist ending that will leave Sherlockians gasping in surprise! 1t originaly appeared in
the October 10, 1921 issue of Short Sories.

H. P. Lovecraft, Robert E. Howard, and Clark Ashton Smith, with whom | assume most readers will
aready befamiliar, contribute verse thistime around, aong with afew lesser-known poets. And the
wonderful logos for the contents page, the Blotter, and the Morgue are by the incredibly talented Thomas
Foyd.

Y OUR editor (me) is John Betancourt. | run Wildside Press, the small publishing company which
produces this magazine, and | aso write novelsnow & again in my sparetime.

Thisisactudly thefifth magazine | have worked on. My love of magazine editing began when | got ajob
in collegein 1983 working as an assstant editor at Amazing Sories, the classc sciencefiction magazine.
(It used to be apulp, of course, but had long been adigest when | worked onit.) From there, | went on
to hdp launch thereviva of Weird Tales. After | left WT for abook-editing career, | launched a
non-fiction news magazine caled Horror, which covered (perhaps not surprisingly) the horror field.
Horror took too much time, so | turned it over to another small press (which ultimately folded Horror a
half dozen or so issueslater). Then | wandered back to Weird Tales, becoming the co-publisher (with
Warren Lapine of DNA Publications). After that, | started H.P. Lovecraft's Magazine of Horror,
selecting much of thefirgt issue's content before passing the editoria reins on to Marvin Kaye. I'm il the



publisher of HPL's.

Which brings usto Adventure Tales. | love and collect pulp magazines, and over the years Wildside
Press has done quite afew pulp-related projects--from The Best of Weird Tales: 1923 to aline of
facamilereprints of pulp magazines (including issues of Spicy Detective Sories, Spicy Mystery Stories,
Ghost Stories, Golden Fleece, Phantom Detective, and more.) Adventure Tales fitssquardly inthe
middle of dl the company's pulp roots (and pulp-reviva aspirations).

Assgingmeon AT are Wildside Press staffers P. D. Cacek, Sean Wallace, Diane Weingtein, and
Darrd| Schweitzer, plusWarren Lapine of DNA Publications. Darrell edits Weird Tales magazinewith
George Scithers and has an encyclopedic knowledge of pulp writers and fiction. Sean Wallace is abook
editor with alovefor classc pulp fiction. Warren Lapine, who runs DNA Publications, isasssting with
circulation management. (All the stuff | don't want to do, like keeping track of subscribers and mailing out
subscription copies.) Diane Weingein isaterrific proofreader and is always happy to lend her
consderable art direction skills. Together, | think we make a great team, and | hope that Adventure
Tales becomes your new favoritefiction magazine. If not, it won't be for lack of trying!

Onenotefor collectors: we are producing two distinct editions of Adventure Tales, one on newsprint for
casual readers (it's much cheaper--only $5.99 per issue) and one on book paper for collectors who want
to saveit ($15.95 per issue). Because we need a minimum of 108 pages (our printer's requirement) for
the book paper edition, we are going to add allittle extramaterid intofill it out. With the first

book-paper edition, we will festure The Spider Strain, a short novel by Johnston McCulley (best known
asthe creator of Zorro). With the second issue, we will begin the seridization of a 60,000-word nove,
The Golden Dolphin, by J. Allan Dunn. The Golden Dolphin will so be available asabook from
Wildsde Pressif you can't wait to finishiit!

Y ou can subscribe to either version (or both). The newsprint edition is $19.95 for 4 issues; the book
paper edition is $29.95 for 2 issues, postage paid in the United States.

Till nexttime...?
--John Betancourt

IN MEMORIAM: Asthisissue was about to go to press, we received news of the passing of Hugh B.
Cave. Hewas a great writer and awonderful person. He will be missed by dl who new him. We areall
grateful to have been able to work with him to create this specid issue of Adventure Tales honoring him
and hiswork.



BRITANNIA VICTURA
When Judtice from the vaulted skies

Beheld thefdl of Roman might,
Shebade anobler redlm arise

To ruletheworld and guard the right:
She spake--and dl the murm'ring main,
Regoicing, hall'd Britanniasreign!
Themind of Greece, thelaw of Rome,
The strength of Northern climesremote,
On onefair Idand made their home,
And in oneracethelr virtues wrote:
The blended glories of the past

In England evermore shd last!
Untrodden wilds beyond the ses,

And savage hordesin lands unknown,
At Albion'stouch rose great and free,
And blessd the sway of England's throne;
Discordant tribes, with gtrife o'errun,
Grew Britons, and join'd hands as one!
When Greed and Envy stand array'd,
And Madness threets a peaceful earth,
Britannias sonswith sacred blade
Defend the soil that gave them birth:
Nor istheir cause to that confin'd--
They fight for Justice and Mankind.
Tho' Fortune frown and trids press,
Tho' pain and hardship weigh the heart;

the dawn of vict're soon will bless



Each Briton who sustains his part:
For Heavn'n'sown pow'r isclose dlay'd
To Virtuesand Britannias Sde!

--H.P. Lovecraft



EDGAR RICE BURROUGHS: TheMan Who Held theHero'sHorse
by Mike Resnick

THERE have been alot of theories advanced asto why Edgar Rice Burroughs remains a popular author
more than 90 years after hefirst broke into print, when dozens of Pulitzer and Nobel winners (and afew
Hugo winnersaswell) can't be found this sde of Bookfinder.com.

A lot of people credit hisimagination, and yes, it certainly worked overtime, coming up with Tarzan,
Barsoom, Amtor, Pellucidar, Caspak, Poloda, and the rest.

Others point to his break-neck pacing. Y ou follow Tarzan until he's unarmed and facing aferocious
man-eater at chapter's end, then cut to Jane until she's one grope away from a Fate Worse Than Death
at the end of the next chapter, then back to Tarzan, and so forth. Works pretty well.

A few point to hisremarable facility a creating languages. And truly, what would you cal an eephant
except Tantor? What could a snake possibly be other than Hista? What better name for an gpe-king that
half-barks and half-growls his language than Kerchak? Y es, he was damned good at languages.

But there's another aspect to Burroughs that lends enormous verisimilitude, especidly to hisyounger
readers, and it's an aspect that has been addressed only once before, by the late Burroughs scholar (and
Roya Canadian Mountie) John F. Roy--and that is the interesting fact that ERB wrote himsdlf into dmost
al hisgrestest adventures.

When | firgt discovered A Princess of Mars at age 8, | knew the story wastrue. | mean, hell, Burroughs
was writing about his own uncle, the man who had entrusted him with the manuscript of his adventureson
that distant and wondrous planet. Wasn't that proof enough that Barsoom existed?

Wéll, if you were young and impressionable, it was proof enough--but even if you weren't, it wasavery
effective and informa way of getting you into the Sory.

And while ERB was not atrained writer, at agut level he knew it worked. He might not have known
what "distancing mechanism” or "siream of consciousness' meant, but he sure as hdll knew how to lasso a
reader and pull him dong, and hisfavorite and most effective gimmick wasto tell you how he himsdlf had
been thrust into the company of thisbook's hero.

S0 here he was, the nephew of John Carter, gentleman of Virginiaand Warlord of Mars, explaining how
he can come upon this remarkable manuscript, how he had watched his uncle standing outside a night
reaching out hisarmsto Mars, how he had followed instructions and buried him in awell-ventilated coffin
that could only be opened from the inside, and only now understood the meaning of it al.

And it didn't stop with the one book. He meets John Carter again and is given the manuscriptsto The
Gods of Mars and The Warlord of Mars. Some yearslater he meets Ulysses Paxton (alk/aVad Varo)
by proxy when John Carter ddlivers Paxton'slong letter (i.e., The Master Mind of Mars) to him, and he
isvigted by John Carter at least twice more. It ismade clear that ERB isnow an old man (asindeed he
was), while the Warlord remains the thirtyish fighting man he has dways been.

But ERB'sinteraction with his characters wasn't limited to Barsoom.

For example, he knows the man who knows the man who knows Tarzan--or some permutation of that.
Thevery firg linein hismost famous book, Tarzan of the Apes, is. "I had this story from one who had
no businesstotell it to me, or to any other.” A Burroughs scholar would probably conclude that the "one’
was Paul d/Arnat, but it makes no difference. The point isthat hereis ERB, insarting himsdlf in the



beginning of the story again to lend some degree of authenticity.

Did he ever meet Tarzan? He never says so explicitly, but he did meet Barney Custer, hero of The
Eternal Lover, and hissgter, and based on the interal evidence of the book, the only place ERB could
possibly have met them was on Lord Greystoke's vast African edtate.

It was while vacationing in Greenland that ERB came across the manuscript that became The Land That
Time Forgot. (Yes, hewas pretty sharp at finding saleable manuscripts.)

Burroughs gets around. At the Earth's Core finds him in the Sahara, where he sumbles upon David
Innes, who in turn had stumbled upon the hidden world of Pellucidar and felt compelled to spend the
night telling ERB his story. A reader in Algiers summons him back afew yearslater, whereheis
reintroduced to David Innes, who once again pours out his story, which was published as Pellucidar .

After moving to California, who should ERB's next-door neighbor turn out to be but the brilliant young
scientist Jason Gridley, creator of the remarkable Gridiey Wave, by means of which Burroughs received
dill moretales of that mysteriousworld a the center of the hollow Earth. (And Gridley himsdlf later went
to Pellucidar, which meansthe ERB rubbed shoulderswith still another hero.)

Burroughs even wrote his company's secretary, Ralph Rothmond (who was later fired, morethan a
decade after ERB's death, for cardlesdy alowing anumber of copyrightsto expire) into one of the
books. Rothmond introduces ERB to young, handsome, blond, heroic Carson Napier, the Wrong-Way
Corrigan of gpace, who takes off for Mars and someone winds up on Venus. Napier remainsin
telepathic contact with Burroughs long enough to dicate Pirates of Venus and three-plus sequels.

There was just something about ERB that made heroes seek him out and tell him their strange stories,
aways on the condition that he not publish the tale until they were dead, or if he couldn't wait that long, to
at least change their names. Thelast to find him and unload on him was Julian V, who narrated the tale of
The Moon Maid.

ERB never met the author of Beyond the Farthest Star --after dl, that would have been quitea
voyage--but of al the peoplein the universe, the author was, perhaps unsurprisingly by thistime, drawn
to Burroughs, and mysticaly compelled ERB's typewriter to produce the story one night in Hawaii while
ERB watched in awe.

Theinteresting thing isthat though he associated with Tarzan and John Carter and David Innes and
Carson Napier and many others, ERB never once performed an exciting or heroic deed in any of the
books, and that lends allittle verismilitude too. These are extraordinary men, these heroes, and neither
ERB nor you nor | can begin to match their skills or heroism, so it makes much more sense for him to tell
us about it and for usto read and appreciateit. Fighting lions or green men or alosaursisfor heroes,
reading about it isfor therest of usmortals.

And maybe that's why we loved and identified with Edgar Rice Burroughs. He didn't lop of headswith
hislongsword, or bellow the victory cry of the bull ape over the corpse of an enemy, or make hisway to
the center of the Earth. But he seemed to know the remarkable men who did do those things, and, by
golly, he got to hold the hero's horse.

Most of uswould have traded places with himin aNew Y ork--or Barsoomian--minute. T



ADVENTURE TALESINTERVIEWSHUGH B. CAVE

Hugh B. Cave surdly needslittlein theway of introduction to any fan of pulp fiction. Under hisown name
and pseudonyms such as " Justin Case" he wrote more than a thousand stories for magazines, before
turning his attention to books. We were pleased when he accepted our invitation to be the Featured
Author inthefirst issue of Adventure Tales, and he consented to thisinterview.

Adventure Tales: How and when did you enter the pulp field asawriter?

Hugh B. Cave: While still astudent at Brookline, Massachusetts High School, | sold poetry and
crossword puzzles to Boston newspapers and other publications, storiesto Sunday School magazines,
and did cartoons for the Boston Y MCA News. One such poem, caled "Men," originaly published in
Sunset Magazine on the West Coast, was set to music by Carlyle Davis, sung by him in Carnegie Hall,
and published by the Oliver Ditson Company.

After high school | worked for a Boston publishing company for ayear or s0. One book of poetry that |
had a hand in designing was by W. Adolph Roberts, editor of apulp magazine called Brief Siories. He
suggested | try ashort story for Brief Stories, and the suggestion resulted in “1dand Orded," my first
pulp sae, which was published in duly, 1929, when | had just turned 19.

There were more than a hundred pul p magazines being published at that time--so-called because they
were printed on rough wood-pulp paper. | eventually sold atotal of some 800 to 95 of them, then

moved on into the higher-paying dick-paper magazines such as The Saturday Evening Post (towhich|
sold 46 stories), Good Housekeeping (41), American, Redbook, Ladies Home Journal, Collier's,
Liberty, Esquire, etc. etc. Three hundred fifty storiesin al. And my next two books, due out this year,
will be Number 49 and Number 50 on my list of books published. Five of these are World War 11 books
written as a correspondent. Two are books on Haiti and Jamaica. Twenty are novels. The othersare
hardcover collections of my pulp and dick-paper magazine stories. Some of these books and many of
my shorter works have been reprinted in foreign countries. About adozen of my books have been
reprinted by John Betancourt's Wildside Press.

And aong the way, two books have been written about me. These are Pulp Man's Odyssey: The Hugh
B. Cave Story by Audrey Parente, published by Starmont House in 1988, and a brand new one, Cave
of a Thousand Tales by Milt Thomas, due out thisyear, 2004, from Arkham House.

AT: Of dl those stories, do you have any favorites?

Hugh B. Cave: Two favorites cometo mind quickly. Thefirst isavery short sory caled Two Were
Left, whichwasoriginaly published in American Magazine in June, 1942. It's about an Eskimo boy and
his beloved ded dog who are marooned on a drifting ice floe and, when hungry enough, one of them will
have to eat the other to survive. The story has been reprinted more than one hundred times in school
books and anthologies.

The other isone of many tales | have written about Haiti after having lived there for five winters. | note
there isaquestion about Haiti coming up in thisinterview, so | won't go into my adventures there now,
but this story, caled The Mission, first appeared in the old Saturday Evening Post of March 14, 1959
and was reprinted in The Best Post Sories of that year, in thefirst issue of the new Saturday Evening
Post, and in seven foreign magazines. Just recently, when Haiti wasin turmoil over its president, agroup
that wanted the world to have a better opinion of that country requeted permission to feature the story on
aweb-dite. It's about a six-year-old country girl who, after the tragic death of her mother in alanddide,
walks milesto Port-au-Prince, the capitd, to find her "famous artist” father who actudly existed only in



her mother'simagination. After the Post printed it, Doubleday did it as ahandsome gift book, cdling it "a
little classic of the spirit.”

The Post, by the way, reported that this story had received more reader mail than any story ever
published in the magazine. Part of the story's success was due, I'm sure, to the portrait of little Y olande
by artist Peter Stevens, which was featured in the Doubleday book aso.

AT: For the collector, would you care to talk about some of your pseudonyms and their histories?

Hugh B. Cave: My brother Geoffrey Cave, four years older than |, was editor of his school paper when
he attended a high school in Boston, Mass. But he didn't plan to make writing his career. Insteed, he
went on to business school and became an accountant.

Still, Geoff tried hishand at writing some pulp Sories, using the name Geoffrey Vace, and sold someto
Farnsworth Wright, famous editor of Weird Tales, for such magazines as Oriental Stories and Magic
Carpet. So for awhile, whenever | had two storiesin any issue of any pulp, | would use hiswriting
name, Geoffrey Vace, on one of them to win him more exposure.

In 1998 Tom Roberts, publisher of Black Dog Books, put out a neat booklet that he called The
Death-Head's March and Others: The Geoffrey Vace Collection, by Geoffrey Cave and Hugh B.
Cave." But Geoff didn't continue as awriter, theway | did. He gave it up to be an accountant.

Another pseudonym | used--and used much more often--was Justin Case. Thiswas aname | developed
for the Spicy pulps--Jpicy Mystery, Spicy Detective and Spicy Adventure--because they paid me as
high as six centsaword but | was aiming at the dicks and didn't want to use my red name. (I wonder if
any real people named Case ever named a son Justin!) Black Dog reprinted some Justin Casetaesas
well, caling the booklets Dark Door of Doom and White Star of Egypt after two of the storiesin them.
And in 1997 Tattered Pages Press of Chicago published a handsome paperback collection of my Justin
Casetaesfeaturing acharacter | called "The Ed," calling it Escapades of The Edl.

And, findly, eveninthe dicks| occasondly needed to use a pen-name, in which case | called mysalf
H.C. Barnett, Barnett being my mother's maiden name and my actua middie name. | can't think off-hand
of any others| used, but there probably were one or two more.

AT: How hasyour interest in Haiti and voodoo influenced your work?

Hugh B. Cave: Let'sbeginwith why | went to Haiti in thefirst place. At age 25| married Margaret
Long, aphysica education teacher in the Providence, R.l. school system. We had two sons, Kenneth
and Donald. When Ken was 10 and Don 5, the older boy began having some strange nightmares, and
their doctor recommended we get him out of cold New England for the winter. Asit happened, | knew a
man who was teaching English in Haiti and asked him if he could find ahouse for usto rent. He found
onein Petionville, and our Haitian adventure began. The boys attended an English-spesking school run
by the U.S. Embassy. | began exploring the country and writing about it.

And then voodoo. We were told about avoodoo maman named Lorginain Port-au-Prince, the capitd,
who was highly regarded. We obtained permission to attend one of her services, but, when we got there,
found her ill with abadly swollen, painful leg. My wife, remember, was aphys. ed. teacher. "Go find me
someoliveoil and I'll try to massage the pain away," shetold me.

Widll, | drovedl over Port-au-Prince in the middle of the night and findly found somein alittle dl-night
eatery. Meg massaged the mambo's pain away. And Lorginawas so grateful she said, "Anything you
want from me, just ask. Anything!"



What we wanted--what | wanted, anyway--was to learn about the real voodoo so | could write about it.
We spent five wintersthere in Haiti, and | am happy to say that the same cook, same housekeeper, and
same yard boy worked for us the whole time, and our boys did well in school. | came up with some short
stories for various magazines and then wrote abook called Haiti: Highroad to Adventure about which
noted author Kenneth Roberts wrote to the publisher: "If there was anything printed about Haiti that |
didn't read (when | waswriting Lydia Bailey) ether in French or English or in diaries, | couldn't find out
about it; and Cave's Haiti seemsto meto stand head and shoulders above al of theminitsvivid
depiction of the land and the people. If you want aquote, | suggest The most perfect depiction of
present-day Haiti, the land and the people, ever drawn.™

Then | wrote anovel, The Cross on the Drum, about the conflict between avoodoo houngan and a
protestant minister (which ended with the two of them calling each other "my brother") and it wasa
Doubleday Dollar Book Club sdlection and a Literary Guild bonus book. And | wrote many magazine
short stories about Haiti which have been reprinted in acollection of my West Indiestaescaled The
Witching Lands.

AT: Despite your successin the dick magazines, you kept coming back to fantasy and horror themesin
your work. | note that many of your later novels are, in fact, horror. What's the appedl of dark fantasy for
you?

Hugh B. Cave: Wdl now, | have ahunchit dl began when | wasakid singing in the men's-&-boys
choir a achurch in Boston. We choir kids attended a camp for two weeks every summer near Cape
Cod, as| may have mentioned before, and every night around a campfire our choir-master read us
creepy stories by Poe and other such writers. | got to be very fond of them and <till am. Most horror
stories, it s;emsto me, have atouch of fantasy, and fantasy gives awriter space to expand in. I've done
many other kinds of stories and books, but feel so "at ease” in the fantasy-horror field that | keep coming
back toiit.

AT: You mentioned that the " Spicy" magazines paid 6 centsaword for fiction. Wasn't that alot of
money for apulp magazine? How did the other pulps compare?

Hugh B. Cave: My record-books show that most pulp magazines paid from 1 to 3 centsaword. |
don't know what the " Spicies’ paid other writers, but my Justin Case stories got alot of coversand
apparently were popular with the readers. Some have been reprinted in book form, as| mentioned
before. | don't know what the " Spicies' paid other writers. My old records give only thetitle of each
story sold and when it was published. Other pulps, such as Short Sories, Adventure, Dime Mystery,
and Dime Detective, paid me more than a cent aword, | seem to remember, but | can't think of any that
paid mewhat the" Spicies’ did.

AT: When you were writing your pulp stories, what were your working hours? What was atypica day
likefor awriter in, say, 1935?

Hugh B. Cave: Beforel married (which | did in 1935), | worked long hours at those old-style
typewriters. (I remember having one whose carriage | had to lift up to seewhat it had typed from
undernegath!). Then aong came dectric machines and computers. When a story I'm working on grabs my
interest redly hard, I'm likely towork dl day at it and sometimes even haf the night. It has dways been
that way for me, evenin my pulp-writing days. Now | have dowed down abit. After dl, 'm 93 as|
writethis. But if agreat story ideacomes my way, I'm gtill likely to work long and hard at it, and | ill
enjoy doing so.

AT: Isthere aquestion you haven't been asked in interviews before, that you would like to answer?



Hugh B. Cave: Wéll now, no interviewer has ever asked, "Do you ever wish you had been something
other than awriter?' If anyone ever does ask that, my answer will be aresounding "No!" because it has

been afulfilling and fascinating life.
After al, | started at age 16 or thereabouts and am till writing a 93. Amen.

AT: Thank you very much for your time!



THE SKULL IN THE CLOUDS
The Black Prince scowled above hislance, and wrath in his hot eyes|ay,

"I would that you rode with the spears of France and not at my side today.
"A man may parry an open blow, but | know not where to fend;

"l would that you were an open foe, instead of asworn friend.

"Y ou cameto mein an hour of need, and your heart | thought | saw;

"But you are one of arebd breed that knows not king or law.

"Y ou--with your ever smiling face and ablack heart under your mail--
"With the haughty strain of the Norman race and the wild, black blood of the Gadl.
"Thricein anight fight's close-locked gloom my shield by merest chance
"Has turned a sword that thrust like doom--I wot 'twas not of France!
"And in adust-cloud, blind and red, as we charged the Provence line

"An unseen axe struck Fitzjames dead, who gave hislifefor mine.

"Had | proofs, your head should fal thisday or ever | rodeto dtrife.
"Areyou but awolf to rend and day, with naught to guide your life?

"No gleam of lovein alady's eyes, no honor or faith or fame?!

| raised my face to the brooding skies and laughed like aroaring flame.

"| followed the sign of the Geraldine from Megth to the western sea

"Till acardlessword that | scarcely heard bred hate in the heart of me.
"Then| lent my sword to thelrish chiefs, for half of my blood is Gadl,
"And we cut like asickle through the sheafs aswe harried thelines of the Pale.
"But Dermod O'Connor, wild with wine, caled meadog at hed,

"And | cleft hisbosom to the spine and fled to the black O'Nelll.

"We harried the chieftains of the south; we shattered the Norman bows.
"We wasted the land from Cork to Louth; we trampled our fallen foes.
"But Conn O'Nelll put on me adight before the Gadlic lords,

"And | betrayed him in the night to the red O'Donnell swords.

"l am no thral to any man, no vassa to any king.



"l owe no vow to any clan, nor faith to any thing.

"Traitor--but not for fear or gold, but the firein my own dark brain;

"For the coins | loot from the broken hold | throw to the winds again.

"And | am true to mysdf done, through pride and the traitor's part.

"I would give my life to shield your throne, or rip from your breast the heart
"For alook or aword, scarce thought or heard. | follow afading fire,

"Past bead and bell and the hangman's cdll, like aharp-call of desire.

"I may not seetheroad | ride for the witch-fire lamp that gleam;

"But phantoms glide at my bridle-side, and | follow anameless Dream.”
The Black Prince shuddered and shook his heed, then crossed himself amain:
"Go, in God's name, and never," he said, "ridein my sight again.”

The garlight silvered my bridle-rein; the moonlight burned my lance

As| rode back from the wars again through the pleasant hills of France,
Asl rodeto tell Lord Amory of the dark Fitzgerdd line

If the Black Prince died, it needs must be by another hand than mine.

--Robert E. Howard



THE PULP REPRINTSOF HUGH B. CAVE
by Michael Chomko

Hugh Barnett Cave was born in 1910 and seemingly began writing as soon as he could lift pencil to
paper. While il in high school he was a published author, having sold afew storiesto Sunday School
papers and poetry to newspapers. Not long after obtaining hisfirst and only job with aBaoston vanity
publisher, Cave made hisfirgt sdeto the pulps. "l1dand Orded" was published in the July 1929 issue of
Brief Sories. It was quickly followed by others sold to avariety of magazines. Action Sories, Short
Sories, Astounding Stories, Wide World Adventures, Outlaws of the West, and High Spot
Magazine dl published stories by Cave during the next year. He was soon able to give up hisday job
and survive as afull-time author. By 1933, he had established markets with many of the leading
publishers of the pulp industry, including Popular Publications and Street & Smith. According to his
records, Cave published about eight hundred storiesin the pul ps, the bulk of them appearing prior to
1942. By then hewaswriting predominantly for the book trade and "dick” magazines, selling storiesto
such maingtream publications as Colliers, Country Gentleman, Good Housekeeping, Liberty,
Redbook, and The Saturday Evening Post.

Although other pralific pulpsters such as Edgar Rice Burroughs, Lester Dent, Frederick Faust, Walter B.
Gibson, and Robert E. Howard had found their way back into print by the late Sixties, it was not until
1977 that the pulp work of Hugh Cave would begin to reappear. It was then that the late author and
editor, Karl Edward Wagner, hoping to preserve the work of writers he felt had been unjustly neglected,
released Murgunstrumm and Others. Thislong out-of-print collection, published by Wagner's Carcosa
House and illustrated by the great Lee Brown Coye, went on to win a 1978 World Fantasy Award. It's
best described using the language found on the inside flap of its dust jacket:

Murgunstrumm and Other s abounds with haunted houses, ravenous vampires, dobbering mongters,
fiends human and inhuman, nights dark and stormy, corpses fresh and rotting. These stories exemplify the
gothic horror thrillers of the 1930s--no-holds-barred lurid chillers of violent action and
scream+in-the-night terror ... savored best on astormy, londly, night.

Largely drawn from the pages of Srange Tales, Spicy Mystery Sories (where Cavestaesoriginaly
appeared under the pseudonym Justin Case), and Weird Tales, Murgunstrumm and Others has been
reissued by Wildside Pressin both hardcover and trade paperback.

Although Wagner's collection helped to reA «stablish Hugh Cave as an author of dark fantasy--his short
novel, The Mountains of Madness, was released earlier thisyear in alimited, signed edition by
Cemetery Dance Publications--it would be another ten years before the next collection of Cave's pulp
work would seethe light of day. Spicy Detective Encores No. 2, one of aseries of Sx tiny volumes,
each about the size of a"Big-Little Book," reprinted three of Cave's"Ed" stories. Cave had introduced
this character in the June 1936 issue of Culture Publications Spicy Adventure Stories. Urged by his
editors at Culture to supply them with more tales of the "Edl," Cave went on to produce about twenty
stories featuring the character, dl of them credited to Justin Case.

Published by Winds of the World Pressin card-stock covers, Spicy Detective Encores No. 2 isa
collectible rarely seen on today's used book market. However, the three stories it reprinted are available
inamore recent and extensive collection of "Ed" yarns. Escapades of the E€l, published in 1997 by
Tattered Pages Press of Chicago, assembled fifteen of the best stories featuring the "gentleman
correspondent” of Spicy Adventure Stories and private dick of Spicy Detective and Spicy Mystery
Sories. Told in thefirgt person using the tongue-in-cheek style of the spicy pulps, the"Ed" Soriesrange
from the wilds of Borneo to the urban jungles of Depression-age and World War |1-era America



In 1988, the next Cave collection saw the light of day--The Corpse Maker . Assembled by Sheldon
Jaffery for the now-defunct Starmont Housg, it was a short, paperbound collection of seven stories
drawn largely from the pages of such weird-menace pulps as Dime Mystery Magazine and Terror
Tales. Jaffery's collection reproducesits stories directly from the pages of the pulps and features
personable, yet informative introductionsto each sory. Thetitle yarn was originaly published in the
second of the "weird-menace" issues of Dime Mystery, the magazine that introduced the genreto pulp
readers. Like Spicy Detective Encores No. 2, The Corpse Maker is now adifficult book to find.

Nearly another decade passed before the Hugh Cave floodgates opened. It began with a collection that
Carcosa House had intended to be the sequel to Murgunstrumm and Others. Fortunately, in 1995,
following their success with collections of pulp fiction by Robert Bloch, Carl Jacobi, and Donald
Wandrei, Minnesota-based Fedogan & Bremer rode to the rescue and rel eased the long-delayed
collection of Cave's best tales of weird menace, Death Stalks the Night. Featuring seventeen talesfrom
shudder pulpslike Dime Mystery, Horror Sories, and New Mystery Adventures, Death Salks the
Night likeits predecessor, Murgunstrumm, was also nominated for aWorld Fantasy Award.

According to editor Karl Edward Wagner, weird-menace stories "were calculatedly gothic and gridly ...
(with) no pretensions of art--just go for the throat ... (and) the wildest and weirdest menacer of them all
was Hugh B. Cave.... Cave's weird-menace stories fill have the power to chill and thrill.... Thisredly isa
curl-up on adark and stormy night book." And you know, hewasright!

In 1997, Fedogan & Bremer dipped again into the shudder pulpsto harvest ten more stories by "the
wildest and weirdest menacer of them al." Compiled by the author himself, The Door Below featured
stories selected from throughout the author's career. Alongside such pulp stories as " Servant of Satan”
and "The Thing from the Swamp," were tales written during the last three decades of the twentieth
century, fiction "written most often for magazines published by people who fondly remembered the pulps
and sought to keep those memories dive by recreating them.” Thus, dthough "From the Lower Deep”
and "Damsd s for the Damned" could very well have beentitlesfor Soriesfeatured in Strange Tales and
Soicy Mystery Sories, both yarns missed those magazines by haf acentury.

Two paperbound collections from Tattered Pages Press--the previoudy discussed Escapades of the Eel
and acompanion volume entitied The Dagger of Tsiang and Other Tales of Adventure--joined The
Door Below to make 1997 a banner year for Cave reprints. Assembled by Doug Ellis from the pages of
Short Sories, Top-Notch Magazine, and other periodicas of the early thirties, The Dagger of Tsiang
collectseleven "colorful tales of Tsiang House, a British outpost deep in the jungles of Borneo ...
adventure at itsfinest, written by amaster of the craft.” Both of the Tattered Pages books are entertaining
packages, assembled and published by asmall press devoted to reproducing some of the best stories of
the pulp era

Another small presswas next to reprint the work of the man sometimes known as Justin Case. In 1998,
Black Dog Books, headed by artist, designer, and pulp fan Tom Roberts, published thefirst of itsfive
Cave collections- The Death-Head's March and Others. Subtitled The Geoffrey Vace Collection,
three of the four storiesincluded were written by Cave's older brother, Geoffrey. Along the lines of
Tabot Mundy'staes of India, the Vace storieswere origindly published in Oriental Sories and Magic
Carpet Magazine, the adventure-oriented companionsto Weird Tales. The fourth story of the
collection, "Step Softly, Sahib!" waswritten by Hugh Cave, using his brother's pseudonym. "1 did my
best to keep that Nom-de-plume dive for him with storiesin many different pulps.... dways hoping he
would one day return to histypewriter."

Other Cave collections from Black Dog Books include White Star of Egypt, which reprintsapair of
tdesfrom Spicy Adventure Stories; The Desert Host, the sole "sword-and-sorcery” story that Cave



contributed to the pulps, written for Magic Carpet; Dark Doors of Doom, atrio of weird-menace yarns
from the pages of the spicy pulps, dl originally credited to Justin Case; and The Stinging 'Nting and
Other Sories, four adventure yarnsfirst published in 1931 in two pulpsrarely seen today--Far East
Adventure Stories and Man Sories. Black Dog's Cave collections are digest-sized books with
card-stock covers, available from the publisher for between five and nine dollars.

Although Hugh B. Caveis predominantly regarded today as awriter of dark fantasy, alarge portion of
his pulp erawork was created for the mystery genre. At least one quarter of his pulp production was
aimed at the rough-paper detective market. Beginning in 2000, modern readers were reintroduced to this
versatile author's crime fiction through three reprint collectionsissued by the small presses.

Fedogan & Bremer celebrated the author's ninetieth birthday with the republication of Cave's nine " Peter
Kane' gories, origindly written for Popular Publication's Dime Detective. According to Don Hutchison's
introduction to the volume, "Kane ... wasintroduced as (the) ‘ace shamus of the Beacon Agency, chronic
drunk, two-fisted, hard-headed private dick with nothing to live for except the next drink'’ ... aman who
can down threeliquid measaday, get hit on the head more often than isreally healthy, and till land on
hisfeet right Sdeup.”

Whilethe first haf-dozen Kane stories, originaly published in 1934 and 1935, owe alarge debt to the
weird-menace field for which Cave had then been laboring for severa years, thefind threetalesset a
more comic tone and feature rather puzzling plots.

Dime Detective was also home to another Cave hero, truant officer Nick Coffey. The protagonist of
three stories contributed to the Popular magazinein 1940, Officer Coffey was afavorite of Dime
Detective's editor Ken White aswell as Cave's agent, Lurton " Count” Blassngame. The stories concern
good kids, driven into trouble via circumstances beyond their control. In 2000, Subterranean Press
reissued two of the three Coffey storiesin a chapbook limited to 250 numbered and 26 |ettered copies,
al sgned by the author. The Sidecar Preservation Society issued the third Coffey story separately in
2001 asafund-raisng effort.

Black Mask was the premier detective magazine of the pulp era, the periodica where the hard-boiled
detective story took root and evolved. Home to such greats of the mystery genre as Dashiell Hammett,
Raymond Chandler, and Erle Stanley Gardner, Black Mask would aso publish ten of Cave'staes of
detection, contributed to the magazine from 1934 through 1941. Ranging from the tough-guy cop of
"Too Many Women," to the greeting card executive who investigates crimes as a hobby in " Smoke Gets
inYour Eyes" to hislast sory for the magazine, the Hitchcockian " Stranger in Town,” Crippen &
Landru's Long Live the Dead amply demonstrates Cave's versatility as an author.

Although Black Mask and Dime Detective Magaz ne were probably the best of the many detective
pulpsthat were published during the pulp era, it was for Detective Fiction Weekly that Cave wrote
most of hiscrimefiction. From 1936 through 1941, he contributed sixty-three tales of mystery and
detection to the Munsey magazine. Crippen & Landru's Come Into My Parlor collects nearly adozen of
these stories, which, according to the author, were "among the best of the pulp stories| wrote."

"What | had, in many of my talesfor Detective Fiction Weekly, werefolks like you and you and you,
who never wore a policeman’s uniform or were licensed to be crime fighters. These characterswerejust
everyday people who became involved in crime-fighting more or less by "accident. And when | began
writing that kind of story, with ahero who was not aprofessona crime-fighter, but just an ordinary Joe
like most of us, the editor of Detective Fiction Weekly liked them and so did the readers.”

Both Crippen & Landru volumes were published in two states--a trade paperbound edition and alimited
clothbound edition, signed and numbered by the author. Included with the latter was a separate



pamphlet, reprinting an additional Cave pulp story not found in the paperbound edition of that particular
book.

With over eight-hundred stories moldering away in the crumbling pages of seventy-year-old magazines
never meant for permanence, these seventeen collections reprinting over 130 stories have only scratched
the surface of Cave's prodigious output. Hopefully, the appearance of Cave of a Thousand Tales, a
biography of the author written by Milt Thomas and released by Arkham Housein June of thisyear, will
provide theimpetusfor further collections of thiswonderful craftsman of the pulp era1l After dl, the
ArizonaKid, Wildcat and Range Wolf, and Senor Bravo are dl gtill having "Trouble Tamin'
Tumbleweed" in the pages of Western Story Magazine and Wild West Weekly.

1 Starmont House published ashort biography of Hugh Cave, Pulp Man's Odyssey, written by Audrey
Parente, in 1988. It was followed in 1994 by Cave's autobiographica Magazines | Remember, based on
hislong correspondence with fellow author Carl Jacobi and published by Tattered Pages Press.



SKULLS
by H. BEDFORD-JONES
|

THE entire affair occupied an incredibly short space of time, considering what wasinvolved. It happened
inacorner of the smoking room of the Empress of China, the evening before we were to dock in San
Francisco.

Looking back on it now, | supposeit isimpossible to convey the full shock which accompanied the
ghastly denouncement of Larsen's story, Larsen was sharing my stateroom; we were friends. Hewas
returning after spending ayear away out in western China, gathering specimensfor some museum. A thin,
dark, salow man, he possessed that rare charm which comes of deep, strong character. He was full of
surprises; and, | have since thought, full of an inexorable, grim puritanica sort of righteousness, aswell.

Mainwaring, who occupied the odd chair in our corner of the smoking room, had taken aliking to Larsen
from the gart, and stuck with us the whole voyage. Weliked him, aso. He waslonely and homesick,
poor devil, anxious to be back home. He had spent severa yearsin the Orient, in the silk business; abig
chap he was, bearded, with gently imaginative blue eyes and a greet reticence of manner.

We had the place pretty much to ourselves that evening, since everyone was packing, Mainwaring
showed us a couple of very fine old netsukes, abominably indecent, which he meant to bring past the
customsin hispocket. At this, Larsen flushed dightly and rose.

"I'll show you chaps something interesting,” he said, and left us.

He returned presently, bringing asmall Chinese box. This he opened, and took from wads of cotton two
shallow, ova bowls, handing once to each of us. | examined mine. At first | took it for rhinoceros horn; it
had the same rich brown coloring and fedl. Then | perceived the lines upon it, and knew the thing for
what it was--the top of askull.

"Hello!l" exclamed Mainwaring with interest. Y ou must have been up in Tibet to get hold of these, en?
I've heard the lamas use human skullsfor bowls."

"Yesand no." Larsen lighted acigar and leaned back in his chair, smiling oddly. "I got theseat a
lamasery, right enough, but it was across from the Tibetan border--up in the Lolo country in northern
Y unnan.”

Mainwaring glanced up from the skull in his hands. Hisbrowslifted in quick interest.

"Oh! By theway, did you ever hear of an expedition that got lost up in that country a couple of years
ago? Three Americans-| can't recall their names. | heard something about it at the time, but never
learned whether they got out.”

Larsen nodded. Hiseyesheld an air of singular intengity, yet hiswords were cam.

"Yes. Oh, yes! The Bonner party, eh? | knew old Bonner very well indeed, years ago. And his nephew
Stickley; afine chap, and an excellent botanist, Creighton was the third of that party. Yes, | got the whole
story from the lamas up there. Rather interesting, in connection with these skull-bowls."

"They got out, then?' questioned Manwaring.

"No," said Larsen, ingpecting hiscigar ash. "No. They're still there--in parts." An indescribable gleam
flashed in hiseyeashesadthis.



"Yes, of course,” | put in carelesdy. "It was quite afamous case at the time--they were murdered by the
Lolos or by bandits. If you've learned the truth of it, Larsen, | suppose you'll takeit up with the
government? Washington should do something about it."

Larsen looked a me, and hisdark eyes held adevil.

"What do you redlly suppose, now," he drawled, "that Washington would do about it? Saint Paul
mentioned two kinds of faith, | believe. Y ou'vejust been up in Assam? Well, if some native had stuck a
Spear into you, what would have been done about it? No, no; | believe in faith through works, not in faith
through notes. | shan't trouble poor Washington.”

Mainwaring leaned forward. "Tell usabout it, will you?" he asked quickly. His blue eyeswere dight with
eagerness, "What happened to them?’

"They died," said Larsen. "I got their papers, some of them, from the lamas, and then got the whole story.
Well, I don't mind, if you felowswant to listen to ayarn; it has an intimate connection with those
skull-bowls, as| mentioned.”

We assured him that we did want to listen.
1

BONNER was an ederly man, fussy and crotchety--said Larsen--but afine old chap in hisway. Y oung
Stickley, his nephew, was headed for the top notch in botanical fame; both of them were keen on
exploring the Lolo country. Creighton, who joined their party, was after big game. He was ahandsome
brute, with plenty of money, and | understand he partly backed the expedition. Most people liked
Creighton & sght.

At al events, they reached the Clouds of Heaven lamasery, an isolated place up in the hills. They reached
there aone, for the mafus had abandoned them for fear of the Lolo men, who were raiding the hill people
about that time. The lamas were hospitable, put them up in asmall outlying temple, and the three of them
went to work at their own lines of endeavor.

Third parties and accidents cause most of the trouble in thisworld. Thethird party in thisingancewasa
Lolo woman, the daughter of achief. She stepped out of the brush just as Creighton, who had seen her
tiger-skin garment, thought he was being attacked by Stripes and let go with both barrels of his shotgun.
Y ou can imagine what the two loads did to the girl.

| imagine this smashed Crieghton's nerve completely. It would, you know, to bowl over agirl that way.
Old Bonner took the matter in hand at once and paid over good indemnity to the Lolos; but indemnity
would not satisfy the fellow who had been about to marry the girl. He swore degth to the white men, and
took to the brush with hisarrows. The Lolo, like the Chung Miao, use avirulent poison on their barbs,
you know.

After that, Creighton probably fancied that he discerned thiswarrior lurking behind every bush and tree.
He ceased his hunting trips, and only went out in company with Bonner and Stickley. The picture of the
deed girl must have haunted him frightfully.

Wéll, the end came very suddenly. The three of them went out to visit some traps Bonner had set for
amal animas. A mile or so from the lamasery, they were going up anarrow, steep hill-trail with one
pack-mule. Creighton was ahead and beyond sight of the other two, trying to get a sambur they had seen
when, abruptly, out of the brush stepped the warrior who had sworn to get them, the fiancA© of the
dead girl.



Creighton might have warned hisfriends. He might have shot the man. He did neither. Insteed, he gave
one gasping, incoherent cry, threw down hisrifle and fled. Broke for it--ran straight ahead like a
madman.

TheLolo camly waited there until Bonner and Stickley came dong, &l unsuspecting.

Then he gave them two arrows. They died there. The Lolo went on and caught Creighton by himsaif.
From the story the prieststold, he must have thrown Creighton over the dliffs, and at the last moment
Creighton used hispistol. At dl events, thelamas did not find Creighton's body, whilethey did bringin
the dead Lolo, Bonner, and Stickley.
And that's the whol e story--the tragedy of Creighton's broken nerve.

11
WHEN Larsen had finished, he lighted afresh cigar and leaned back in hischair.
Mainwaring sat fingering the skull-bowl in hislap, pursing up his bearded lips and shaking hishead ashe

listened. Presently he looked up, and his gentle blue eyes were wide, asthough the tale of that tragedy
hed filled him with horror.

"But you said," hisvoice was husky, and he cleared histhroat, "you said that there was some connection
between the story and these skulls?*

Larsen nodded. A flash darted in his eyes and was gone again.
"Y es. Exactly. The bowl in your lap was made from Bonner's skull. The other was made from Stickley's.”

Lord! How to describe the loathly horror that | felt at these words! It isonething to play with the
cranium of some forgotten, unknown savage; quite another thing to play with the brain-pan of ascientist,
honored and revered, aman dmost afriend.

Mainwaring turned absolutely livid. His beard moved. Y ou know how acat's fur erects? That way; his
beard curled and writhed with the frightful fedling that was upon him. Sweat started on hisbrow. He
reached out and laid the skull on the smoking stand, hisfingers shaking. Then he cameto hisfedt.

"I think," he said, taking a deep breath and shaking his head, "I think--it'stoo much for me to somach.
[--I don't like these ghastly stories.”

He left us aruptly, striding out of the smoking room. Larsen looked after him, then turned his dark eyes
upon me. | had set the other skull with thefirdt.

"Gave him quiteaturn, didn't it?" said Larsen. Hisvoice was cold, brittle,
"Confound you!" | answered, nettled. "It gave meaturn. It'd give anybody aturn!”
"Takeacigar," sad Larsen, extending one. "Theres abit moreto the sory."

| took the weed, but made a gesture of protest.

"Never mind therest of the story," | said. "Y ou're too cursed fantastic as astoryteller, Larsen. | don't
fancy this Grand Guignol stuff mysdf inthe least!”

Larsen smiled. "1 must confess, my dear fellow, that | told abeadtly lie. If you'd examine those bowls,
you'd see they are about a hundred years old--the patinashowsiit. | bought 'em at the lamasery. Bonner
and Stickley were decently buried.”



At this, you may judge how | stared at him!

"Well," | said, angered at theway he had played on my nerves, "al | haveto say isthat youtold aliein
rotten bad taste! Those two men were friends of yours, weren't they? Then--"

"That," heinterposed crypticdly, "waswhy | told thelie."

| did not understand in the least. There was arestrained tension in his manner that puzzled me. Hisfingers
were nervous on hiscigar.

At thisinstant we heard a sharp sound punctuating the steady throb of the ship's engines--a sharp,
bursting sound about which could be no mistake. It was ashot.

"Ah!" Larsen cameto hisfeet and took the two brown skull-bowlsin hishand. "Ah! Thereistherest of
the story, old man, as | promised.”

"Whet the devil d'you mean?' | exclaimed.

"That was our friend Mainwaring--shot himsdf. | thought held do it. That'swhy | told theliein question.
Y ou see, Mainwaring was not hisreal name. Hisred name was—-Creighton.”

And Larsen departed, leaving meto enjoy my cigar asbest | could.



THE SINGER IN THE MIST
At birth awitch laid on me monstrous spdlls,

And | havetrod strange highroads al my days,
Turning my feet to gray, unholy ways.

| grope for stems of broken asphoddls;

High on the rims of bare, fiend-haunted fells,

| follow cloven tracks thet lie ablaze;

And ghosts have led me through the moonlight's haze
To tak with demonsin the granite hells.

Seas crash upon dragon-guarded shores,
Burgting in crimson moons of burning spray,
And iron castles open to me their doors,

And serpent-women lure with harp and lay.
The misty waves shake now to phantom oars--
Seek not for me; | sail to meet the day.

--Robert E. Howard



EXOTIQUE
Thy mouth islike acrimson orchid-flow'r,

Whence perfume and whence poison rise unseen
Tomoonsasviminirisor in green,

Or mix with morning in an Eastern bow'r.

Thou shouldst have known, in amaranthineides,
The sunsets hued likefire of frankincense,

Or thelong noons enfraught with redolence,

The mingled spicery of purplemiles.

Thy breasts, where blood and molten marble flow,
Thy warm white limbs, thy loins of tropic snow--
These, these, by which desireisgrown divine,
Were made for dreamsin mystic palaces,

For love, and deep, and dow voluptuousness,
And summer seas afoam like foaming wine.

--Clark Ashton Smith
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UNDER THE FLAME TREES
by H. deVere Stacpoole

| was sitting in front of Thibaud's CafA© one evening when | saw Lewishon, whom | had not met for
years.

Thibaud's CafA®©, | must tell you firgt, is Situated on Coconut Square, Noumea. Noumea has a bad
name, but it isnot at al abad placeif you are not aconvict. Neither is New Caedonia, takeit al
together, and that evening, sitting and smoking and listening to the band and watching the crowd, and the
dusk taking the flame trees; it seemed to me for amoment that Tragedy had withdrawn, that there was no
such place asthe Ide Nou out there in the harbor and that the musicians making the echoesring to the
Sambre-et-Meuse were primarily musicians, not convicts.

Then | saw Lewishon crossing the square by the Liberty Statue and attracted his attention. He came and
sat by me, and we smoked and talked while | tried to redlize that it wasfifteen yearssince| had seen him
last and that he hadn't altered in the least--in the dusk.

"I've been living here for years," said he. "When | saw you last in Frisco | was about to take up a
proposition in Oregon. | didn't, owing to atelegram going wrong. Thet little fact changed my wholelife. |
cameto theidandsinstead and started trading, then | cameto livein New Caedonia. I'm married.”

"Oh," | sad, "isthat 07"
Something in the tone of those two words " I'm married" struck me as strange.

We tdked on indifferent subjects, and before we parted | promised to come over and see him next day
at hisplace afew milesfrom thetown. | did and | was astonished at what | saw.

New Caledonia, pleasant as the climate may be, is not the place one would livein by choice. In those
days, the convicts were till coming there from France. The gangs of prisoners shepherded by wardens
armed to the teeth, the great bargesfilled with prisonersthat ply every evening when work is over
between the harbor quay and the Ide Nou, the military air of the place and the fretting regulations, al
these things and more robbed it of its apped asaresdentia neighborhood. Y et the Lewishonslived there
and what astonished me was the evidence of their wedlth and the fact that they had no apparent interests
at al to bind them to the place.

Mrs. Lewishon was awoman of forty-five or so, yet her beauty had scarce begun to fade. | was
introduced to her by Lewishon on the broad veranda of their house, which stood in the midst of gardens
more wonderful than the gardens of LaMortola

A week or 0 later, after dining with mein the town he told me the story of his marriage, one of the
strangest stories | ever heard and thisisit, just ashetold it.

"The Pecific isthe finest place in theworld to drop money in. Y ou seeit's so big and full of holesthat
look like safe investments. | started, after | parted with you, growing coconut treesin the Fijis. It takes
fiveyearsfor acoconut pam to grow, but when it'sgrown it will bring you in an income of eighteen
pence or o ayear according as the copra pricesrange. | planted forty thousand young trees and at the
end of the fourth year ahurricane took the lot. That's the Pacific. | was down and out, and then | struck
luck. That'sthe Pacific again. | got to be agent for abig English firm herein Noumeaand in ashort timel



was friends with everyone from Chardin, the governor, right down.

"Chardin was agood sort but very severe. The former governor had been lax, so the people said, letting
rulesfal into abeyance like the rule about cropping the convicts hair and beards to the same pattern.
However that may have been, Chardin had just come as governor and | had not been here more than a
few months when one day a big, white yacht from France came and dropped anchor in the harbor. A
day or two after, alady appeared at my office and asked for an interview.

"She had heard of me through afriend, she said, and she sought my assistance in amost difficult matter.
In plain English, she wanted meto help in the escape of aconvict.

"| was aghast. | was about to order her out of the office, when something--something--something, | don't
know what, held my tongue while, with the cunning of a desperate woman in love, she managed to ill
my anger. 'l understand,’ she said, 'and | should have been surprised if you had taken the matter camly,
but will you listen to me and when you have heard me out, tell meif you would not have donewhat |
have done today?

"l could not stop her, and thisiswhat shetold me.

"Her name was Madame Armand Duplessis. Her maiden name had been Alexandre. She wasthe only
child of Alexandrethe big sugar refiner, and at his death she found hersdf ahandsome young girl with a
fortune of about twenty million francs--and nothing between her and the rogues of the world but an old
maiden aunt given to piety and guileless as arabbit. However, she managed to escape the sharks and
married an excellent man, acaptain in the cavalry and attached to St. Cyr. He died shortly after the
marriage and the young widow, |eft desolate and without a child to console her, took up living again with
her aunt, or rather the aunt cameto live with her in the big house she occupied on the Avenue dela
Grande ArmA®©e.

"About six months after, she met Duplessis. | don't know how she met him, she didn't say, but anyhow he
wasn't quitein the same circle as hersdlf. Hewas aclerk in La Fontaine's Bank and only drawing afew
thousand francs ayear, but he was handsome and attractive and young, and the upshot of it was they got
married.

"She did not know anything of his past history and he had no family in evidence, nothing to sand on at all
but his position at the bank, but she did not mind--she wasin love and she took him on trust and they got
married. A few months after marriage a change came over Duplessis. He had dways been given rather to
melancholy, but now an acute depression of spirits came on him for no reason gpparently. He could not
deep, his appetite failed, and the doctors, fearing consumption, ordered him away on aseavoyage.
When he heard this prescription he laughed in such astrange way that Madame Duplessis, who had been
full of anxiety asto hisbodily condition, became for amoment apprehensive asto his mentd sate.
However she said nothing, keeping her fears hidden and busying herself in preparations for the voyage.

"It chanced that just at that moment a friend had a yacht to dispose of, an eight-hundred-ton
auxiliary-engined schooner, La Gaudriole. It was going cheap and Madame Duplessis, who was agood
businesswoman, bought it, reckoning to sdll it again when the voyage was over.

"A month later they left Marsailles.

"They visited Greece and theidands, then, having touched at Alexandria, they passed through the canal,
came down the Red Sea and crossed the Indian Ocean. They touched at Ceylon and while there
Madame Duplessis suggested that, instead of going to Madras asthey had intended, they should go into
the Pecific by way of the Straits of Madacca. Duplessis opposed this suggestion at first, then fdll in withiit.
More than that, he became enthusiastic about it. A weight seemed suddenly to have been lifted from his



mind, hiseyes grew bright, and the melancholy that al the breezes of the Indian Ocean had not blown
away suddenly vanished.

"Two days | ater they left Ceylon, came through the Straits of Mdaccaand, by way of the Arofura Sea
and Torras Straits, into the Pecific. The captain of the yacht had suggested the Santa Cruz idands astheir
first topping place, but one night Duplessistook hiswife aside and asked her would she mind their
making for New Caedoniainstead. Then he gave his reason.

"He said to her, 'When you married me| told you | had no family. That was not quitethetruth. | havea
brother. Heisaconvict serving sentencein Noumea. | did not tell you because the thing was painful to
me as death.’

"Y ou can fancy her fedings, struck by abombshell like that, but she says nothing and he goeson telling
her the yarn he ought to have told her before they were married.

"This brother, Charles Duplessis, had been rather awild young scamp. He lived in the Rue du Mont
Thabor, alittle street behind the Rue St. HonorA®© in Paris, and he made his money on the Stock
Exchange. Then he got into terrible trouble. He was accused of aforgery committed by another man but
could not prove hisinnocence. Armand was certain of hisinnocence but could do nothing, and Charles
was convicted and sent to New Caledonia

"Well, Madame Duplessis sat swallowing that fact, and when held done speaking she sat swallowing
somemore asif her throat was dry. Then she saysto Armand:

""Y our brother isinnocent, then,’ she says.

"Asinnocent as yoursdf,' he answers her, ‘and it isthe knowledge of dl thisthat has caused my illness
and depression. Before | was married, | managed to forget it al, but married to thewoman | love, rich
and happy, with enviable surroundings, thoughts of Charles came and knocked a my door, saying,
'‘Remember mein your happiness.™

"'But can we do nothing for him? asked Madame Duplessis.
"'Nothing' replied Armand, 'unlesswe can help him to escape!’

"Then he went on to tell her how he had not wanted to come on thislong voyage at firs, feding that there
was some fate in the business, and that it would surely bring him somehow or another to Noumes; then
how the idea had come to him at Ceylon that he might be able to help Charles to escape.

"She asked him if had he any plan, and he replied that he had not--that it wasimpossible to make any
plantill he reached Noumea and studied the place and its possibilities.

"Well, there was the position the woman found herself in, and anice pogition it was. Think of it, married
only ashort time and now condemned to help a prisoner to escape from New Caledonia, for, though she
could essily have refused, shefelt compelled to the business both for the sake of her husband and the
sake of hisbrother, an innocent man wrongfully convicted.

"She agreed to help in the attempt, like the high-spirited woman she was, and afew days later they raised
the New Caedoniareef and the Noumea lighthouse that marks the entrance to the harbor.

"Madame Duplessis had abig acquaintance in Paris, epecially among the political and military people,
and, no sooner had the yacht berthed than the governor and chief people who knew her name began to
show ther attentions, tumbling over themsalves with invitations to dinners and parties.



"That, again, was anice position for her, having to accept the hospitdity of the people she had cometo
betray, S0 to speak. But she had to do it. It was the only way to help her husband aong in his scheme

and, leaving the yacht, she took up her residence in a house she rented on the searoad; you may have

seenit, abig white place with green verandas, and there she and her husband spent their timewhile the
yacht was being overhauled.

"They gave dinners and parties and went on picnics, they regularly laid themselves out to please. Then
one night Armand came to hiswife and said he had been studying al means of escape from Noumea and
had found only one. He would not say what it was, and she was content not to poke into the business,
leaving him to do the plotting and planning till the time came when she could help.

"Armand said that before he could do anything in the affair he must first have an interview with Charles.
They were hand in glove with the governor and it was easy enough to ask to see a prisoner, but the
bother was the name of Duplessis, for Charles had been convicted and deported under that name. The
governor had never noticed Charles and the name of Duplessiswas in the prison books and forgotten. It
would mean raking the whole business up and claiming connection with a convict. Still, it had to be done.

"'Next day Armand called at the governor house and had an interview. He told the governor that a
relation named Charles Duplessis was among the convicts and that he very much wanted to have an
interview with him.

"Now the laws at that time were very gtrict and the governor, though pretty lax in somethings, asl've
sad, found himsdlf up againgt avery siff proposition and that proposition was how to tell Armand there
was nothing doing.

"'l am sorry,’ said the governor, 'but what you ask isimpossible, Monsieur Duplessis. A year ago it
would have been easy enough, but since the escape of Benonini and that Englishman Travels, the orders
from Paris have forbidden visitors. Any message you would like me to send to your relation shal be sent,
but an interview--no.’

"Then Armand played his ace of trumps. He confessed, swearing the governor to secrecy, that Charles
was his brother. He said that Charles had in his possession afamily secret that it wasvita to obtain. He
talked and talked and the upshot was that the governor gavein.

"Charles would be brought by two wardens to the house on the Sea Road after dark on the following
day. Theinterview was to take place in aroom with asingle door and single window. One warden was
to guard the door on the outside, the other would stand below the window. The whole interview was not
to last longer than haf an hour.

"Next evening after dark, steps sounded on the path to the house with the green veranda, Madame
Duplessis had retired to her room, she had dismissed the servants for the evening and Armand himsalf
opened the door. One of those little ten-cent, whale-oil lamps was the only light in the passage but it was
enough for Amand to see the forms of the wardens and another form, that of his brother.

"The wardens, unlike the governor, weren't particular about trifles. They didn't bother about guarding
doors and windows. Sure of being able to pot anyone who made an attempt to leave the house, they sat
on thefencein the moonlight counting the money Armand had given them, ten napoleons apiece.

"Half an hour passed during which Madame Duplessis heard voicesin argument from the room below,
and then she heard the hall door open as Charles went out. Charles shaded his eyes against the moon,
saw the wardens approaching him from the fence, and walked off with them back to the prison he had
comefrom.



"Then Madame Duplessis came from her room and found her husband in the passage. He seemed
overcome by theinterview with his brother.

"She asked him had he made plansfor Charles escape, and he answered: 'No.' Then he went on to say
that escape was impossible. They had talked the whole thing over and had come to that decision. She
stood therein the hall likening to him, wondering dimly what had happened, for only afew hours before
he had been full of plansand energy and now thisinterview seemed to have crushed dl thelife out of him.

"Then shesaid: 'If that is so thereisno usein our remaining any longer a Noumea.' He agreed with her
and went off to hisroom, leaving her there wondering more than ever what could have happened to
throw everything out of gear in that way.

" She was a high-spirited woman and she had thought little of the danger of the business; pitying Charles,
shedid not mind risking her liberty to set him free, and the thought that her husband had funked the
business came to her suddenly as she stood there, like a stab in the heart.

"She went off to her room and went to bed, but she could not deep for thinking, and the more she
thought the clearer it seemed to her that her husband, brought up to scratch, had got cold feet, asthe
Y ankees say, and had backed out of the show, leaving Charlesto hisfate.

"' She was more sure next morning for he kept away from her, had breakfast early and went off into the
town shopping. But the shock of her life came at dinner time, for when he turned up for the medl it was
plain to be seen he had been drinking more than was good for him--trying to drown the recollections of
his own weakness, it seemed to her.

"She had never seen him under the influence before and she was shocked at the change it made in him.
Sheleft thetable,

"Afterward she was sorry that she did that for it waslike the blow of an ax between them. Next morning
he would scarcely speak to her and the day after they were due to leave for France.

"They were due out at midday, and at e even Duplesss-who had lingered in the town to make some
purchases--had not come on board. He did not turn up till half an hour after the time they were dueto
sail, and when he did it was plain to be seen that al his purchases had been madein cafA©s.

""Hewas flushed and laughing and joking with the boatman who brought him off, and hiswife, seeing his
condition, went below and |eft the deck to him--a nice position for awoman on board ayacht like that
with al the sailors looking on, to say nothing of the captain and officers. However there was nothing to be
done and she had to make the best of it, which she did by avoiding her husband as much as she could
from that point on. The chap had gone clean off the handle. It was asif hisfailure to be man enough to
rescue his brother had broken him, and the drink which he flew to for consolation finished the business.

They stopped a Colombo and he went ashore. They were three days getting him back and when he
came he looked like asack of medl in the stern sheet of the pinnace. They stopped at Port Said and he
got ashore again without any money, but that was nothing, for achap coming off ayacht like that getsal
thetick he wantsfor anything in Port Said. He was aweek there and was only got away by the captain
of the yacht knocking saven bells out of him with hisfists and then handing the carcassto two
guartermasters to take on board ship.

"They stopped nowhere e setill they reached Marsallles, and there they found Madame Duplessis lawvyer
waiting for them, having been notified by cable from Port Said.

"A doctor was had in and he straightened Armand up with strychnine and bromide, and they brushed his



hair and shaved him and stuck himin achair for afamily conference, conssting of Madame Duplesss,
the old maiden aunt, Armand, and the lawyer.

"Armand had no fight in him. He looked mighty sorry for himsdf but offered no explanations or excuses,
beyond saying that the drink had got into his head. Madame Duplessis, on the other hand, was out for
scaps--do you wonder! Fancy that voyage al the way back with a husband worse than drunk! When |
say worse than drunk | mean that this chap wasn't content to take his booze and carry on as a decent
man would have done. No, sr. He embroidered on the business without the dightest thought of hiswife.
An ordinary man full up with liquor and with awife touring round would have tried to have hidden his
condition asfar as he could, but this blighter carried on regardless, and, when the whisky wasin, wasn't
to hold or bind.

"Of course she recognized that something in his brain had given way and she took into account that he
was plainly trying to drown the recollection of his cowardicein not helping Charlesto escape. All the
same shewas out for scalps and said so.

" She said she would live with him no more, that she had been afool to marry aman whom she had only
known for afew months and of whose family she knew nothing. She said shewould give him an
alowance of athousand francs amonth if he would sheer off and get out of her sight and never let her
seehimagain.

"He st listening to dl thiswithout asign of shame and when sheld finished he flattened her out by camly
asking for fifteen hundred amonth instead of athousand. Never said he was sorry, just asked for a
bigger dlowance asif he wastaking to abusiness man he was doing aded with instead of awife he had
injured and outraged. Even the old lawyer was sick, and it takes alot to Sicken aFrench lawyer, | can
tell you that.

"What does she do? She says. 'I'll dlow you two thousand a month on the condition | never see your
face or hear from you again. If you show yourself before me,' she says, ‘or writeto me, I'll stop the
alowance. If you try to move the law to make us live together, I'll turn al my money into gold coin and
throw it in the seaand mysdlf after it, you beast,’ she says.

"And hesays, 'All right, dl right, don't fly away with things," he says. 'Give me my alowance and youll
never ssemeagan.’

"One day an old woman turned up at her house asking her to come at once to where he wasliving as he
was mortaly ill and couldn't hold out more than afew hours.

"Shedidn't think twice, but came, taking a cab and being landed in alittle old back street at the door of a
house that stood between athieves cafA© and arag shop.

"Up the stairs she went, following the old woman, and into aroom where hisroya highnesswaslying
with ajug of whisky on the floor beside him and a hectic blush on his cheeks.

"I'm dying," he says, 'and | want to tell you something you ought to know. | was sent to New Caedonia,’
he says, 'for arobbery committed by another man.'

" She thought he was raving, but she says, ‘Go on.’

"Armand and | weretwins," he says, 'as like as two peas. Armand could do nothing. He stayed in Paris
while poor Charles--that's me--went making roads on Noumea. Then you married him.'

"'But you are Armand,’ she cries, 'you are my husband or am | mad?



"'Not abit,’ says he. 'I'm Charles, histwin brother.

"A year ago you and him camein abig yacht to Noumea and the governor sent me one night to have a
talk with him. When we were done he told me how his heart had been burning aholein him for years,
how he had married arich woman--that's you--and how when he was happy and rich his heart had
burned him worse so that the doctors not knowing what was wrong with him had ordered him asea
voyage.' Then Charles goes on to tell how Armand had come to the conclusion that even if he helped
Charlesto escape this likeness between them would lead surely to the giving away of the whole show,
make trouble among the crew of the yacht and so on--besides the fact that it was next to impossible for a
man to escape from Noumeain the ordinary way. But said Armand, 'We can change places and no one
will know. Strip and change here and now,' he says, ‘the guards are outside, I'll take your place and go to
prison and you'll befree. I've got a scissors here and two snips will make our hair the same, and by good
luck we are both clean shaven. Y ou've done haf your sentence of ten yearsand I'll do the other half,' he
says. Theonly bargain I'll makeisthat you'll respect my wife and live apart from her and, after awhile,
you'll break the newsto her and, maybe, when I'm free in five years shélll forgive me.’

"Charlesfinishes up by excusing himsdf for the drink, saying if shedd served five years without the chance
of adecent wet al that time she'd maybe have done as held done.

"He died an hour after and there was that woman left with lots to thank about--first of al her husbhand
wasn't the drunkard that had disgraced her, but he was a convict serving histime and serving it

wrongfully.

"The thundering great fact stood up like ashot tower before her that Armand wasn't the drunkard that
had disgraced her in two ports and before a ship's company, wasn't the swine that took her alowance
and asked for more. That he wasasaint, if ever aman wasasaint.

" She rushed home, telegraphed to Marsallles and recommissioned the Gaudriole that was il lying at the
wharves. A week later she sailed again for Noumea.

"On the voyage she plotted and planned. She had determined to save him from the four years or so of the
remainsof hissentence at al costs and hazards, and when the yacht put in here she had a plan fixed on,
but it was kiboshed by the fact that the governor, as| have said, was changed. However shetook up
residence for awhile in the town. People she had known before called on her and she gave out that her
husband was dead.

"Y ou can fancy how arich widow was run after by al and sundry, mysdlf included--not that | had any
ideaabout her money. | only cared for hersalf. She knew this as women know such things, by ingtinct.
She had asked for my help. I'm astrange chap in someways. | had liked her enough to ruin mysalf for
her by risking everything to give her husband back to her, and between us we had worked out a plan that
wasapippin.

"It would have freed Armand only that we found on inquiring about him that he had aready escaped--he
was dead. Died of fever two months before she came.

"I heard once of a Japanese child that said her doll was dive because she loved it so much, adding that if
you loved anything enough it lived. Wel, in my experience, if you love anything enough you can makeit
loveyou.

"That woman stayed on in Noumea and | made her love me. At last | married her. Y ou know her--sheis
my wife. Sheloves Armand gtill, asamemory, and for the sake of hismemory welive here. It'sas good
aplaceto live as anywhere else, especialy now that they have settled to send no more convicts from
France."



AN OPEN WINDOW
Behind the Vel what gulfs of Time and Space?

What blinking mowing Shapesto blast the Sght?
| shrink before avague colossal Face
Borninthe mad immengties of Night.

--Robert E. Howard



BY ANOTHER SEA
The Western gull iswhiter than adove

Or the ungathered foam.

| closetheeyelids, and again | roam

The meadowlands of forty years ago.

| seethe osprey circling far above,

Come back to the old nest from Mexico,
And we are young once more, O boyhood love!
The spray of that last waveison my face.
Time bresks. Wehide again

Beneath the cedar from the April rain.

O Youth'sforgotten music, lost to me!
Ocean and seawind echo now your grace;
But what one wave can tell us of the sea
Ismorethandl | learn of time and place.
Dear days, alittle while our very own!
Dear mouth | never kissed!

The years between us gather likethe mist.
It is enough to know you are no more.

It isenough to know | walk aone.

Still criesthe ocean on that distant shore,
But farther than the osprey have you flown.

--George Sterling
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RATSASHORE
by JamesC. Young

WE WERE twenty days out of Rio when Captain Andy remarked to me that he never had seen so few
rats on the old George Crabtree. After that | kept asharp eye, and it seemed asthough only afew
dozen rats were aboard us. Thisworried me, because we had rats aplenty at Panamaand all the way to
Rio. When | began to think about the thing | remembered that the rats had started to disappear before
we reached Rio. That was abad sign. The only place we had stopped in between was alittle mudhole
port called New Madrid. And suddenly | recalled that the rats were scarce after we pulled up anchor
there.

"Have the boys noticed it, Mr. Spriggins--about the rats?' asked Captain Andy, speaking properly to me
asfirg officer.

"Why, not sofar as| know, gr," | said, "but theré's no telling when they will. | can't understand it.”
"Must have gone ashore a Rio," he observed.

"But | missed them after we left New Madrid, although there seemed to be plenty I€eft. In Rio there were
not so many, and now | can find only afew."

"They couldn't have ducked overboard," said Captain Andy, asking the question rather than telling me
any news.

"No rats ever left aship at sear which wasn't sinking,” | said.

"Sinking?" repeated the old man. "But we are not Snking.”

"Then where the devil--beg pardon, sir--are the rats?"

"Blessed if | know," wasdl he could say, walking away and shaking his gray head.

It might be thought strange for a man to worry about the rats missing from his ship. But | knew just how
the men felt. There waslikely to be trouble if they missed them. Maybe some of the crew knew it
aready. We were swinging up with the trade wind and would soon drop anchor at a port of cal. If the
men ever Started to talk of the ratsleaving us we would not get out of port again with the same crew.
And crews were scarce.

Inthispinch | advised Captain Andy to skip the port of call, but he said that he would make port, rats or
no rats. In fact, he damned all the rats afl oat and me, too, hisfirst officer, which was not a proper way of

gpesking.

| found mysdlf anxioudy watching for some of those ugly rodents. Two or three times| went below to
look for them, and called mysdlf worse names than had Captain Andy. | felt likel wasgoing into a
decline or something, the rats bothered me so much.

Ononetrip | saw abig fellow gtting in a passageway on the third deck below, and | could have shaken
hands with him, | was so pleased. Then a strange thing happened. | was not more than twenty feet away
when therat disappeared and | heard something dap against a case with avicious swing. That |ooked
peculiar to me. | went forward, to see what was the trouble, but found nothing. One minute the rat had



been there and the next he was gone--then silence. | decided that he must have jumped, and being an
extrabig fellow had dammed himsdf againgt the case. Anyway it wasasmall matter, though | dmost
hoped that rat had not hurt himsdlf. | wanted afew to show the menin case of trouble.

Trouble came soon enough. We had alarge crew for afreighter, but the prospect of losing ahalf dozen
men was not a pleasant one for afirg officer to have ahead of him. They caled on me, properly enough,
as being next in command to the old man, and wanted to know if they could leave ship at the first port we
touched. That was awhite man'sway of doing things, and | tried to treat them civilly, asking about the
trouble. They wouldn't say, but | could see, and they knew that | understood. It would have been mighty
bad form for any man to tell his mate that he wanted to leave ship because the rats had gone. But |

amog fdt that way mysdif.

There was something wrong with the old George Crabtree. From the day that the men asked about their
discharge every hand aboard was uneasy. We fouled a propeller on afloating spar and began to limp.
Then one of our turbines started to show its temper and we most stood still. Captain Andy swore
longer and louder every day, which was not a proper way of speaking, to my mind.

Things were just about at this passwhen | started to watch " Foolish™ Thompson. He had been wearing a
grin for aweek, and was the only one of us who appeared to be pleased about anything. Some men's
ideaof funishard to explain. Thompson wasthat sort of man, the dare-devil kind, without any particular
sense. He went through life grinning a everybody, aways playing sometrick. But heand | had reached
the point where that grin had to end.

| got him in acorner, with ahand on histhroat.
"Whet the devil are you grinning about?' | asked, eyeing him hard.
Hewouldn't say anything, and | was ready to let him go when aremark of mine brought himto time.

"There's something funny going on below," | said, thinking to bluff the men through him, "and | meanto
find out what it ismighty quick.”

Thompson'sface went alittle white, and he said quickly:
"Becareful, gr, or you'll get hurt.”
"Hurt?' | demanded. "What do you mean--mutiny?"

Then | saw his eyes change and guessed that it was something else, for he looked relieved, and
answered: "Oh, no; not mutiny, Sr. | didn't mean anything.”

When | got through shaking and persuading him, he opened up with hisyarn.

IT WASthisway, Mr. Spriggins,” he said. "Me and Bill Toots and Sam Sparks, and a couple of other
fellows from the engine room, went ashore a& New Madrid. Y ou know where that mountain is back of
the town? We decided to go up on top and have alook at the country. It was astiff climb, but we got
there about noon and sat around in the shade to rest. 'Fore long Sam Sparks yells and startsto run. We
looked about. Not far away and coming toward us was a big boa congtrictor. He wasn't coming fast, just
sneaking aong the ground, and maybe wanted to see what we was like. But, believe me, Mr. Spriggins,
he was coming plenty fast for us. We al ran and soon got out of hisway. Then we turned and saw that
snake moseying around where we had been Sitting, egting our grub, which we had brought from New
Madrid. That | couldn't take. | told the fellows we must go back and lay out that snake. They wanted to
bolt at first, but decided to stick after we talked it over. Bill Toots, who used to work in acircus, got to



thinking about how much more that snake would be worth aive than dead. He told us we should catch
and sdll him. Right therewe amost lost our crew, but some of them wanted to know who would buy
such athing. Bill said there were plenty of fellowsin New Y ork or New Orleanswho would giveusa
thousand for the snake. He looked about forty feet long, and big asabarrdl. Bill said he was a beauity,
better than anything he had seeninthecircus. | didn't express my sentiments on his beauty, but said |
would help do thetrick.

"That boawas stuffing himsalf on our grub in away to make you mad. One or two of the boyswanted to
back out when they saw what an appetite he had, but we kidded them aong, me and Bill Toots, who
knew dl about these boas. He said the fellows who buy them might give us acouple of hundred extraon
account of the boas size.

"Wdl, we cut alot of limbs, with forks big enough to put over your body, and started to do our job. |
began to fed sort of sick aswe got near the boa. He was the biggest thing in the snakeline I'd ever seen
outside of adream. But that grub of ours must have made him deepy. He wrapped part of himself around
alog and stretched out afew yards, laying gill asadead one. We could ddmost hear him snore, Mr.
Spriggins. He didn't pay no more attention to us than if we hadn't been around, just went right on with his

nap.

"We watched that boa along time before we starting anything. Then Bill Tootstold ushewould dip up
and hit the boaawallop to put him out. At the sametime | wasto dap down anotched stick on the back
of hishead and hold on for dear life. The other fellowsweretold to grab histail. Then wewould tie him
ontoalog.

"Everything worked fine. The boawas sound adeep. Bill got aclub asbig asmy leg and |et the old boy
have it on the head. He never hit himto kill, only intending to knock the big fellow out. | was alittle too
quick and came down with my notch over his neck about one second before Bill landed. The boaamost
tore my arm off with the jump he made, but Bill hit him so quick that it didn't do the boaany good to
jump. | held thefork over his neck and some of the other fellows nailed him down aong the body. Sam
Sparks got the worst of it. He was on the tail end, and the boa hit Sam a crack which laid himin the
shade. One of them big engine room huskies caught that tail and held on, see-sawing likeaman holding a
loosesal inagde. Gee, it wasawful.”

"What happened then?"

"Mr. Spriggins, we got that snake on alog ‘fore hereally came to and tied him down some way. Then we
dtarted to carry the log, which wasn't very large. But the whole crowd of us had atusdewith it, that
snake being so heavy. After along time we crawled down the mountain, skirted around New Madrid
and came to our dock after dark. From there we dipped the boa aboard when no one was looking--"

"And whereishe now?'
"Down below, sir. He got off that log and is running loose."
Now I knew where the rats had gone!

CAPTAIN ANDY was just coming up from the engine room when | went in search of him. Heand the
engineer had been having a session with the turbine, and he was in asweet humor--ready to bite aspike
intwo. | had totell him, but it was a case of gaining time. So | asked about the engine, and began petting
Maggie, the magtiff which dogged his hedls. She had been part of the crew for so long that we almost
regarded her as one of us. And Maggie was the old man's specid pride.

The fuss| made over Maggie soothed histemper abit, and | judged thisto be the proper time and place.



So| said:

"Captain, there's aboa congtrictor down below and running loose. He's cleaned out the rats and may
gart on some of us next."

"Boa congrictor?' questioned the old man. "Have you been drinking, Mr. Spriggins?'

That was no proper way of speaking to me, aman who never was anything but sober. | saluted, in a iff
kind of way, and said nothing. Then Captain Andy broke loose and dealt me a choice line of
conversation. Thompson had dipped away. | had to tell thewholetde.

"Whereis Thompson?' demanded the old man, "Put himinirons.”

That would have been abad thing to do, with the men aready upset, and at least a hdf dozen of them
knowing there was agiant boabelow decks. | tried to turn the old man'swrath and finally got him to
heed alittle reason. He came around with the wind, and took charge of thingslike a captain should, and
as he knew well how to do.

"Whereisthisvarmint?' he asked.

"Third deck below, up forward, when last seen, Captain.”

"Take Thompson and the rest of the men who put him on this ship and make them get him.”
And that was about the largest order of my long time at sea.

"How arewe goingtodoit?' | asked.

"Don't ask me," said the old man. "L et Thompson and those other fools find out.”

We sent for the half dozen rascals, and | said afew words straight to the point. Then | gave them the bad
news.

They fell back and looked sullen. So | singled out Bill Toots and inquired, "Bill, how did they work these
thingsin that second-rate circus you used to follow around? What did you do when one of these big boas
got on arampage?’

According to Bill, he had no experiecein thisline. | called for suggestions, but failed to get any.

"Very wdl," | said, "if you fellows could catch thisboa, you at least can kill him. Wewill issueriflesto
every man. Get your knives, too, and search the third deck. The first thing which you see that
moves--shoot.”

| was going to add, "or which you fed," but that did not seem to be ahappy ending just then. Asit was,
the men went about their job mighty reluctant. A roar from the old man set them in motion. Weissued
rifles, some of thelot which had been put aboard during the war, and the men started on the boa hunt.
We gave them pocket flashlightsto light up dark corners.

| had to go dong, of course, and brought up the rear, not so much from fear of the boa as to see that
none of the lads dodged their task.

When we got down to the third deck everybody was jumpy. | could hear the men breathing hard. Then |
remembered that this was the deck where | had seen the big rat disappear, and heard something dap
againgt acase. The hair began to rise on my head. | had been within twenty feet of the boa--and didn't
know it!



Now | understood what Foolish Thompson had meant about feeling sick when he got near the boa. |
was pretty sick right at that moment. It seemed asthough | could fed something cold dip about me, then
tighten, and my senses begin to go. But | steadied abit and started to talk. That was the next best thing
next to whistling, and my courage certainly needed somewhistling to help it dong.

"Look here, men," | said. "We've got to get that reptile. Scatter out and work down the passageways.
Shoot--and shoot quick--anything which you see.”

Did you ever hunt for something in the dark which you didn't want to find? That was the way with us. Of
course we had the flashlights, and the incandescents were burning here and there, so it wasn't wholly
dark. Theflashlights sent little beams of light ahead as we moved aong between the big packing cases.

That was adevilish bad job. Unless the boawas in a passageway, we had small chance of finding him.
He might be hiding behind apile of freight, or stretched out on top of the cases. | got to thinking of this
and was ready any minute for something clammy to fal about my neck. But we moved aong the deck
and found nothing. Asthe men came nearer to the bow bulkheads, they got mighty nervous. Still nothing
happened, and after ahalf day's hunt we gaveit up.

There was no boa on the third deck. At least--none we could find.

We had coffee on the other decks, with athousand hiding places among the sacks. It took three daysto
finish the hunt among those sacks, and still no boa. Where he had gone was a question that everybody
tried not to think about.

The captain’'s dog took part in the hunt, and we hoped for big things from her, figuring that she would be
ableto amdl thereptile. But in dl our search Maggie never oncelet out ayelp. Captain Andy suggested
that the boa might have gone overboard. | doubted it, for there was abook in the cabin telling about wild
animals and such things. | found the chapter on boas and the fellow who wrote it said that no boa ever
took to the water. Besides, though | didn't tell anybody, | had come upon arat, pretty well lashed
up--and recently. The boawas still around.

| didn't lose any time clearing out from the neighborhood of the dead rat. But | got sort of ashamed
afterward and led a searching party. No mate of the George Crabtree could |ose his nerve and hold the
job. I didn't mean to part with my berth just then, even though boas were out of my line.

It was Maggie who found the reptile. She had a crony down in the stoke hole and went to see him. While
the man was playing with her she suddenly threw her head in the air and started to bark, with ears
ganding Straight out.

Maggie was no coward. She had been fighting everything that came aboard the George Crabtree, man or
beast, for many years. Before the stoker could stop her she had jumped on the coa and into the
darkness of the bunkers. The next instant the men heard aterrible threshing, with Maggie barking and
snarling. Then they knew where the boa had hidden.

| don't liketo call those fellows names, seeing asthey were agood crew, but | believe that every man
ran. One or two reached the main deck, although most of them recovered their nerve and went back
before we drove the other fellows down.

By thetime reached the stoke hole poor Maggie was dead. We could not hear asound. Again our
pocket flashlights and therifles came into play. We crawled up on the cod, badly scared as men could
be. But we meant to get that boa and end it oncefor al.

| have been agame man in my time because | had to be. But never was| so ready to run asthe hour |



crawled about in the coal. We could not find the boa. He was gone, nobody knew where. Nothing could
be done but give up the hunt.

We found poor Maggie, with her sides crushed. The boa had done for her a one stroke. When shewas
taken on deck and the old man saw her | thought he was going to weep. Two big tears came into his
eyes, and he motioned the men away, saying nothing. We buried Maggie with honors, aweight at her feet
just like any of us might have had.

Asadl things cometo an end, like the poet fellow said, so our troubles with the engine got straightened
out. We started to move again. The hunt for the boawent on, in a half-hearted way. | believe the crew
felt better, even with the boa aboard, than when the rats were disappearing and nobody knew why
except the fellows who brought that snake on to the ship. Most men will face things they can see, even
such athing as aboa congtrictor. Of course none of us had seen him except the fools who kidnapped the
devil, but we dl knew he wasthere.

It had been an ugly day at seaand | wasin command when acall from Captain Andy's cabin startled me.
Many times he had proved himself abrave man, and that cry sent achill through my heart. | left the deck
inarun and scrambled down to the cabin. Something seized me about thelegsas| ran, and | fell witha
crash. The old man cried again, akind of wavering cry that turned me cold dl over, even as| hit the
deck. But I had no timeto consider anything. For | knew what had taken me around the legs.

| didn't understand it dl then, but the devil had thrown me with histall. | felt the coil tighten and the blood
fly upward asthe flow stopped below my knees. | reached for my knife--and couldn't find it. The boa
was threshing about this way and then another, and every ingtant | heard the cry of the old man. Now |
was crying out myself, cdling for help loudly as | could. Thereisarecallectionin my mind of flying
footsteps, then my head struck the wall and everything went black.

| DIDN'T see what happened. Some of the men told me. Foolish Thompson had been in my watch on
deck. He came down after me with the others. When they saw that boaal but Thompson ran for the
rifles. Thompson was a dare-devil man.

He said when it was over that he had got usinto the scrape and that it was up to him to get us out again.
But herisked hislifeand did it like aman.

The boahad Captain Andy pinned to his bunk. It never wrapped around him, probably because the
captain was laying on the bunk, one edge of which wasflush to thewall. But that devil of areptile just
stayed there, half coiled on the old man's chest. Captain Andy couldn't move, the weight being so grest.
And every minute he expected the writhing death to get him. Still he had the courage to call out.

When Thompson went into the cabin the boa got busy. He left the old man with aspring straight at
Thompson. But Thompson ducked and siwung his sheath knife. He must have landed, for the fight began
in dead earnest. Thompson may have been foolish most of thetime, but he had sense enough to get
behind atable and to hold achair in front of him. That bothered the reptile. Every timeit lunged
Thompson struck back with hisknife.

| wasin abad way, for the devil wasthreshing around with histail. And every timethetall moved | hit
something. But my mind had gone to Davy Jones and the rest of mewasin afar way to follow.

Some of the men returned and started to help Thompson. They were afraid to shoot, fearing to hit one of
us. Wewere dl mixed up with the big boain the little cabin. The furniture was going to pieces, and the
old man had been laid out by alick from the boa.

Thompson said that | was nearing the end of my rope. Another crack or two and I'd have gone under.



Anyway he pushed over the table and drove the knife home with ablow which severed the boas neck.
That didn't end matters, for the villain's body kept writhing about the cabin. The men went into action and
dashed the devil so many timesthat finally he quieted down and they pried meloose. | didn't seethe
cabin for severa days, but they said it wasn't a pretty sight about the timethey freed me. Besidesa
couple of cracked ribs and abody covered with bruises| wasdl right. The old man hadn't been hurt.

We went into port with anew third officer, Mr. Thompson by name, and Captain Andy bought asilver
plate for the cabin wall, in honor of Maggie. But he has abad temper, the old man, and whenever things
go wrong nowadays he warns Mr. Thompson that any foolishnesswill land himinirons, whichisnt a
proper way of speaking to your third officer, | allows.



SOUTHWARD-BOUND
Lightning and rain and the roar of the thunder,

Splash of the prow through the curling sea,

Hiss of thewind 'round the mast and the rigging,

And ashaggy old ship sailing brave and free.

Fitching and tossing and twisting and turning,
Breadting the storm with abone in her mouth,
Bravely she bearsto theland of al dreaming,

And sweet through the storm isthe smdll of the south.

--Edmund Leamy
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THEEVIL EYE
by Vincent Starrett

"THE peoples of earth,” said my friend Lavender, "are divided into four classes: criminds, victims of
criminals, detectives, and readers of detective literature. Each division, of course, hasits subdivisions,
these are obvious. The fourth class comprises the mgority of mankind, and is responsible for the other
three; but the detective classis growing. Only the fact that for every detective there must be acrimina,
and for every crimind avictim, prevents the detective class from increasing so hugely asto threaten the
supremeacy of thereading divison.”

| laughed. The speech was characteridtic; typical of Lavender'swhimsicaly ironic philosophy. He
regarded me reproachfully.

"Even s0," he continued, "how the detectives of London must jostlein the streetsl From Holmesto the
latest amateur isafar cry. And New York isas bad or worse. Herein Chicago,” he added, "'l am less

handi capped by competition.”

Outside, the snow was piling up in the streets, and the elevated railroad station across from the windows
hed lost much of itsuglinessin itswhite and glistening insultion; it rose on gleaming pillars, afantastic
dream dtructure, above the whiter isolation of the Street. Lavender's hearth fire snapped cheerfully ashe
stretched out his hand for the afternoon paper. Dusk was steding over the city, but the incarcerated,
leaping flames gave him sufficient light to reed.

"Thereisnothing here," continued the fathomer, scanning the first page, "that cannot be duplicated in the
newspapers of any large city. Indeed, they might as well be composed with a rubber samp, they are so
much aike, these stories, whatever their locale. It isonly the occasional masterpiece of crime that makes
the game of detection entertaining, and even in masterpieces thereisafamily resemblance, asyou may
observe a any firg-classart gdlery.”

"You are bored at present, then?' | suggested.

"Tothecontrary,” hereturned, "I have the beginning, at least, of avery pretty puzzle. | have been
retained in the Hurst case, which promiseswell. Hurst will be buried tomorrow, and my first important
work will be done a the funerd. Areyou partid to funeras?'

"No," | said with agrimace, "but | have a presentiment that | shal attend this one. Just what isthe Hurst
case? The newspaper accounts were delightfully vague. He was abank teller; he wasfound dead in a
deserted house, and he had not been murdered. Intriguing, but hardly sensationa.”

"The papers know alittle more, but not much,” said my friend. "They have been waiting for the bank to
check onitslosses, which now are definitely placed a more thousands of dollarsthan you or | ever are
likely to possess. Otherwise, the known facts are very much as you state them.

"Hurst was paying teller for the Columbian Nationd, asmal but sound bank in the suburbs. Two days
ago, there was an unusudly large balance left after settling with the clearing house. Hurst, athoroughly
trusted man, took care of clearing house settlements for the bank, and afterward, it was his custom to
lock up hisown funds, merely telling the cashier that he had done so. On this occasion, he did not lock
up the balance. What he did with it remains to be discovered. The money ismissing. Hurst was found
dead inasmall, empty house at Henriettaand Division Streets.”



"And was not murdered!" | again suggested.

"That isto be proved,” said Lavender. "If you mean that there were no indications of murder, you are
right; nor, asametter of fact, has the autopsy divulged ahint of foul play. Yet | beieve Hurst was
murdered!"

"By apartner?’ | asked quickly. "Hurst must have been party to the remova of the funds, Lavender!™

"Ye-es." He hedtated. "The obvious theories occur readily enough. He may have taken the money
himself, have hidden in the empty house, and have been robbed and murdered by a second crimina who
did not even know him. He may have been lured to the house, in some manner; or, asyou sugges, he
may have had a partner who is now responsible for his death. In any case, it isdifficult to avoid the
thought that Hurst took the money.”

"Thered problem, then, isthe manner of his death?'

"Oh, I know how he died," Lavender shrugged. "Hefroze to degth! Y ou can't leave aman in abarn with
the thermometer below zero, and expect him to pick up hisbed and walk, in the morning. But what |
should like to know, Gilruth, iswhat prevented him from leaving that house! He was not stunned.
Apparently he had falen adeep whilein hiding. But what sane man would--or could--go to deep in such
aplace, in such weather?'

| pondered thisfor amoment, and then asked, "What shall you do at the funeral?"

"Curioudy enough,” he answered. "I am looking for friends of Hurst rather than enemies. What the

newspapers don't know, Gilly, isthis--Hurst was not found by accident. The president of the bank

himsalf recelved an anonymous message telling him whereto find hismissing tller. The policewere
notified, and Hurst was found--dead. Now, what does that mean?”'

"That somebody, perhaps perfectly innocent, discovered the body and was afraid of being mixed up with
acrime," | answered, after amoment.

"Not bad," smiled my friend. "The police would laugh at you, but it isnot at dl animpossible case. It is
often fatal to overlook the obvious solution smply becauseit isobvious. Just the same, | think you are
wrong. | figureit likethis: If Hurst was found in the house, and robbed; or if he was lured to the placeto
be robbed, by someone unknown to him, thereislittle reason to believe this unknown crimina so
tender-hearted that he would endeavor to save Hurst's life, or that he would be eager to start the police
onthetrall. Itisarather nice point, but it seemsto me that the anonymous message was the work of a
friend of the victim--willing perhapsto rob him, but unwilling to take hislife. And so, in the hope that
Hurst will be rescued alive, he takes the risk and sends off anote to the bank.”

"And you think he will attend the funerad?' | jeered. "I dont!"

"Oh, he might," protested Lavender. "Why nat, if heis not suspected? Wouldn't the absence of a
particular friend call greater attention to that friend than his presence? And, anyway, there will be many
friends present. | may pick up aword that will beinvaluable.”

He paused to light acigarette.

"Look here, Gilly," he continued, "unlessyou areared funera fan, and wouldn't miss one for worlds, you
can serve me better by staying away from thisone. I'd like you to get into that empty house, early
tomorrow, and stay there al morning. It's unlikely that the man we want will come back, but your
objection hasweight, and | admit that if he does come back it will be whileal therest of usare at the



funerd. | want to cover both ends. Savvy?'

"Yes," | sad, abit downcast. "All right, Jmmie! Where do we meet?!

"Say here, & noon."

"Noon," | agreed. "Shal | ook for footprints at the empty house?' | added, with a chuckle.
Heamiled shrewdly.

"Y ou think that's funny, no doubt, but the fact isit's exceedingly strange. Somebody must have been there
with Hurgt, but there's not afootprint or amark to show it! And in asheltered part of the porch we did
find footprints of Hurst! Chew on that, Gilly! Snow dl around, too. It'sasif he went there alone, and lay
down and froze to death as camly asif he were going to deep in bed. Furthermore, there was arather
awkward print in the snow on the doorstep that could only suggest that Hurst had set down a satchdl.
And there was no satchd with him when hewasfound! And on top of that, thereis the anonymous
message. Who could see him--without approaching the house? Somebody must have been there who
walked on wires or flew with wings.”

"Fne" | said. "A ghost story!"
"I've heard of dranger things," smiled my friend. "Don't you believe in ghosts?"

"No!" | replied. And then | added, "But | am afraid of them.”
1

ASit happened, | atended the funera of Samuel Hurgt, after dl, arriving not long after Lavender himsdlf
had put in an appearance. For | had found the policein charge of the empty house in Henrietta Stret,
and fdt that in the circumstances my assgnment was usgless.

It was an unsavory neighborhood, and | speculated vainly on the strange conduct of Hurst that had
brought him there to his death. Certainly it was not the sort of place he would frequent for amusement; or
50 | argued. But bearing in mind my friend's ceasdlessingtruction to "keegp my eyes open,” | had alook
around the neighborhood before | |€eft, although | was sure there was nothing that Lavender himself had
not seen on the occasion of hisown vigt.

It wasapolyglot district. A dozen nations were represented in the lines of shopsin nearby Division

Street, and children of half adozen played in the surrounding arteries and vacant lands. The housein
which Hurst's body had been found was practicaly on the corner; the actual intersection was marked by
avacant lot. It was atumbledown shanty, two storiesin height, and in asad state of disrepair. It leaned
periloudy to one sde, like an ancient ruin, and when a high wind struck it broadside it must have creaked
aarmingly. The fantastic decorations of packed snow now added to its sepulchral gppearance. In my
youth | should have ingtantly set it down as a haunted house, and, avoided it with scrupulous care. On the
other side of it there was a second vacant lot, and then aline of brick flat-buildings of the vintage of

1895.

| approached the decrepit door, and tried the handle. To my horror, it wasinstantly snatched backward,
and the door opened inward disclosing aman in the opening, who looked upon me with a sardonic gaze.
But areturn of my reportorid ingtinct saved me from funk; my shocked menta processes began to
function normaly, and | recognized him, by sundry signs, as a plain-clothes policeman.

"Good morning, Sergeant,” | said, politely. "I'm representing Mr. Lavender of Portland Street. | had no
idea the house was occupied.”



"Comein," hesad, ganding asde. "Jmmiegsafriend of mine. | suppose you're Gilruth. Glad to know
you." As| entered the bare room, he added, "My partner, Crawley!"

A heavy, dderly man nodded his head in curt acknowledgment.

But there was no reason for my presence, and | determined to get out. | gpologeticaly explained that
Lavender had thought the place needed watching.

"An' it'sbeing watched!" observed the Irish Crawley sagely.

"Wherefore," | said, "l shall make mysdlf scarce, and leave the job in better hands.”

Gordon accompanied me to the door.

"What does Lavender make of this, Gilruth?' he asked confidentialy.

"l don't know," | said honedtly. "If you know Jmmie, you know he doesn't talk much till he's sure.™

"He'sright," nodded Gordon. "Well, ook here, lad! Thereé's abit of gossip about the neighborhood here
that | don't take much stock in, and it would do me no good to repest it at headquarters. It'sright inthe
line of young Lavender, though, and I'll giveit to you. Just remember that you don't know where you got
it, see? It'sthis: the folks hereabouts are afraid of this house! They crossto the other side at night, and
that sort of thing. And why? Because somehow the rumor has been spread that it was marked by the ‘evil
eye,' and isdeath to them that crossits threshold. Moonshine? Sure! But there you arel”

He winked cheerfully, and | left him broadly smiling on the threshold whose sinister properties he had just
described.

The nearest place in Division Street was a converted saloon, now a Greek ice-cream parlor. A pool
room, abakery, an undertaker's establishment, a restaurant, a pawn shop, and three or four groceries
and marketsfilled the rest of the block, with old houses, like punctuation marks, here and there between.

Theevil eyel

Wéll, it was an admirable locality for itsexercise; | could not deny that. The most attractive window
displays were those of the bakery and pawn shop, and into these | gazed for a passing moment. Noticing
my seeming interest, the proprietor of the pawn shop hastened to his door and endeavored to engage my
enthusiasm in hiswares. He offered revolvers, binoculars, hour-glasses, pottery and retired musical
insgruments at a staggering sacrifice. But | refused to be tempted.

My mental map of the vicinity completed, | hurried to catch acar to join Lavender at thefina ceremonies
inthe home of the late paying teller.

Lavender approved my course, when | had finished my recital.

"The police are getting wiser every minute," he remarked. "One of these daysthey'll beat meout in
something big, and you'll transfer your dlegiance. That's an interesting yarn about the evil eye, Gilly, and it
gtirs something in the back of my brain. Can't put anametoit, yet!"

We were on the veranda of the house wherein Samue Hurst once had lived; his mother'shome. Inside,
the solemn services were going on, but Lavender preferred the colder atmosphere of the porch.

"Who werethe fdlows at the house?' he asked.

"The man who talked was named Gordon,” | said. "His partner was called Crawley, | think."



"Pat Gordon," said my friend. "I know him. | don't know Crawley, but Gordon's agood man. Well, he
may be nearer the truth than | am!™

At that moment the front door opened and a man stepped out. He shook Lavender's hand heartily.
"Beastly warminside," he said, opening his coat to the keen air. ""Poor old Hurst!" he added.

"May | present my friend, Mr. Gilruth?' Lavender asked. "ThisisMr. Cousins, president of the
Columbian Bank, Gilly."

| responded suitably.

"Look here, Mr. Cousins,”" continued my friend. "I came hereto look over the crowd. | want aline on
Hurst'sfriends. Arethey al here? That is, can you say whether anyoneis conspicuoudy absent?”

The bank president started and looked shrewdly at the investigator. His brow clouded. Then he turned to
the door.

"I have only avagueideawhat you aredriving a&," he said, "and it frightens me. But wait, I'll get Burns
out here. He was Hurst's most intimate friend at the bank. He's sure to know."

In amoment we were talking to a clean-cut young Irish-American of more than the average intelligence.
He appreciated Lavender's question at once, and rapidly considered. He looked speculatively at
Lavender.

"Only two missing,” he said, at length. "Of course, there arelots of chaps who knew Hurst who are not
here; but of those that knew him best only two are missing. Oneis Henderson, who used to bein the
same cage; but Henderson's been off sick for more than aweek and probably doesn't even know Hurst
isdead. The other is Amick, the third assistant cashier. He and Hurst used to be pretty thick, anditisa
bit strange that he isn't around today."

"Used to be?' repeated Lavender.

"I didn't mean to indnuate anything," answered Burns, lessreadily. "I beieve they were excdlent friends
tothelast. It just happensthat | hadn't seen them together so much lately.”

"Both Henderson and Amick are wdl trusted men, Mr. Cousins?"

"Very much so! | should as soon think of suspecting myself--or Burns herel--as either of them. The fact
is, Mr. Lavender, my whole staff has been with me for years, and it hurtsto think that any of the boys
might be--you know! We've got to find out, but I'm afraid of what you may haveto tell me!"”

"l understand,” said Lavender. "Wdl, we must make no mistakes. | suppose | can see Amick at the
bank, tomorrow?"

"Certainly! | can't imaginewhy heisn't here today."

"Then, asthe services seem to be drawing to aclose, | think Gilruth and | will leave you. Good-bye until
tomorrow!"

The two men turned hurriedly within, while Lavender and | went down the steps and walked dowly to
the nearest corner. A little group of those strangely curious individuas who seem to enjoy the sorrow of
others had gathered in the snow at the corner. This group we joined, and ourselves waited.

In ashort time there was a bustle on the veranda we had |eft, and immediately thereafter Samuel Hurst



came down the front stepsfor the last time, borne on the shoulders of six of hisfriends.

Whenit wasdl over, Lavender continued to loiter in the neighborhood. Apparently he saw nothing out of
the usud, for after afew moments he turned away, and together we proceeded on our journey.

Wewalked briskly, for it was a cold day. The heavy snowfall of the day before had been cleared from
the sidewalks, and our heelsrang sharply on theicy pavements. Lavender's dight stoop and steady
rhythmic tramping suggested that we werein for along walk.

"Whereto?' | asked, at length.

He halted.

"By George, | don't know, Gilly! | was thinking about empty houses and evil eyes!”
"The evil eyeissorcery, of course?"

"Yes" heamiled. "And the belief in witcheraft, in thisday, issurprising, athough it islargely confined to
the so-called lower classes. A man possessed of adevil may have an evil eye, and by its malevolence
may cause an arm to wither, ahouseto fall, or aninfant to die. So runneth the tale. Our Henrietta Street
mystery isin the very heart of that sort of nonsense, asit happens, and | am not surprised by the
reputation of the place. A clever crook might use the supertition to advantage--if he wished to keep
people away from the house, for instance. It isno longer an origind thought, Gilly, but it is<till afact that
if walls had ears and lips, they would hear much and could tell as much asthey heard. At least, we shall
find out who ownsthe place, en?’

"We can easly find that out at the City Hall," | said.

"All right," responded Lavender. "I suppose the police already know, and | can't afford to be behind
them.”

We hastened to the corner and boarded the first car. Asthe bell was pulled for the coach to go ahead
we were trested to one of those humorous spectacles that sometimes beguile thetired citizen who
journeysto and from hislabor on the surface lines. A man ran across the road and tried to catch the car
before it had started.

Hewastoo late, but with admirable determination he pushed his hat down upon his brows and gave
chase, to the huge delight of the observers on the rear platform. He was a swift runner, however, and
managed to overhaul us, swinging onto the platform with agrunt of satisfaction.

Everybody who witnessed the incident chuckled and felt better for it; but the moment | saw the man's
face my smile died away. The face was perfectly known to me, amost intimately. Y et itsidentification
bothered me. The Situation is dways provoking, and | thought desperately.

"What now?" languidly murmured Lavender.
"I know that fellow," | said, "and | can't place him."

"Then you know an interesting individua," he said, with akeen glance a the man on the platform, "for
that fdlow'san Eagt Indian.”

"What!" | cried, but asthe exclamation left my lips| remembered. "Got it, by Jove!" | added. "Lavender,
| saw that fellow less than two hours ago, in Divison Street. He runs a pawn shop! He came to his door
while waslooking in hiswindow, and | actually exchanged words with him. What's he doing here?"



"I don't know," said my friend, "but the coincidence isinteresting, if it isacoincidence. He may be
following you. Y ou didn't sted anything from his shop?*

| turned from him, disgusted.

"Forgiveme, Gilly!" pleaded Lavender. "It redlly is an interesting coincidence, and we won't forget it. Just
now, though, it doesn't fit in. Y ou don't want me to arrest him for the murder of Hurst, do you? What is
the charge? He isapawn broker; helivesin Division Street. It isn't enough.”

But | was hurt, and accompanied him in moody silence to the City Hall, where he gave over hisrailing
and commanded immediate attention. Assstants rushed around pulling down huge canvas-bound
volumes, which Lavender rgected. Then the right one was found, and with atriumphant twist of hissingle
whitelock, Lavender was bending over the book.

He had not searched long when alittle exclamation of satisfaction caught my haf attentive ear. It aroused
my curiogity. | stopped sulking and eagerly swung abot.

Lavender'sfinger was upon aline of writing in the book. I did not understand the lines of figures and what
they stood for, but | could and did understand the significance of aname.

Here was the owner of the shabby property in Henrietta Street, where Samued Hurst had cometo his
desth.

A woman. Mrs. Frederick Amick!
[l

LAVENDER lighted a cigarette, and leaned back against the desk. He described an elaborate patternin
the air with the smoke.

"Atthevery least," he said, "young Mr. Amick will have some explaining to do. ThisMrs. Frederick
Amick ismore likely to be his mother than hiswife, however, and her ownership of the empty house
proves nothing after dl. But it isinteresting and ingtructive. It seemsto point to something not yet clear,
but on the point of clearing. | shal enjoy talking with Amick."

"Y ou suspect him?"

"l sugpect nobody definitely, but it seems plain that Amick has some connection with the case, possibly a
quite remote one. And, of course, he may be perfectly innocent.”

Whatever Lavender thought, however, there was one close at hand who had no doubts. Looking up, |
caught this person's eye.

"Great Scott, Lavender!" | whispered. "Herésthat East Indian again!”

My friend did not turn his head.

"What's he doing?' he whispered back.

"Looking at uscasudly,” | sad, "and trying to let on heisn't. By George, he's going to speak to ugl”
| was right. The dark-skinned man now came rapidly forward.

"l ask your pardon,” he said, in perfect--almost too perfect--English, "but am | addressing Mr. James
Lavender?'



Helooked at me, but Lavender answered.
"l am James Lavender,”" said the fathomer, and now he looked up and met the man's gaze.

"You will forgiveme," continued the stranger, "but | have been following you for sometime. | was not
sure that you were the men | wished to see, dthough | recognize your friend as having beenin my
neighborhood this morning.”

"Youtried to sal mean accordion,” | said, dryly.

"Yes," hesmiled. "Sdling ismy business. And it was agood accordion, my friend. But | watched you,
and saw your interest in the house where the young bank officer--Hurst--was found dead. Then | thought
that you were the celebrated Mr. Lavender, for | knew you were not a policeman.”

Heturned to Lavender.
"l sdluteyou, Sr'" he said, with abow. "If | may, | shal be glad to assist you. | haveinformation.”
"l shal be glad to listen to your information,” said my friend, without eagerness.

"Thank you. Itisthis: It isknown to me, through friends, that thisMr. Hurst who is so unfortunately deed,
frequented the receptions of the celebrated Hara Singh, a countryman of mine, of whom no doubt you
have heard."

He ended on an upward note, and Lavender nodded.

"A well-known charlatan,” said my friend. "1 do not know him persondly, but by reputation. Heisa
mystic, | believe--an adept, a sorcerer, or something of the sort.”

"At leadt, something like awise man," said the East Indian. "We must not quarrel about the nature of his
profession. Heishonest, aso, and he will have nothing to do with acrime. As heismy countryman, |
know him; but heisfar above me, and his movements| know chiefly through some of his servants.

"Through these friends of mine, Mr. Lavender, | am told that a young man named Amick aso frequented
the receptions of HaraSingh. Sir, it ismy belief that Mr. Amick isresponsible for the theft of the bank’s
money and the death of Mr. Hurst!"

Heleaned swiftly forward, and tensely whispered, "Have you heard of the evil eye?’

| al but jumped, and looked hastily at Lavender. His eyes did not leave the face of the questioner. He
seemed unexcited. His answer was abrief nod.

"This Amick isknown to be possessed of the evil eye," continued the Oriental, his face working amost
savagely. "His spdl was upon the unfortunate young bank officer, who did what hisevil friend
commanded. How Mr. Hurst was dain | cannot tell you, but Mr. Amick can be madetotdl. Itis
perhaps no secret to you that the house in which Mr. Hurst was found is owned by thisMr. Amick?' His
glance sought the big book on the desk beside us. Lavender smiled.

"That isknown to us, asyou correctly infer,” said my friend. "May | ask how it isknown to you?'

"I have lived for yearsin the neighborhood,” said the other with ashrug. "I know the history of every
house. | know the man from whom Mr. Amick bought it. | have even seen Mr. Amick there, severd
times”

"Y ou think, then, that Mr. Hurst was murdered, do you? And by Mr. Amick? How?"'



Lavender's blunt questions shook the East Indian.

"My dear sir," he protested, | have not said that! | do not know. | have told you that this Mr. Amick has
the evil eye. That iswell known to my friends. It would be easy for him to command Mr. Hurst to stedl
money, and then to command hisfriend to remain in the house until he had perished. It isadreadful gift!"

He shuddered effectively.

"Isnot your friend, Hara Singh, also possessed of the evil eye?" asked Lavender, shrewdly. "Does he,
perhaps, teach its use?"

"Thereisnothing that Hara Singh does not know," replied the dark man earnestly. "But he has no
friendliness for those who are thieves or murderers.”

Lavender nodded absently. | knew he was doing some rapid thinking.
"What isyour idea?' he asked at length.

"Sir," said the stranger, "Mr. Amick is going to the house of Hara Singh tonight. If you dlow it, 1, asyour
agent, shal aso bethere, and report to you what passes.”

"Andyou are--?"
"My nameisDaniel Alexander, inthe English. | am an American citizen.”

"All right, Danid Alexander," said Lavender, suddenly making up hismind. "For this evening you are my
agent. | shal depend upon you for acomplete report of the meeting between Hara Singh and Mr. Amick.
Y ou must be careful. Come to my rooms tomorrow."

"Thank you, Sr," said Daniel Alexander. "Tomorrow | shall be at your rooms.”

Hewas out of the door in afew steps, and histread was as silent as if he wore sandals. Lavender
laughed softly.

"What do you make of your friend?' he asked.

"What do you make of him?' | retorted. "He's your agent. Whatever possessed you to listen to his
scheme? | wouldn't trust him asfar as| could throw him by the nose. | seem to have convinced you, at
lagt, of hisimportance.”

My friend'slaughter increased.

"Rest easy, Gilly," he sad soothingly. "When Danidl Alexander cdls upon hisfriend, Hara Singh, this
evening, you and | will be on hand to greet him."

"Y ou know thisHaraSingh?"

"I know enough about him to gain entrance to his home. Well, we have some rapid work ahead of us.
We have two visits to make before evening, and the episode of the hel pful East Indian has delayed usa
bit. We shdl haveto hurry. First, well run out and see Henderson, the first of the two who failed to turn
up a thefunerd. Hemay beill, as clamed, but we can't take anyone's word for anything. Later we shdl
vigt Mr. Charles Amick, and il later the splendors of India”

WE gained little a the rooms of the clerk Henderson, and were enabled to cut the visit short. The old
woman from whom the young fellow rented the rooms was able to confirm the report of Henderson's



illness. He had not been out for more than aweek, and for severa nights he had been dangeroudy ill. He
was now conva escent.

"Out of hishead, hewas, poor fellow, for severd nights," said the garrulous old body. "Knew he was
bad, he did, poor chap, and kept telling himsalf he must wake up. | thought he was gone, sir, that time,
but--"

She would have gone on indefinitely and given us the whole history of the case, including the story of her
own life, had not Lavender checked her.

"Thank you, thank you!" he hurriedly interposed. "Well, we won't bother him. I'm sure he'sin good
hands. When he wakes, just tell him afriend from the bank was asking about him. He's had adoctor, of
course?'

"Oh, yes, sir, every day, and | expect helll be dong again soon, if you careto walit, Sr.”
We got away at last, and to save time took ataxi to the bank.
"So much for Henderson,” said Lavender. "Now well have that talk with Amick."

The president of the bank introduced us, and we found Amick to be adark young man of the type
characterized as "sporty." He was not pleased to see us, or so | thought, but Lavender paid no attention
to hisevident discomfort.

"Of course, Mr. Amick," echoed my friend, "I remember you quite well. | think | saw you at the funerad,
did I not?'

"I think you did not," replied Amick, with deep suspicion. "l was not a the funeral, Mr. Lavender.”
Presdent Cousins a this juncture unwittingly asked the right question.

"No, Mr. Amick was not there," he broke in, apparently surprised that Lavender had forgotten. "I looked
for you, Amick. I thought you and Hurst were pretty warm friends.”

"Wewere, Mr. Cousins," said Amick desperately, "but thefact is, | Smply couldn't go. | hate funeras,
and to think of Sam--well, | couldn't do it. | wanted to remember him as| saw him last.”

"When was that, by theway?' asked Lavender.
"The day before," answered Amick, with increasing suspicion. "He was here at the bank.”

"| should like to know where Mr. Hurst spent the night before that,” said Lavender. "That is, the night
before the night of hisdeath. Y ou couldn't tell me, | suppose?’

"No, I'mafrad | can't,” replied Amick, with better grace.

"Wadl, I'm obliged to you, Mr. Amick," said Lavender. "l don't like to bother people with questions, but
we must do what we can with this unhappy business.”

"l agree with you," said the assistant cashier, "and of courseif | can be of service, | want to be."
"Weareall entirely at your disposal, Mr. Lavender,” said President Cousins.

The taxi was waiting, and we took it through the snowy streetsto Lavender's rooms. Throughout the cold
drive my friend sat in sillence, for the most part, drumming on thewindow slI with the fingers of one hand.



The monotonous refrain got on my nerves.

"Well," | interrupted brusquely, "whoisit? Amick or Danid Alexander?'
"Or both?" he added, looking up. "There's more than one man in on this."
"Oh!" | said blankly.

WE dined a Lavender'srooms, and later climbed into evening raiment. "Tony old boy, thisHara Singh,"
quoth Lavender, "and we must be dressed for the part.”

"Just whoisHaraSingh?' | demanded.

"Cryda gazer, pdmigt, phrenologig, faker!" he responded, laconicaly. "Probably amillionaire,
incidentaly. The socid st flockstherein droves. Nothing succeeds like successful humbug, Gilly!"

And s0, shortly before eight o'clock, that evening, we departed for the Astor Street mansion of Hara
Singh, the Master of Mysteries. We drove up in style, sent our driver on hisway, then mounted the steps
inleisurely fashion. With Lavender'sthumb on the bell, along muffled peal camefaintly to our ears.

In the doorway, as the door swung open, stood a magnificently attired Orientd, in an imposing
headdress. All the colors of the rainbow seemed to have been hung upon hislithe frame, and his small
mustache curled upward like that of the ex-Kaiser.

He bowed deeply and stood to one side as we passed him. In the hallway beyond, a second and similar
pageant of color bowed at our approach, and indicated alighted room to the left. Everything was donein
dlence. A heavy incensehungintheair.

We passed through red hangings into awide chamber decked in afantastic fashion with Eastern designs
and colors. Fine rugs were upon the floor, and fantastic footstools. Around the walls were gorgeous
divans of inviting aspect, and Orienta wegpons hung upon the walls.

At the head of the room, looking inward, beneath curtains of red velvet, agreat crystd bl reposed ona
pillar of marble.

A gigantic dark-skinned man entered the room as we looked around us, and in a high-pitched voice that
curioudy belied hisformidable appearance, said respectfully, "Please to have segts, gentlemen. The
master will be down in amoment. Y ou have an appointment?*

"Oh, yes" lied Lavender, easlly.

In severd moments we heard soft steps on the stairs, and an instant later the hangings parted and the
negro appeared.

"HaraSingh, Magter of Mysteried" he intoned shrilly; then rapidly disappeared.

A man in flowing white robes entered the chamber with quick, soft tread, and stopped short insde the
threshold. | uttered an exclamation of astonishment.

Lavender seemed highly amused, asif something he had quite expected now stood before us.

The robed and whiskered Hara Singh was Daniel Alexander, dedler in revolvers and accordionsin
Divison Stredt.

v



A MOMENT of voca slencefollowed; then the Master of Mysteries shrugged his shoulders with
elaborate unconcern.

"Yes" hesad, asif replying to aquestion, "itis|! Areyou surprised?’

"Not at dl," said my friend. "I have known since our recent conversation that you were Hara Singh,
Master of Mysteries. Surely no one but a master so readily could have solved the mystery of the death of
young Mr. Hurg."

Therewas atrace of mockery in Daniel Alexander's bow.

"You arejesting," he said reproachfully. "But you shall see! | am right, my friends, and tonight | shall
proveittoyou. Yes, | am HaraSingh, The Master of Mysteries, and also | am Danidl Alexander, the
deder in antiquities. Thereis nothing disgraceful in either profession, but it isnot strange that | keep them
gpart. Foolish persons sugpect aman who is known by two names, yet both my ventures have been
profitable, and | do not care to sacrifice either. Some day, perhaps, Hara Singh will retire, and the world
will know him no more. On that day Daniel Alexander will begin to be seen more often a his shop, and
both he and his neighborswill be glad. The present life, my friends, is often fatiguing.”

"l should imagine s0," said Lavender dryly. "But your businessisyour own, Mr. Alexander. Y ou offered
to help us, and we are prepared to accept your assistance. And so we are here.”

"I am sorry," he said, "but thereisno help for it, now. | could have done better alone. Y ou will only
frighten the young man who iscoming. Y et | cannot ask you to go away. Will you mind, my friends, if |
conced you during theinterview?"

"A good ideal" exclamed Lavender. "By al means, let us be concealed.”
"Comethen, for the young man isalmost due."

With extravagant courtesy, heled usthrough the red curtainsthat fell on either side of the greet crystal
globe. We passed into a smdler chamber beyond, dimly lighted by an Orienta lamp in afar corner.
Comfortable chairs were indicated by our hogt, and cigarettes were placed at our elbows.

"| shall order that drinks be served you," said HaraSingh, as heleft us, and shortly theresfter the giant
negro appeared with atray of liquorsand asmall basin of ice.

"| fancy it isperfectly safe,” smiled Lavender, noting my hesitation. The giant had vanished. "Here, | shdll
dart the bal!"

He mixed himsdf amild highbal and tossed it off.

"No," he continued; "there is nothing to fear except the potency of theliquor. It is uncommonly good, and
we must restrain our natura inclinations, my dear Gilly! | do not want to haveto take you homeina

condition suggesting collgpse.”
We sat in the semi-darkness, puffing at our cigarettes and waiting the advent of Charles Amick.

Inside of ten minutes the long muffed ped of the doorbell again thrilled through the house, and in afew
moments we knew that our acquaintance of the bank was in the reception chamber afew feet beyond.

The soothing voice of Daniel Alexander, or in this case Hara Singh, cameto our ears, as he greeted his
vigtor.



"Itissome days since | have seen you in my poor home, my friend!™
The concentrated fury of Amick's utterance took me aback.

"It will be agood many days before you see me again, Singh!™ he rasped harshly. "I'm through with you
and your trickd"

"My friend!"
The gentle voice of Hara Singh wasfilled with reproach.

"Don't play theinnocent babe," snarled Amick. "I'm sick of it! | want to know only onething from
you--what happened to Sam Hurst?!

"My friend!" The voice of HaraSingh rose dmost to ascream.
| glanced at Lavender. In the half-darkness, | could see that he was smiling wickedly.

"I'm not your friend!" screamed Amick. "If | were, no doubt I'd follow Hurst. Come quick, now! Youll
tell me, Singh, or you'll tell the police. Sam Hurst was my friend, and if the police haven't sense enough to
know where to look for hismurderer, | have. Dead, and without amark on him! I'm not afool, Singh,
and your Indian blarney doesn't go down."

Therewas apainful Slence. Lavender roseto hisfeet and crossed the floor in two swift, noiseless strides.
He peered through the curtains, and beckoned meto hisside. An extraordinary sight met my gaze.

The men stood facing each other, their eyesfixed, their faces pouring perspiration. It was asif each, by
sheer will, was endeavoring to force a break on the part of the other. The face of each was ghastly; but
the face of Hara Singh was more--it was diaboalic.

"My God!" | whispered. "The evil eyel™

Then spoke the voice of Hara Singh, soothing now, and tender asawoman's. "Y ou force me to speak,
Mr. Amick," it said gently. "Y our violence does not frighten me. Y ou are yourself the dayer of your
friend! He was found dead in your house. Y ou sent him there with the money. Y ou are hisdayer.”

"Liar--liar--liar--" mumbled the changed voice of Amick. He seemed to be struggling with himself for
articulate utterance, but the baeful eyes of Hara Singh continued to boreinto hisvison. "I did not kill
him," muttered Amick. "How could | kill him? | was not near him. It was not my house--my mother's
house--you sent him--"

Hisvoicetraled away. "With your evil eyesyou sent him there," continued the steady voice of Hara
Sngh.

"Thiswon't do, Gilly!" said Lavender, in aquick whisper.

Swiftly he pushed aside the curtains and entered the chamber, thrusting his form between the eyes of
Hara Singh and the shriveling Amick. He saized the bank officer by the shoulders and shook him
vigoroudy. A nasty scowl disfigured the brow of Hara Singh, but he said no word.

"Comeout of it!" roared Lavender, in Amick's ear. "Do you hear, Amick?"

The man addressed stared solemnly, then alight of intelligence flashed again from hiseye. He squared his
shoulderstruculently.



"l know!" he cried. "Nearly gone, that time! Obliged to you--"
Hisvision cleared.
"Lavender!" he cried. Then quickly, "Wheresthat devil, Singh? He nearly had me."

He caught sight of the East Indian and lunged forward for the dark throat. Lavender held tightly to his
am.

"Wait, Amick!" said my friend, sharply.
Heturned sternly on Hara Singh.

"There must be no coercion inthis," he said. "If you have anything further to say to Mr. Amick, you must
say itinmy presence.”

The East Indian shrugged.

"l an sorry," hesaid. "1 have my own way, and you have yours. In amoment you would have known all.
Now--" He shrugged again.

"What'sthetruth of this, Amick?' demanded Lavender. "1 have heard this man accuse you of the murder
of Samud Hurg."

"Helied" sad Amick, laughing bitterly. "He knows helies. HEs trying to pull the wool over your eyes,
Mr. Lavender. | know where Sam Hurst was the night before he was killed. He was here. Whose evil
eye was on him then? Who sent him to the bank next day, with ingtructionsto stedl the money?Who lives
around the corner from my empty house, and was there next night to receive the money? Don't waste
time on me, Mr. Lavender. Theresyour man.”

Hara Singh's voice was conciliatory.

"My friend," he said, "can it be possible that we have wronged each other? That we are both wrong?
What you say is partly true. Mr. Hurst was here that night before, but he was here only for amoment. He
had an engagement and went away. | hardly spoketo him, for hewasin ahurry. He was going to the
bedside of afriend whoisill--"

"Aganyou arealiar,” said Amick. "The only sick friend Hurst had is Henderson, and Henderson is--"
The doorbdll rang.

"| think Henderson is at the door," said Lavender, with a pleasant smile. "Keep your gun on Alexander,
Gilly!"

Followed by the giant, Henderson entered the room.
"Amick!" hecried.

"Mr. Henderson," said Lavender, "it gives me great happinessto arrest you for the murder of Samuel
Hurgt, and the theft of the money from the Columbian Bank!"

The face of Henderson went adirty yellow. Hara Singh stood motionless, but the face of Charles Amick
lighted with adow amile.

"By God, Lavender," hesad, "you'redl right! If you need any help, I'm right here!™



A sudden, low cry broke from Henderson'slips.
"Sam!" he whigpered. Then hisvoicerosein high crescendo as he sought the eyes of Danidl Alexander.

"It isyou who have donethis," he cried. "It isyou, Hara Singh, who have ruined us al. Until we knew
you, we were friends. Y ou turned us against each other; you played with us--your tools--your fools!™

He aimed adramatic finger a the East Indian's stolid face.

"Thereisthered murderer!" he cried shrilly. "I--yes, it was | who sent Sam Hurst to hisdesath. Itis|
whom the world will know asthe dayer of my friend. But there isthe assassin brain that schemed it dl.
And tonight he would have been amurderer in fact; he would have killed Amick if he had failed to master
him by will. It wasfor this| came, at the request of this murderer and thief, to aid in daying another
friend!

"And now itis| who am to suffer, while heis only an accessory, areceiver of stolen goodd! Itisunfair!”

There followed a movement so rapid that even the quick-witted Lavender was taken by surprise, and
suddenly instead of therigid, pointing finger, the Snister eye--the evil eye--of arevolver looked into the
eyesof HaraSingh.

Lavender's spring was an instant too late. The crack of the revolver and Alexander's squedl of terror
seemed smultaneous. Then the smoking weapon was wrenched from Henderson's hand before it could
be turned upon himself.

| bent over thefalen body of Hara Singh, with Amick, and knew that life was extinct. But a strange pity
was in Lavender's gaze as his eyes rested upon the face of Henderson, and | knew that one good word
for that unhappy youth would be spoken at the subsequent trid.

Vv

IT wasacase of the'evil eye,' dl right," said my friend Lavender, as we sat together in hisrooms, "but
we cdll it nowadays by another name--hypnotism. All three of them were dabblers--Henderson, Amick,
and Hurgt. The affable Hara Singh was their ingtructor, and they became hisvictims. Henderson, poor
fellow, used hisknowledge evilly. He needed money, | suppose; they aways do. The idea occurred to
him, undoubtedly through Alexander, to get Hurst to commit the actua theft. Hurst, of course, was
perfectly innocent. Henderson hypnotized him. No wonder the poor fellow dept in that house until he
frozeto death! Hewasin ahypnotic trance.”

"Y ou mean that Hurst robbed the bank without knowing what he was doing?' | demanded.

"Just that! Undoubtedly Henderson had experimented with him in many ways, and Hurst was an excellent
subject. He had been hypnotized so often, | fancy, that Henderson could send him to deep, asit were,
by amere snap of thefingers. In that condition, he could be made to do remarkable things, especidly in
the way of post-hypnotic suggestions. That is, Henderson could command his victim to perform acertain
act at some future time; and, waking, Hurst would have forgotten the suggestion. But at thetime set he
would perform the act unconscioudy, asthough by hisown volition. If the origind command ordered him
to fall adeep after performing the act, he would fal adeep.

"Thissort of thing isdl understood. It iseasy to follow the case. Hurst visted his sick friend--who was
shamming--and was hypnotized by Henderson. Henderson ordered him to take the money next day; then
take it to this empty house, which Henderson and Alexander knew belonged to Amick's mother, and
therefall adeep after ddivering the saichdl. Hurst did fall adeep, and dept into desth.



" Alexander--who was Henderson's fake doctor--got the satchel, of course. Hurst, following instructions,
dropped it from awindow after carrying it to the house. It was picked up in the lot, outside the house, by
Alexander, who also sent the anonymous message to President Cousins--too late to save Hurst.
Henderson probably ordered the message sent.”

"When did you firgt suspect Henderson?' | curioudy asked. "Both Amick and | suspected Alexander, or
Hara Singh, but never thought of Henderson."

"l sugpected him vaguely from thefirst,” said Lavender. "That is, from the day of the funerdl. But there
was nothing to base even a suspicion upon, realy. Then when we called at the rooms he occupied and
listened to that poor old dupe of awoman, | clinched it, athough | had to check on it throughout,
afterward. Y ou remember what the old woman said? That Henderson had been calling on himself to
‘wake up!'

"Of course, Henderson was doing nothing of the sort. He was doing his best however, possibly
conscious-stricken, to wake Hurst--miles away in that empty house!”

"What science would have called it, had he succeeded, heaven knowds! "



SOUTHWARD-BOUND
Lightning and rain and the roar of the thunder,

Splash of the prow through the curling sea,

Hiss of thewind 'round the mast and the rigging,

And ashaggy old ship sailing brave and free.

Fitching and tossing and twisting and turning,
Breadting the storm with abone in her mouth,
Bravely she bearsto theland of al dreaming,

And sweet through the storm isthe smdll of the south.

--Edmund Leamy
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"WATSON!"
by Captain A.E. Dingle

"WATSON, my dear fellow, thisinaction is maddening. | am ennuied,” drawled alanky, cadaverous
individud reclining lumpishly in along deck chair, ablack cigar in histeeth, his brows drawn down, and
his fingertips touching in approved Sherlockian fashion. A ripple of mirth passes around the smdl circle of
which heformed the centre, and his expression darkened in outward resentment.

The man addressed as Watson glanced at the amused oneswith afaint smile on his own face and replied
indifferently, "Better take a dose of dope, my dear Holmes. The steward uncorks arippin' brand of
Scotch. Shdl | cal him?!

Holmes unfolded himself out of the chair without areply and stalked away in the direction of the smoking
room.

"He'son the scent!” chuckled afiery-haired youngster.

"That'sascent you dl can follow!" replied amerry-eyed girl, seizing the red one and dragging him off to
play shuffleboard. Watson remained in his chair, and behind lowered lids his eyes glittered shrewdly.

Percy Angtruther's big steam yacht Vagrant never went to seawithout a happy, careless party of youth
aboard.

Percy himsdf was of the type dubbed porcine. Finding himsalf tremendoudy wedlthy quite early inlife,
mainly by dint of ignoring the Golden Rule and playing up the Rule of Three--which heinterpreted to
mean, one for the firm--of which he was head--and two for Percy Anstruther--holding no scrupleswhich
might prevent profits accruing through some such idiocy as congderation for others, he soon decided, on
retiring, that a steam yacht was the thing to gain him entry into the society of the exclusive set he desired
to adorn. Percy knew enough to refrain from attempting the impossible; he paid high sdlaries, not wages,
to the best of secretaries, the cunningest of chefs, the very paragon of stewards, and he possessed that
native shrewdness which prevented him offending by any vulgarity of speech in select company, no
matter how free he might be among his own kind. No amount of shrewdness could warn him of the bad
taste, or inadvisahility, of loading himsdlf with costly, bizarre jewelry. He saw ladies and gentlemen of the
class he envied, each wearing such gems as they possessed when occasion demanded. In hissmall mind
there was only one reason for their not wearing more--the lack of possession; only one reason for limiting
the times of wearing what they had--fear of losing them. And since neither fear of losing them nor limited
possession applied to himsdlf, Percy Angtruther'sfat fingers were ever loaded with flawless diamonds, his
fat neck glowed from the fireswithin agreat sngleruby in his scarf, hisfat watch fob scintillated like a
cluster of sarsagaing hisfat little paunch.

"I've got 'em, why shouldn't | sport 'em?" he had demanded many timesin answer to suggestionsfrom his
friends. " can afford to wear 'em, and the crook isn't born who'll take 'em away from your Uncle Percy.
No, sr!"

Which dl brings us back to Holmes and Watson; for it was the long, lean, cadaverous Holmes who first
expressed entire agreement with Percy's ideas on the subject of fashion in gems. They had met, and
become acquainted, at the great Casino of Ocean View, off which the Vagrant lay anchored while her
owner and his guests disported in adance or two, aturn or so at the whed, or alittle chopping,



according to individua taste. Percy, furthermore, strongly desired to become acquainted with somebody
who would accept his hospitality without making him see and fed that he became a debtor by receiving
the honor of the present company. Hewas grétified by the celerity with which he attained his object.
There could be no doubt regarding the desirability of Mr. Holmes or hisfriend Watson. Those names
appeared on the register of their hotel, and by them they were known and introduced to Percy by the
croupier of the roulette table. There could be no cavilling at friends secured through such a sponsor. And,
best of dl, they quite certainly did not seek his acquaintance merely to have afinger in his pocket-book,
for they politely indgsted upon buying wine themselves, and their taste was proven when they ordered a
brand which Percy aways hesitated about, though he knew it was quite the thing, smply because he
wasn't sure how to pronounce the name.

"l say, you chaps must come for acruise with me," he had said eagerly at the third bottle.

"The ocean'srather abore, old man, but perhaps we could endure it for afew days, ah, Watson?"
Holmes had replied in adrawl which seemed incongruous with the sharpness of hisbig, Steady eyes.

"Oh, just for aweek, perhaps,” Watson had conceded, with smilar lack of eagerness, and the thing was
done. They vacated their hotdl that same day; the Vagrant steamed just beyond the blue skylinein the
cool evening.

WITH ayoung party on board, it was inevitable that Holmes should speedily acquire the name of
"Sherlock." For Dr. Watson to be dubbed "Doctor" followed as naturally as night follows day. At first
they mildly resented it, athough, queerly enough, Holmesrather deserved it than otherwise, for he was
forever reading the detective books in the yacht's well-stocked library, and he could easily be led on to
expound the methods of the famous deuth of fiction. But soon they accepted the titles bestowed on them,
and gradudly Percy, seeing the fun the others got out of the little pleasantry, and seeing that his new
guests suffered nothing actudly by it, fell into the mood himsdlf, and often cast out bait in the hope of
getting Holmesinto atangle of explanations over someredly trivid circumstance. Such asthetime, for
instance, when the crew's cook, who looked after the fowls carried to supply the owner's table with fresh
eggs, reported the best layer missing, and the boatswain, at the same time, pointed out to the chief officer
chicken tracks up the side of the freshly painted smokestack.

"Y ou let the bloomin' chicken loose yoursdlf while washing down decks," was the mate's emphatic
decision. ™Y ou scared her trying to chase her back, and the bally thing flew up against the funnel before
she volplaned overboard. Y ou want to be more careful, bo'sun.”

But Percy, urged on by hisyoung friends, suggested to Holmes that there might be another solution to the
missing chicken mystery. Holmes placed the tips of hislong, white fingerstogether, drew down his
brows, and nodded sagacioudy. From the stokehold grating came the merry whistle of ahappy fireman
whose spirits were proof againg the discomfort of hiswork. A windlass clanked, and two firemen just off
duty drew up a can of ashes and dumped them down the lower-deck shute; from the galley door a
sculleryman emerged, staggering under the kitchen garbage pail. Both containers discharged their waste
into the blue sea a once, and tigerishly Holmes darted to therail and keenly scanned the floating refuse.
Then he resumed his chair, lighted a huge briar pipefilled with strong plug, and placed hisfinger-tips
together again, while Percy Andgtruther and the merry band of youngsterswaited for his next utterance.

"You areright, Mr. Angtruther," he said crisply. "Thereisanother, very different answer to that sesemingly
smpleriddle of the chicken."

"Oh, surely you have not solved the mystery so soon?" protested Percy. Hisyoung friends giggled.

"My chainisamost complete, ar," Holmesreplied. "Y ou hear that peculiar whistle emanating from the



fireeroom?| dare say it isthefirst time you have noticed it. But I, who note the meanest trifles, can assure
you that there has been, is, method in that whistle. Where are the poultry pens? Right beside the
stokehold ventilators, are they not? Very well. The messmate of the whistling fireman dyly opensthe
cage, the whigtler pipes up a cunning note, the chicken creeps out, the cage is once more fastened, and
the miscreant who opened and closed it darts below to join hisfellow crimind. The whistling goes on, the
poor deluded chicken followsit, and now it takes on the quality of ventriloquism. It seemsto emanate
from thefunnd. The silly fowl walks up the smokestack, the fumes overcomeit when it getsto therim,
and it fals down into the hands of the hungry pair waiting for its advent, singed and cooked ready to
devour. That, gentlemen, isthe solution of an gpparent mystery. Quite smple.”

A roar of merriment pealed out across the sea, and Holmes appeared annoyed.

"Fine!" laughed Percy, with the conscious superiority of having discovered a papable flaw. "But tdll us,
old chap, how these awful criminas got the chicken out of the furnace? It would be burned up long
before it reached the bottom of that chimney.”

"Y ou may amuse yourselves unravelling that point, gentlemen. | will giveyou atip, though. | stepped to
therall just now. You imagined | did soidly, or smply to knock out my pipe. It was not so. | examined
the refuse thrown over at that instant. Feathers, some burnt, some whole, floated away on amass of
ashes. It isthetrifleswhich count in detecting crime. Now, Watson, | think we will investigate arumor
that the steward was seen breaking out anew case of Scotch this morning.”

Therewasamedley of voicesin the group heleft. Some actually wondered if heredlly believedin his
own deegp cunning, Since he was never seen to smile even while expounding his most outlandish notions.
Otherswere only disgusted. There were two who warned Percy without reserve that before the cruise
was up he would be touched for money by the Sherlockian Holmes and hisfriend Watson.

"Oh, | don't think that," objected Percy. "He'srather idiotic, of course, but | think the chap's only fooling
himsdlf. They're both gentlemen, anyway, and we're having some fun with them.”

"Why not let us make up ared mystery, Percy?'

"Oh, goody!" cried amerry-eyed girl, dancing joyoudy. "Oh, let'st Y ou can have atremendous robbery,
or something, and have dl the clues point to al of us, and dl of us have an dibi, and you can scatter my
hair-pins and combs about, and--"

"That'stheidentical scheme!” chuckled Percy, shaking likeajdly in hismirth. "Let's dope out aplot.”
"Presently!" interjected the red-headed youth, intensaly. "Here's the Watson chap. Not aword!"

Watson sirolled along the deck, having left Holmesin the smoking room, and he wore a grimace of
mingled boredom and contempt. He glanced around the little group inquistively, then addressed Percy.

"Holmes beginsto irritate one, doesn't he, Angtruther? A little of his nonsenseisamusing; too muchis
sckening. | wonder what held do if faced with ared case. Sometimes | think he's redlly keen on scientific
investigation of problems, at others| fed disgusted at his childishness. The chicken twaddle, for ingtance.”

Percy hestated for aminute, then, smiling fatly in justification of hisresolve, he said.

"l say, Watson, you must be athought-reader. When you came a ong we were discussing playing alittle
joke on your friend to see how far hewould dig into areal puzzle. Y ou won't mind if we keep you out of
it, will you? Might drop him ahint, you know, and spoil--"

"Not at dl," replied Watson quickly. "Make your plansand start him going. I'll have my fun looking on, |



assure you. | hope you concoct ared mystery, though, with something far degper than vanishing poultry
asamotive. Good luck."

THE first outcome of along and close secret confabulation was the sudden increase of Percy's jewelled
embdllishments. That evening a dinner he smply blazed with light from gorgeous gems, and in place of
his customary offering of big, deek Cuban cigarsin a handsome snake-skin case after dinner, he
preferred still choicer weedsin an amazing gold case on both sides of which his monogram leaped out a
onein diamonds. Then, under pretence of showing the men some intimate curiogities, he took them into
his great stateroom where, obvioudy through oversight, a stout cash box stood open on histable,
crammed to the top with bank notes of high denomination.

"Confound that man of mine!" he exclaimed, closing the box, but leaving it on the table. "Hes dways
leaving valuables about asif they were pebbles.”

While exhibiting thetrivia curiosties he had brought the men in to see, he shot keen sde-glances at
Holmes, and chuckled shakily as he led the way out to the after deck, omitting to reprimand hisvalet,
however, for his carelessness.

"It'sagorgeous night,” he remarked, when the space under the awvnings resounded with tuneful music
from an excdlent machine,

"Let'shaveahbit of dancing, hey, folks?'

IN THE quietest hour of the most silent watch, about two o'clock in the morning, the yacht rang with
sounds of dire mis-happening. A pistol shot shattered the stillness on deck, aheavy splash was heard
over the Sde, and in aminute the decks were dlive with alarmed seaman and excited officers; ahuddle of
deepy guests milled about each other in well feigned panic. Watson was there, as panicky astherest;
and Holmes, true to his assumed character, took up the burden of discovering the meaning of that
midnight darm.

"Whereis Mr. Angtruther?' he demanded, peering around like a scrawny hawk. "Find him, steward.
Fancy him deeping through such aracket! He's getting far too fat.”

While Watson looked on in silence from the companionway door, and alittle giggling group nudged each
other ddlightedly, Holmes flashed a pocket torch about the decks and rails. On hands and knees at times,
he nosed aong waterways and peering overside into the silken blackness of the smooth sea. Presently he
brought forth a huge magnifying glass, and the red-headed youth laughed outright. The sound seemed
creepy in the darkness and quiet, broken before only by swish of water and that flickering circle of light
from Holmes torch. But the steward's sudden appearance and agitated announcement diverted attention

agan.
"Mr. Angtruther's--Oh, hisroom, it's horrid!"

Prepared asthey were for such an announcement, it required al their self-control to prevent the
congpirators uttering little gasps of sheer suspense, so vivid was the seward's terror. Watson glanced
keenly toward the absorbed figure of Holmes, who was scrutinizing the stleward pitilessly, every inch of
the man's outward aspect coming under the inspection.

"That will do, my man," snapped Holmes at length. ™Y ou may show ustheway to Mr. Andruther's
stateroom. Come, Watson, | may need you." The steward led the way trembling, and the muffled giggling
burst forth again asthe youthful jesters saw the Sherlockian one tumbling into the trap they had st for
him. All the details of the plot had been left to Angtruther, and they were sure he had done agood piece
of work, for he had outlined most of what he intended to do, but none had anticipated the perfection of



theatrical setting which seemed to leap out at them through the door of Percy'sroom.

"Ooh!" cried the merry-eyed girl, and shrank back with fright which was more than haf real. Her
companionstoo, playing out their hands, peeped ingde, drew back, gasped and stared in smulated
terror. Watson looked in, then stepped insde, his ruddy face wearing an enigmatical expression. Holmes
aone maintained an utterly expressionless air as he waved everyone back from the threshold and took
from his pocket atape measure.

Wl indeed had Percy done his part. The bed was upset, and the coverings strewed the carpet. One
curtain flew loose through the wide porthole, the other hung by one hook, torn in halves. The table and
writing desk in acorner were bare; the drawers, both hanging open amost out of the dides, lay empty.
The stout cash box was on the floor, empty but one forlorn note of small denomination lay pinched under
one corner of it. Across the room, near the bed, which was a four-poster and not abunk, wasa
woman's hair comb, broken; ayard away lay apyjama button, still ayard further ared and green grass
bath dipper, obvioudy far too smdl for Percy to have ever worn. And, stabbing the dim light like a spear,
agreat red smear ran from adark stain on the bed-head clear up to and through the open port.

Watson stepped over and touched the red smear with afinger, smelling it and peering a it under alight
globe. A queer curl wreathed hislips, and he glanced curioudy at Holmeswho was on his kneeswith
tape and lens. Afterward, when talking over the events of that night, some of the young men recalled that
queer glance of Watson's, and remembered, too, that he contrived to get into the foreground quite as
much as Holmes, yet without in the dightest degree seeming to want to. Anyhow, in dl the after pictures
of that night which rose up before any of the guests, the short, heavy figure of Watson loomed aslarge as
thelong, thin, stooping figure of Holmes.

"What's happened, d'you think?" whispered somebody. The merry-eyed girl giggled hystericaly, and
rgjoined, "Give Mr. Holmestime. Don't you all see there's been ahorrid crime committed, and that poor
Percy has vanished? Don't bresthe. Y ou may disturb something, mayn't they, Mr. Holmes?"'

For answer Holmes suddenly appeared before the little group in the door, his eyes ablaze.

He seemed to arrive from the other side of the room without, motion, like a shadow; and without warning
he plunged his hand into the tumbled mass of shining hair over the girl's sartled eyes. In the other hand he
held the broken parts of the hair comb he had picked up from the floor.

"Same color,” he muttered, matching comb with hair. "Whereisyour comb, miss?"

Confronted with the very thing she had suggested hersdlf, the girl looked less happy than she had
expected. Confusion seized upon her, and her saucy tongue failed her. She sammered, sheepishly
enough, "That isit. | er--I lent it to Percy to, er--to--"

"That isdl, thank you," Holmesinterrupted her sharply. "1 will ask for you when | require your statement.
Y ou may retire.” A tiny murmur of protest rippled around at sight of the girl's crestfallen air as sheturned
away toward her own room; but then the hugeness of the joke struck al concerned, and they crowded
closeto hear what was coming next.

Holmes closaly examined the carpet, the bed, the curtains; he even measured the length and breadth of
the red smear on the side panel. He sniffed at some dust he scraped up, he struck his head through the
porthole and peered up and down, fore and aft, like araw-necked vulture seeking prey. Then, stepping
to the centre again, he looked for amoment at the faces before him and at the red and green bath dipper.
Suddenly he went to his knees before the red-headed youth and forcibly lifted hisright foot knee-high.
He flung aside the leather Romeo the young man wore and clamped the grass dipper to the foot.



"H'm! You, too, | shall know whereto find when | need you," he remarked. "Y ou may retire, Sir; and |
warn you that this very serious occurrence may lead into unpleasant places. If you wish to tell me
anything, you may do so inthe morning. That isdl, thank you."

Now he held out the pyjama button, scanning the deeping suits before him. One jacket lacked a button,
and one only. Like atiger Holmes sprang before the wearer, clapped the button to the vacant place, and
glared terribly into the young fellow's face. "B-but, Holmes, it isn't the same pattern!™ giggled another
bystander, scarcely ableto talk for repressed mirth.

"Married?" Holmesjerked out abruptly to the man who lacked a button.
"Surely,” laughed the youngster, recovering hisnerve.

"Pattern doesn't matter then," was the unexpectedly sophisticated reply. ™Y ou will be caled in the
morning, Sr. That will do.”

"Say, Holmes" put in the last onlooker, who, except for Watson, aone remained unspotted by suspicion.
"I don't lack a shoe, nor abutton, nor even acomb. Can't you discover some clue which indicates me as
the brutal murderer?' There was a keen note of sarcasm in the man's suggestion. Holmeslooked at him
gravely.

"| shall permit nothing to escape my notice which bears on this monstrous mystery,” he said. "Place your
left hand here, please.”

With excessve care he pressed the man's hand down into the nap of the thick carpet, and scrutinized the
edges through his powerful lens; then released the man and told him to go, but, like the rest, to hold
himsdlf ready to be questioned.

"Meanwhile," remarked Holmes, "we shdl turn in toward some port. Thisisametter for the regular
police, to whom | hopeto be ableto ddliver the crimind.”

"Sure you can't find something which incriminates Watson?' gurgled the young fellow just released. "This
issuch ascream it would be a shame to keep him out of it."

"Y ou will kindly keep your witticismsfor amore suitable moment, sir,” wasthe dry retort, and the guest
departed, leaving Watson gazing thoughtfully at the stooping back of Holmes.

"My dear Watson," the deuth said presently, "pray ring for the seward.” The steward answered the bell,
and Holmes told him, without turning around, to go and order the captain to change the course for the
nearest port, and to notify him immediately which port it would be. In answer, the captain appeared in
person, and avery angry, irritable person he was. He opened fire a once on the deuth.

"What's the meaning of this?' he demanded warmly. "Why am | not called in to be consulted about this?
And who are you, to order meinto port, I'd like to know. Where's the owner?'

"Mr. Angtruther has disappeared, captain. There has been somefoul play. That iswhy | suggest running
into port--"

"And thisisthefirg | hear of it!" bellowed the captain. " Shooting goes on aboard my ship, somebody
tellsme my owner has gone, and I'm not asked for an opinion but told to run--"

"Just amoment, captain,” Watson put in quietly; "I will explain alot to you if you'll give me amoment
outsde. There has been mischief, certainly, but not so serious as might be. Come, let Holmes continue his
investigation. I'll tell you about it."



He led the mollified skipper out to his own roomy cabin, and Holmes flashed alook of appreciation after
them as he shut the door.

AN EXPECTANT party gathered about the table a breakfast in the morning, for daylight brought back
al the brightness of the farce which night and its gloom had almost made to seem like tragedy. They
awaited Holmes, who presently appeared looking haggard and pa e after an obvioudy deepless night. He
crushed up awhite pellet and stirred it into his coffee, which he drank before esting anything; then coldly,
and with an incisvenessworthy of agraver Stuation, he plunged into abald recita of his discoveriesand
decision. On deck, listening through the skylight, aglegful yacht captain chuckled hugely, dapping hisleg,
utterly reconciled to the temporary loss of hisemployer.

"We shdl bein port in afew hours now," Holmesbegan. "The culprit in this brazen piece of villainy will
be taken ashore then, | promiseyou. You al heard the shot in the night, and--"

"How about the shoes and buttons and other haberdashery?' grinned the red-headed youth mdicioudy.

"I shdl cometo that, my young friend,” replied Holmes, glaring fiercdy. ™Y ou heard the shat, | believe.
You al saw the scene of the crime--"

"That shot was on deck!"

"The scene of the crime,” the deuth proceeded asif no interruption had been offered, "and even my friend
Watson could discern the obvious sgns of violence there. Y ou saw the odd dipper, the pyjama button,
the broken comb, and the gory smear on thewall. Now there is one chance remaining for the guilty one
to make reparation, and thereby perhaps gain leniency. | shal run over the facts, and on our arriva in
port | shall summon the police to take the crimind, unless meanwhile he confesses.

"Now that dipper would fit only achild or awoman. That button might have come from alounge pillow.
The comb could easily have been picked up broken somewhere else and dropped in the cabin by the
owner himsdf. | have somelittle skill inreading Sgns, and | say that pistol shot wasfired out through a
porthole, sounding thus asif it were on deck; the dipper isone of aheap of about fifty pairsof al szes,
kept by Mr. Angtruther for the use of guests who may have forgotten to bring bath shoes. The button
assuredly came from the cushion in Anstruther's own arm chair, and the comb was probably dropped by
him when he returned from the deck.”

"Why, Holmes, you might be accusing Percy himsdf!" roared the party in mirth. Then, redizing suddenly
that they ought to wear more of an air of gravity, Snce Percy was gpparently murdered in his own yacht,
and they were dl more or less under suspicion, their faces fell, and they leaned closer to Holmesin deep
attention.

"Making due dlowance for youth and frivolity," Holmes proceeded coldly, "1 will bear with you. Hereisa
tip, which you may find useful. Pray try to assist the course of justice, rather than hinder it because you

do not seethingsas| see them. Y ou would find the n and thief? Very well then. Look for aperson
of thisdescription: A tdl, lean man, rather stout, and about five feet eight inches high; heisflorid and pae
of complexion, and wears anumber saven or number ten shoe. On one hand he has a crooked finger,
which he can straighten whenever hewantsto.”

As one man the party got up from the table, and on every face was a sneer. They had expected
something far better than this, e se Percy would surely never have submitted to many hours of discomfort
inorder to play out thejest. The merry-eyed girl lingered behind to State, forcefully, her opinion.

"Mr. Holmes, | think you are abeast! If you are such anidiot as your silly words seem to indicate, you
should at least have decency enough to refrain from uttering such nonsense a atimelike thigl”



Sheflirted out, and aslow, deep smile overspread Holmes |ean face as she disappeared. The captain, on
deck, turned away to face astammering, pop-eyed steward at his elbow.

"Mr. Angruther, sr! He's down--"

"S-sh!" the skipper warned the man sharply. "Keep your mouth shut, seward. Thisisdl right. Don't say
aword."

"B-but, sr, helooks--"
"I tdl youit'sdl right. It'sagame he's playing. Keep quigt, | tdll you."

Watson was having asimilarly difficult time persuading hisfellow gueststo let the joke go on alittle
longer. They were, to aman and girl, for seeking out Percy and telling him it was usdlessto remainin

hiding any longer.

"Why, Watson, it'stoo darned silly to be funny,” cried the red-headed one. "It'ssimply idiotic to let old
Percy sweat himself sick down in some dark hold just to draw thisfaker Holmes. | never heard such
rubbish, even from haf-witted kids."

"Don't spail it," Watson advised quietly. "1 know Holmesrather better than you, and | tell you hel's only
trying to scare you off while he makes out acase. If you leave him done, say until we get to port, hell
have something amusing to tell you, eveniif itisdl wrong. At any rateit will be alogica sequence of
points comparing perfectly with dl the clues.”

"But how about poor old Percy?'

"I'll see him mysdlf. Hell be agreeable, | know, since he arranged the joke himself. I'll take him down
some wine and see what €l se he wants."

"Oh, then you know where he'shiding? He didn't tell us."

"I know, yes. Just keep quiet and watch awhile. Y oull have something truly interesting to talk about
soon, | promiseyou.”

The yacht ran into harbor before noon, and as she steamed up the sail-dotted bay Holmes came on deck
intown clothes. Every eye fastened on him, and smiles were carefully concealed.

"l am going on shoreto bring the police, gentlemen,” he stated sharply. "Thereislittletime, but ill time
enough, for the culprit to reved himsdf."

Heturned away and stood at therail. Behind him muffled giggles and chuckles broke out, and the
merry-eyed girl chirped recklessly, "Ohyes, let him go! I1t'll be bully sport seeing theredl policetear his
slly old theoriesto rags.”

Holmes seemed to notice nothing that was said, but presently the steward appeared absolutely dripping
with the perspiration of fear, and in amoment al was changed from farce to earnest.

"Captain!" the man yelled to the bridge, "1've found Mr. Angtruther, and he's hurt! He ain't fooling, no,
sr! He's been tied--"

Watson stepped forward, laid ahand on Holmes arm coolly, and jabbed a pistol muzzleinto hisribs. He
faced the group with asmile.

"The steward is right, gentlemen. Y ou thought to play ajoke, but Long Holmes hereturned it into ared



game. That is, he dmost succeeded. But | have been keeping tabs on him for along time, and I've got
him now with the goods. Y es, I'm a detective. Y ou might see after Mr. Angruther. | shall come back and
report to him as soon as |'ve placed my prisoner in safety.”

Holmestwisted his neck and glared down at Watson with murderous eyes; but the smaller man kept his
pistol pressed to the other's side until the yacht docked, then put it into his pocket, warned his prisoner,
and marched him ashore and into ataxicab.

Percy was brought up from the darksome depths of the storerooms, blinking and furious, but more than a
little frightened. He shook afat, abrased fist after the disappearing taxicab when the captain told him who
wasinit, and launched into afeverish recita of his adventures.

"By the Great Horn Spoon!™ he gabbled, reddening up like aturkey's wattles. "That chap's smart, but he
ain't apatch on the quiet Watson. There's adeuth for you! Followed his man, he has, for months, I'll go
bail; why, I'll bet he made his acquaintance a Ocean View just to keep right after him until he pulled
something.

"And nobody suspected him al the while Sherlock was turning our little gameinto adamn nasty redlity. |
knew something was wrong--kind o' felt it, y'know--but it was too late to do anything when the suspicion
grew to certainty. | was hobbled then.

"Oh, I giveit to Holmes, fellows, hefooled menicely! | cameinto my stateroom as we arranged,
scattered those fool clues about, and was just ready to gather up the loot and blow off the gun out of the
porthole, when in comes Sherlock like aghost, dams me up against the wal and busts my nose, wraps
me up in my own bathrobe and tiesit with the cord, and carries me down below. Then he passed up
again, and | heard the pistal go off, and there I'velain ever since until just now."

"By George! It wasaclever bit of trickery,” exclamed awide-eared listener. "Lucky it failed, en?’

"Y es, thanksto Watson. | knew that chap wasthered thing," vowed Percy, dabbing tenderly at his
swollen nose. ™Y ou got to hand it to him, though he didn't deceive me for aminute. He had just the ook
of ared, clever crime-hound. I'll do something handsome for him when he comes on board.”

None of the party wanted to go ashore until Watson had returned. They lounged under the awnings,
spping long cool drinks and chatting over the affair. About haf an hour after Watson had taken his
captive ashore, awide-winged flying boat flew overhead close down, circled once or twice asif
inspecting the fine yacht, then flew swiftly seaward in the generd direction of along line of idands
belonging to many different nations, lying far down over the horizon. Flying boats have ceased to be
objects of intense curiogity, and nobody took more than afleeting interest in the low-flying machine, until
it had dmost speeded out of sight in the sea haze and the radio man suddenly appeared in obvious
excitement and handed Percy amessage. Percy read it idly, re-read it with staring eyes, dropped it on
deck and sprang to therall, gaping into the blue sky for that vanished speck which wasthe flying
machine. The merry-eyed girl picked up the message, smoothed it out, and with a hesitating glance at the
stupefied Percy read it aoud to the shocked company.

"Thank you, Percy,” it said. "Weve had alovey time, and bear you no malicefor your friends ridicule of
our methods. WEIl write you from Mars, or Venus, or some place. Ta-ta, old boy. Sherlock and the
Doctor."

Faces gaped into facesin utter amazement, then all turned to Percy. But Percy was aready taking the
companionway stairs Sx steps at atime, bound for hisravaged stateroom from which atreasurein gems
and cash had dl too surely vanished.



TO ONE WHO GOESABROAD
Guarded through enormous space

By the unseen Captain'seye,
Where gigantic shoas of suns
Fill the night with majesty,
Starson every side awash,
Earth's our ship that travelsfar,
Plunging to the ports of God
Swifter than afaling Sar.

Go, then, if you will, and find
Other countries, other friends,
Weve acommon voyage sti
Down away that never ends!

--Barry Kemp



THE MAKE-WEIGHT
by HAROLD LAMB

ARTHUR KENT breathed asigh of relief asthelast trick of the last hand was turned. He had been
lucky. Indeed lucky, if neither of the other two players at the green-covered table in the billiard room of
the officers club had seen him cheat that |ast hand.

Checking up the score, Kent held it out for the othersto see. His dark eyeswere haf closed, hisfull,
handsome face impassive. The moisture around his eyes came only from the early evening hest that
enveloped Rawa Pindi, in Upper India.

"'Fraid I'm winner, gentlemen. Sorry Captain Gerald has had enough.”

The third man, anervous subaltern, tried to smile as hewrote out an 1.0.U. for seventy pounds. With a
nod Kent folded the sheet of paper on the table and fell to shuffling the cards together until the subatern
had |eft the room.

Into the pack of cards he deftly dipped the three discards that he had secreted. He smiled, for now there
would be no proving that he had cheated. Luck usualy ran hisway. Hiswas a clever mind and quick to
sei ze advantage--consequently he had made a name as palitical agent. True, two years ago when native
under-officials had complained of extortion, Kent had been transferred from aBenga provinceto the
amall frontier post of Dagai, near Rawa Pindi. But here he had married afird-rate American girl witha

little money.
"Well?' he observed.

Captain Fred Gerad, surgeon, attached to the cavalry regiment at Dalgai--called Daktar Sahib by the
natives to whom he sometimes administered aid--took a five-pound bank-note from the breast pocket of
histunic and thrust it acrossthe table. "I'm riding up into the gorges to attend a patient.” Hisgray eyes
hardened swiftly. "Wouldn't you better return that--paper to the young cub, and explain that amistake
was made in the score?"

"Eh?" Kent flushed as he gragped the other's meaning. "Kindly explain what the devil you're getting at?"
The Daktar Sahib counted off on hisfingers " Three cards. Y ou pdmed them, you know."

A curious smile played under Kent's mustache. So he had been seen! And by the one man in the world
who did not want to denounce him publicly asacard cheat. His luck was still good. He caled to the one
house boy who lingered near the window |attice by the table and sent him to fetch Gerald's stick and pith
hemet.

When the two were a one Kent pocketed the promissory note.

"What do you propose to do about it, my dear fellow,” he asked, astrained notein hisfull voice, "makea
fussor keep quiet?’

Gerdd took his hat and stick from the boy who had returned, dismissed the native and rose. Hisdert,
tanned face was emotionless. No onein the border station or Rawa Pindi guessed, for instance, that the
surgeon worshipped the girl who had married Kent ayear ago.

He paid her no marked attention, avoided meeting her in fact. The only one who suspected hisfeding for
Ethel Kent was the man who sat by the table before him--the man, in fact, whom he had just seen
cheating.



No one better than the Daktar Sahib knew therigid code of ethicsthat bound the men of the army
gations of India. To denounce Kent would inevitably make misery for Ethd Kent.

Theluck of the palitical agent still held good, you see. When Gerald started to speak, shrugged and
turned away, Kent sprang up, his smile hardening. To the shifting mind of Kent it was whispered that the
man who would avoid open quarrd with the hushand must have an understanding with the wife.

For along moment gray eyes clashed with black; the cold anger of the surgeon and the gnawing fury of
the political agent were on the verge of being unleashed. The heet that day had been wearing. "1 shall say
nothing about the cards--now--Kent," the surgeon observed evenly, "for your wife's sake. | warn you,
though. The hill natives have an apt proverb. They say that one who digsapit for otherswill find that he
has made hisown grave.”

Glad that the tension was broken, Kent pocketed the cards, veiling the suspicion that flamed in hiseyes
a mention of hiswife. "Y ou forget, my Daktar Sahib," he pointed out ironicdly, "thelittle thing called
proof. Whatever your chumsthe hill beggars say, proof is required by the white man'slaw when you
accuse aman. | have not forgotten that.”

Gerad's degp eyes sudied curioudy the man who could make hisway conqueringly in the world without
thought of the rights of others. It did not occur to the straightforward mind of the surgeon that Kent's
wordswere aimed a him. Because it wasimpossible for Gerald to conceive that any man could think evil
of Ethd Kent.

"True," he nodded. "Thereis, however, one court that requires no proof of evil before administering
justice. And that is Providence, or the judgment of God."

This chimed with Kent'sinner thoughts. "Y es, may Providence or God or the devil judge between us,
Captain Gerdd. And may the officer of justice be whatever tool ishandiest!"

Now, by one of those minute coincidences that link together the chain of life, both men started and
stepped back, dthough they had heard no sound--were, in fact, donein the billiard room.

Intent on each other they noticed only vaguely what seemed to be the dart of a snake out from the lattice
of the open window upon the bare green table between them.

But it was not asnake. It flashed back through the lattice, leaving behind it, however, afolded square of
torn, yellow paper.

On the upper side of the paper, traced in acurious, curving hand, was the name: "Kent Sahib."

THE blooming, thievin' beggar had the chit in the cleft of astick. Pushed it in through the | attice-work,
pulled back his stick and dipped down the veranda post, out into the bush before | had afair look at
him."

So said Kent, irritably, as he returned from his saly out on the upper veranda of the club. Twilight, aided
by amigt of rain, had enabled the fugitive messenger to penetrate the Rawal Pindi compound unnoticed.

Asthe palitical agent deciphered the flowing Turki script on the paper, an oath came from his bearded
lips
"A dinner invitation, and apressing one, for tonight. Also, from the worst murderer in the Hindu Kush.”

Hejerked histhumb up over his shoulder at the lattice, behind which the curtain of rain concedled the
outline of the giant foothills of the Himalayas.



Sparing of speech or motion--atrick of al old service men--Gerad took the missive up from the table
where Kent had tossed it contemptuoudy and painstakingly read it through.

"The Kadi, Kent-Sahib, will come to the home of his unworthy servant, Jehan Khan. He will come
tonight. He will be afoot, without his police. Inshallah.”

"Sheer insolence,” growled Kent. "Inshallah--by the will of God. I'll stay in Pindi, thank you. The Pathan,
Jehan Khan, calls himself the descendant of kings, and has a nest somewhere up in the gorgesthat my
men can't find. | might have marked it down once, but a hill native ran full into my horse at abend of the
kud--the precipice path."

The politica agent was not lacking in courage. When the native had accosted him, Kent had struck the
fellow with hisriding crop. The blow, faling on the man's head, had knocked him down. "End over end,
about athousand feet or s0," Kent was fond of saying.

He remembered it clearly, because there had been something peculiar about the eyes of the hill native.
Kent did not know what it was, but from time to time he found himsdlf thinking about those eyes--

"l am going there tonight," observed Gerad. "Fact is, | got the mate to this chit two hours ago. Only it
said awoman needed my care.”

"Thenit'satrick! No Modem would let you look at the face of one of hiswives, let donetouch her. You
don't redly mean to go? Y ou'll have aknifein your back if you do."

"Better to chance that than have amusket bal, long range, in my head if | don't. Jehan Khan invariably
pays off agrudge. Y ou see, | treated awound of hisonce and said I'd do as much again.” Gerald spoke
lightly, while he puzzled over the duplicate messages received by himself and Kent. It seemed to be
nothing more than abit of effrontery; but long experience had taught the surgeon that nothing the Pathans
did was without adistinct purpose. "Has Jehan Khan any score againgt you, Kent?”'

The other shrugged and shook his head. Gerald's lipstightened at a sudden thought. "Has the Pathan ever
threatened your wife?'

Again the hard smile cameto thelips of Kent. "Ethd pretendsto like the rascals that you dote on. She
rides aonein the upper gorges, in spite of my warning--"

The smouldering light of suspicion wasin his eyes as he watched Gerdd stride awvay and heard him call
quickly for hishorse. When the Daktar Sahib rode out the compound toward Dalgai, Kent overtook him.

"Think I'll gowith you," the political agent grunted, "asfar asDdga."
"That would be best."

THEY pelted through the mud, heedless of therain, and a the Kent bungaow in the cantonment,
Gerdd's sudden fear was realized. His few visitsto the bunga ow veranda were treasured up in memory,
but this one was to endure in histhoughts so long as he lived. Ethel Kent had disappeared.

She had gonefor her usual evening ride, the frightened native butler said. The mem-sahib had refused to
take her groom. A half hour ago the police riders, sent out to seek her, had returned with the
mem:-sahib's horse, found lame by the ravine of the PanjkoraRiver.

The Panjkora, Gerald knew, was one of Ethd's favorite haunts. He had met her there once and warned
her it opened into the brigand's preserves.



Theriver? He knew Ethd was unhappy in her marriage with Kent. But she would not--
"Jehan Khan has carried her off," he said to Kent, who was staring a him blankly.

"Thethieving dog! By God, hell know athing or two when I've finished with him. I'll take acompany of
my men, surround hiseyrie--"

"Won't do, you know, Kent. Y ou couldn't find it without guides; the Pathans would snipe off your
fellows, and, don't you see, man, Jehan Khan holds your wife hostage?' Gerald unbuckled his belt,
wrapped it around his revolver and holster and handed it to the trembling butler. "I fancy I'll haveto
accept Jehan Khan'sinvitation, on hisown terms.”

Kent started. He had forgotten the note.

"Hesaid,” Gerald summed up, "to come alone and on foot. WEell ride our horses asfar asthe Panjkora
trail and send 'em back by one of your men. That is, if you are coming." Helooked at the other squarely.
"If you and Jehan Khan have any score to settle between you it would be better for me to go aone--"

A low laugh in the darkness answered him. Nor did Kent seefit to discard his revolver as he spurred
forward.

At the cantonment entrance a shadow rose from the roadside and began to trot beside the two horses.
The shadow wasthat of atal Pathan in dripping finery, along jezail over hisshoulder. Thisdid not
surprise Gerad.

The Daktar Sahib was meditating on the strange turn of events. An hour since, secure among the police
troopers of Rawd Pindi, aninfluentia political officer had laughed a a Pathan's chit.

Now this same officer was hastening--in a gnawing rage and armed, but neverthel ess hastening--to obey
the summons of the Pathan.

JEHAN KHAN'S name signified the Lord of the World. A pretentioustitle, considering that Jehan
Khan's domain consisted of as much hillside as he had been able to wrest from the -neighboring tribes
who were hisfoes--and the Tower.

That was the secret of Jehan Khan's power. Jehan Khan had won it in ahand-to-hand scrimmage with
another chief who had been tumbled headlong to his death in the Panjkora. The Tower wasidedly
Stuated for an execution, and was inaccess ble except to his own men, impregnable, and invisble.

Y ou see, Jehan Khan was a philosopher. In the small Koran that hung from his bull neck he had written
two prayers-that he would never miss hisaim, and that he would never alow awrong to go unpunished.

Gerdd, who had met the Pathan chief, considered that the Lord of the World had two redeeming traits.
He reverenced his aged father; he kept hisword. He was of course amost gifted liar, but when he made
apromise he kept it. Witness, the coming of Arthur Kent to the Tower.

WHEN the shadow of the Panjkora gorge closed in on them their Pathan guides made known that the
two sahibs must dismount and send back their two horses.

Kent demurred, but Gerald dismounted and set the example of cutting his mount with ablow of the
riding-crop. When the horses had disappeared, galloping homeward, the Pathans produced from
somewhere two shaggy, miniature ponies and the white men mounted and carried on.

"Y ou would better," suggested Gerad, who had been pondering the episode of the ponies versustheir



own mounts--nothing that a Pathan did would be without good reason--"rid yourself of that revolver. It
might make more trouble for us.”

"Not much," growled the burly political agent. "1 may useit, and if | do it would be trouble for Jehan
Khan, not for us."

Gerdd said no more. He wished mildly to point out that the Pathan held Ethel Kent, beyond a doubt, and
that the safety of Ethel Kent must be gained by mutual terms, not by weapon-play. And the safety of the
woman was the one thing that mattered.

For this reason Gerald had discarded his own revolver. But Kent had a perfect right to keep his
sde-arms.

The poaliticd agent had the knack of shooting from the hip. He could, in this fashion, perhaps shoot more
quickly than could Jehan Khan. But not more accurately.

Their ponieswere threading up along a cliff path as broad as the extended arms of aman at the widest
point. Afoot, or on plains-bred horse-flesh, they might dip on the damp stones and fall athousand feet or
so into the Panjkorain flood.

It was useless, Gerald found, to try to piece out the turns and twists of the way. Therain had ceased, but
the cloud banks shrouded the moon, and the brisk wind that whipped at them seemed to come from
every quarter of the compass.

They ascended, in time, beyond the timber line. The clouds envel oped them astheir horses edged over a
crescent-shaped rock bridge that gave theillusion of swaying above alimitless abyss. A stonewas
detached from the bridge and Gerad listened for itsimpact below in vain.

Gerdd remembered that he had seen Ethel Kent oncein the lower valley--atrim figure, hatless, her gray
eyesintent on the hillsthat rose over the ravine like the buttresses of heaven itself. A flush under her eyes
had told Gerad that she had been crying. He would have given an arm to have spared her that.

Thislove he had guarded rigoroudy from Ethel's eyes and the eyes of the world. She was another man's
wife

He wondered why she had come back to the spot. They had exchanged only afew words. She had
amiled, wigfully asachild.

Here Gerdd struck vicioudy at hisboot and his horse shivered.

"Sahib," growled avoice, "for thelove of God, take care. Not ayear ago aman fell to his death from
here, aholy man."

Asthe voice of the Pathan reached him there was aglimmer of veiled lightning and Gerald caught a
glimpseof amazar, anativi shrine, close to the path on the near side. It was nothing but a heap of rocks
ornamented with rags stuck on sticks planted in the rocks. On an outcropping of rock it overlooked the
path, where, on the off-side, was a sheer drop.

Gerdd saw, at the sametime, the dark face of Kent peering at him. Then they passed around abend in
the cliff and halted. Gerald wondered whether his horse had been startled by the blow of the whip or
whether there was an aspect of the supernatural about the spot.

He wondered, because he himsdf had had adistinct prescience of degath at that moment, and Gerad's
imagination was not usudly senstiveto such impressons.



Onfoot again, they were led up astony incline, passed by a sentry who challenged them in the darkness,
and lifted to the shoulders of their guides. Ascending through what seemed to be a dense tamarisk
thicket, they were hoisted into the aperture of ablack structure that loomed abruptly out of the clouds.

"Long lifeto my guests" said the Lord of the World, and helaughed ashe said it. "Hast thou no fear?"

A torch revedled him to Gerald, aman broad of girth, his shoulderstoo big for hissoiled coat. Y et the
face under the gray turban was lean and hawk-like, and the fine, dark eyes were € oquent and
unreadable as an anima's eyes.

What Kent noticed especialy was the bandolier of cartridges over the bandit's shoulder, the heavy
revolver in hisbdlt.

"Whereisthy father?' he responded in fluent Turki, scanning the array of bearded facesthat clustered in
the shadows of the castle hal behind the Lord of the World, "And whereisthe memsahib, my wife?'

Although the Pathan till smiled, histhin nogtrils quivered.

"My venerablefather,” he explained, "is dead of the bite of amad dog. Thewomanisherel” He
motioned the two toward aroom opening into the sone-flagged hal. "The meiman khanwn, my guest
room."

It was aplace that Jehan Khan had, or fancied he had, fitted up in the manner of Europeans.
Three-legged chairs sood about in the most inconvenient places imaginable; a photograph of Colonel
Y ounghushband, a bullet hole marking one eye, hung against the cheap print paper.

From the sofa under the portrait Ethel Kent rose, and her beauty was like aflower in the hideousness of
the room.

"Captain Gerald!" she cried. She wastucking astrand of the bronze hair into place, and she smiled at the
two men. Ethe must have expected her husband's coming, and the arriva of the Daktar Sahib surprised
her.

He had noticed that she limped, and he knedled to touch the stockinged ankle from which the riding boot
had been removed.

"Not abad sprain,” she answered his unspoken question. "'l merely wrenched my ankle when my horse
threw me; | wasriding near the mouth of the Panjkoraravine. But | could not walk and Jmmy, my horse,
was lame too, poor fellow. The Pathans rode up then and made me come up here on one of their

ponies.”
"Didn't you offer them money to bring you back to our lines?* Kent demanded.

"They wouldn't. | can only spesk afew words of Hindustani, and when | said that you would be angry
and the policemen would punish them they only laughed.”

Gerdd, who had assured himsdlf that the woman's hurt was no more serious than she had stated, turned
intime to check the outburst that Kent was ready to launch upon their host. The taciturn Daktar Sahib
had been thinking.

The messages from Jehan Khan had reached the club at Rawa Pindi in less than two hours after the
seizure of Mrs. Kent. It was not accident that had brought the Pathan and his men on the scene. They
must have been watching from one of the lookouts on the mountain dopes. Jehan Khan had prepared the
messages before he had shown himsdf to Ethel Kent.



"Isthisthy hospitality?' he rated the Pathan soundly. "A cold room for thy guests and no food offered?’

Jehan Khan seemed abashed. Under his directions a supper of cold mutton and chuppaties was brought,
and asmoking blazeignited in the brazier by the sofa. This done, Gerdd asked him to order hisfollowers
from the room.

"Wilt thou share with us, Jehan Khan," heinquired, "the chota hazri ?" (thelittle breakfast).

With aglance at Kent, the Pathan shook hishead, his fingers playing with the thick mesh of his beard the
while

"Nay, my Daktar Sahib, the honor istoo grest.”

At this Kent scowled and burst into long pent-up speech. "Dog and thief, dare ye hold the memsahib
captive? Release us at once, and provide horses. Then cometo the Srkar to beg forgivenessfor thy
crimes, or thou wilt be thrown from the Tower to the vultures.”

The Pathan's face darkened at the insult. It isnot well to cal aMaodem of rank adog. His smile vanished
inatrice and his eyes became hot cods. "I dare, Sahib!" Then he made agesture asif putting asde an
unpleasant thought. " Are any crimes written under my namein the book of the Srkar ? Nay. Asfor the
memsahib, | knew not her speech and did but carry her to shelter for the night. Isthat acrime?!

"Thou liest. The message written by thee provesit.” Kent's anger beat impotently against theiron restraint
of the native. "Thou hast aprice; nameit.”

Jehan Khan amiled again. " A price for what?"
"My--our release.”
"Has anyone said that thou and the other sahib and thy wife are not free to go?"

Kent was nonplussed. He had believed that the Pathan was holding Ethel for a heavy ransom, and had
sent to Gerald and himself to arrange terms. He had come, with Gerald, because of the suspicionstaking
shapein hismind againg the other.

"Thy message--" he repeated.

"It was to summon thee, Kent Sahib. Isthe woman not thy wife? For whom should | have sent?' Jehan
Khan enjoyed to the full the bewilderment of the massive white man. "Y &, since thou hast said it, | will
take asmdl pricefor my pains asamake-weight." On thelast word he hesitated briefly.

"Ah"
"A very smdl price: two thousand rupees.”

"How much?' The exclamation broke from Gerald, who was frankly astonished. Two thousand rupees
was barely the price of three reasonably good polo ponies.

"As| have said, rupees, two thousand. It will be amake-weight."

Jehan Khan repeated hiswords, and assented to Kent's swiftly framed conditions. The three visitors--as
he insisted on calling them--were to be alowed to depart from the castle the next day; horseswereto be
provided; they were not to be followed.

"Good!" Kent closed the bargain, and felt in his pockets. He and Gerald had both come without such a



sum on their persons. "l will give thee asigned note for the money.” His bluster returned, under assurance
that Jehan Khan would not dare molest them. "Well for thee, Pathan, that thou dost obey me. Otherwise,
this"" He tapped the butt of hisrevolver.

Long and curioudy the Lord of the World |ooked &t the white man and hiswespon, asif trying to read
the thoughts of a child. His black eyes under heavy brows were walfish. Clapping his handsloudly he
summoned a native and ordered writing materids brought.

When the brief promissory note was written he checked Kent when the latter was about to sign.

"The Daktar Sahib," he explained softly, "will write hisname done. Thus and not otherwise will | know
the chit will be honored.”

Thiswas hisway of returning Kent's compliment of amoment ago. A Pathan never lets an insult pass
unanswered. Tucking the paper into his girdle he bowed and retired.

"His price was cheap enough,” grunted Kent, who had flushed. There were certain gambling debts for
which he had signed notes at the club--notes till unhonored. "Why did you ask that scoundrd to
breskfast with us?'

Receiving no answer Kent sat down and attacked the mutton cutlets vigoroudly. He flattered himsdf he
had handled the situation well. To tell the truth he was rather relieved. There had been something spooky
about their trip to the tower hidden among the clouds, and Jehan Khan's eyes ... Had he seen those eyes
before? Well, the beggar knew his place now.

"Isthere danger?' Ethel broke the silence in which she had been studying Gerald's grave face.

"Were quitedl right,” sngpped her husband. "Y ou'll keep your inferna rides within our lines, | expect,
after this" It was her fault, he considered, that he would have to pay Gerad the hundred and thirty
pounds when they reached Dalgai. And Ethel had had no money for sometime. "What's the maiter,
Gerdd? Y ou look like the skeleton at the feast | mentioned at the club. Haven't you an appetite?!

"No, thanks." Gerald nodded reassuringly to Ethdl. "Now, you must deep. I'll chat awhile with the

He was thinking that, according to the Pathan code, if Jehan Khan had shared bread and salt with them,
they would have been safein his hands. But Jehan Khan had refused. Gerad knew that danger
threatened one of them.

SOMEWHERE awind sprang up in the precipices of the Hindu Kush. The snow peaks changed from
black to gray to blood color.

The wind added its whisper to the mutter of the Panjkora. A great bird, hovering againgt the blue of the
morning sky, seemed to be trying to peer down into the blackness of the Panjkoraravine.

A dender girl in atattered shawl rode an ox from the huts of the village to the spring. Dogs barked.

Heedless of the cold of dawn, the Lord of the World sat cross-legged on the summit of histower,
caressing the stem of a hubble-bubble pipe. Gerdd, aso, paid no attention to the chill wind, saveto
thrust his hands ingtinctively into the pocket of hisdrill coat. He was noticing how, over the rocky
eminence on which anative stood sentry, the shrine beside the trail was taking shape. It had not occurred
to him before that the shrine could be seen from the tower-top, which was dl but invisble from thetrail.

Patiently he had been working to make the Pathan talk. His last speech had accomplished his purpose,



which wasto plumb the depths of hatred in the other's soul. " Thou dost not make war upon awoman,
Jehan Khan," he had said. "Y et thou didst watch for her coming to the gorge.”

A direct question, he knew, would have been answered only by silence or an dusivelie. The Lord of the
World puffed at the bubbling water-pipe and did not ook up. "True," he acknowledged findly. "For a
year have | watched the comings of the memsahib, the time when | could bear her here. Asthou hast
sad, shewill suffer no hurt.”

So, Ethel was not the one. Gerdd stifled asigh of relief and waited. Silence, the patience of the white
man, wrought upon Jehan Khan to give voice to the thoughts that had preyed upon him for ayear.

"Hear, then, thistale, my sahib. Thou knowest | had afather who was the morsdl of my life and apiece
of my liver. Until misfortune came upon him and he was afflicted--aye, he was the drop of water that
cameto mefrom theriver of God's mercy.” Jehan Khan's handsome face was reflective, even gentle.
And Gerdd knew that he wastdlling the truth.

"When hewas afflicted, my father prayed often at the shrine below," pointing to the hegp of stonesand
the ragsthat lifted in thewind. "One day, for he knew well the way, he waked there done with his saff.
A rider, sahib, was coming up thetrail and when my father did not run back the man struck him. An evil
blow. It was only with the whip--a heavy whip--yet it caused him who wasthe life of my eyesto fal, and
my father fell--outward."

The Pathan waved his hand over the ravine. "My father was blind. For two years he had not been able to
seethe way before hisfeet.”

Gerdd hit hislip, and waited. " Sahib, my father could not see to get out of theway of the horse. And the
rider of the horse was Kent Sahib.”

No longer did Jehan Khan blow on the ashes of the hubble-bubble. His eyes were like embers blown
into life by apassing gust of wind. Gerdd waked to the rampart of the tower. He was thinking of the
Modem law, alifefor alife.

When Kent had knocked the native over the cliff, he had taken care to whedl his horse and ride back
quickly to the cantonment. He had not noticed that the tower overlooked the site of the shrine. So he had
not seen that he was observed, and he could not have known that the native was Jehan Khan's father. In
fact Kent had painted the episode, in his version at the club, in colors that made it seem abrave piece of
work on his part.

No matter. The death of the old hillman lay at Kent's door. Jehan Khan had taken up the pursuit of
blood. Not dl the gold in Indiawould pay for the wrong. Probably Kent had not known that the old
Pethan was blind. No matter.

The debt must be paid, and not with money. Jehan Khan would exact alife as payment. Gerald had no
longer any doubt on whom the vengeance would fall.

"S0," he said swiftly, "thou wouldst day the sahib, when you have taken hismoney for hisrelease?"
The shadow of a smile passed over the bearded lips of the Pathan.
"Did | say that? Nay, Kent Sahib isfreeto ride hence."

Gerdd glanced over the plateau behind the tower, where acluster of huts, fronting the pasture that
nestled against asheer wall of rock rising overhead athousand feet or so. There was no way out of the
domain of Jehan Khan except by the shrine and the trail up which they had come. Thiswas guarded.



Even if they could overcome or stedl by the guards they could not hope to escape, with Ethel lame. And
they had no horses. Gerald perceived at once that flight was useless.

He reflected that Jehan Khan had not promised that Kent would reach the border dive. The Pathan's
acceptance of the money might mean anything--dulling Kent's suspicions, for one. And histae of a
moment ago merdly signified that he was so sure of his vengeance that he could afford to make known to
the two white men the cause of it.

The vengeance would be al the sweeter, Gerad knew, if Kent was aware of its coming. No bribe could
alter the Pathan's purpose. The political agent was doomed as surely asif a Christian court had sentenced
him to be hanged.

And Ethel? Gerdd went hot, then cold. Alone, the two men might have made afight of it. Now that was
impossible. If she and her husband were to be saved it must be done another way.

"L et the woman and Kent Sahib go unharmed,” offered Gerad, "and let thy vengeance be upon me. | will
remain. | am thefriend of the man. Thou art abazaar-bom thief and amurderer.”

Jehan Khan laughed deep in histhroat. "A brave man thou, but afool. The beauty of the woman holds
thee—-not I. | have seenit.”

"Then,” cried the Daktar Sahib, "why didst thou summon me here?’
A direct question, that, and usdless.

"Perhagps, Sahib, to witness what isto cometo passthis day."
"And that?'

From below the tower came the low voices of men at prayer. Geradd heard the Allah-Akbar chant thet is
the dawn prayer of the Modems.

"God isgreat,” echoed Jehan Khan sententioudy and that was al he would say. Gerald went to the door
of the guest room.

Ethel came to the door and closed it behind her. She had heard his step.
"My husband isadeep,” shesaid. "But | could not deep. What did Jehan Khan say?"

Ingtinct told her that Gerald was not assured of their safety. He put aside her question by leading her to
an embrasure in the tower wall overlooking the gorge. Sunlight flooded in on her, and the rarefied air
brought aflush to her cheeks. The never-ceasing wind whipped strands of brown hair about her
forehead.

"Oh!" she cried, her eyesresting on the splendor of crimson and blue. Their hands touched and Gerad's
fingers closed on hers. Shelooked up a him swiftly.

Gerdd'sboyish facewas dight, its mask of gravity gone. His eyes clung to hers, saw her cheeks whiten,
and read the love that Ethel had hidden from him.

He could fed the pulsein her fingersthat answered his own. He checked the whispered words that
sprang to hislips and looked away. She must have known that he loved her. She did not withdraw her

fingers
Gerdd had only to keep silence, do nothing, say nothing to Kent and the man would be dain, without a



breath of blame to him. But that could not be.

Kent, unable to save himsdlf, must be saved by Gerad. The Daktar Sahib had aready decided that, and
how it was to be done. Hewould haveto risk hislifein the other's sead. A lifefor alife, wasthe
Modems tall.

But the knowledge that Ethel cared for him quickened every fibrein him, and the Tower becamea
paradise, soon to be lost, but a paradise of the gods.

"Y OU see, the beggar could pot you on the return journey from adozen places. He might even wait until
we're out of the gorge, where he has an outlook over the spot where Ethel's horse fell lame, you know.
Evidently he counts on me as akind of witness on hisbehaf that no harm cameto you at the Tower. And
the business of the money payment as amake-weight was to provide evidence that he didn't intend to
murder you. Y ou see the crafty old chap even had me sign the chit, so that he could collect payment
afterward."

They were seated on atangle of rocks and thorn bushes, overlooking the pasture where Jehan Khan's
followers were sdlecting horsesfor their departure. Gerad was finishing a cigarette with relish, but Kent's
cigar was cold in hisfingers.

The bluster had gone from the political agent. Although it wasfairly cold in the garden of the Tower, his
face and hands were damp with swesat. Gerald's account of what the Pathan had told had shattered
Kent'soptimism.

He knew what it meant when a Pathan took up the pursuit of blood. Jehan Khan was squatted a score of
paces away, apparently oblivious of them but actudly intent on the fear that had transfigured Kent'sface.

The hand of the political agent stole toward his revolver and then dropped to his sde. From the corner of
his eye he had seen arifle muzzle raised from behind a boulder.

There would never be a chance to draw hisweapon. Gerald had noticed his action.

"It won't do," he pointed out, "on Ethel's account. Y ou'll take care of her--eh--after you and she get
free?'

It was as much of an appeal as he could bring himsdlf to make to Kent. The man at his side nodded.
Ethel was then looking at the ponies. He could hear her singing, under her breeth, actualy singing. Of
course Gerald had said nothing to her about the danger, but it annoyed Kent that she seemed so
light-hearted.

Why, even then, the confounded Pathan was plotting his death. He did not see why Gerald had
ddiberately delayed their departure until late afternoon, amost evening. True, the other had explained
that darkness would cover their flight. But--the delay was torment. Neither of them could guess what
form Jehan Khan's vengeance was to take.

The natives, too, had gathered on rising ground overlooking the trail down which they must ride. They
were gitting in the rear of the Tower, where a steep grassy dope led down from the pasture to the
Panjkorapath at the edge of the cliff, the path that disappeared around the bend behind which was the
drine

"They're coming to look a me. What isthe devil thinking of ?* he cried.
"We can't tell." Gerdd shook hishead. "Well act first."



The cigar dropped from Kent's quivering fingers. He had seen for the first time the eyes of Jehan Khan,
stripped of the mask of good-humor, and they were like the blind eyes of the old Pathan he had killed.

And with that glance Kent's nerve forsook him. There was no outward sign of this, except an involuntary
quivering of thelips, and the silence that held him.

But Jehan Khan, who missed nothing, saw Kent's eyes wander uncontrollably over the hillsde and the
precipice seeking vainly some way of escgpe from the hidden menace that would thresten him before
nightfall. It was aready the hour of sunset.

"Time," observed Gerdd, tossing away the cigarette. Edith was safely mounted on a pony. "Remember,
Kent, when | make amove, ridefor it. Take Ethdl's rein and be sure that she goes around the turn ahead
of you, because there will be no passing each other on thetrail and you have the revolver. The sentrieson
the rocks have come down into the crowd.”

He rose, drawing the other man with him, and moved toward Jehan Khan.

"Once around the bend," hiswhisper continued, "you'll be safe.”

But Kent's tare was glassy. In hismind he could see the face of the old man who had fallen from the
diff.

He moved mechanicaly to the horses, and with a sudden, jerky motion, took the rein of adocile pony
that Jehan Khan himsalf brought forward. The Pathan's followers stood aoof on the hillside, well back
from the dopethat led down to thetrail at the cliff'sedge.

"Lookslike acricket match, en?" Gerald observed to Ethe who was watching him with strained interest,
afrown on her smooth brow. "Or rather, | should say, the crowd at a Derby--"

He had drawn near to Jehan Khan, when Kent, without warning, made his spring into the saddle of the
waiting pony. The political agent clapped hedlsto the flanks of the startled animd. Jerking its head
around, the man urged it into an uneven trot down the dope away from them.

Kent had given way to panic.

But Gerald, at the ingtant the other acted, proceeded to carry out his part of the plan they had agreed
upon. A quick thrust of hisfoot sent the rifle upon which Jehan Khan had been leaning out of reach.
Geradd'sleft arm passed between the Pathan's elbow and body.

Jehan Khan was held firmly, his back to Gerald. And the right hand of the Daktar Sahib plucked the
revolver from the other's girdle, thrusting its muzzle under the Pathan's shoul der-blade over the heart.

"Stand whereyou are," Gerdd cried in Turki, at the staring natives, "and do not lift awegpon, or Jehan
Khan dies.” Over his shoulder he added in English, "Ride for it, Kent. Let Ethel--For God's sake, Ethdl,
ridel"

For thefirst time he perceived that the other had fled without thought of the woman. And that Ethel had
not moved. He could hear the hoof-beat of Kent's horse receding down the dope.

"Do not move," he said grimly to Jehan Khan, and to Ethdl, "Theway is clear, now. I'll hold the Pathan
hostage for awhile, you know. Follow your husband.”

Ethel, however, did not dir. It was not that she was bewildered or afraid. She was an expert
horsawoman, and the way, as Gerald said, was open for a space. The Pathans, taken by surprise and



temporarily |eaderless, would be sometimein cutting off the retreaet down the diff trail.

They could not shoot Gerald; hewastoo closeto their chief. If they came nearer, Jehan Khan would be
shot. The Pathan, in fact, was Strangdly quiet asif listening for something he had not as yet heard.

"I'm going to stay right here," said Ethel suddenly, alittle bresk in her voice.

Gerad groaned under his breath. He had taken pains not to have her know the danger that threstened
Kent. It had never entered his thoughts that Kent would leave her, or that she would not obey ordersto
seek safety with her husband; that she would choosg, instead, to share Gerald's fate.

He had not taken into account the heart of the woman.

And then they both were voiceless. A scream had cut into the silence of the ravine, ascream that came
from the bend of thetrail around which Kent had vanished aone.

Ethel put her hand to her throat to stifle acry. They could no longer hear the hoofs of Kent's pony.

Twigting around, and drawing Jehan Kahn with him, Gerald strained his eyes on a patch of the path that
was visble beyond the shrine. The shrineitsalf and the turn of the trail were hidden from view. Minutes
passed, and Kent did not appear on the patch of the cliff path.

Thetwilight of the hills was degpening rapidly into night. Silence held the watchers by the Tower. Gerald
knew at last that Kent would not appear again to them. The man had cried out when he was abreast of
the shrine,

Had his horse been startled by something at the shrine? Had Kent's fear overmastered him? Had the
spirit of the dead Pathan confronted horse and rider? Gerald's thoughts were wildly futile.

"Sahib," the voice of Jehan Khan cameto him, "thou art abrave man, but afool. Thething that | foretold
has come to pass and now thereis no danger for thee or the mem-sahib.”

It was not his speech or the gathering darkness that made Gerald release him. Ethel Kent had swayed in
the saddlein afaint. Gerdd caught her as she wasfaling, and faced the Pathans with the drawn, revolver.
But Jehan Khan continued passive as before.

DURING the hours of early night Gerald rode down to the cantonments, amute, frightened woman
clinging to the comfort of hisarms. The Pathans guided him asfar asthe end of the gorge. He saw no
trace of Kent.

When Ethel had been left at her bungaow in the care of the women of the station, Gerald changed to a
fresh horse and collected a party of white men to return to the Panjkora. Kent, he learned, had not been
seninDdga.

Kent'sbody lay, as nearly as Gerald could determine, directly under the Tower and the shrine of Jehan
Khan. Beside the body was the pony, crushed by the fall to the rocks.

The night wasfar spent, and Gerald was swaying on his horse from weariness when they found what they
sought on the rocks at the bottom of the gorge by the edge of the mountain torrent.

"How did it happen?' Gerald was asked.

He shook his head, inspecting by the light of alantern the two formsthat bore no sign of abullet or any
injury other than the fall. Kent'sface was s&t, ghastly. Gerald covered it with ablanket and gazed long at



the pony's head. He bent close to search the curioudy pallid eyes of the beast that Jehan Khan had
brought for Kent to ride.

He had seen such eyesin horses before. But this one was dead, and there was no proof of the thought
that had cometo him.

"The Pathan gave Kent this pony to ride," he said wearily, "thisblind pony. It must have trotted over the
cliff a thefirg turn.”

Gerdd knew that it had been murder, but when he pointed this out to the authorities at Rawa Pindi, they
knew and he knew that there was no way of proving in the white man's court that it had not been an
accident.

In fact, the Pathan tendered his note at Dalgai, and it was paid. The only thing that the white men could
do, they did. When the note had been honored they informed Jehan Khan that his Tower would be taken
fromhim.

The Lord of the World laughed, and ayear later when, divested of his stronghold, he was wandering
through the hills he was ambushed and shot down by histribal foes.

But by then Gerald was on leavein America, to seek out the home of Ethel Kent who had returned to
her own country, and who was waiting for his coming.
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ISLAND FEUD
by Hugh B. Cave

MATT Martinsen's Witch waslong overdue a Teda Town. When she came at last, with her sails shining
white in the South Pacific sunlight, the whole town held its breath.

Tom Trefflan, the shopkeeper, saw me standing on my hotel veranda and came across the road from his
establishment, blowing as he climbed the steps. "Thisisit, John," he said. "The day of reckoning.”

Phil Pawley, the Burns Philip agent, hurried up from his office on the pier. "We're about to see history
made," he declared. "l can fed it under my ribs."

Thethree of usturned, as one, to look aong the shore toward the house of Doc Harty.

Y ou've never heard the story of Doc Harty's downfal, | expect. It'stoo big aworld. With wars and such
hogging the headlines, the little human tragedies go unnoticed. Doc was too young, anyway, to be
important.

Full of ambition and the milk of kindness, he came out to the idands to sudy beriberi for some medical
foundation, and stayed on to work with the natives. For headquarters he chose Fanuwin, ahandsome
idand whose people were adreary lot, haunted by sickness. They eked out aliving, the Fanuwin natives,
by growing copraand sdlling it to Matt Martinsen for athird of itsworth.

Doc Harty got rid of the parasites crawling about insde Fanuwin's people and taught them how to stay
hedlthy. A labor of love. During the two yearsit took him, Martinsen caled every three monthsin the
Witch. They cameto know each other well.

Martinsen's daughter, Ruth, came to know Doc well, too.

She was nineteen, and you had a hard time believing she was the daughter of a hard-bitten trader such as
Matt. He was aglum, grim man with quick fistsand aready oath; sheadim, pretty girl with alook of far
placesin her eye.

An odd business, but no odder than many in theidands. The girl's mother had died when Ruth was
young, and the child was brought up by an aunt in Sydney until old enough to know her mind. Back she
went to Matt then, to keep his books and help with the work.

But a Fanuwin she seldom stayed aboard ship while Matt did histrading. Up the hill shewould go to
Doc Harty'slittle hospital, to help Doc with his patients. She should have been anurse, Doc told her.

There were some on Fanuwin who predicted awedding. Martinsen, when asked about it, only grunted.
Then...

One day Martinsen took his ship into Fanuwin and found no copra sacks on thewharf. To al his
questions, the natives smply wagged their heads and pointed to Doc's house on the hill. Thetrader, his
face athundercloud, stormed up there.

"What'sgoing on?" he demanded.



Doc Harty poured whiskey into two glasses--aritual when Martinsen called--raised his and grinned.
"Mait, you'll have to mend your ways."

"What?'

"Y ou've given these people arotten dedl for years. Now they know the facts of Life. Either you pay the
going pricefor their copra, or | arrange to have someone come here who will."

Martinsen heard but didn't believe. "Say that again,”" he chalenged.
Doc repeated it.

Thetrader curled hislip and looked Doc up and down. Then, "Y ou meddling young whelp!" hesaidina
voice he usudly saved for his native crew. "I'll have you on your knees!"

"Now, Matt, you know well enough--"

Thewhiskey glasswasin Martinsen's hand. He smashed it on the floor at Doc's feet, whedled and
stormed out of the house. But just beyond the foot of the veranda steps he paused. The inspiration for
what happened later must have exploded in hisraging soul at that very moment, even before histhinking

had properly begun.

There on the hillsde path, strolling up from town with amarket basket on one shapely hip, was Doc's
housekeeper, Laliti. Martinsen hated before her with aleer.

"Well, now, thisis apleasure!”

Loliti laughed, tossng her hair.

"Tolook at you," Martinsen said, "no one would dream you'd buried a husband. Widowhood's becoming
to you, lass. Come dong to the ship with mefor adrink and a bit of talk.”

Loliti went. And when the Witch departed next day at dawn, she was aboard it.

DOC Harty hadn't aghost of achance because, you see, it was Laliti, not Martinsen, who filed the
complaint. Martinsen's name never officialy entered into it & al. He was too shrewd.

The doctor was awicked man, Laliti complained. Oh, very. She said thisin Suva, in the office of aquite
high officid to whom the welfare of the natives on such idands as Fanuwin was a matter of gravest
concern. She said it with such innocent-seeming grief that the gentleman paid profound attention.

"He made eyes at mefrom thetime he camethere," said L oliti, her own eyes brimming with tears. "Of
course, | paid no atention. | wasfaithful to my husband, as anyone on Fanuwin will tell you. But then my
husband sickened. He went to the doctor for medicine. And instead of getting better, he died.

"The doctor was kind to me after my husband died,” Loliti went on. "He adlowed meto be his
housekeeper and paid me good wages. In my innocence, | did not know why. And then--ah, then--"

Martinsen must have coached her well in the two weeks she spent with him on the Witch between
Fanuwin and Suva. Blessed with the lusty imagination common to girls of her sort, she could eesily have
embellished that portion of her tale beyond al belief and thereby lost her audience. She didn't. Her
account was subtly touched with dlusionsto Doc Harty's "secret drinking." And how was a government
desk man in Suvato hear the voice of Martinsen back of her sobs?

"But," said that gentleman, "how do you know the doctor caused your husband's death?”



"Hetold me"
"Told you!"

"When he was drunk one night and angry,” said Laliti. "He called me names and said he wished he had
never goneto thetrouble of getting rid of my husband. | wasn't worth it."

She was questioned, naturaly. From thefirst officia she was passed aong to a second, third and fourth.
Each did his best to find adiscordant note in the song she sang. A man of Doctor Harty's standing?
Unthinkable! Still, theidands did strange things to some men, and Fanuwin was such alondy place, so
out of touch. In the end they sent for him.

He denied. He explained. Pale of face, seething, he called them fools. But even he, when faced with the
girl, could not shake her sory inthe smalest detail.

It was unfortunate. No formal charge could be placed against him, of course. The girl had no proof. On
the other hand, his own angry accusations ... there, too, the proof was lacking, wasn't it? A mess, the
whole affair. Nasty mess.

Big thing was, aman shouldn't get himsdlf involved in these things. They gave the government abad
name. Such ataetraveled--like atidd wave, actudly. And the usefulness of aman with acloud over his
head was limited--ah, yes, limited. Better not go back to Fanuwin. Not just yet. No shortage of mento
carry on there. Some other place, perhaps....

Doc Harty didn't wait for them to find some obscure niche for him. He found a place for himself outsde
their jurisdiction: anidand in our group where, hetold uslater, he thought he might begin again. But he
didn't stay long. Knowing where he was, we got off an urgent pleawhen an outbreak of meades began
to wipe out the native population of Teala. So the Doc arrived one day in an outrigger sailing canoe, with
his medicinesin awooden chest and became the fourth white resident of our littleidand community.

Hewasworth all therest of us put together. Day and night he labored, dragging us aong as his assstants
and making us labor, too. The meades were stopped. Doc, like us, stayed on.

Only once wasthe affair a Fanuwin mentioned. We were building Doc ahouse by the beach and
Trefflan, glancing seaward, saw afishing boat in the reef passage. "Doc," he said, "one day you'll look out
there and see the Witch coming in. Martinsen calls every few months for coconuts. What will you do?!

Doc gazed at the fishing boat in Slence for amoment. "Well haverain if thiswind doesn't shift," he said.

But among ourselves we speculated. "'l know what 1'd do,” Pawley said. "1'd beat the dog to a pulp!™
Amusing, this, from Pawley. He stood a shade over five feet and never stepped out of doorsin ahigh
wind.

"I think I'd put agun to his head and make him sign aconfession,” vowed Trefflan. "And if he refused, I'd
blow hisbrainsout.”

None of our business, you say? Agreed. But we knew what Martinsen was up to. A letter would come
for Pawley from some storekeeper friend in the Solomons: "Dear Ned: Odd what you say about your
Doctor Harty and the good he's done. Martinsen, the trader, was here only last month and he said...”

One would comefor me from ahotel man in the Pandemonium: " This Harty you spesk of--is he the same
we have heard about from our friend Martinsen of the Witch? | would investigate if | wereyou. If they
are one and the same, you have the worst sort of scoundrel on your hands...”



Tosumiit up, Matt Martinsen had been crudly and systematicaly smashing what was eft of Doc's
reputation as he went hisrounds. And people believed him. Even his daughter believed him.

Thus | had an idea we would not see Martinsen's Witch at Tedlaagain. But | waswrong.

When she dropped anchor, | turned to Pawley and Trefflan. "Do you suppose Matt knows the Docis
here?' | said.

"Hemust," said Pawley. "Then he can't be afraid--"
"Givethe devil hisdue. Hes afraid of nothing.”

Our pier hadn't depth enough for aship her size. We watched the native crew lower adinghy. Suddenly,
"Theréshisgirl," Pawley said. "Thereés Ruth."

"Where'sthe man himsdlf?' | asked.
"Below in the cuddy, perhaps. Loading hisrevolver."

The dinghy didn't wait for Martinsen to load hisgun, if that was what detained him. The girl dropped into
it with her bright hair blowing in the sunlight, and the little boat made for the pin.

| glanced at Trefflan and Pawley, and we went trooping down the road.

Ruth knew us, of course. She'd been to Tedlabefore, many atime. When | gave her ahand up to the
pier shethanked me with asmile, then, facing the three of us, said thickly, "Doctor Harty is here, isnt
rel?l

"He'shere" | said.
"l must seehim. My father isill."
"What's the matter with him?' Pawley asked.

But Ruth was not oneto wagtetime in talk. "Whereishe?' she said, catching hold of my hand. "Take me
tohim!"

It wasjust after ten in the morning and Doc's yard was full of natives awaiting their turn. When | walked
inwith Ruth in tow, he glanced up from ajob he was doing on the big toe of awide-eyed youngster.

Doc's eyes were suddenly aswide asthose of his patient.

"Ruth!" he said, staring. Whether he saw the ghost of a dead dream or the daughter of a despised enemy.
| can't say.

Ruth went straight up to him. "Fred," she said. "'l need your help.”

"What isit? One of the crew?"

"Not one of the crew. My father.”

A line of crimson crept up Doc'sface. Y our father!" he said in awhisper.

"He didn't want meto cometo you," thegirl said. "But he's desperately ill. A hatch cover fell on hisleg,
daysago."



Doc took in abreath and bent to his patient again. | couldn't see hisface, but | did see him stop work
onceto steady hishands. Done at last, he sent the boy on hisway with afriendly backside dap, then
thrust some thingsinto abag, and, facing Ruth again, informed her with agrim nod that he was ready.

MARTINSEN lay in hisbunk, hisonce ruddy face gray and shrunken, his eyes dull with pain. But there
was defiance till, in hisgtare.

Without aword Doc drew back the covers and knelt to ped the layers of bandage from the leg. It was
the size of an eephant'sleg and pretty much the same shade of gray. He squeezed it, and the grayness
turned fish-belly white.

"l can't hdpyou,” Doc said, his examination finished.

Martinsen reared up on his elbows. "Of course you can help me! Y ou're the best doctor in theidandgs!”
"The best in theworld couldn't save you."

Martinsen's gaze filled with desperation. "1 can pay whatever you ask."

"Canyou?

"Anything! A statement of truth from Loliti--that's what you want, isn't it? To clear your name. I'll get it, |
swear!"

It was an odd way for sworn enemies to face each other, one erect on sound legs, the other propped on
hiselbowsinapool of sweset. They did it, though; Martinsen pleading, Doc Harty pinning him to the bunk
with alook of hate.

"All right,” Doc said then. "I'll cureyou. | cant, but | will."
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YOU'D say it wasamiracle, | suppose. By every rulein the book, Martinsen should have died.

Hedidn't. Helived, and the leg lived with him. In three weeks the man was out of his bunk. In afortnight
more he was ashore, taking adaily congtitutiona about Tedla Town to build himsdf up.

Y ou think the man was grateful ? Secretly he might have been, but not ahint of it ever passed hislips.

To Doc, who stopped daily to examine him, he would mutter blackly, "How much longer am | to stay
penned up herein this mouse hole? Isthis your revenge? I'm well, | tell you!"

"Not well enough,” Doc would say.

The odd thing was that Martinsen did as the Doc told him. Despising the town, hating the hotel he lived
in, mistrusting the lot of us so sorely he wouldn't permit his daughter to quit the ship and join him, he
nevertheless stayed on. Even when the lagt, lingering twinge had |eft the leg and he was able to bound up
and down my veranda steps at will.

"Why in heaven's name don't you give him hiswalking papers?’ | demanded of Doc, when it seemed |
was cursed with the man for dl eternity. "If you had to live under the same roof with him, you'd say the
word soon enough!”

"A littlelonger,” hereplied.



So Martinsen stayed, thriving on the good food and care until he was a picture of health. And what of his
promise, that he would obtain a statement from Laliti to clear Doc's name? Not aword was spoken of it,
except by therest of us.

"Hewon't go through withiit,” predicted Trefflan. "He never meant to."
"Hell laughin Doc'sface" said Pawley. "Mark my words."
| thought they wereright. And the waiting went on. Until...

L ate one afternoon Doc cameto the hotdl. "1've sent word to your daughter on the ship,” he said, "that
you can pack your bag tonight. Shelll be on her way here now, to lend you ahand. Mr. Martinsen, how
areyoufeding?'

"Right asrain,” said Martinsen.
"Good. Then it'stime we kept our promises--the one you made to me and the one | made to myself.”

Martinsen, interrupted at agame of solitaire on the veranda, must have expected something of the sort,
but even so he needed a moment to gird himself. With the utmost deliberation he turned another card and
examined it. Then, "Promise?" he said softly, with an upward glance. "Why, of course. A statement from
that housekeeper of yours--that's what we agreed on, isn't it? But such athing will take time.”

"l don't want a statement from the girl," Doc said. "1 want one from you."

Wdl! Over Martinsen's round and ruddy face spread alook of such genuine incredulity asto lay barethe
man'ssoul.

It was alecture, that look. Plain asday it said, Now see here: a statement from a no-account serving girl
isonething, and perhaps |'d have gone to the bother of getting it for you if an opportunity turned up. But
agtatement from Matt Martinsen ... What alaugh!

The trader laughed.
"You refuse?' Doc sad quietly.

"You're out of your mind!" returned Martinsen gruffly. "1 didn't file the complaint against you; the girl did.
What kind of fool do you take mefor?'

"A hedlthy one, at least,” Doc said. "I've made certain of that. So--"

Say thisfor Martinsen: he was no man to run from afight. He rose to meet this one with a crooked grin,
and began in the age-old tradition by upending the table againgt his adversary'slegs. And having
staggered Doc with hisinitid thrust, he quickly pursued his advantage. In the twinkling of an eye, witha
kneein hisgroin and an elbow under hisribs, Doc was againgt therail, white of face and gasping.

But the lightning jab was not enough. Doc recovered and threw him off, and then back and forth they
went, locked in acontest as primitive as an idand legend. The flimsy floor heaved under them likeaseain
storm. The hotel seemed likely to topple about their heads.

| hold no brief for the philosopher who says right makes might. Before our anxious eyes, first one and
then the other had the upper hand. Up and down the verandathey fought, on the steps, in the dust of the
road. It was either man's battle until the end.

In the end, toe to toe in the roadway, they battered each other with leaden fists until one went down and



stayed. The oneto go was Martinsen.

Doc Harty looked to usfor help and we carried the man to a chair. And once more Doc stood before
him, thistimein triumph with pen and paper on thetable.

"Write" said Doc.
Martinsen dowly raised a battered face. "No."
"Write, | tell you! A confession that you put Loliti uptoit!”

"Why should 17" the trader retorted. ™Y ou've thrashed me. But to get a confession you'll haveto hold a
gun at my head and threaten to useit--and you're not the sort to make such an act convincing." Wearily
he stood up, and the puffed lipsturned agrin. "Go to blazes" he said amiably. So much for the
philosopherd

Doc Harty stood silent. What could he do? What could any man do, short of murder? He lifted his hands
and looked, puzzled, at the skinned knuckles, let them fall again and turned away. Down the steps he
went. Acrosstheroad.

Martinsen, with alaugh, turned to go upstairs. And there by the staircase, awaiting him, stood his
daughter.

She had come in the back way to avoid the storm on the veranda, | suppose. No matter; she had been
there long enough to witnessthe final act of the drama. That was certain. Hands on hips, she faced
him--no longer the young lady raised by amaiden aunt in Sydney, but atrue daughter of Matt Martinsen
himsdlf. A lessgroggy Martinsen would have recognized the change and behaved accordingly.

Hedidn't. "Darlin!" he cooed, advancing on her. "Run up and pack my things, like agood girl. Were

leavin.
"You'releaving. I'm not," said she, not budging.
He hdted. "What did you say?'

"l said you can leaveif you wish to, Matt Martinsen. I'm staying!" Tall and straight she faced him, her
bright eyes hurling the chdlenge. "I'm staying herein Tedato marry theman | lovel™

Martinsen looked and saw she meant it, and over hisface for the second time that evening spread the
look of incredulity. "No," he said in ahoarse whisper. "No...."

"Hestwicethe manyou are,”" she said, driving the knife deep with her deadly calm, "no matter what
you've made of himwith your lies. And if hewon't have me, then I'll sit on his doorstep until the whole
world knows | want him."

"I--1 won't permit it," Martinsen mumbled.
"Stop methen, if you can," she said, and went past him.
Helet her go.

He sat. How long? Trefflan, Pawley and |, we asked one another later how long and could not agree on
an answer. How long isforever? With chin on chest and gaze fixed blankly on the floor, he sat, the
lamplight dimly registering the mask of defeat that hardened like concrete on hisface.



At last helooked a us. " Something to write with,” he said. "If you will."
| took him pen and paper.

Hewrote. He signed his name and we, as withesses, signed ours. Rising, he read carefully what was
written, then passed the paper to me.

"My wedding present,” he said with asigh. "Giveit to them, if you'll be so kind."

Ten minutes later we watched him go down the road with his bag, and when last we saw him he stood on
deck, gazing shoreward, as the Witch said farewell to Tedafor thefind time,



THE MAN WHO COULDN'T DIE
by HUGH B. CAVE

THE route by which Mr. Weldon Witherby arrived at Fortune Iand is, to say the least, rather obscure.

He began, apparently, in Rangoon, where in some minor political post he was viewed with at least a
measure of respect. What happened to him there--awoman, perhaps, or aletter from home, or the
shattering of his aspirations by some bit of officia chicanery--need not have been atremendous thing.
Some men are o condtituted that a mere shift in the direction of alight breeze will bowl them over.

At any rate, he left Rangoon quite suddenly and appeared some months later in Darvel Bay, whichis
Borneo, cdling himsalf Whitby--until an exchange of solemn letters between government officialsturned
the black light of his past upon him and sent him on hisway again.

He paused in Bdikpapan, but rebelled at the taste of petroleum in his evening gin. He bobbed up in
Celebes, across the Straat Makassar, to make his way afoot from Manado to Baoe-baoe--aremarkable
achievement for one without aguilder in his pocket or even adecent pocket to put onein. And then, like
alemming plunging headlong into the sea, he vanished.

Many hungerings later, this sad little man turned up in Dili, dead drunk and three-quarters sarved. At that
stage of hisjourney his pace had dowed to something less than acrawl and the digressions were many.

A year or so later he arrived a Fortune Idand aboard a very ancient coastal steamer, in the capacity of
assistant to the Chinese proprietor of its ‘tween-decks trading store. And he was put ashore because he
wasill.

Now you know as much about Weldon Witherby's search for oblivion, and the reason for it, asis known
anywhere, and agood deal more than did the four inhabitants of Fortune Idand when he arrived in their
midst. Asamatter of fact, the four were not even aware that their number had been augmented until the
steamer which dumped him had departed. For though Fortuneistiny, it happensalsoto bea
mountain-top jutting fanglike from the seq, and at the time of Witherby's coming the four occupants were
indugtrioudly digging on thefar sde of the mountain.

They were scratching, stubbornly and angrily, for treasure.

If the truth be known, Witherby had been put ashore on Fortune to die, to save his captain the
inconvenience of aburid at sea. He was sick enough to die, and by dl logic he should have. But he
didnt.

Having dept out the worst of his sickness on the beach, he waked as from the dead to wonder where he
was, and at three o'clock of abright, moon-silvered morning, philosophically rose and walked. He
walked until he found asofter bed under the fang of the mountain, and dept again. At dawn he emerged
to blink at the sea.

Theidand looked asthough it was uninhabited. Likely it waswaterlessand al but barren of thingsto edt.
No ship would stop unsignaled, and--this being a region frequented by only the most bohemian of
vessals-nonewas likely to investigate even if signaled. So, decided Witherby, he was marooned.

This settled, he hitched up histrousers and went looking for food. He had long since ceased to be
surprised by the things Fate did to him.

HE WAS discovered an hour later when one of the four inhabitants of Fortune, a black-bearded fellow



named LeClair, saw him shuffling along the beach. The figure Witherby cut was not impressive. Hisfeet
were bare. Tattered khaki trousers and afrayed rag of undershirt were al the clothes he owned.

LeClair watched him for atime in amazement; then the black-bearded fellow hurried to his companions
to tell the startling news. They were breskfasting, and the tidings came like a spear hurled into their midst.

"A white man, here?' echoed Morton, spitting out amouthful of scalding tea. 'Y ou gone crazy, Frenchy?!

"It issthe heat and too much of thisdamn digging,” declared Sdlinger, rocking back on his buttocks. "I
haf said dl along we should tekeares.”

"Rest, be damned,” muttered the one cdled Java Jones, rising high and thin to stand egg-bad in the
sunlight. "I'll do my resting at Batavia, thanks, at the Hotel des Indes. Come now, Frenchy, out with it!
Whét'reyou trying to tell us?"

So LeClarr told it again and invited them to go with him.

When Mr. Witherby first saw them he was seated on the beach with abit of volcanic rock in hisfigt,
leisurely cracking open the last of ahandful of clams and mussels. He was not unhappy. He felt better
than he had for days. The presence of four white men on his uninhabited idand puzzled him, though, and
when they lined up before him he greeted them with only a cautious nod.

"Who might you be?" demanded Morton ominoudly. "And how'd you manage to get hereto this
Godforsaken spot?”

Witherby explained as best he could.
LeClarr eyed him with suspicion. "What d'ye want here?"
"Why, nothing," said Witherby.

"Y ou haf nudding and you want nudding, eh?' said Selinger. "How do you expec' tolive, | should liketo
know, without food or water?"

"Oh, I'll try to get dong.”
"He'sbamy,” declared Java Jones. "Let him be. Or toss him to the squid and be done with him.”

But Sdlinger, who had suffered more than the others from the toil and hest of the past weeks, thrust
himsdlf forward and planted himsdf before little Mr. Witherby with arms akimbo and amalignant smile
upon his blistered lips. "We haf food and drink’ enough to gif you some," said he, "but you will haf to earn
it, my friend. Y ou will haf to work!"

Morton did not like that. "Now wait a minute, Dutch. We can't have no stranger nosin' around--"

"He can dig, no? He does not haf to know what we dig for. And he can cook, maybe, and keep clean
the camp.” Sdlinger turned to LeClair and Java Jones for their gpprova, and found them nodding. Again
he faced the little man on the rock.

"Well, Migter Widderby, what haf you to say?'

Mr. Witherby looked at them. All four, he observed, were cut from the same cloth, and a coarser weave
would be hard to find. Moreover, he knew two of them by reputation, and what he knew was not
encouraging.



The bad one, Java Jones, was owner and captain of adecrepit schooner, Lily by name, which had
uglied the waters of every port from Serang to Samarai. By profession he was a hunter of treasure--dll
sorts of treasure, from the money-belt on awreck-imprisoned corpse Six fathoms deep to awench who
might fetch a price from the proprietor of some waterfront ingtitution of pleasure.

If Jones ship had brought them, one thing was certain: These four were on Fortune Idand to harvest
wedlth of some sort.

Mr. Witherby knew Sdlinger, too, though the Dutchman would have been surprised if soinformed. They
had met one steaming day in Fakfak, which isatown where two whites, meeting, might be expected to
display at least the mutud interest of shipwrecked sailors bumping headsin mid-Pecific. But in Fakfak
Mr. Witherby had been penniless and Sdlinger up to histhick red neck in a schemeto acquire pearls
without paying for them--and so the Dutchman'sreply to the little man's pitiful pleafor assistance had
been arude caress with the back of hishand.

Asfor LeClair and the one caled Morton, Witherby did not know them, even by repute. But if their lots
were cast with those of the two he did know, it was safe to assume they were blackguards also.

But could he afford to regject their offer? Supposing he did. For atime, no doubt, he might keep himsdlf
dive with shellfish and maintain amoist tongue with almost-fresh water from holes scooped in the sand.
But not for long. And these four, if they possessed acamp and provisions, must aso own the means of
quitting the idand when their work was finished.

Mr. Witherby did not relish the prospect of dying alone on asunbaked needle of rock inthe middle of a
londly sea. He chose the lesser evil. "Very wdll," he decided, "I'll work for my keep."

And thus for Weldon Witherby began an interlude of tria and tribulation unparalded by anything he had
previoudy lived through.

I'T WAS apparent from thefirst that he was not to be accepted by the othersasan equal, or even asa
fellow human being. He had contracted to pay for his keep with labor, and |abor they demanded of him
from sun-up until thelast bit of driftwood turned to ash in the evening fire.

He cooked for them and was cursed when the meals were not to their taste. He fashioned abroom and
daily swept the camp. He managed to make amansion of sorts out of what had been apigsty, yet they
complained of thetimeit took him.

Heforaged for fresh ddicaciesto lighten their diet. Turtle-eggs he brought them, and fish and clams. And
oneday he returned in triumph from the hunt, with |obsters enough to go the rounds. But his own food,
fresh or otherwise, was more often than not snatched and divided among his employers, while they
derided him for hislack of industry.

"Y'r lazy, that'swhat you are!" accused LeClair. "Sneaky lazy, dways dippin’ off to busy y'rsalf with easy
jobs. We ought to cut y'r rations, y' miserable monkey!"

"Dig!" said Java Jones bitterly. "That'swhy you were hired--to dig! And you do less of it than any of ugl"
Actualy, he dug more than any of them, for when they pressed ashovel into his hands he could rest only
at therisk of having achunk of rock or bit of driftwood hurled at his head. He dug hour after hour, day
after day, his hands gloved with blisters and head throbbing in the blowtorch blast of the sun.

And for what? Why, for atreasure that would not be hisif he found it.



Two weeks of his servitude had passed before he learned what he dug for. Not that he lacked a normal
curiosity; but the Fates had long since taught him the vaue of atill tongue, and so he waited patiently for
his questions to be answered without his asking them.

Sdinger answered them in an outburst of rage one day.

"l tink we are crazy!" shouted the Dutchman. "For amonth now wedig, dig, dig, dl over the damn
idand, and how do we know for sure that this drunken fellow from the Gulbrason was giving usthe
truth? How do we know thisissthe right idand?'

"Stow it," grumbled Java Jones. "Dig, dig, dig--"
"Shut up!™

But Selinger had spoken, and Mr. Witherby had al the information he needed. He knew about the
Gulbrason. Who didn't? Her disappearance, months before, had been discussed in half the points
through which he had wandered.

She had been a coaster, this Gulbrason, engaged like the rest of her humble breed in transporting
commonplace cargoes and occasiona passengers from one miserable port of call to another. But on this
last spectacular voyage of hers she had carried, in addition to her captain and crew of four, only one man
and atrunk.

The passenger's name had been McKillop, it was said, and he was a Scot, and he had come out of the
black heart of Papua near Daru with diamonds. Many curious eyes had seen the diamonds with which he
paid the Gulbrason's captain to transport him through the Arafurato Timor.

But no one had ever again seen the Gulbrason.

Mr. Witherby, on hisleisurely journey into oblivion, had heard no end of speculation concerning the fate
of the Gulbrason and her treasure. That she had poked her ancient nose into the year'sworst storm was
fairly certain, considering her date of departure from Daru and her probable route. That she had
foundered with dl on board was considered likely. Now, however, it was gpparent that al of her crew
had not perished. One, at least, had survived. And somewhere along the way Selinger or LeClair or
Morton or Java Jones, or al of them together, had heard atale to send them treasure-hunting.

MR. WITHERBY wondered idly what had happened. Perhaps the Gulbrason had gone down near
Fortune Idand, or been smashed to bits againgt it. Some surviving member of her crew might have
dragged her treasure ashore and buried it. Asfor the fellow's ultimate departure from Fortune, that was
not too difficult to reconstruct. He had built araft, probably, of the ship's wreckage, and salvaged
provisions enough to keep him dive on the journey.

Presumably the treasure would be safe, hidden in Fortune'slonely sands, until he choseto return for it.
He need only keep his mouth shut.

But he had neglected to shut his mouth tight enough.

Mr. Witherby wondered one other thing: Where was the ship which had brought Java Jones and histhree
|oot-seekers to Fortune? He got the answer to that afew dayslater, when still another of the
quartet--this time Morton--flew into arage.

"WHY don' the Lily come back?" bellowed Morton, turning from along and sullen inspection of the sea.
"With her here, at least we'd have fresh drinkin’ water and food that's fit to eat! Who told 'em to stay

away thislong, anyway?"



"l did," said JavaJones. "And I'd areason for it."
"What reason?"

"Well, severd, you might say. Firgt off, that fool from the Gulbrason no doubt blabbed to others beside
us, and while maybe they wouldn't know Fortune Idand from his description of it, they just might come
close. With the Lily anchored here, we'd aswell put up a signboard to welcome 'em. And second,” said
Jones over the curl of hislower lip, "I'd ahunch you'd want to quit if the diamonds didn't pop right up and
kissyou. So | made certain you'd stick it out awhile.”

It made no difference to Witherby. He cooked and swept and dug. The sun broiled him, the shovel
rubbed his hands raw, the hot sand baked his blistered feet. An ache, an agony, grew insde him,
consuming him. He was nearing the end of hislong, dreary march to oblivion. Even LeClair's monkey
commanded more respect than he, was given more to eat. They used him, of course, as an escape valve
for their own pent-up resentments, because it was agood deal safer to cuff Witherby than to snarl a one
another. Seeing his exhaustion, they made him work the harder. Knowing him to be hungry, they whittled
down hisrations, then laughed a him when, to keep dive, he crept from the camp evenings and crawled
about theidand in search of purdane and gnetum seeds and other scraggly growing things to munch raw
when the cramps bent him.

On these pitiful scrabblingsfor food, LeClair's monkey usualy accompanied him. Why? They had
something in common, perhaps. Witherby was a rope's end. His utter abjectness may have awakened in
the monkey afedling of kinship, for the monk was agrotesque little beast, moldy asan old hair sofa,
scarred from quivering nose to twitching tail-tip by the missilesit had failed to duck during its precarious
lifeamong humans.

The monkey had no name, and for along time Witherby sought to invent one. "We might cal you Willy,"
hewould say, limping aong the shore in the moonlight with the monk perched on his shoulder and
squeezing its hot little head againgt his palid cheek. "I had afriend in Gorontal o once by that name, and
weld agay time together until the constabul ary nabbed him for stealing. Or Davy, now--how would that
be? There was alad name of Davy in Koepang who saw me through asickness...”

But no name out of the past quite seemed to suit, and so he took to calling the monk "Little One." And
many anight they sat somewhere on the black spine of rock that was Fortune Idand, watching the wink
of phosphorus on the empty seawhile swapping monkey-squesks and man-musingsin their solitude.

Mr. Weldon Witherby, once of Rangoon, had arrived at last on the bottom rung of the ladder. He could
go no lower. Hewas sck, friendless, and penniless. His statusin life had become that of agdley-dave
who, when no longer useful, would certainly be dropped over the sde. And his sole companion wasa
monkey.

That he and the monk were il aive when the Lily returned to Fortune was something of amiracle, for
shetook her own good time, and during the last week before her return neither dave nor monkey was
offered ashare of the dwindling food supply. The digging had been abandoned by then. The four
treasure-seekers asked only one thing more of Fortune: to be quit of the place.

THE Lily brought to Fortune two items of consequence: afaling barometer and awoman. Thefirst was
no surpriseto theidand'sinhabitants. All that day their bleak prison had lain like acharred cinder ina
fiery furnace, the ftill air so hot it scorched the lungs; yet the merciless sun was not red but a muddy
saffron, the sky not blue but the exact shade of the revolver-barrdl protruding from LeClair'sbelt. That a
storm was due they were unhappily avare. The Lily's glassmerdly madeit officidl.

Asfor the woman, she was a bit of extra business picked up by the Lily's crew as casudly as other men



might pluck acoin from the dust while strolling. Witherby saw her when she was brought ashorein
triumph by Markey, the mate, who had captained the vessd.

"Shelll fetch afancy price at ChinaJohn's," said Markey, leering. " Snatched her when she came aboard
to peddle, we did. And she took some snatchin', | can tell you!”

Thegirl spat a him.

She was nineteen or twenty, Witherby guessed, but of course her agewas of little valuein judging her; in
theidandsit's how you live, not how long, that matters. From the looks of her she had fought them every
foot of the voyage.

Under the grime, though, and the rag of flowered cotton that covered her, she was remarkable for her
beauty. A half-caste, shewas, certainly: the end product, perhaps, of a chance meeting between some
vagrant white, like Witherby, and an idand wench. But half-caste or no, she had the look in her eye of
one who would bettle the devil himsdf for her rights. And Mr. Witherby, having visited the place known
as China John's, pitied her from the bottom of his heart.

"What's your name?" Java Jones asked as she stood glowering at them.
"It'saqueer one," said the leering Markey, "so we'd best give her anew one. How would 'Sally' do!”
"No," sad LeClair. "It'stimethere wasamam'sdlein that place. Call her 'Jeanette.”

So they made agame of naming her, while the girl faced them with lips squeezed tight and eyesflashing
defiance. Until, surprisingly, Mr. Witherby interrupted.

Sad Witherby thoughtfully, "*Omnia ad Dei gloriam.”
They blinked a him. "What kind of talk isthat?' demanded Jones.

"Only Latin," Witherby murmured. "I once knew it rather well. It means, of course, 'All thingsto the glory
of God.' Because sheis beautiful. Surely you can seethat!"

"Omnia Dei--give usit again, Worthless."
"Omnia ad Dei gloriam," repeated Witherby dowly, his solemn gaze on the girl.

"Gloriam," echoed Java Jones. "That's dl right, that is. Gloriam. It'sagood name." He stepped toward
her, nodding. "And now that you got aname, sgter, it'stime you learned pretty mannersto go withit, say
|. Because in the morning we clear out of thisrotten hole, and I've my heart set on a pleasant voyage
home."

As hereached for her and grasped her wrist, she whirled on him, and white teeth flashed to hisarm. With
ayep of pain, Java Jonestook back hishand as though it had touched the sun. Then, bellowing, he
svung afig.

Mr. Witherby, wincing, went quickly away. He was sill absent some two hourslater when the storm
broke.
Il

THEY had expected the storm, but it took them by surprise, al the same. That was because the usua
preamble was missing. No whispered warnings danced ahead of this upheavd; thefirst challengewasa
full-voiced bellow. One moment air and seawere still as astopped clock; then the black cask of the sky



burgt its seams and loosed on them a deluge, the wind sprang screaming from ahidden lair, and the sea
rose up, thundering, to batter the idand to which they clung. And these things occurred not one after
another, inrationa progression, but al in the mocking wink of amonstrous eye.

In an ingtant the camp at the base of Fortune's rocky fang was gone, wrenched from its moorings asif the
manilalinesthat held it had been no stronger than the strands of a spider'sweb. The wind sucked it up
with anoisy gulp and they saw it no more. In amoment more, they themsalveswere crawling likeflieson
the face of the mountain, or creeping crablike along its battered base, seeking shelter where they could
find it, each man for himsdf. For even the Lily was gone then, scudding like afrightened wraith over the
boiling sea.

LeClair wasfirg to go. Terror sent him on hands and knees over dippery rocksto anicheinthe
mountain base that promised shelter, but into his refuge poured a seathat drowned him. The gay waves
rolled him into the open again, made sport of him, and left him face down on the beach.

Then Morton. He sought the heights, but the wind plucked him from his climb and, like a seaman torn
screaming from the main skysail-yard of atricken ship, he plummeted to hisfinish. The others, Sdlinger
and Java John, Markey and the girl Gloriam and the Lily's crew fled thisway and that, screaming or
cursing or sobbing out their terrors.

And what of Mr. Witherby? That unhappy soul, when the typhoon arrived at Fortune, was seeted with
LeClair'smonkey on asheltered bit of beach some distance from the camp, pondering, as might be
expected, man'sinhumanity to man. The storm upon him, he merely clutched the monkey closer and sat
where he was--until the seadiscovered hisretreat and hissed in to drive him out.

He went then aong the shore, grimly battling the wind for possession of the whimpering bal of hair that
clung to himfor protection. He was frightened, but where could aman go in such aplace? Not up, or the
howling wind-demons would flay the flesh from hisbones. Not into the rock itsdlf, or the seawould
follow and drown him. So, then, the problem was smplified. If he found a sheltered spot, he would duck
intoit. If not, he would keep on waking.

HE CAME presently to the remains of Morton, flattened &t the base of the cliff, and transferred from the
dead man's pocket to his own a haf-eaten square of chocolate. And then he discovered LeClair, on the
beach where the waves had tossed him, and acquired some cigarettes and a revol ver--both wet but
potentialy usable. And then Witherby saw the boat.

Precisdly what little Mr. Witherby hoped to do in such astorm with asmall boat and a pair of oarsisnot
known. Perhaps he thought to row himself and his monkey out to the Lily and cut her loose, on the
chance of finding away out of his servitude. He knew the Lily was unmanned, and at that time he was
unaware she had been swept away. At any rate, he saw the boat and ran to it; he tucked the monkey into
it, and, with strength he had not known he possessed, he contrived to launch the craft, during asudden
[ull in the gorm'sfury.

She was a cork, that boat. She defied the mountainous waves to upset her. With Witherby tugging at the
oa's, she bore her two forlorn passengers, man and monkey, inch by straining inch past the foaming
rocks at theidand'stip and into the clear.

But then the storm returned with renewed vigor, and Witherby perceived the futility of hisefforts. He
stopped rowing. With the monkey in hisarms he huddled in the bottom of the boat and | et the typhoon
take him. Drowning, after al, was more pleasant to contemplate than areturn to his previous status of
dave

Drowning, however, was not to be hislot. The green waves bowled him aong through the remainder of



that devilish day, into the nightmare night that followed. His boat climbed their swollen sdeswith the
tenacity of acrag-rat, plummeted from their crestswith the grace of aplunging gull.

THEN the night was over, and the storm with it, and Witherby looked out on awatery world colored red
by afriendly sun. "Little One," he said in wonderment, "look at us. Were divel" Little Onesreply wasan
ecstatic squed.

But Witherby was too wise in the ways of Fate to be long fooled.

"Alive," he amended, "but for how long? Who'sto lead us out of here?' Therethey were, in aboat on an
empty ocean. The wind had passed. The seawas caming after its orgiastic excesses. But the cam was
more frightening than the tumullt.

During the awful hours of storm there had been hope of ultimate salvation behind the terrors of each
passing moment. The boat, after dl, was being blown somewhere and might in the end fetch up against
land. Now peace had falen from heaven, but in peace lay peril. For Mr. Witherby and Little One had
only haf abar of chocolate to see them through the torments of hunger. Of water they had none at dl.
They would perish unlessthey reached land in aday or two.

Where was land? Witherby had not the faintest notion. How far they had been blown from Fortune
Idand, or in what direction, he knew not. The climbing sun told him where east lay--but he had no way of
knowing what lay esstward. Theworld about him was al water, meta-bright, blinding, and boundless.
And as the hours passed, the sun grew hot.

Witherby took up the oars and began to row. Presently he gave up. What was the use of rowing?
"Little One" he said flatly, "were donefor, I'm afraid. There's not athing we can do but Sit and wait."

And so began for Weldon Witherby the last and most wretched |ap of the downhill journey which had
begun for him in Rangoon. Fortune Idand had not, after dl, been the bottom rung of the ladder. Fate had
tucked another one under him, giving him, you might say, thefull treatment.

Hewasto be broiled dive. His departure from earth was to be no mere plunge over the finish line, but
spectacular asasession at the Inquisition. Fate had the tools for it--awhite-hot ball of sun, adead-calm
seq, and ashadeless boat. Witherby contributed his empty belly and a parched tongue. And for good
measure there was Little One, who suffered as Witherby suffered and made the hours hideous with his
whining.

That day ended somehow, and during the night, when it was cooler, Witherby sat at the carsagain. His
efforts scarcely moved the boat, but he pulled steadily, and between the dismal creaks of the oarlocks he
talked to the monkey to keep it quiet. He told Little One of hisaimlesswanderings along the grest dark
wailing-wal of the southern idands, and of the ignominies he had endured aong the way. No bitterness
embdlished the tae; Witherby smply strung the facts together in their proper sequence, bead fashion,
and dangled the necklace before the monkey in hope of amusing it for atime. Hetold of the cuffings he
had received in Madjene and the bootingsin Boetoeng, of losing hislast guilder in Boeroe and egting
dead fish on the beach at Ambon. He told of sickness and taunts, of hunger, of being stripped naked and
tossed into gutters by irate purveyors of drinks who resented hiswheedling; and of the cafA© proprietor
who had draped alive krait about his neck, while he was drunk, to amuse the customers. But in fairness
to Fate, Witherby told aso of the times along the way when, incredibly, he had stubbed histoe on luck of
abetter sort--as, for example, hisfinding of an unopened fifth of Scotch whisky on the shore near
Fakfak, and hislavish two-weeks stay in the home of aMrs. Buxton, at Moresby, who had mistaken
him for someone she once knew. "And what," Witherby asked of the monkey findly, "doesit dl add up
to, would you say? Why, it'sslly, that'sdl. What'saman to do if the Fatesinsist on dancing him up and



down on agiring in such fashion? What's aman meant for, d'you suppose?”’

"I'LL tell you," said Witherby, becoming philosophical as he tugged that strange boat over that strange
moonlit sea, on and on toward nothing and nowhere. "A man'sgot to take it ashefindsit, and keep as
steady on hisfeet as he's able. Because the fact is, my friend, we're put here for a purpose we know
nothing about until it's accomplished--if we know it then--and there's nothing we can do to dter the plan
onejot.

"Takethat fellow Enrikson that 1've told you about--the one whose cutter went down in the Solomons.
Hewas put hereto fill the empty cookpot of some starving aborigine, and for no other reason. But did he
know it? Not until they popped him into boiling water, he didn't. Or consider my friend Davy, in

K oepang, who nursed me through a sickness and got sick himself and died. He was put here to keep me
going, no doubt, though God knowswhy.

"And what are we here for? Who knows? Maybe we won't ever find out, though at the moment it looks
asif both of uswere meant to feed the sharks. If true, we've been brought along way, I'd say, todo a
patry little. Or don't you know we've been followed by sharksfor the past hour, Little One?"

Thus he philosophized, while rowing or while resting between spells of tugging at the oars. It wasa
harmless diverson. Asfor itsworth to the shriveled-up bal of matted fur that sat by hisfeet, whining up
at him, that was questionable. The monk was hungry and thirsty, and talk was a poor substitute for food
and drink.

Then came the morning and the searing sun again. And more sharks. He watched them, swimming
aongsidein the sunlight, and shuddered. They were so efficient, those sharks, so gruesomely sure of
themselves. He hated and feared them, and the thought of being destined to fill the somach of one, or
chewed up into small bloody bits and shared among thelot of them, made his own stomach twist with
revulson.

With only avague notion, yet, of the terrorsthat lay ahead, Witherby pulled from his pocket the revolver
he had taken from LeClair's corpse, and examined it.

It had been thoroughly drenched and the cylinder was sticky with salt. And, obvioudy, LeClair had been
careless about keeping it loaded, for Witherby's exploring thumb discovered only one cartridge. One
bullet against so many sharks? He sighed and put the weapon back into his pocket.

So that day passed, like the previous one, the sea a boundless waste of gleaming metal made white hot
by the reentless sun, the boat moving only when Witherby seized the oars and moved it, which was
seldom. And with hunger gnawing like amongtrousrat at hisvitas, and thirst squatting like ahot cinder in
his mouth, the man abandoned even his attempts to converse with the monkey. It wasthe end and he
knew it. And what could he do about it? Why, nothing.

Well, he could do something, perhaps. Through the hideous hours of hunger and thirdt, his stiff fingers
fumbled with the revolver, again and again extracting the lone cartridge and replacing it. He could not
throw himsalf overboard to put an end to the awful suffering, for with the sharkslying therein wait, such a
move would be equivaent to casting himsdf aive into agigantic meet-grinder. But with LeClair'sgun, if
the thing would still function, he might cheat some of the agonies.

All through that day and through the long night that followed, while lying racked with pain in the bottom of
the boat, little Mr. Witherby pondered the problem and worked toward adecision. And listened, with a
heart full of pity, to the whimperings of hissmal companion.

The night passed. The sun rose from a glittering sea. Witherby put forth al his strength and struggled to



his kneesto look about. But nothing had changed. The seawas gtill shoreless and the sharks still waited.

For thelast time, Witherby tucked the cartridge back into the cylinder of LeClair's revolver. He popped
the muzzle of the gun into his mouth and clamped his cracked lips upon it. And then, remembering, he
turned to say farewd| to the monkey which for so long had been his sole companion in misery.

What he saw stopped him. The monk had crept from itstiny patch of shade under the stern seet to a
point some e ghteen inches from Witherby's fegt, and was struggling to reach him. 1t no longer
whimpered; it was no longer ableto. All the agonies of thirst and hunger and shriveling hest that Witherby
felt within hisown frail body were mirrored in the poor glazed eyesthat so beseechingly stared up at him.

He couldn't leave the monkey like that. It wasn't decent.

He put the revolver down and leaned forward to gather the creature into hislap. He stroked it. "I know,"
hesaid. "I know how you fed. I'd put you out of it if | could, believe me. But look. Look at them.
Sharks! A dozen, at least, just waiting and waiting. If | put you overboard--even held your head under,
to end the misery--they'd get you before you drowned. And | can't shoot you. Y ou see that, don't you?
Theresonly the one bullet.”

The monkey clung to him, and the glazed eyes begged up a him.

"But then I'd haveto lie here and die dow," said Witherby, and if there had been moisture enough l€eft in
him for tears, he would have wept. "1'd haveto lie here hour after hour, waiting. Isthat fair? | found the
gun, you know--not you."

The monkey only wriggled closer againgt him.

Witherby sat in the broiling sun and racked his sick brain for some solution. He might throttle the poor
beast or dash its head againgt the boat. But the thought turned his ssomach. No, there was only one way
out.

Helifted the quivering little animal from hislap and held it gently in the yelow glitter of the sun. With
trembling hand he pressed the hot muzzle of the gun againg its head and squeezed thetrigger. The gun
functioned. Little One's sufferings were done with. Witherby laid the corpse under the stern seet and
dropped the usaless gun overside. And down he flopped again to let the hegt, the hunger and the terrible
thirgt have their way with him.

Late that afternoon he became ddirious and would have cast himsaf overboard, sharks or no sharks,
had he had the strength to rise. But he was too wesak.

Toward evening, as the sun sank and a breeze stole wraithlike over the dead sea, he lost consciousness.
A%

WHAT happened to Mr. Witherby during the following elght hours has since been discussed in
practicaly every bar from one end of the South Seas wailing-wall to the other, by al sorts of people.
Some of them consider it incredible, and seek to prove the point with elaborate diagrams of ocean
currents, prevailing winds, tides, and what not. Others, on better terms with the fickle Fates who rule that
region, are likely to remind you of the scores of even less believable occurrences recorded in the South
Seas since Mendanafirst set foot in the Solomons.

At any rate, the boat in which Witherby lay unconscious was borne over the sea by bits and fragments of
wind until it fetched up at anidand. And what idand? Why, the same jagged fang of black rock from
which it had begun its eventful journey hours and hours before.



From Fortune, Witherby had fled, and to Fortune the Fates returned him, though he himsalf knew nothing
of thereturn voyage, or of hissafe arriva, until awakened from hislong deep by the ministering hands of

anangd.

Opening his eyes, he looked upward into the angdl's face and begged for water. But she had aready
poured water between his blackened lips, and he was only repeating a cry of despair spoken the past
many hoursin hisddirium. And asthe cooling water trickled down histhroat, he recognized his
benefactor.

"Why--why, you're Gloriam!™ he whispered.

"If you want to call methat, | suppose you've aright to,” she said. "It's the name you gave me yoursdlf.”
"Then I'm back where | started from!"

"You're on Fortune Idand, if that's what you mean," said she.

"But--where are the others?'

"Dead. Every last one of them. And you'l be, too, if we're not careful. Come now"--and she bent over
him again with ajagged tin can in her hand, and spooned some of its contents to his mouth--"egt this, Mr.
Witherby."

Witherby ate and, incredibly, he recovered. Or perhaps not so incredibly, for in hislong, dow journey to
oblivion this strange little man had been knocked down so many times the business of getting up again
was more or less ahabit with him.

He gazed now into the girl's face and said wonderingly, reverently, "Y ou are beautiful. Oh, but you are!™
And then with asigh of contentment, he dept.

The following day she showed him what the typhoon had done to Fortune. Or, more properly, what it
had done to Fortune'sinhabitants.

"They made the mistake of trying to run away," she said, shuddering. "Bullies dways do when they're
frightened, don't they? And, of course, that was the worst thing to do here. The Frenchman was drowned
and one of them fell from the sde of the mountain.”

"And then the Dutchman, Sdlinger, found aholein the rocks where he might have been safe, but Java
Jonesfound himinit and tried to drag him out--there was room for only one of them. They fought like
mad dogs for possession of the hole until agreat wave settled the dispute by destroying them both.”

"And the one called Markey, who brought you to thisplace," said Witherby. "What of him?"
"Hetried to swim out to the ship, he and the others who were left. But there was no ship.”
"Y et you survived! You--only agirl! How can that be?’

"Why, | sat. | sat and prayed to be saved. But'--and she smiled at him--"well die anyway, both of us, in
theend. Theresonly alittle water |eft, and you've esten the last of the food. Wewon't last long.”

"Wasn't therefood in the camp?”

"Mogt of it the seatook. | found the water in awhisky bottle haf buried in the sand, where one of the
men must have dropped it.”



"Well," said Witherby, "let'slook.” But she was right. Nothing remained of the provisions Java Jones and
his crew had brought ashore from the Lily only afew hours before the sorm's coming. Theidand was
bare. Still, it was no barer than Witherby had thought it to be that disma day, weeks before, when he
had been put ashore to perish. And he had not planned then to die of thirst and hunger--at least not
quickly. So he set out to find what was needed, leaving his companion to scoop a hole in the sand under
Fortune's black overhang.

When he returned from the hunt an hour or so later, the girl had struck water. Not sweet water, but good
enough to drink. And at her feet Witherby proudly laid an assortment of edibles-clams and sea-dugs, a
wriggling squid, purdane and gnetum seeds and asnail or two. And helooked at her and grinned. He,
Witherby, Fate's whipping-boy for so long, actudly grinned.

"Why, weve everything!" he said. "We've the world at our feet, and each other too!"
Thus began ther exile,

IT LASTED three weeks, for Witherby was not again eager to brave the seawithout first taking al
possible precautions. His biggest problem was a sail for the boat. To make one he had only poor
materials-his trousers and rag of undershirt, plus his companion's flimsy cotton dress and scraps of
clothing squeamishly gtripped from those victims of the storm who till remained on theidand. Little
enough to tame an ocean wind!

But with what he had, he worked diligently, sewing the bits of cloth together with afishbone needle and
threads drawn from the fabrics themsdves. And while he worked, Gloriam worked with him.

Those wereidyllic days. The sun gilded Fortune's jagged peak; agentle breeze brought scents of spice
and frangipani from greener idands bel ow the western horizon. When the work on the boat palled,
Witherby and hisfair companion foraged for food together, or swam, naked as babes, in the sparkling
surf. Or sat and talked. When darkness dropped over their Eden, they talked sometimes for hourson
end--Witherby of hisvaried adventures, she of hers, each with the frankness of poor, harried souls
whose cards had been dedlt mostly from the bottom of the deck. Only once before, when becalmed with
LeClair's monkey, had Witherby reached that far back into the dark pockets of his memory; and hetold
her of that, too. Mot surprising of dl, hetold of the gun and the bullet.

She only nodded. But if she had been beautiful before, when dragged ashore by Markey for Java Jones
ingpection, she was beautiful now in another way. She was different, and what made her different wasthe
wonder in her eyes as she gazed at this man who wept like achild a having dain amonkey. She had
known many menin her time. In fact, she said as much, with ashrug that dismissed them as quickly as
they came to mind. But never had she known aman like Witherby.

And never had Witherby known anyone quite like her.

The sail wasfinished. Into the little boat went every edible thing Witherby could find on Fortune--every
root and nut, every scrap of bark or scraggly weed from which could be gnawed nourishment. Stored
with them were the gleanings of the sear sun-dried fish, mostly, with fresher tidbitsfor thefirst day or so.
And then he dug anew for water, selecting a spot of shade high up on the beach near where Java Jones
camp had stood.

SHE stood beside him as he dug, to fill the whisky bottle and half a score other containers--shells, most
of them--which she had painstakingly collected for the journey. And as he worked, she watched with a
wigtful smile on the soft curve of her lips, and agaze that kept dipping off to explore the sunlit beach and
high rocks where he and she had spent so much of their time together.



She was startled when, of a sudden, he stopped digging and shouted, "L ook! I've found something!”

He dug again, his hands tossing up clouds of sand. The hole degpened and he reached deep into it. Then
a her feet he dropped achest, or trunk, wound round with ropes.

"It'swhat they werelooking for!" he said. "We've found it. We've found the treasure!™

And so0 he had--for when his fumbling hands worked loose the ropes and raised the lid, therelay the
possessions of the man named McKillop, his books and maps and clothes, and the diamonds he had
brought out of the black heart of Pgpua months before. Java Jones and his hungry crew had heard the
gory aright from the Gulbrason's survivor.

Witherby spread the loot before him on the sand, and the girl Gloriam ingpected it with him. And
presently, sadly, she said to him, "Y ou're rich now, aren't you?"

"Why, yes. | suppose! am.”
"It'swhat you wanted--what you've sought al your life."

Witherby looked up at her and frowned. "No, | wouldn't say that. I've wanted something--but it wasn't
wedlth, I'm sure." He shook his head. "No, it wasn't wedth. But well take it, now that we've found it.
Wed befools not to."

He was stronger than he had been. Strong enough now to lift the chest in hisarms and carry it to the boat
without staggering. And asif to prove that weslth held no greet interest for him, he returned at onceto
finish digging for water, and dug without rest until he found it.

"There" hesad, filling the last of the containers. "Now we can go."

Thusthey departed. Theidyll was over, their stay on Fortune finished. A fragrant breezefilled their brave
little sail, and the black fang of that ide of destiny dipped dowly behind. They turned for alast
look--babesin the wood, departing their hiding place and venturing again into the forest. And both were
frightened.

"Where," asked Gloriam, "arewe going?'

"Why, I'm taking you home, of course.”

"l have no home."

Witherby stared at her. "Then where shdll | take you?"
"Why, wherever you're going.”

"But | haven't given athought to where I'm going. | redly haven't." Shaken, he leaned toward her, afraid
of hishopes, yet finding in her eyesthe courageto let them live. "Where--where ought | to go?'

"Why, anywhere," she said. "So long aswe go together.”

And o they did. Everyone knows that now: how Witherby and the girl named Gloriam trudged up the
road in Daru one golden morning dressed in what might have been clothing but more closdly resembled
the shredded sail of a Bgjao outrigger--Witherby striding aong proudly with achest of sorts balanced on
one sturdy shoulder, and the girl smiling at his sde with her hand clasped in his. Everyone knows they
were made man and wife that day before the sun set, and were on their way again next morning as happy
aschildren.



Where they went from Daru is none of your business or mine, either, for they had new namesthen, to go
with their new clothes, and plans, too, for leaving the past behind them. There are legends enough, Lord
knows, in those parts, without prying. And truths enough to explain anything.

IT'S been said, for instance, that any man who turnsto the wailing-wall of the South Seasin search
of--well, in search of anything--will sooner or later discover what Fate wants of him. Maybe aking's
ransom awaits him; if o, héelll find it. Or aplace of honor in some cannibal's cook-pot--helll find that, too.
Or perhaps he was only meant to arrive at a certain place at an agppointed time, to take his place for one
brief moment in agame the gods are playing.

Witherby did that, dl right. And if the gods seem to have taken their own good time about getting him
there, remember that no man can play apart properly without first serving his gpprenticeship.

An ordinary man, you'll admit, would have shot himsalf--not spent hislast bullet on adying monkey.
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THE MORGUE

We don't get letters.... at least not viathe postd service, before the first issue has been published. So, to
introduce the Adventure Tales letter column, staff-member Darrell Schweltzer ssemsto have obtained
the following by, let ussay, other means, perhaps rel ated to the sort of mysterious rays and etheric
forces which transported heroes to Barsoom and beyond in days of yore.

Wewould love to hear from readers about our first issue. Writeto: Adventure Taes, /o Wildside Press,
P.O. Box 301, Holicong, PA 18928-0301. Or send an email to editor@wildsi depress.com.

Dear Editor of Adventure Tales,

So, it's"The Morgue," isit? That makes my cold, clay heart skip abesat. | mean ... well, | can hope...
(heh-heh, pant-pant) ... after dl, if theletters column in Argosy was called "Argonotes,” and Adventure,
amagazine devoted to wholesome, manly outdoor tales had " The Camp-Fire," and Sartling Sories, a
scientifiction magazine, had "The Ether Vibrates' (Hooray for Sergeant Saturn!), does that mean your
magazine with "The Morgue" isgoing to be my kind of magazine? Are dl the characters going to be dead
N

Yourssncerdly,
Norman the Necrophile
Nodding, North Dakota
Dear Norman,

Not quite. We like Sergeant Saturn too, and wish we could find out where he got his Xeno (the preferred
drink of space-farers everywhere), and we hope you will like our magazine, but we're sorry if weve
mided you. A "morgue,” in the sense of anewspaper morgue, isabig, dark, musty room where
back-files are kept, where one can spend hours or days reading through old publicationsin search of
forgotten gems. That iswhat Adventure Tdesisall about. We hope to find fascinating and exciting stories
from back-issue magazines, many of which haven't seen thelight of day in three-quarters of a century, but
which need to be rediscovered. While there will no doubt be the occasiona corpse in them, we cannot
guaranteethat dl charactersin dl storieswill be dead dl thetime.

--The Editor
Hey, You Mugs--

So there | wasin aback-aley, face-to-face with the Big Operator himself, a crooked shamuswho
shoved hisgat in my gut and said, "Who areyacalin' ashamus, Shamus?' whilel tried to explain to him
that the preferred term is Gumshoe, but unfortunately my shoes were glued to the gummy asphdt of these
mean streets down which aman must go (even if minding hisown business) and so dl | could do was
wobble back and forth like a punching-bag on one of those springy stands while he and his boys had
their fun with mewith their fists until they got tired and went away and |eft me gppreciating through ared
haze of pain that my experiences gave me aspecia insight into the meaning of theterm pulp. It sounds
like your magazine of pulp fictionisfor me.



Y ours whatever,

Sam Shovd, Detective (Deceased)
San Francisco, Cdlif.

Dear Sam,

We hope you will enjoy Adventure Talesduring your period of recuperation, if that'swhat comes next.
However, we should like to point out that much of the public, due to the influence of the movie Pulp
Fiction, has a somewhat narrower idea of the meaning of the term "pulp” than we do. It means a
lot more than just hardboiled detective fiction featuring two-fisted heroes in trenchcoats and
alluring babes in little more than their cleavage, although such stories were indeed published in the
origina pulp magazines. "Pulp" was origindly atechnicd term, for akind of very cheap, high wood-pulp
paper used for popular magazinesin thefirgt haf of the 20th century. Pulp magazines were noted for their
bright, lurid covers. Beforethe invention of television, or the paperback revolution, all-fiction pulp
magazines were a major form of mass-entertainment, though, asis made clear in John Locke's
excdlent Pulp Fictioneers, Adventuresin the Storytelling Business (Adventure House, 2004), a
collection of old articles by pulp writers, the term " pulp magazine" didn't come into common use
until the late 1920s at least.

Thefirst pulp was Argosy, converted to an al-fiction, pul p-paper format in 1896, for most of itsrun a
weekly. Argosy was amed a the whole family, which featured stories of al types. adventure, western
detective, romance, sport, and even "fantastics'--early sciencefiction. Eventualy publishers attempted to
dice up this market with specidized magazines, of which Detective Story Magazine wasthefirs,
followed by magazines devoted to every conceivable category, including somerather bizarre freaks such
as Fire Fighters, Submarine Stories, Suicide Stories, and, we kid you not, the holy grail of pulp collecting,
Zeppdlin Stories, of which only two copies of one of itsfour issues are known to exi<t.

Sciencefiction as a category was born in thistype of publishing, which gave the world Amazing Stories
and Astounding Stories of Super Science (now published as Andog). Also Weird Tdes, for that matter.
Asmost pulp magazines tended toward hastily-written, formulaic stories, mass-produced without a greeat
ded of styligtic polish, the term "pulp,” applied to the contents of these magazines, began to acquire
connotations it has not lost today, even when most of the generd public has never read or even seena
real pulp magazine, which was printed on pulp paper, with untrimmed edges, inan 7 x 10" format (the
page size National Geographic uses).

This does not mean, however, that much excellent fiction was not found there. One can readily point to
the classic detective tales of Dashiell Hammett and Raymond Chandler in Black Mask, Ray Bradbury's
The Martian Chronicles, mogt of it first published in Thrilling Wonder Stories and Planet Stories, or Isaac
Asimov's The Foundation Trilogy from Astounding Science Fiction, and the widdy-varied and excellent
content of Weird Tales (H.P. Lovecraft; Robert E. Howard's Conan series; the early Ray Bradbury of
The October Country; Manly Wade Wellman'staes of Appaacian magic), not to mention Edgar Rice
Burroughs Tarzan of the Apes, which appeared in All-Story in 1912, to demonsirate that pulp magazines
contained much fiction of very great and lasting interest. We intend to reprint some of the good stuff in
Adventure Tales,

Say out of sticky back-alleys, Sam.
--The Editor

Dear Sir,



Sometimesin | etter-columns like this the ol d-time pul p writers would regd e readers with thrilling accounts
of thelr true-life adventures. In that spirit | offer you this.

It was 1919, or 1927, or one of those nineteen-somethings. | wasin Zambouanga, or Port Moresby, or
maybe | had been shanghaied to Shanghai. The details don't matter. | wasin adank, dirty dive of the sort
frequented by the dankest, dirtiest scoundrels on Earth, eager for adventure. Well, most of them were
eager for my wallet. | wasthe one after adventure. | found it. Severa drinks, atreasure map, and a
couple of kris-wielding Maay nslater, | was on an expedition hacking my way through the jungle
in the fabulous Plateau of Leng, by way of the Lost Valey of Fongo-Fongo. How avaley can actually be
lostisonly apparent if you've been there. I've been there. There was this crazy archeologist who came
along, Indiana Something-or-Other, who carried a bullwhip and would aways legp over a thousand-foot
waterfdl into ariver full of crocodileswhen there was an easy foot-bridge five miles down-stream. A
show-off. But it wasn't the crocs that got him. It was the the gigantic jungle leeches the size of
Volkswagons. We didn't misshim and at least he kept the leeches busy long enough for therest of usto
escape. Intheend only | was left. | staggered out of the jungle into Kurdistan, which is nowhere near any
jungle, so boy was| logt. | was out of my head. | hadn't eaten anything but fungusin fourteen yearsso |
was kinda skinny. Everybody | saw looked redly, redly fat. When | met up with aloca chieftain, whose
name was something like "Muh-Fhet,” | couldn't help but inquire, "Tel me Muh-Fhet, how much doesthe
average Kurd weigh?'

Now they don't shrink headsin Kurdistan, but for me they made an exception. | look silly. The only thing
| can wear to keep the rain off my nogginisadixie cup. | went up the Amazon to try tofind a
witch-doctor who could help me, but the natives just laughed.

Y ou know all about adventures. What do you think | ought to do?
Yourssincerely,

Cal. Alonzo P. Argh, Sr.

Dear Colond Argh,

The only things we can think of to suggest are these:

1) Get used to it.

2) Read our magazine to take your mind off your troubles!

--The Editor



THE STREAM
| must follow the stream that |eads

Through the marshes and through the meads.
It, likemine, has arover sou

In the depths and over the shod;

Dimpling, and then darting far

Under the sun and under the Star.

Now 'mid peace and now 'mid strife

| must follow the stream of life!

--Clinton Scollard



THE SPIDER STRAIN
Johnston McCulley
I
Love, and Mystery

I'T WAS not the first time that John Warwick had felt very thankful that histraining as amember of
society, and intheworld &t large, had been such that it enabled him successtully to talk about one thing
and think of something else entirely different at the sametime.

He managed to maintain the conversation with the charming young woman at hisside, and while he did
30, he considered that there was something taking place in which he was grestly interested, and sensed
that there would be something in the nature of a climax soon.

John Warwick guided his powerful roadster dong the pretty highways on the bank of the river, beneath
overhanging boughs of trees dressed in their autumn foliage.

Now he alowed the great engineto drive the car at arate of speed that dmost took one's breath
away--and now hethrottled it down until the car crept, purring, along the highway, seeming to rest before
another burst of speed.

Hewas driving in that fashion for apurpose. Silvia Rodney, the young woman who sat & hisside,
believed that it was because Warwick was nervous, and she smiled happily, for Warwick's manner led
her to believe that he was about to address her on a subject ayoung woman always likes to hear
discussed by aman she more than admires.

Warwick'srea purpose, however, wasto discover just why he was being followed, and by whom. He
had known for the past two hours that he was being followed by somebody. He was aware that he was
being watched closdly as he ate luncheon with SiviaRodney at alittleinn far up theriver, but he had
been unable to locate the person who had him under surveillance. And John Warwick had a perfect right
to fed abit nervous about it.

Known to the world at large as the one remaining member of an old and respected family of culture and
wedlth, the truth of the matter was that John Warwick wasacrimind of a sort, a clever member of the
band controlled and commanded by The Spider, a supercrimima who had been the despair of the police
of Europe in days gone by, and who still was active, though not to such agrest extent.

Ruined by men who had called themselves hisfriends, John Warwick had joined The Spider's band at
the supercrimina’s suggestion, and had become ava uable man to the master crook. He maintained his
position in society, for there he was of the greatest value to The Spider. He would be of value only as
long as he remained free from suspicion. His successful work had antagonized criminalswho were
fighting The Spider, and Warwick knew that they would expose him if they ever got the opportunity.

Knowing that he was being followed and watched, John Warwick speculated asto the identity of the
person or personsdoing it. Were they officers of the law who had grown suspicious of him?Had he

made somefatal dip that had put them on the right track? Or were they criminals antagonistic to The
Spider and his band?

Warwick did not betray his nervousness and anxiety to the girl at his Sde, and nobody could havetold
from his manner that he was thinking of annoyance or trouble. Heindulged in hisusud brand of small
talk, spoke of thingsto be seen along the road, chatted of the beauties of the scenery, gave the
impression that he was a bit bored by it all--and, in redlity, was very much dert.



"Grest old season, autumn--what?" Warwick said now, glancing at Silvia
"Itis, indeed, John," the girl replied.

"Trueto al theformsof life--and dl that sort of thing," he went on. "1 dways did admire aman or woman
in the autumn of their existence--melow with age, rich in experience, wise to the ways of the wicked
world, and dl that sort of silly rot! Live and learn--what? Quite so! A man getsredly fit to live about the
time he hasto die. My word!"

"John Warwick, you are speaking like an old man, and you certainly are not one!™
"Thirty-four, dear lady!"
"l am twenty-9x mysdlf.”

"Refuseto believeit!" Warwick declared. "Must be spoofing me, what? Don't look a day more than
eghteen!”

"John Warwick, you are trying to flatter me!"

"My word! Couldn't be done, dear young lady! Not the proper sort of wordsin the old dictionary--none
nearly strong enough. Webster chap should have met agirl like you--would have invented alot more
good adjectived™

"John Warwick! I'll be angry in amoment!"

"Angry? My word!" Warwick gasped. "I dways had asuspicion that girlsliked to hear men say that sort
of thing."

"But | am not aglly girl!" SlviaRodney declared, pouting a bit--and she turned haf away from him and
looked at the river sparkling in the bright sunshine.

John Warwick managed to glance at her from the corners of his eyes-and sighed.

SlviaRodney wasthe niece of The Spider. When Warwick first joined the supercriminal’s band, he had
made a pretense of paying agreat ded of attention to her--it gave him an excuse for visiting so much at
the mansion on American Boulevard where The Spider had his home and headquarters. This
acquaintance had devel oped into love with aspeed that was truly amazing. John Warwick, aman of
society, hunter of big game, world roamer in days gone by, the man many women had sought for
husband and could not capture, had falen in love with the sweet, unassuming girl--and had been forced
through circumstancesto hold histongue.

For from Silvia Rodney had been kept the knowledge of her uncl€'s true character. She had been taught
to believe that he was the representative of a certain European power, and that he was working in the
interests of humanity.

John Warwick was too honest to speak to her of love without telling her that he was acrimina of a
sort--and The Spider had forbidden him doing that. He knew that Silvia Rodney returned hislove, and
was wondering why he did not ask her to become hiswife.

Warwick had been a ruined man when he had joined The Spider's band. But, because of his excellent
work, he had gathered a small fortune again; and The Spider, by way of reward, also had engineered a
campaign on the Stock Exchange that had netted Warwick amost aquarter of amillion dollars.



Warwick wasdl right financialy now, yet he remained true to The Spider, not through fear of what might
happen to him if he left the supercrimina’s band, but out of gratitude to The Spider for hishelp.

There were times when John Warwick wished that he might marry SilviaRodney and cease his nefarious
work. It had not been so very nefarious at that. The Spider and his followers committed thefts, but
generdly on the side of right. 11I-gotten gains were what they generdly took from their victims, and now
and then The Spider contracted to obtain and return something that had been procured by improper
means from itsrightful owner. There were worse criminasthan The Spider and his people, but
nevertheess, what they did was outside the law.

Warwick stopped the roadster in agrove beside the highway and helped Silvia Rodney out.

"Dear young lady," he said, "we will walk about one hundred feet through these woods and cometo a
high place overlooking abend in theriver. It isthe most beautiful spot in the entire Sate, especialy & this
time of theyear."

Warwick led the way through the brush, and finaly they emerged on the top of agiant rock at theriver's
edge. Silviagavealittle cry of ddight at the scene that unfolded before them.

A grest river was at their feet, curving into the distance, and the woods on both shores were dressed in
red and brown and gold. In the far distance, they could seethe city.

They sat down on afallen log to watch the scene--and John Warwick sighed again.
"Why--why not say it, John?' Silvia Rodney whispered to him, after atime.
"Pardon?"

"Must | say it?" she asked.

"My word! Whatever can you mean?'

"John Warwick, there seems to be some deep and dark mystery about you," the girl said. "Perhapsit is
forward of meto spesk inthisway, but | flatter mysdlf that | am a modern young woman, not bound by
every slly and narrow-minded convention--and | always like to have mysteries solved. John Warwick,
you have been in--in love with mefor ayear!"

"Certainly, my dear little lady!" Warwick replied. "What man would not be?!

"John Warwick, | want you to know that | am speaking serioudy. A woman adways can tell when aman
redly isinlovewith her. And--and | should think--that a big, wise man--could tell when agirl--wasredly
inlovewithhim."

"My word!"

"And you know that I--well, that | am!" she gasped. "And yet you--you never speak of it. | suppose that
it must be because | am not good enough for you."

"Oh, my word! Y ou're agresat girl--and I'm aregular rotter, redly.”

"I know better than that--you are nothing of the sort!" she declared. "And I'll not have you defaming
yoursdlf in that way! Perhapsit isn't a al nice for meto spesk in thisway, but | must have an
explanation, John. I--I cannot go on in thisway! Isit that you don't--want me?"

"Oh, my dear girl!"



John Warwick turned away from her and looked up the broad river. He had faced charging el ephants
and infuriated tigers, he had been in many aclose corner during hiswork for The Spider, but never in his
life before had he faced an ordeal such asthis. The charming girl who sat a his side was more
formidable, in her way, than ajunglefilled with wild beadts.

"What isit, John?" she asked now. "Isit something that you cannot tell me?*
"I--1 am not good enough!™ he replied.

"John Warwick, | have been investigating you a bit. Alice Norton has spoken to me about you a hundred
times, and she has known you from boyhood. Y ou have been a good, clean man, John. Y ou were a bit
wild in college, and just after you graduated, but your wildness consisted mostly of globe-trotting and
hunting lions, and thingslike that."

"l suppose s0," Warwick sighed.
"Thereisnothing in your past life that would keep anice girl from becoming your wife."
"My word! Regular paragon--what? Example to be held up to erring youth, and al that sort of thing!"

"Now you are trying to make me laugh and change the subject. And | refuse to do anything of the sort,
John Warwick! We are going to have an explanation here this afternoon--or | never shall go riding with
you again, or talk to you when you vist my uncle.”

"Oh, | say! Condemn achap, and dl that?"
"l meanit, John!"

Warwick looked up theriver again--and saw nothing. He was feding very uncomfortable, to say the
least. He was remembering his promise to The Spider, and he did not want to lose the sweet
companionship of thegirl a hissde.

SilviaRodney touched him onthearm. "Silly man!" she said.
"Beg pardon?"

"| think that | understand, John. Y ou have wanted to speak to me for sometime--I1 could tell. And you
have not, because--well, because of my uncle, | suppose.”

"But what could your jolly old uncle have to do with it?" John Warwick asked. "Y ou mean that | am
afraid hewouldn't give you to me, if | wereto ask him?”

"I supposeyou think that | am asilly girl who isblind and deaf and dumb,” she said. "My uncle seemsto
think so, too. Why, John, | have known the truth for two years, at least, but never havelet my unclefind
out. | felt abit badly about it at first--and then | discovered that my uncleisn't so very bad after dl. He
was bad in hisyouth, but now he and his men and women are working morein the interests of right than
anything dse. | know that my uncleis The Spider, the supercrimina!"

"My word!"

"It isthe blood thet flowsthrough hisveins," shewent on. "Hisfather was afamous crimina. My own
father was associated with my uncle for some time before his death. | am resigned to those facts now,
John."

"My word!"



"And you are not so very bad, you see. What have you done recently? Y ou recovered an idol that had
been taken from India. Uncle received money for that, of course, and so did you, yet it washonestina
way to havetheidol returned. Then you recovered afamous painting that had been stolen, and so it
found itsway back to itsoriginal owner. Y ou committed burglary to get it, and yet it was honest, ina
way. S0, you see, things are not so very bad."

"My word!" Warwick gasped again.
"And 0, John, if that was the reason why you did not speak--"

"But | am acrook!" he protested. "Can | ask asweet girl to become my wifewhen | amacrimina, when
| am liableto arrest and incarceration a any moment?”

"John, if the girl loved you, she would be willing to run thet risk."

"My dear lady! Since | have been working for your uncle, he has aided mein building up my shattered
fortunes. | could maintain my place in society now and have awife at my side. And | do want you, dear
girl! But | cannot have you--unless The Spider releases me. If he would do that--"

"| fed surethat he will, John. He loves me, you know, and will do anything for my happiness.”
"We shdl ask him," Warwick sad.

"Youlet meask him, John. Let metell him everything. | fed surethat it will bedl right.”
"You'll marry me, if The Spider rdleases me?"

"Of course!l" she said. "So we--we are engaged, now?"

"l suppose so--provisiondly.”

"Well--" John Warwick faced her again, and saw her smile and her trembling lips. Hetook her into his
arms quickly, and kissed her. "L et us hope and pray that The Spider will be merciful!" he said.

They got up and started walking back through the woods toward the roadster. Suddenly, Warwick
remembered! During his conversation with Slvia, he had forgotten about his belief that he was being
followed and watched.

Now hewas doubly aert asthey walked back through the brush. He glanced around the grove as he
helped the radiant Silviainto the roadster, but he saw nothing suspicious. He started the car, turned it into
the road beside theriver, and drove it toward the distant city.

Once more he maintained a conversation, amore animated one thistime, but he was busy thinking and
planning. Hewas driving at agood rate of speed when they went around asharp curvein the road; then
he stopped the car suddenly, backed it up, and waited.

Presently another car shot around the curve--aroadster as big and powerful as Warwick's. Only one
man wasin it. Hisfaced flushed as he caught sight of Warwick and redlized that he had been caught. He
bent his head and drove on furioudy.

"What isit?" Slviahad asked.

"Had an ideathat chap wasfollowing us," Warwick explained, "I've been feding it for a couple of hours.
Thought I'd catch him by stopping quickly and letting him drive past.”



"Who wasit, John?"

"I have not the dightest ideamy dear,” Warwick replied. "But I'll jolly well find out, you may be sure!
Can't be having unknown fellows following me around, what? My word, no!"

1
Under Orders

ONE hour later, John Warwick was pacing the floor of the big living room in the residence of The Spider
on American Boulevard.

SilviaRodney was closeted with her unclein his den on the upper floor of the house. Warwick was
nervous. He dreaded his coming interview with the supercrimina, which he knew he would be forced to
hold as soon as Silviacame down the sairs.

"Fed like an ass, what?' Warwick told himsdlf. "Might be asilly college youth, and al that sort of thing!
Peculiar how some thingswork out in this old world! Never seem to know what is going to happen next.
My word!"

He paced the floor for nearly another haf an hour, consuming cigarette after cigarette; and then aradiant
Silviacame down the stairs and rushed into hisarms.

"Everythingisadl right, John," shesaid. "And you areto go up immediately and see him.”
"Think I'd better take agun along?' Warwick asked.
"Nonsensa!”

"Your jolly old uncle might turn violent, you know--me capturing his pet and only niece, and dl that sort
of thing. Might decide to have revenge, or something like that.”

"I don't think you need fear him, John."

"Wéll, I'll toddle up the stairs and have the dreaded ordeal over with, at any rate. No particular usein
postponing it, what?'

Warwick hurried up the stairs and knocked at the door of The Spider's den. A gruff voice bade him
enter. Warwick did so and closed and bolted the door behind him, as was customary when holding a
conference with the supercrimind in hisoffice,

The Spider sat in the usua place behind his big mahogany desk, in hisinvaid's chair, hisfat hands spread
out before him, hisflabby cheeks shaking, and hislittle, piglike eyesglittering in apeculiar fashion.

"Sit down!" the supercriminad commanded; and once more he spokein agruff voice.
John Warwick sat down, and the Spider looked at him until Warwick began to fee uncomfortable.
"Say it, jolly old sir, and get it out of your system!” Warwick suggested findly.

"There doesn't seem to be much for meto say, Warwick. | want to secure the happiness of my niece, of
course. It was agreat shock to meto learn that she was aware of the nature of my business. | had
believed that she wasignorant of it."

"Deuce of ashock to me, too, sir,” John Warwick admitted. "1 had no ideathat she had guessed the
truth."



"Perhapsit isfor the best that things have worked out in this manner,” The Spider went on. "Shetdlsme
that you will not marry while you are continuing your career of crime.”

"Certainly not, Sr--never think of it!" Warwick declared. "It wouldn't be fair to her."

"I'm glad you look at it in that way. Y ou have your fortune back now, of course, and can give her agood
home. Y ou need play criminal no longer--for you are playing at it! You are not acrimind a heart. |
supposethat | shall have to release you as a member of my band, Warwick. All that you know, you will
have to keep secret, of course, but | feel that | can trust you to do that. So | am going to give you your
release, Warwick."

"Thank you, jolly old sir!™
"After you have attended to a couple more mattersfor me," The Spider added.
"Oh, | see! Something aready planned--what?'

"Y es-two things. As soon asthey are accomplished, you are to be afree man, and then you can marry
Siviaand sttle down as arespectable citizen.”

"The old world isn't such abad place after al--what?' Warwick said. "Man gets hisreward in time, and
al that sort of dlly rot! Fed like anew man aready! My word!"

"Don't be hasty, Warwick! Thesetwo thingsthat | have mentioned are far from being trivial."
"Oh, | gathered that much!™

"Y ou may begin work on thefirst just as soon as you please and do it in your own way."
"Orders, old sr and employer?’

"Exactly. | presumethat you are acquainted with Mrs. Burton Barker?

"l am," Warwick replied grimly. "Her husband was one of the group of men that robbed me of my
fortune”

"Then thiswork should be apleasurefor you," said The Spider. "Y ou may have observed that Mrs.
Burton Barker wears a peculiar locket on along gold chain.”

"l have noticed it often, old sir and employer. No matter how she may be dressed, she dways wearsthe
dlly thing. She'sdways twining the chain around her fingers and playing with it. I've wondered many
timeswhy she persstsin wearing it when Barker could buy her al sorts of jeweds, if she wished them.”

"That locket happensto be an important bit of merchandise," the supercrimina said.
"l amto get the locket?"

"Youare"

"Assoon as possible?’

"Yes," The Spider replied. "And the sooner you can get it, So much the better!”

"It stemslikeadlly thing to sted!" Warwick declared. ™Y ou could buy al you wanted for about fifty
dollarseach.”



"Y ou couldn't purchase that particular locket at any price, and thereis not another in dl the world exactly
likeit!" declared the supercrimind.

"Some sort of history connected with the foolish thing?' Warwick wanted to know.

"Something like that, Warwick. Y ou just get that locket as soon asyou can and leave the rest to me.
Therewill be ten thousand dollarsin it for you--if you succeed.”

"If | succeed!" Warwick gasped. "My word! Always succeed, don't I? Couldn't afford to fail--smply
couldn't--when | am so nearly done working for you, could I? Fall down at the last moment, and al that
sort of thing? Certainly not! My word, no!"

"Getting possession of that locket might not be as easy asit sounds,” The Spider warned him.
"How isthat, old Sr?'

"It happens that there are some other persons very anxiousto get their handsonit.”

"Ah, | sel"

"And they are so anxiousthat they will go to about any length to get it, Warwick. Y ou will have strong
competition, in other words. Thiswill amount to more than merely snipping alocket from achain worn by
awoman."

"What isthe silly old locket, anyway?' Warwick wanted to know.

"I may tell you about that later,” The Spider returned. "Y ou'll have enough on your mind in planning to get
it and outwit the others & the sametime.”

"And the others-"

"I can tell you absolutely nothing about them, Warwick. Another man is after that locket of Mrs. Burton
Barker's, but he will not make an attempt to get it himsalf. He has assistants, however, and | do not know
them. Y ou'll haveto be dert, on guard, and find out things for yoursdif."

"My word! Deep and dark mystery--what? And al over aslly bit of alocket that--"

"Allow metotdl you that it isnot asilly locket, Warwick! It isavery important locket, and we must have
it. Do you understand? We must get it!"

"Very well, old gr. I'll get the thing. I'm going to some sort of an affair at Burton Barker's place thisvery
evening--going to take Silviawith me.”

"Becareful, Warwick!"

"Invitations are dready accepted, old sir and employer--and it'd look rather peculiar if shedid not go. |
aways do my work best when everything appears natura --understand? Somebody might get suspicious
if everything did not."

"But, Slvia-"

"Shelll bein the way--bother me, you mean? Bless you--no! She probably will dance with alot of chaps
and give metimeto do my work. I'll be more careful, too, if sheisthere--be afraid of making some silly
mistake and wrecking our happiness. By the way, do these--er--other chaps of whom you spoke know
that | am going after that locket?"



"They know that | am after it, and that you are one of my trusted men,” The Spider replied. "And so,
naturaly, they will think that you are on the job when they see you at the Barker place.”

"Suppose they will be there, too? Are they the sort that could go to a place like that?' Warwick asked.
"l haven't the dightest idea, Warwick."

"I'd better lose no time then, what? I'll get to work as soon as possible--nab the silly thing before
anybody ese can!”

"That would be bet, | think. Do you want any help?*

"| fancy not," Warwick replied. "I'd probably work much better donein such acase. | may use Togo, if
it proves necessary. He isworth adozen ordinary men."”

"Very wdl; haveit your ownway and use your own methods," the supercrimind told him. "All I'm
interested in isthe proper result. | want that locket, Warwick. | must haveit--and | don't want you to
fall"

"My word! Y ou spesk asthough | dways had failed!" Warwick complained. "Never failed yet, have 17"

"Thereisafirg timefor everything, Warwick," said the supercrimind, "and | am not eager for thisto be
your first failure. Keep your eyes open for the others. | am sorry that | can give you no definite
information concerning them.”

"Then | suppose I'll have to be suspicious of everybody--what?' Warwick said. "1'd better toddle long
now, old and respected sir! | haveto see Silviaagain, hurry home, dress--all that sort of slly rot. '‘Byel™

"Good luck, Warwick!"

"Thanks, old sir and employer! | fancy that thiswill not be avery difficult job. Getting asilly locket that
hangs on the end of achain--my word!"

"Tenthousand in it for you, Warwick. That will pay for ahoneymoon.”
"Not for the sort that Silviaand | intend having, but it will help some," Warwick replied "'Bye!”
Warwick |eft the den of The Spider, and hurried down the stairsto where Silviawas waiting for him.

"Everythingisjolly well al right, dear girl," he reported "I have a couple more tasks to perform for your
uncle and then | am to be--er--free. Understand? And then--!"

"You'll be careful, John?'

"Of course! My word! Bejolly wel careful when amistake would mean my losing you! We are going to
Mrs. Burton Barker's place tonight, remember!”

"Will you have work to do there, John?"

"Now, now! Littlegirls should not ask too many questions, you know!"

"But | aminterested!" Silviadeclared. "And perhaps | might be ableto help you!"

"Heaven forbid!" Warwick exclaimed fervently. "Allow you to run into danger--what? My word!"

"Oh, perhaps you think that I am not clever enough to help you," she accused. " Please remember, Sir,



that The Spider ismy uncle, and some of the same strain of blood that isin his veins flows through mine!™

"Why, my dear girl!"
"And I'dliketo help you," she coaxed.

"But | don't fancy that you can in this--er--particular case," Warwick told her. " Perhgps you may in the
other--the last one--we'll see about it later. We can't afford to take any unnecessary risks, you know. I'll
tell you abit more about it tonight. Have to toddle along now--dinner, dress, dl that sort of thing. ‘Bye!"

Warwick kissed her again, and then he hurried out to the curb. But he shivered as he sprang into his
roadster.

"Just fancy agirl as sweet as Silviarunning the danger of arrest to help me stedl asilly locket," he mused
as hedroverapidly up the boulevard. "My word! It isn't being done! Not the proper sort of thing at
al-wha?'

[l
Togo Shows Emation

TOGO was the peer of al Japanese valets, as John Warwick often had said--and yet he was more than
that. Though theworld in genera did not suspect, Togo himsdlf was ava ued member of The Spider's
band, and had been for years before John Warwick wasinduced to joinit.

Togo had worked for the supercriminal in the old daysin Paris, and he knew many things about the band
that even John Warwick did not know. The deeds of The Spider and his men and women were mild now
to what they had been in those days before an accident made a cripple of the supercriminad and
prevented his active physical participation in the band's doings. Though he could not get about except in
aninvaidschair, yet The Spider remained the brains of the band.

Warwick and some of the others knew that in the den of the house on American Boulevard there were
great filing cases that held many interesting documents. Some of these related to criminds, some were of
such anature that they could have been used againgt prominent men, and others were documents
regarding police officers and detectives.

Whereas any well-regulated police department kept arogues galery of crooks, The Spider maintained
hisrogues gdlery of peace officers, knew their peculiarities, their weak spots, and their strong points.
But only Togo and few of the old-timers knew of other things that were in those secret archives--things
that related to days gone by, little accounts that the supercrimina sought to settle from timeto time, in
some as the creditor and in some as a debtor.

Togo was also sncerdly attached to John Warwick. Severd times, he had given Warwick vauable aid,
and on one occasion had saved him from exposure and arrest. When Warwick returned to hisroomsthis
day, Togo opened the door for him, stepped back, and bowed, flashing histeethin aamile.

"Honorable Togo, | an ahit late," Warwick sad. "Kindly have dinner sent up from the restaurant
downgtairsjust as soon as possible. Thereisalittle socid affair this evening at the home of Mrs. Burton
Barker, and | am obliged to attend. Beastly bore, | suppose, and dl that--but it happensto be

necessary."

"Yes, sar!" Togo said.

"Togo, | was driving with Miss Silvia Rodney this afternoon, and chap betrayed particular interest in me."
ll%.?l



"He appeared rather anxious and eager to know al about my comings and goings, and all that sort of
thing. | maneuvered to get aglimpse of him, finaly. My word! Very common-looking chap at that--very
common indeed!™

"Policeman, s?"

"If heis, heisanew one on me, Togo, old top. | fancy that he is no policeman, or anything of that sort. |
have afaint ideathat the chap is one of those crimind fellows. The sort that dways are poking their noses
into the business of other folk--you know!"

"YS, g!ll

"It might be well, old boy, if you kept your eyes and ears open a bit around here, what? We've been
bothered before now by fellowswho were inclined to cause us a bit of annoyance, haven't we? Getting
rather sick of it!"

"l understand, sar."

"If anybody should come prowling about--"

"| shall attend to him, sar!" Togo promised.

"There you are--adways bloodthirsty! My word! Assassinate the whole world if you could, what?*
"Only if the world was againgt you, sar!™

"Um! Thanks!" Warwick said. "Faithful chap, and dl that! Well, keep eyes and ears open, old boy. And
toddle right dong now and order that dinner!”

* % %

Half an hour later, Warwick was eating dinner in theliving room of his suite, Togo serving it. When he
cameto coffee, Warwick leaned back in his chair, puffed at a cigarette, and regarded Togo carefully.

"I've ahbit of newsfor you, old top--astonishing news," he said, presently. "Y ou are as much acomrade
inarms asavaet, and so you should know."

"Thank you, sar!"

"Y ou know our flabby-cheeked friend with whom we are associated now and then in alittle enterprise?
Quite so! Well, | havetotell you, honorable Japanese, that before very long | shall be leaving his band.”

"Sar?' Togo cried.

A swift change came over Togo's face. For amoment the Japanese, who seldom showed emotion,
reveded hisfedings, and in no uncertain manner.

"Oh, everything will be quite regular, honorable Togo!" Warwick assured him. "'l am not turning traitor, or
bolting, or anything like that. My word, no! I'm thinking of getting married, old boy--understand?’

Togo grinned.

"| seethat you do understand,” John Warwick continued. "And amarried man should not be doing things
that might get him into trouble with the police, should he? So there you are! Our friend, whose name need
not be mentioned here at this moment, has agreed to--er--rel ease me after | accomplish two certain
things. Y ou gather that dl in, honorable Togo?"!



"Y%, g!ll

"Excellent! Your own futureis provided for, of course. I'll need you with me as much as before, and all
that. It's up to you to say whether you remain with me or go back to where you can--er--be more active
inthe service of our flabby-cheeked friend.”

"| shal beglad to remain, sar,” Togo replied.

"Good! | have to accomplish thefirst task of the two tonight, if | can, at the residence of Mrs. Button
Barker."

"I amto help, sar?' Togo asked eagerly.

"Um! | fail to see at thismoment just how you can help, old top. Sorry! Liketo have you in those last
two little gamesif | could, and dl that. But thisisadtrictly society affair, you know--dress-suit stuff.”

"l understand, sar.”
"I've got to get alittle locket--"
"A locket, sar?" Togo cried.

"My word! Whatever isthe matter with you? Why shriek a mein that fashion?' Warwick demanded,
putting down the coffee cup. "Are you beside yoursdf--what?"

"Y our pardon, sar!"

"But | fail to understand, confound it! Never knew you to act so in the world! Have you been drinking?”
"No, sar!"

"Explain, then!"

"|--1 was Startled, sar."

"| should think you were! And you certainly startled me! Almost made me choke, confound it!" Warwick
exclamed. "What do you mean by such athing?'

"Y ou mentioned alocket, sar. I--I waswondering if it could be the locket.”

"Honorable Japanese, it ismerely asilly locket that afoolish woman wears on the end of along,
ridiculous chain. Why our flabby-cheeked friend wantsit ismore than | know--and | supposethat it is
none of my business. He didn't hgppen to take meinto hisfull confidence thistime, confound it!"

"Then it must bethe locket,” Togo said.

"What locket?' Warwick demanded. "Am | always to be surrounded by riddies? My word! It's enough
to make aman taketo drink, and al that sort of thing!"

"I--1 cannot tell you, sar, if The Spider will not,” Togo said. "I am sure you will pardon me, sar.”

"My word! What mystery isthis? | had thought that it wasjust asilly locket that somebody wanted badly
enough to pay for. Other chaps are after the thing, too, it appears. Jolly old Spider told me to watch out
for them!"

"Then it must bethe locket | mean,” Togo said. "Y ou must be very careful, sar.”



"Do | happen to have areputation for being reckless?' Warwick demanded. "My word! A man would
think that | was about to abduct the sultan of Turkey, or somelittle thing like that.”

"It seemsto be only avery smplething, sar, but, believe me, it isnot!" Togo told him.

"How on Earth does it happen that awoman like Mrs. Burton Barker iswearing alocket there could be
so much fuss about? Why, the woman has had the thing for years! It seemsto be asort of pet of hers.
Everybody wonders why she wears the thing. Impression is abroad that sheis superdtitious, and dl that,
and thinksthe fool locket brings her good luck. Can't fathom thisthing at al!"

"I--1 certainly wish that | could tell you, sar, but | dare not without the permission of the master,” Togo
declared. "But | beg of you to be most careful, sar, and to watch out for those others you have
mentioned."

"It seemsto methat | have accomplished tasks far more difficult than this" Warwick said. "Isthe greatest
diamond in the world concedled in the thing, or somesilly rot likethat?"

"I believe that the locket isnot of very great vauein itsalf, sar,” Togo replied.

"| fancy not, since | am to receive only ten thousand if | succeed in getting the thing. Sure you can't tell me
more about it?'

"| dare not, sar!"
"My word! How very disgusting! Never did like such mysteries--get on aman's nerves, what?"

"If I only could help you, sar!" Togo exclaimed. "At least, sar, please dlow meto be in the neighborhood
of the Barker resdence thisevening. Y ou may have need of me, sar. And, if you expect to be married
soon, you will want nothing bad to happen.”

"l should think not!" Warwick said. "But, thisisamazing! Thought it wasjust asilly locket!”
"Itiscdled the Locket of Tragedy, sar!”

"My word!" Warwick exclaimed, staring at the vaet. "What a perfectly silly nameto give alocket--and a
cheap one at that! Nothing very tragic about Mrs. Burton Barker, I'm sure. Sheisjust aslly butterfly of a
woman!"

"Itistruethat she may have that appearance, sar,” said Togo. "But, if you will pardon me, sheis nothing
of the sort. Sheis adangerous woman, sar!"

"You know her?'

"I know of her, sar," said Togo. "Be on your guard, sar, when you attempt this thing. She may be
expecting somebody to make an attempt to get the locket. And if you are suspected--"

"I understand, honorable Togo. Thanks, too, for this surprisng warning. | aways considered the woman
rather shallow mysdlf. Sort of alittle girl masquerading in agrown-up's costume, what? I've known her
for ascore of years, snce shewasagirl--"

"Pardon, sar!" Togo interrupted. "But, during al those years, were there no times, when you were
traveling, when you did not see her and heard nothing of her for years?'

"Of course! She wasin school--and then she came out and spent the usua time abroad--"



“"Ah!" Togo sid significantly.

"So that isit, eh? She got mixed up with The Spider while abroad--what? Why, it can't be possible! The
girl had amother who watched her like a hawk!"

"Nevertheless, sar, something happened at that time that influenced thiswoman'swholelife.”

"She never looked like awoman of tragedy to me!" Warwick declared. "Can't imagine old Barker
marrying awoman of that sort--hisfancy awaysran to the other kind."

"Perhaps her husbhand knows nothing of it."
"Of what?' Warwick asked.
"Of the locket and what it means," Togo replied.

John Warwick got up and began pacing the room. Togo piled the dishes on the tray, carried them into
the hall, and rang for the waiter in the restaurant below.

"Never heard of such athing!" Warwick grumbled. "All thisrow about alocket and afoolish woman! I'll
bet theresnothing to it after dl! I'll get the thing as quickly as| can and takeit to The Spider. If | can't
get alocket from awoman like Mrs. Burton Barker, | must be getting old, dowing up--what? My word,
yed"

Warwick walked to adark corner of the room, stepped to awindow there, and looked down at the
dreet. Thelightswere just being turned on. A stream of automobiles was passing, men of affairs going to
their homes from their offices.

Warwick glanced across the Street, where there was a drug store with windows brilliantly lighted. He
stepped closer to the window--and looked again Standing before one of the store windows and looking
at the gpartment house was the man who had followed Warwick in the roadster.

"He'swatching merather closely--what?' Warwick told himsdf. "I'll have to look into this matter, I'm
afrad. Alwaysdid detest amysery!”

He stepped to his desk, got an automatic pistol from one of the drawers, and dipped it into the pocket of
his overcoat. He put into his coat pocket atiny pair of pincers so sharp that they would cut through
strands of any ordinary metal--say, agold chain. He called to Togo to order the chauffeur to have the
limousinein front immediately and then put on his hat and coat--but not his gloves.

"You'l be careful, sar?' Togo asked.

"Naturally!" Warwick replied. "Can't understand this sudden ideathat | may get reckless! Never knew
me to be reckless before, did you? My word!"

"And | cannot help you, sar?' Togo implored.

"Oh, you may happen to bein the neighborhood, if that will appease you inthe least,” Warwick
answered. "Fail to see how you can be of help to me, though.”

"Thanks, sar!" Togo cried. "Perhaps| may be of serviceto you, sar! It will beadifficult task, | fear. Itis
not the easy one you seem to think, sar.”

"Nonsense!" Warwick exclamed. "Upon my word, | never heard such utter rot before! I'll have the silly
old locket before midnight--make you agood wager onit! | never saw you quite like thisbefore,



honorable Japanese! Makes me wonder what the old world is coming to, you know. Nonsense! A man
would think, from your actions and words, that | was going into a bettle, or something like that!"

Togo's answer rather startled him. "You are, sar!" Togo said.

v
OneKnown Foe

JOHN WARWICK |eft the apartment house, stepped out into the street, and then walked briskly across
it. He entered the drug store and purchased a package of cigarettes. There was no particular sensein
that, since he had an ample supply in hisrooms, and even somein his pocket, but it gave him achanceto
pass within s feet of the man who had been watching him.

Warwick did not give him as much as a glance as he entered the store. The man moved down the street a
dozen feet or s, and stood by the curb. Warwick walked from the drug store, stopped to light one of
the cigarettes he had purchased, tossed away the burned match, and then whirled around and stepped up
to the man &t the curb.

"Seeherel" heexclamed, inalow, tensevoice. "I'd like very much to beinformed just asto why you
show such aremarkable and unusud interest in my affaird”

"What'sthat?' the other snarled.

"| fancy that you both heard and understood me," Warwick said. "Y ou followed me this afternoon, while
| was out motoring, and now | find you loitering around the place where | live."

"Wéll, what about it?'

"Why, | don't fancy it at dl'" Warwick told him. "I ought to have an explanation, and al that sort of thing.
My word! A felow hatesto have somebody prowling around and watching him. It isn't quite the thing,
you know!"

"I've no doubt that you do object to being watched,” the other man said.

"Just what do you mean by that?" Warwick demanded.

"None of your business!”

"Seehere! | amin the habit of being addressed in a respectful manner, confound it!"
"Wadl, what are you going to do about it?' the other asked, sneering once more.

"Why, confound it, gir, | can break you in two with my bare hands!" Warwick declared. "Do you imagine
that | am aweakling just because | happen to be wearing evening clothes? Keep acivil tonguein your
head when you are speaking to me!"

"I didn't say that | wanted to speak to you, did 1?'Y ou began this conversation, didn't you?"
"I did--and probably shall end it!" said Warwick. "Why have you been following me, and dl that?'
"l didn't say that | had been."

"Ah! Trying to evade the question, are you? What? My word! Do you fancy that you canindulgein
repartA©e with me? Answer me straight now!"

"Attend to your own business! I'm getting sick of your talk!" the other told him.



"l have half anotion to hand you over immediately to the police chaps!”
"Youtry it, and well mix. | think you're crazy, if anybody wantsto know!"

Warwick suddenly stepped closer to the man and grinned at him. Warwick understood now. He could
handle this man physicaly, and with ease and he knew that the other knew it. Why, then, did thisman
taunt him to combat?

To cause arow, probably, and make it necessary for Warwick to go to police headquarters and settleit,
or make charges--to delay John Warwick, in fact, and prevent him getting to the residence of Mrs.
Burton Barker on time. The fellow might even hope to mar Warwick's face early in combat, in such a
manner that Warwick would not be presentable and could not go to Mrs. Burton Barker's at all.

So Warwick grinned, and stepped closer and spoke in atone somewhat lower.

"Y our work, g, isas coarse as your manners,” he said. "Y ou will observe that thereis a patrolman just
acrossthe street. Heisan old friend of mine. | give him abox of cigars now and then, and aways speak
to him when we passin the stredt. If you start anything with me, gir, | shal knock you down, order him to
take you to the gation, smply announce that | shal appear in court in the morning--and go on my merry
way. Your little plot would not work then, what? Y ou'd fail and look jolly well silly, and al that sort of
thing. Make aregular ass of yoursdf! My word!"

"Y ou think you're smart, don't you?"

"Certainly not! Smart? Oh, | am aregular stupid assl” Warwick said. "'l don't know much of
anything--but | can see through your little game!”

"l guessthere are afew thingsthat you don't know, al right!"

"Perhaps--and perhaps not!" Warwick told him. "But | do know this much--if | catch you prowling
around me any more, | am going to handle you, and not in a ddlicate manner, either. And if you happen
to have acouple of friends, I'll handle them, too."

"Quite aboy, ain't you?' the other sneered.

"Enough of oneto do that,” Warwick answered. "Going to tell me why you have been following me and
prowling about?'

"Do you think that you can bluff me just because use happen to belong to The Spider's gang?'
"Spider's gang? My word! What on Earth are you talking about?" Warwick asked blankly.
"| suppose you've heard of The Spider!”

"Areyou once of those nutty fellows, off your feed, batsin the belfry--all that sort of thing?' Warwick
demanded. "I never heard such nonsense! Ought to beincarcerated and held for investigation! Liableto
run amuck and day women and children!”

"Oh, | guess we understand each other!" the other said. "That line of talk doesn't get any too far with me,
you want to understand. I'm wise!™

"That isfortunate," Warwick observed. "There are but few wise men remaining on Earth, and we have
desperate need of them dl. | am under theimpression that | have been wasting valuable timetalking to a
slly ass. Spider'sgang! My word! Whatever can that mean? However, cease following me around. |



can't have alunatic trailing me al the time--frighten my friendsto death!”
"It probably will frighten some of them, dl right!”

"Now you aretaking in riddies again!™ Warwick declared. "l seethat my limousineiswaiting, and ol
cannot waste any more time on you. Just afriendly tip, my man--if | find you annoying me again, | shdll
feel compdlled to ded with you personaly!”

John Warwick'svoice lost its light tone and became menacing as he spoke, and his eyes narrowed and
glittered for an ingtant. The other man recoiled, but regained his composure again dmost instantly and
stepped nearer Warwick.

"Maybeyou'd liketo try to do that little thing right now!" he said.

"Ah! Youd like very much to have me, wouldn't you?' Warwick exclaimed. "But it happensthat | have
an engagement--arather important engagement--"

"Yes, | know al about that!"

"Y ou do, en? It appearsto me that you are a bit too much interested in my persond affairs. My word!
Y ou seem to know as much as my private secretary would--if | had one. I'd advise you to remember that
littletip of ming!"

John Warwick glared at the man, and then hurried across the street to where hislimousine was waiting.
Hetold the chauffeur to drive him to the residence on American Boulevard, and there he picked up
Silvia, who cuddled up beside him in the big car and seemed to be very happy in so doing.

"Areyou going to tell me what you are going to do tonight?* she asked.

"Little girls should not ask too many questions," Warwick told her. "It isn't much of atask, redly."”
"l think you are mean if you don't tell me!”

"Promiseto keep it adark secret?’

"Of course!"

"And you must forget it as soon as| have told you, and keep your mind off it. Y ou don't want meto fail,
doyou?'

"Certainly not, John!"

"Very well. Mrs. Burton Barker dwayswears alittle locket on the end of along, gold chain. | am to get
that locket. Don't ask mewhy, for | do not know. Y our jolly old uncle wantsit for some purpose, and
that is enough for me. Now, you forget it!"

"Very wdl, I'll try, only I'm not so surethat | can,” Silviasaid. "But I'll not bother you, John."

Warwick glanced through the window asthe big car speeded toward that section of the city where
pretentious residences predominated. The Burton Barkers had an imposing mansion surrounded by lawns
that were fringed with big trees.

It was one of the show places of the city. Warwick knew it well, had been in dmost every room of it. He
often had inspected it while Burton Barker was having it constructed, and afterward he had been a guest
there scores of times. That was when he had believed that Barker was hisfriend.



Barker il thought that he believed it. Barker was not aware that John Warwick knew he had conspired
with other men to rob him in business dedls. Warwick would not have known it, had not The Spider
proved it to him. Warwick had no repugnance, therefore, in committing acrimein Burton Barker's
residence while he was a guest there. He remembered that Barker had robbed him in his own house,
while pretending deep friendship.

Thelimousine turned into the driveway and came to astop before the house. Warwick helped Silviaout,
and they entered. Many guests already had arrived, the orchestrawas playing, and the scene was one of
wedlth and splendor.

They greeted their host and hostess, and for an instant Warwick's eyes rested on the locket hewasto
get. It &ill hung on the end of thelong heavy gold chain, and Mrs. Burton Barker wastwisting the chain
around the fingers of her left hand, as she seemed awaysto be doing.

John Warwick danced once with Silvia Rodney, and then handed her over to another partner, and
walked dowly through the rooms, nodding to his friends and acquaintances, acting as though he were
searching for somebody, but, in redlity, spotting any strangers who might happen to be present.

If it was to be hislot to face foes, he wanted to know their identities, if possible. From what had been
told him, he did not know whether his antagonists would be strangers or persons with whom hewas well
acquainted.

One thought dominated his mind--that The Spider expected success and would not countenance failure.
John Warwick had been ordered to get the locket worn by Mrs. Burton Barker, and the supercrimind
expected himto get it.

Warwick passed on through the rooms, went to the veranda, strolled there and smoked a cigarette, and
retraced his steps to the house again. Some belated guests were arriving. Warwick wandered toward the
foot of the stairsto ingpect these late-comers.

And then he aimost lost his composure for amoment and stepped quickly aside, where he would not be
observed. Greeting the hostess was the man who had followed him in the roadster in the afternoon, and
with whom he had talked in the Street before the gpartment house just before starting for the Barker
residence.

The man wasin proper evening dress, and he greeted Mrs. Burton Barker in the approved manner.

John Warwick was puzzled to a certain extent. Mrs. Burton Barker was talking to the man asif she had
been acquainted with him for some time. Was hein her employ, trying to protect the locket, and did he
suspect John Warwick of planning to purloin it? The thought almost made Warwick shudder, especialy
when he remembered how the man had spoken regarding The Spider, for Warwick lived in continua fear
of the day when suspicion would be cast upon him.

Or, was the man talking to Mrs. Burton Barker merely one of those others who were making an attempt
to get possession of the locket before The Spider's people could?

While fussing around and pretending to be bored, Warwick watched the pair closdly. To dl

gppearances, the man was merely exchanging polite greetings with his hostess, but John Warwick knew
that they might be speaking of important things that had to do with him. Mrs. Burton Barker was a clever
woman in away--she was able to smile and laugh, and at the same time speak of serious affairsand let
those near think shewasindulging in smal talk, and Warwick knew it well. He had been trained in the
same socia school.



"Have to make sure of my ground--what?* Warwick told himself. "Must use strategy, and dl that sort of
thing! Can't be making some silly mistake and getting into trouble at this stage of the game. It wouldn't do
a dl! My word, no!"

He wandered down the corridor and approached them from another direction. He watched the man's
face, made an ineffectua attempt to read hislips and ascertain what he was saying, regarded Mrs. Burton
Barker carefully, and tried to imagine what she was replying.

Warwick noted that this man spent more time with his hostess than any of the other guests, and that
increased his suspicions.

"No useworking in the dark--what?* he told himsdlf. "Have to ascertain afew things, | fancy!”

Warwick straightened his shoulders, managed to get asmile on hisface, and then started walking directly
toward Mrs. Burton Barker and the man with whom she was talking.

\
IntoaTrap

MRS. BURTON BARKER smiled awelcome as John Warwick approached, for she aways had
admired him, but Warwick was not certain a the present time whether the welcome was sincere. The
man standing beside her glared at Warwick for an instant, and then quickly regained his composure and
got ablank expression into his countenance. Mrs. Burton Barker introduced him to Warwick as Mr.
Marlowe, and the two men bowed coldly.

"Thisworld isaqueer old place--what?* Warwick said. "For ingance, Mr. Marlowe is amost the exact
image of achap with whom | had a peculiar controversy today."

"Why, how was that, John?' Mrs. Barker asked.

"l was out motoring with Miss Rodney," Warwick explained. "A chap seemed to befollowing us. |
managed to get agood look at him. And thisevening, just before | started here, | caught the same chap
watching the place where | live. Made me a bit angry, don't you know--went across the street and
protested to him about it. Chap talked to melikeasilly assl”

"But why on Earth should he have been watching you, of al persons?' Mrs. Barker asked.
"Don't know, I'm sure.”
"And you say that | resemble him?' Marlowe queried, asmiletwitching hislips.

"Enough to beatwin of his," John Warwick replied. "l refer to looks, of course--face and form and all
that. VVoice somewhat smilar, too."

"Of courseit wasn't Mr. Marlowe?' Mrs. Barker said.

"My word! Never said that it was!" John Warwick protested. "1 meant that it is peculiar how you'll meet
achap and think how much he looks like somebody else you have met. Only a certain number of typesin
theworld, | fancy! Deuced peculiar, isn't it? Always seeing somebody who looks like somebody elsel”

John Warwick grinned, and for an ingtant his eyes met those of Marlowe squarely.

Mrs. Burton Barker turned away then, to greet some of her other guests, and Warwick and Marlowe
stepped to one side, and started walking toward the den that had been set asde asalounging and
smoking room for the male guests. There happened to be nobody in the den when they reached it.



"So you followed me herel™ Warwick said, in alow voice, as soon asthey weredone. "I'll haveto ask
you for some sort of an explanation, | fancy!"

"It happensthat | am here asaninvited guest,” Marlowe told him. " Are you the socid censor
hereabouts?’

"My word, no!" Warwick exclamed. "It isnothing in my lifewhat sort of person Mrs. Barker wishesto
invite to her residence. But you followed me--that's the point!"

"And why should | follow you?'

"That is precisely what | am eager to know," Warwick told him. "Theres no confounded senseinit! It
annoysme, redly! | can't be having it, you know."

"And just how are you going to stop it?* Marlowe asked.

"Why, confound it, I'll Smply handleyou, if thisthing continues! Don't you think you'd better give me
some sort of an explanation?' Warwick said.

"Explanations are not necessary,” replied Marlowe. "They'd be awaste of time and breath. | guesswe
understand each other, dl right. Yes, | guesswe do!"

"You areavery poor guesser,” Warwick told him. "My word! Follow a chap around al day, and then
refuseto tell him thereason for it! It isn't done, you know! Itisn'tright at al!™

"Stop trying to throw abluff, Warwick! | happen to be wise, you know."

"I know nothing of the sort! Y ou may be old man Wisdom himsdif, for al | know--or merely aslly ass
Come, now--give me an explanation. | think that | am entitled to it."

"Why not ask The Spider what you want to know?"

"Thereis some more of that Spider stuff!" said Warwick. "What on Earth does that mean? Areyou
dippy, and dl that sort of thing? Batsin the belfry--what? My word!"

Marlowe stepped nearer to him and spoke in alower voice. "Suppose, Mr. Warwick, that we walk out
on the veranda, or around the lawn, where it will be possible for usto talk without running a chance of
being overheard,” he said. "We may be ableto arrive a an understanding of some sort.”

"Very wdl,” Warwick replied. "'l certainly must have some sort of an explanation!™

They made their way through the corridor and to the veranda, where there were severa couples sitting
around in the semi-gloom between dances, and Marlowe went dowly down the steps to the lawn and
started following awalk that curved around the house toward the flower gardens at the back.

Warwick, smiling faintly, followed at his heds. Streaks of light came through the branches of the trees
here and there, and yet there were plenty of dark and shadowy places where an assault could be staged
without much trouble. John Warwick was aert and cautious. He did not intend to have thisfellow,
Marlowe, catch him off guard and eiminate him for the time being.

"Well, tak!" he sad, after atime. "I fancy that well not be overheard around here--what?"

"Warwick, asl| said, | anwiseto you," Marlowe began. "I happen to know that you are The Spider's
trusted right-hand man. Don't take the trouble to deny it--for | know! And | know, aso, that you are
under ordersright now."



"Orders? My word!"

"Ordersto get possession of a certain something that is at present in the residence of Mrs. Burton
Barker."

"Oh, | say!"

"That is attached to the person of Mrs. Burton Barker. I'll go asfar asto specify. So you see, |
understand the affair perfectly, Warwick. | happen to be connected with certain persons who do not care
to have you succeed in your little undertaking. Infact, it ismy particular businessto see that you do not
succeed. Now you understand fully why | have been following and watching you.”

"My word!" Warwick gasped. "I never heard such utter pifflein al my life before. Cannot understand it
at dl! Quite beyond me, and al that sort of thing!"

"Yeah?Wadll, that kind of talk doesn't fool me abit, Warwick!" Marlowetold him. "Y ou might aswell
save your breath. And you might aswell give up al intention of trying to do as you have been ordered.
For you are not going to succeed thistime, Warwick, though you have done some clever things before.”

John Warwick threw back his head and laughed.

"Most remarkable conversation!" he said. "It'sal utter rot, of course; but alow meto tell you that, any
time| set out to do athing, that thing isdone! | always succeed, old chap! Understand? There€'s no such
word asfailurein my persond vocabulary. My word, no! However, | am glad that you have told methis
interesting littletde.

"Areyou going to keep on trying to throw that bluff?' Marlowe demanded. "Maybe you think that | don't
know athing or two. The best thing for you to do isto forget your orders. Y ou'll runinto troubleif you
try to carry them out!"

John Warwick laughed again, softly, asif at an excellent jest, and then turned back toward the house.

"| fancy that this conversation has been quite awaste of time," he said. "'I might have been dancing, and
al that sort of thing. Silly assto listen to you--what?"

"Youll beaslly assif you don't take the advice | gave you,” Marlowe said. ™Y ou may not think that you
are up againgt atough game, but you are!™

Now they were passing a clump of brush that grew close to the walk and threw a deep shadow over it.
Warwick had noticed it asthey passed it before, had watched it searchingly for amoment or so, but had
seen nothing that looked suspicious. He glanced at Marlowe now, but Marlowe was walking half a pace
ahead of him and seemed to be giving the brush no attention &t al.

"Well, Warwick, are you going to give it up?' Marlowe asked. "Are you going to take my advice?"
"Adviceis something | rarely accept from a chance acquaintance,” Warwick replied.

He chuckled again. And suddenly two men sprang from the dark near the clump of brush, and launched
themsalves upon him. At the same ingtant, Marlowe whirled around and sprang.

Warwick darted backward, and his chuckle died in histhroat. He had been half expecting such an attack
at firgt, but had grown to think that it would not materidize. Now hefound himself fighting against
overwhelming odds. He had an automatic in his pocket, but he had no chance to draw it, and,
furthermore, he did not care to fire. He wanted publicity no more than these other men.



One of the men wasthrottling him now, preventing an outcry; another wastrying to trip him and hurl him
to the ground; Marlowe was gripping one of hisarms, and aso watching the walk ahead. Two more men
came from the darkness and joined in the fray.

Warwick, his back against the clump of brush, fought aswell as he could. He tried to hold off his
antagonidts, to clear a space through which he could dart to the walk and run down it toward the
veranda. But he found that they were too many for him.

"Quiet as possible, men!" he heard Marlowe command. "We don't want arow that will attract any of the
guests! Do your work quickly! Clever, ishe? Hewaked right into the trap!”

The pungent odor of chloroform assailed Warwick's nogtrils. Hetried to fight furioudy, to hold off
UNCONSCi OUSNESS, to keep from being a prisoner in the hands of these men, but they held him in such
manner that he scarcely could put up astruggle.

Their voices seemed to come to him from agreat distance. He fdlt his senses going, tried to strike and
kick. He cdled himsdlf afool for not guarding againgt surprise better while taking that walk with
Marlowe, when he might have known there would be some sort of atrap.

And then the drug had itsway, and Warwick ceased to cal himsdlf anything.

* % %

Asthelimp form dropped to the ground, Marlowe issued his orders quickly and in alow voice.

"Get him acrossthe lawn and into the machine! Take him away as quickly asyou can--and for Heaven's
sake, don't make any mistakes! Watch him carefully! I'l let you know when to release him--when my
work isdone!"

One of the men grunted in reply, and then two of them picked up the unconscious Warwick and carried
him across the Barker lawn, from shadow to shadow, dark spot to dark spot, careful not to be
observed. Closeto the curb, on the Side Street, alimousine was waiting, its curtains drawn, its engine
purring, achauffeur stting behind the whed.

John Warwick was tossed into the limousine, and it |eft the curb and ran down the Street, gathering
speed. Two of the men had entered it with Warwick; the two others hurried down the street in the
opposite direction.

And Marlowe, grinning like afiend, walked dowly through the grounds and approached the veranda
from the opposite direction. He went along the railing, tossed away a half-smoked cigarette, and passed
through the open front door. Ten minutes later he was being introduced to a certain young woman guest
and was asking her to dance with him.

The young womean was SlviaRodney.

VI
Togo Takesa Hand

THAT particular brand of nauseawhich follows adose of chloroform had been experienced by John
Warwick before; and when he regained consciousness now, and experienced it again, he kept his eyes
closed, pretending to be under the influence of the drug and waiting for hisbrain to clear, Warwick
realized that he was stretched on a couch of some sort; and he heard the voices of two menin
conversation. Hiswrists were lashed together in front of him, but his ankles were not bound and there
was no gag in his mouth. After atime, he opened one eye and glanced around the room.



It was a medium-sized room furnished in quite an ordinary manner. There were haf adozen chairs, a
table, and a buffet. Warwick could see a closed door and two windows at which the shades had been
drawn. Two incandescent lights burned in achanddier.

The men were ill conversing. Warwick could not see them, for they were beyond hisfeet, and he did
not want to turn hisbody yet and et them know that he was conscious.

"Ain't nothin' much toit," one of the men was saying. "We keep thisbird here until Marlowe telephones
that he's turned the trick, and then we give him another dose of chloroform, take himin the car out to the
edge of the park, and drop him there. When he comes back to Earth, he can go home--and he won't
know where we kept him. That'sdl."

"| thought he was one of these clever ones."

"Heis-but heain't as clever as Marlowe, | reckon. We haven't anything to worry about, anyway--we
do asweretold and cash in on the coin.”

"What's dl this about alocket, anyway?' the other asked.

"You can search me! All | know isthat Marlowe is crazy to get his hands on it--some secret, | suppose.
None of our business! The big ideaisto keep this man Warwick from getting it for The
Spider--understand?”

"I don't believe thereisany Spider!”

"Don't fool yoursdlf! | guess Marlowe used to know dl about him over in the old country. Therésa
Spider, dl right, and he's atough bird to go up againgt! | don't want him and his gang after me any--not

ay!”

Warwick groaned and turned his head, and then sat up weakly and held hislashed handsto hisface. He
heard the two men get out of their chairs and start toward him. So they were as much in the dark
regarding the locket as he was, were they? They were merely engaged to detain him until Marlowe had
obtained possession of the thing, and then were to release him.

"Alive again, are yuh?' one of the men asked.

"What--what is the meaning of this?' Warwick gasped. "Oh, yes--there was afight--"
"It wasn't much of afight, I guess-you didn't have achance!” said the other, laughing.
"Wheream | 7'

"That's somethin' you ain't supposed to know, Mr. Warwick. Here you are, and here you stay for the
time bein--and if you try any funny tricks, you'll wish that you hadn't."

"But--what isthe idea?' Warwick demanded.

"I guess you know dl about that. Anyway, we ain't prepared to answer any questions,” one of the men
told him. "We're just here to seethat you remain for atime.”

"How long?'
"Until we get ordersto let you go--and let that be an end of your questions,” the other growled.

Warwick looked at them more carefully--and two precious thugs they were. He glanced rapidly around



the room. He had been in corners as close as this before, and had escaped. He redized that these men
meant him no real harm physically--but they were interfering with hiswork. The Spider had told him to
get that locket from Mrs. Burton Barker, and had warned him to be on guard against foes--and the
supercrimina expected nothing except success.

"Better just take it easy, Mr. Warwick," one of the men told him. "We don't want to muss up agent like
you, as has done some nervy thingsin histime, but well haveto do it, if you try any tricks. We got our
orders.

"l don't fancy thisat dl, my men,” Warwick said. "Confound it, | escorted ayoung lady to an affair this
evening, and | should be there dancing with her now. What'll shethink of meif | desert her inthis
manner?'

"It'shard luck, but it can't be helped.”
"If you men aid meto get back there, I'll make it worth your while--and forget al about this.”

"Well, we need the money, but it wouldn't be hedlthy for usto let you you go," one of his captors replied.
"Wed get ours, if wedid! So we can't talk dong them lines, Mr. Warwick."

"I'll pay your own figure," Warwick said.
"Nothin' doin’, ar!"

Warwick knew that the decison wasfina. He got dowly to hisfeet and paced around the room. But
when hetried to get near the door or one of the windows, one of his captors dways got in front of him.
Hetried the cords that lashed hiswrists, and realized that they had been tied well. There seemed to be no

present way of escape.

"Might aswell takeit easy," one of the men assured him. "A little wait won't hurt you any--and maybe
you can get back therein time to take your young lady home. Y ou can make up somewhae of astory
and be ahero." The man laughed raucoudy, and the other joined in.

"l supposeyou redize," said Warwick, "that you could be sent to prison for doing such athing asthis."

"Oh, wean't worryin' any about that, Sir. This scrap is strictly between oursaves, and neither sideis goin’
to cdl inthe police. If we go to prison, acertain gent of The Spider's gang will go right dong with ugl™

"What do you mean by speaking of The Spider's gang?' Warwick asked.

"l suppose you don't know--oh, no! Y ou never heard of The Spider and hisgang, you didn't. You ain't
been workin' for him for more than a year--oh, no!"

"My word! Never heard such nonsensein my lifel" Warwick gasped. "Can it be that you have made a
mistake, got the wrong man, and dl that sort of thing?"

"Not any, we ain't--and you might aswell cut out the bluff!" camethereply.
Warwick continued walking around the room, and after awhile he sat down on the couch again.
"What timeisit?" he asked.

"A few minutesto eeven," one of hiscaptorstold him. "I guess you'll be turned loose about midnight--so
you ain't got long to wait. Better just take it easy!"



Warwick engaged in no further conversation. He felt his bonds whenever he had a chance, and
convinced himsdlf that they could not be removed easily. He thought of dashing to awindow, but he
knew that the two men would be upon him before he could accomplish his purpose And the window
might be in the second or third floor--he could not tell. This might be a cottage, or a chegp lodging house.
Warwick did not even know inwhat part of the city it was|located.

To dl appearances, he had resigned himsdf to hisfate. He yawned once or twice, and asked for adrink
of water. One of the men went out of the room, and returned with the drink within a short time While he
was gone the other watched Warwick closdly, arevolver held ready in his hand.

Though he did not show it in his countenance, John Warwick was beginning to get frantic. He would
fail--and from The Spider there would be no forgiveness. The supercriminal had warned him that he did
not want failure thistime. Warwick could not imagine why he had not been more careful. Here he was, a
prisoner, and Marlowe and the others having every opportunity to achieve their desire.

He thought of Silvia Rodney, too, and knew that she was worrying because of his absence. Was heto
lose Silvia because of failure to get the locket from Mrs. Burton Barker? Would The Spider, angry at his
fallure, kegp him asamember of the band instead of granting him his release?

But there seemed to be no way of escape. The two men watched him closdly, and if he got up to walk
around the room, they |eft their chairs and remained closeto him. A wrong move, ashriek for help,
would cause them to spring upon him. They might even render him unconscious again--and then he
would, indeed, be helpless and unable to carry out the orders of The Spider.

He wondered whether Marlowe had the locket aready. For the hundredth time, he asked himsalf what
that locket could be, and what secret it held.

"W, are you going to keep me heredl night?' he growled.

"Until we get ordersto turn you loose."

"My word! Thisisdisgusting--what? Liable to make you chaps pay for it in the end!"
"Weain't scared much!"

"Fancy I'll square accounts with you before were done!™ Warwick said.

He began pacing the floor again, walking from one corner of the room to the other, while they drew
nearer and watched him carefully. He glanced toward the door--and saw that the knob was turning
dowly!

Warwick's heart dmost stood still. He guessed that the man on the other side of the door was afriend
instead of anew foe, else he would not be so furtive about his entrance. He glanced at the door now and
then, maintaining a conversation with the two men, at the same time edging toward the window, and
acting asif he were about to make abreak for liberty, thus causing them to watch him closdly. Their
attention was attracted from the door.

Warwick glanced that way again--and saw that the door had been opened a crack. Suddenly it was
hurled wide open, and aform darted into the room. The door dammed shut.

"Handsup!" a stern voice commanded.

Warwick's captors whirled around. They found themselves menaced by an automatic. And they beheld
the malevolent, glittering eyes of one Togo, John Warwick's Japanese valet.



VII
In the Conservatory

WARWICK gaveaglad cry and darted to thewall, following it until he reached Togo's Side, keeping
from getting between Togo and the other two.

"You aredl right, sar?' Togo asked.

"Quitedl right, thanks," Warwick replied. "Hand me that wegpon, old boy, and I'll keep these two thugs
covered while you take these confounded cords off my wrists. And, if they lower their hands or make a
move--"

He |l eft the sentence unfinished. There was no need to finish it. The two men before him knew what he
meant, and they did not relish the look in John Warwick's face.

He held the automatic, and Togo unfastened hiswrists. Warwick motioned toward one of the men.

"He hasarevolver, Togo--get it!" he ordered. "And then you may search the other. We can't be letting
them retain weapons--what? My word, no!"

Togo carried out the command with aacrity, and returned to Warwick's side with two revolvers and one
knife. The two men had backed against one of thewalls of the room, and still held their hands above their
heads.

"Sar, may | atend to them?' Togo asked.
"My word! Always bloodthirsty, aren't you?' Warwick said. "What would you do with them, old top?"
"| shdl teach them never to annoy agentleman again, sar!”

"This gentleman would not have been annoyed, Togo, old boy, if he had been thoroughly awake,"
Warwick said. " Serves me right--what? Teach me to keep my eyes open, and al that sort of thing!"

"But, sa--"

"Besides, Togo, we haven't timeto play with these two precious thugs. And they treated me decently, at
that. Just where are we, Togo, by the way?"

"In alittle cottage, sar, at the edge of the city."
"Um! And how do you happen to be here?’

"| was about the grounds at the Barker residence, sar,” Togo explained, "and saw the attack on you. |
could not interfere at that time because there were so many, and because--it would not have doneto
creste too much of adisturbance, sar.”

"Quite correct!" Warwick said.

"When they took you away in the limousine, sar, | engaged ataxicab that happened to be passing the
corner, and followed. | have the cab waiting near here, sar."

"Excellent, Togo, old top! Well usethat cab in short order. And these men--"
"Please let me handle them, sar.”

"Y ou may usethat peculiar method of which you are amaster and put them to deep,” Warwick said.



"Takethelargest onefirst--he hasthe ugliest face. If the other makesamove, I'll indulgein abit of target
practice--what?"

Togo sprang to do Warwick's bidding. His hands found the man's throat, his thumbs pressed against
certain spotsin the back of the neck, there came a groan and a gasp--and one of their foes was
unconscious on thefloor.

The other had watched from the corners of his eyes. He gave a shriek of fear as Togo turned toward
him--but the shriek died in histhroat as Togo turned toward him--but the shriek died in histhroat when
Togo's thumbs pressed home. He, too, was alowed to sink to the floor.

"Wemust hurry, Togo!" Warwick exclamed. "This delay may mean failure, you know."

Togo led the way through the front of thelittle cottage, and out into the open air. He ran down the walk
to the street, Warwick at his hedls, and came to the taxicab. Warwick commanded that they be driven to
the Barker residence, and he promised rich reward if the journey was madein record time.

"Fed likean ass, Togo!" he said, asthe taxicab lurched aong the street. "Got caught napping--what?*
"| told you that this was a dangerous adventure, sar.”

"So you did! Never imagined I'd run into such violence while trying to get aslly locket from afoolish
woman!"

"But that locket is no common one, sar."

"Can't be! Other chaps seem determined to get it," Warwick said. "Mighty glad you were
Johnnie-on-the-spot, old boy! Fed gratitude, and al that! Must reward you someday.”

"l wasglad to help, sar.”
"Always glad to be of service when thereisapromise of arow, eh?' Warwick said.
"Yes sar," sad Togo, grinning.

"Togo, old top, thisnight may be my Waterloo. Wouldn't be abit surprised if | fail to carry out the orders
of our flabby-cheeked old friend, what? Other chaps have had an hour or more to get away with that
locket."

"Itispossible, sar, that they will take ampletime and work dowly, thinking you arebeing held a
prisoner,” Togo said.

"Hope you're agood prophet! Didike very much to fail at thisjuncture--might cause me al sorts of
troubles and disappointments, old top.”

"Pardon me, sar, but you have not failed yet. Even if they have it by the time we reach the Barker place,
sar, we may be ableto recover it."

"How'sthat?"
"That man Marlowe--I know of him sar."
"Y ou do, en? What about the chap?'

"Heisan old foe of The Spider's, sar.”



"Is, eh? Then thejolly old Spider will be more than angry if we do not succeed tonight. My word! Have
to make every possible effort, and all that sort of thing!"

"If thisMarlowe gets away with the locket, sar, we might follow him and get it ourselves.™

"Might, certainly. Rather get it from Mrs. Barker, however. Like to outwit the chap instead of using
violence. Silly assof athing--that locket! Can't imagine what The Spider wantswith it. Buy al you want
for fifty dollars each. Locket of Tragedy, eh? Rot! Utter rot, | say!"

The taxicab stopped on the corner nearest the residence of Burton Barker, and John Warwick and Togo
got out, and the former rewarded the chauffeur handsomely. And then he led the way acrossthe velvety
lawn, keeping well in the shadows.

"I'll have to make it appear that 1've been wandering around the grounds and smoking--what?* Warwick
whispered. "I'm going insgdeimmediately, old top. Can't endure the uncertainty, and dl that sort of thing."

"I'll remain in the neighborhood, sar,” Togo said. "'Y ou may have some need of me."

"Good enough!™ Warwick replied. "Be somewhere dong thiswalk, so | canlocaleyou quickly, if itis
necessary. Luckily, those chaps didn't muss me up much. '‘Bye!"

Warwick went into the residence of Burton Barker through a side entrance, dodged the others, went to
the room that had been set aside for the gentlemen guests, and there brushed his clothing. Hislinen had
not been soiled, he was glad to observe. Hewas il fairly presentable.

And then he made hisway dowly down the broad stairs and cameto the hall below. The orchestrawas
playing, couples werein the mazes of adance, others were chatting in the conservatory and in the
refreshment rooms.

Warwick stood at the entrance of the ballroom asif bored by the scene, and watched the dancers. His
eye caught Silvias; he nodded, and she flushed with pleasure. Then his eyes moved on--and presently he
had located Mrs. Burton Barker.

Hewas glad to find that she till wore the locket at the end of the long chain. So Marlowe had not had
the opportunity to get it yet--else he was waiting for an appropriate moment. John Warwick felt hope
bubbling in his breast again. There still was a chance of carrying out The Spider's orders.

Another dance began, and Warwick noticed that Marlowe was dancing it with Mrs. Burton Barker. He
stood back a short distance from the door, so that he could watch them without being observed. Silvia
also was dancing, so Warwick did not have to give her his present attention, and was free to attend to
The Spider's business.

"Must get that Slly locket!" Warwick told himsdf. "Never do to fail now--what? Marlowe chap had his
chance and didn't make the most of it. Have atry at it mysalf now, | fancy. Have to keep my eye on him,
though. Wonder if he has any more ass stants about? Must be dert, and dl that sort of thing!"

The dance came to an end, and Marlowe and Mrs. Burton Barker passed within a short distance of
Warwick asthey waked into the hal. Warwick watched closely as Marlowe took his hostessto the
refreshment room. It was evident that the man wastrying to flirt with her--and she was the sort of woman
who adwaysisready for aflirtation with any presentable man.

They went toward the conservatory. John Warwick guessed that Marlowe might make an attempt to get
the locket there. He could engage Mrs. Burton Barker's attention and snip the thing from the end of its
chain easily. Perhaps he would be able to make her believe that she had dropped it while they were



walking through the hall and thus escape suspicion.

Warwick followed them into the conservatory, where there were many couples walking about. He
dodged those he knew, and made hisway behind abank of foliage and bloom. Marlowe and Mrs.
Burton Barker were on the other side of it, just sitting down. From where he stood, Warwick could
watch them closdy without being seen by them. They wereindulging in small talk that meant nothing, and
Warwick sensed that Marlowe was merely waiting for an opportunity.

Suddenly Marlowe bent closer to Mrs. Burton Barker, and the tone of his voice changed.
"Do you know, you are the sort of woman that fascinatesme," he said.

Mrs. Burton Barker laughed lightly and bent away from him, and once more Marlowe moved closer to
her.

"I meanit!" hesaid. "Y ou are awonderful sort of woman--quite beyond the ordinary aman meets every

day.”
"You aregood at flattery,” Mrs. Barker observed, thus asking for more of it.

"It isnot flattery, but the truth!" Marlowe declared. "Didn't you notice that | was interested more than
usud? Trust awoman to know when aman isinterested!”

Warwick saw him bend toward her again--and smiled. He knew what Marlowe was doing. In a moment,
he would become too enthusiastic, Mrs. Barker would put up her hands to ward him off, and then
Marlowe would--

"Don't befoolish, please!" Mrs. Barker was saying, but in atone that said she liked to have him foolish.

"I'd rather spend five minuteswith you than hourswith aslly, flighty girl," Marlowewent on. "When a
man finds awoman who combines beauty with intelligence, he has found atreasure. Y our husbandisa

very lucky man."
"| fear that there are times when he does not bdievethat," Mrs. Burton Barker said.

Marlowe suddenly bent nearer to her--and she did exactly what John Warwick had known she would
do, she put up her hands, and turned her face away, trying to act the timid, modest, haf-frightened girl,
making an attempt to avoid a caress.

Warwick watched more closaly now. He saw Marlowe lean forward again, put hisface closeto hersand
whisper somefoolishness-and while he did it, hisleft hand went forward, abit of metal flashed in the
uncertain light of the conservatory asthe gold chain was snipped, and the locket was in Marlowe's hand
and being conveyed to his pocket.

VI
Another Attempt

JOHN WARWICK stepped back silently, walked around the bank of foliage and bloom, and
confronted them.

"Pardon,” he said, "but | believe | have adance with our charming hostess.”

Marlowe aready was upon hisfest, his eyes bulging, regarding Warwick as he might have looked a a
man from the grave. Warwick amiled at him peculiarly.



"Must not monopolize Mrs. Barker," he said "My word! Haven't danced with her for quite some time!
Pleasure | cannot missthis evening--what? Must assert my rights, and dl that sort of thing!"

"Of course I'll dance with you, John," Mrs. Barker said.

"My word! Y ou'velost your preciouslocket!" Warwick exclaimed.

Mrs. Burton Barker gave agasp of dismay and felt at the end of the chain. Instantly, shewasin apanic.
"Oh!' | mugt find it!" she cried. "See--the chain is broken!”

"Probably caught it against something and snapped it,” Warwick said lightly.

But he gave Marlowe another ook, and Marlowe redlized that Warwick knew what had happened.

"Imagine youll find it without much difficulty,” Warwick went on to his hostess. " Saw you comein
here--and you had the locket on the chain then.”

"Youre sure?!

"Absolutely!" Warwick replied. "Probably dropped it around here some place. Easy to find, what? Just
close the conservatory door--and then we know the locket is somewhereinsde.”

Marlowe glared at him, and Warwick chuckled. Mrs. Burton Barker was looking around the floor, her
hands clasped before her.

"I mugt find it--must find it!" she repested.
"Good-luck locket--what?'
"Y es-ataisman,” the woman replied. "Why don't you help mefind it?'

"No doubt it'll befound dmost ingtantly,”" John Warwick observed, meeting Marlowe's eyes again.
"Locket can't run away--what? My word, no! Have to be right around here some place! Let'slook!"

They pretended to search. Warwick watched Marlowe closely horn the corners of hiseyes. He saw
Marlowe drop the locket against the bank of flowers and then pretend to stoop and recover it.

"Hereitis, Mrs. Barker," he announced.
"Oh, thank you!"

"Chain probably worn through,” Warwick observed. "Fine gold, you know--little jerk would bresk it.
Better haveit repaired, dear lady--what?"

"I shdl haveit repaired in the morning,” she said.

A servant approached with the intelligence that some guest wished to see the hostess, and Mrs. Burton
Barker, promising to dance with Warwick later, took her leave. The two men wereleft done.

Warwick stood before Marlowe, his hands upon his hips, and chuckled at the other man, whose face
depicted hisrage.

"Coarsework, what?' Warwick said.

"Think you're smart, don't you?"



"Why didn't you bluff it out, old chap? Didn't have the nerve? My word! | was standing behind the plants,
you know, and saw you snip the thing.”

"Thisian't theend, Warwick!"

"Trying to thresten me now? Oh, | say! Doesn't ruffle asingle feather of mine, redly! My word, no! Cadm
in the face of danger, and al that sort of thing. By the way, better engage anew crowd of thugs. Those
you have at present aren't quite up to the standard. Managed to get away from them, you see.”

"l see!™ Marlowe exclamed. "May | ask how you did it?"

"Quite smple. Friend of mine saw me being abducted, followed, got into the cottage, overpowered the
chaps, and rescued me."

"That damned Jap, | suppose.”
"Wouldn't cursehim, if | wereyou!™

Warwick warned. "He's quite the man, you know--been no end of help to me on several occasions.
Don't like to hear him spoken of in that tone."

"Suppose wejust put aside thishigh-fautin' talk,” Marlowe said. "We understand each other--it'swar
between us. We're both after that locket. And I'm going to get it!™”

"You had it amoment since and didn't retain it,” Warwick reminded him. "My turn now, what?"
"Not if | know it! If you get that locket, Warwick, you'll be avery clever man!”

"Oh, | say! Not that, surely! Well, can't sand here talking to you al evening. Have to toddle along!"
"And I'll toddleright along in your wake," Marlowe informed him, angrily.

"Still following and watching me-what?"

"You can bet that | am!”

"And alot of good it will do you!" John Warwick said. "Making aregular ass of yoursdf--you are! Have
totoddle! '‘Bye!"

Hewhirled around, walked through the conservatory and entered the wide hdl. He saw Mrs. Burton
Barker at the foot of the dairs, talking to a couple of guests forced to take leave early, and went toward
her.

"Sure you have your locket?' he asked, when the others had gone.

"I haveitin my hand," she answered. "It gave me quite astart to find it missing. I'm glad that you noticed
it, John."

"Y ou make quite afuss over that locket, what?"
"It--it isagood-luck thing, John. I'm a bit supertitious, you know--alwayswas, in fact.”

"Don't seem to remember anything of the sort,” Warwick told her. " Always regarded you as an
ultramodern young woman who didn't believeinrot.”

"Itisjust afad of mine" shesad.



"Let's see the locket amoment--maybe | can fix it."
"I'll haveit repaired in the morning, John; you needn't bother now."

"You'l be dropping it somewhere, and then you surely will loseit," hetold her. "Better let metieit onthe
end of thechain.”

Helifted the chain and looked at it closaly. She handed the locket to him, and he started fastening it to
the end of the chain. He knew that was the only way. If she took the locket upstairs, she probably would
hide it some place where it could not be found easily. There was a chance of getting it while shewas
wearingit.

SiviaRodney approached at that moment with aman with whom she had been dancing, and stopped to
speak to Mrs. Burton Barker.

"Dear hostessdmost lost alocket,” Warwick said. "Found it again, however. Trying to fasten it to the
chanagan."

Hiseyesmet Sividasfor aningant, and the girl smiled a him. Marlowe approached and joined the group.

Warwick finished attaching the locket to the chain, and stood back. Mrs. Barker was making an attempt
to show that she was not agitated, that she had dmost forgotten about the locket. But she was watching it
closaly, Warwick knew. Her fingers played with the chain continualy, and now and then ran down it and
touched the locket at the bottom.

"Shall we dance?' Warwick asked.

They entered the ballroom and danced. He had no chance to get the locket. He wished he might detach it
in such amanner that he could kick it into acorner and pick it up afterward. But he knew that he would
have to wait until Mrs. Burton Barker's mind was centered on something else. It might be disastrousto
make an attempt to get the locket now.

They finished the dance, and waked into the wide hall again. Marlowe wastaking to Silviaand the man
who had been dancing with her, and Warwick led Mrs. Barker toward them.

"Why not the veranda and smokes?' Marlowe asked lightly.

Warwick flashed alook at him, but agreed. They al moved out to the veranda, walked toward one end
of it where there were easy chairs. They seated themselves and lighted cigarettes, and indulged in some
more smdl talk. Warwick and Marlowe were watching each other carefully, each fearing that the other

would make an unexpected move.

Warwick began wondering how the thing was to be accomplished. It had seemed so smple compared to
some things he had done--merely snipping alocket from achain and getting away with it without arousing
sugpicion. He began to tell himsdlf that he must be dowing up, to let such aman as Marlowe prevent him
from carrying out the orders of The Spider. He would have to be doubly careful about it now. He wasn't
quite surethat Mrs. Barker believed the locket had been lost accidentally in the conservatory. He
couldn't afford to run any grave risk, when hisfuture happiness and that of SilviaRodney depended upon
his success.

Mrs. Barker addressed aremark to him, and he bent forward to reply. At that instant, thelightsin the
house went out.

There came a chorus of exclamations from the ballroom. Chairs scraped on the veranda as guests got to



their feet. Mrs. Burton Barker started to say something, and the sentence was broken off in the middle.

John Warwick sprang to hisfeet, for he suspected atrap of some sort. It would be like Marlowe to have
aconfederate snap off the lights so that he could work in the dark.

Then there came a sudden rush of men over therailing. Warwick felt himsdlf hurled to one sde. He heard
an exclamation of fear, and Marlowe's whispered commands.

Warwick realized what was taking place, then. They were kidnaping Mrs. Burton Barker. They probably
would carry her ashort distance across the lawn, tear the locket from the chain and get away with it.
Marlowe would remain behind, and probably take part in the search for the assailants, thusfreeing
himsef of any suspicion.

It al occurred in ashort space of time. Warwick sensed that Marlowe would have him attended to, aso.
And s0 he darted noisalesdy to therailing and vaulted over it to the ground. He brushed against another
man, who ingtantly grappled with him. Warwick started to fight. He felt histhroat gripped, felt a peculiar
pressure--

"Togo!" hewhispered hoarsdly.
"That you, sar?| thought it was one of the others," Togo gasped. "Did | hurt you, sar?”’
"No! Slence, old top! Let's see what's going on herel”

Those insde the house were crying for lights. Servants were calling to one another, and Warwick heard
something said about a fuse burning out.

He crouched at the end of the veranda with Togo He redlized that Mrs. Burton Barker was being lifted
over therailing, and awhiff of chloroform cameto his nodtrils. Marlowe wastaking loudly now, asif to
cover the confusion. Warwick heard Silvias voice, asking what had happened.

And then he gripped Togo by the arm and led the way around the end of the veranda. He knew that
Marlowe's men were ahead of them. He watched and saw them cross a space between two dark
spots--four of them carrying awoman.

He darted forward again, with Togo at his heds, whispering explanations and orders.
"Taxi dill a corner, sar,” Togo whispered in reply.

Acrossthelawn they followed the men, careful to avoid being seen. The odds were great, and Warwick
did not care to attempt a combat and come from it vanquished. The men ahead were running now. They
dropped the unconscious form of Mrs. Burton Barker beside aclump of brush.

Warwick stopped there just an ingtant. It was as he had expected--the locket was gone.

IX
A Lost Locket

AGAIN, John Warwick darted forward, Togo close behind. Warwick wasin arage now. He did not
believe in usng violence toward women. He aways had prided himsdf on avoiding the use of it whenever
the orders of The Spider compelled him to dedl with those of the gentler sex. And he did not intend to let
four thugs assault awoman in that manner, chloroform her, and steal something that he himsdlf wished to

get into his possession.

He stopped behind atree. The four men were a the curb, mumbling among themselves. It was evident



that they were waiting for amotor car, and that the driver had missed his calculations.
"Let usget at them, sar,” Togo whispered.
Warwick was just angry enough to agree. He gave the signal and, with Togo, rushed forward.

They hurled themsalves upon the four like twin hurricanes. John Warwick went into action likea
battleship, showering blows on dl sides, but he worked silently, conserving his bresth and strength as
well ashe could.

Togo sprang for the throat of the nearest man, and had him stretched unconscious on the ground in an
ingtant. Then he reached for the second. But the others were putting up afight, now that the first shock of
surprise was over. Warwick and Togo found that the three of them were amatch, alittle morethan a
match. With hisback againgt atree, Warwick fought aswell as he could, and Togo tried in vain to clutch
one of hisantagonists by the throat and put him out of the combat.

Warwick sent asecond man lurching to the ground with awell-directed blow. The odds were even now.
Togo screeched once and hurled himsdlf at one of the thugs, and the man turned and ran. Warwick made
short work of the other.

It took Warwick only afew seconds to search the three men on the ground--and he did not find the
locket. Lightswere blazing up in the house again, and male guests were rushing toward him. They
crowded about him, demanding to know what had happened.

Warwick explained in afew words. Some men had attacked Mrs. Burton Barker on the veranda asthe
lights went out. She was beside the clump of brush now, unconscious from chloroform. He had taken
after the men. Here were three of them--and another had got away. Togo, the Japanese valet, was after
that fourth man.

The male guests made short work of the three on the ground. They were picked up and taken to the
house, to be held there until the polite could be called. Mrs. Burton Barker was carried inside, too,
where the frantic guests were huddling together and talking in whispers of what had occurred. They
supposed it was an attempt at robbery; they felt of their necklaces and rings, to be sure that they had not
suffered loss.

Warwick remained on the lawn for a quarter of an hour, and at the end of that time Togo returned.
"He got away from me, sar," Togo reported.

"Well, it can't be helped, old chap."

"They--they got it, s ?'

"l imaginethat they did, Togo, honorable chap. That was the scheme of course. The man who escaped
evidently had it."

"And now, sar--"

"Now, old top, | shal be compdlled, for the first timein my life, to report to The Spider that | have failed.
And hewas particular to tell me, too, that he didn't care to have mefail in this case. He will rave and
roar, | doubt not--amost have afit, and dl that sort of thing."

"Y ou are not going to give up, s ?'



"l am not, honorable Jap. Marlowe isthe head of this gang, and you can wager that Marlowe remainsin
the house so that nobody will suspect him. Sooner or later, Marlowe will get that |ocket from the man
who hasit."

"Then wewatch this Marlowe, sar?"

"Wedo," Warwick said. "I have to go into the house now, of course. Y ou may remain outside, Togo,
and use your own judgment.”

"l understand, sar.”
"Never heard of such afuss-al thisrow over aslly locket! Wonder what the thing is, anyway!"
"| feared there would be trouble, sar,”

"Spider told me asmuch, but | scarcdly believed him,” Warwick said. "Imagine | look a pretty specimen
now. One of those beggars caught me aclip under the eye--be black in the morning. I'll go into the house
now, old top!"

Warwick made hisway to the veranda. He discovered that he was a hero. The male guests had told their
fair companions that John Warwick had followed the four men who had assaulted and robbed Mrs.
Button Barker and accounted for three of them.

Warwick pushed hisway to the stairs and up them to the second floor. Servantsrushed to hisaid. Ina
bathroom he inspected himself. There was a cut benesth one eye. His collar wastorn, histie soiled, and
there was dust on his clothes.

"Pretty Sght!" he complained as he bathed his bruised knuckles. "My word, yes! A bit of arow, and dl
that, but one of the chaps got away!"

Burton Barker rushed into the room, bubbling histhanks and reporting that hiswifewasal right
again--and would descend and order the dance continued.

Then Marlowe stepped into the room.
"Good boy, Warwick!" hesad, grinning. "Y ou certainly handled those fellows!”
"Where were you?' Warwick asked nadtily.

"It happened so quickly, | didn't realize what was taking place," Marlowe lied. "One of the fellows hurled
me back along the railing, and by thetime | could get to my feet, they were gone with Mrs. Barker--and
you were gone, too. Miss Rodney was nervous--| escorted her ingde as soon asthe lights came on

agan.”

"Very kind of you--thanks," Warwick said.

"Y ou certainly battered up those three prisoners. They are saying that haf adozen men jumped on them.”
"Silly asses! Ought to gotojal!" Warwick said.

"They'll gotojall, dl right!" Barker declared.

A servant pushed in and caled him, and Barker hurried away. The others could hear awoman wailing in
one of the other rooms--Mrs. Burton Barker had discovered that her locket was missing. They could
hear her shriek that it must be recovered, could hear Barker giving ordersto his servants.



Warwick dismissed the servants who had been hel ping him, and began putting on afresh collar one of
them had brought. The cut beneath his eye had been bathed and court-plaster applied, but Warwick
knew that it would be abad sight in the morning. He turned from the mirror and saw Marlowe watching
him.

"Wd|?' Marlowe asked.

"Three of your men aregoingtojail,” Warwick said in alow tone.
"That'stheir fault.”

"They areliableto talk, aren't they?"

"I'm not abit afraid of that,” Marlowe said. "They'll take their medicine, and they'll be paid for doingit.
They did their work well, you know."

"l suppose s0."

"Y ou didn't have achance, Warwick! It was agood fight whileit lasted, but it didn't last long. It might
have been different if you had been given plenty of help. | don't understand why The Spider didn't give
you help.”

"There goesthat Spider stuff again!™

"Oh, stop the bluff, Warwick! I'm wise, and you know that | amwise! | say it isawonder that he didn't
giveyou hdp.”

Warwick stepped closeto him. "Very well--since you know so much!™ he said. "If | am working for
some chap you cal The Spider, let it be known that | never need much help!*

"Thiswasthe time you needed it, Warwick!"
"Got three of your men, a any rate!"

"But one got away, en? And so you didn't get the locket!" Marlowe laughed, sneered, and turned toward
the door.

"Lotsof timeyet to get that,” Warwick hurled after him.

"Not a chance, Warwick--not a chance in the world! Y ou've had your last look at that little trinket. And
what you'll get from that boss of yourswill be plenty--don't forget that for amoment. He could not have
taken you into his confidence, or you'd have made a better attempt to win out. Thiswasamighty
important ded."

"Don't know what you're talking about, I'm sure!" Warwick said.
"Widl, you've logt, Warwick!"

"Gameisnt over yet!" John Warwick observed. "Seen lots of them won in thelast hdf of the ninth inning,
you know. Raly--al that sort of thing!"

He passed Marlowe and went down the stairs. He intended to keep his eyes on Marlowe, even if he had
to send SilviaRodney homein the limousine done. Marlowe, he knew, would get possession of that
locket sometime. He would find Togo out on the lawn and tell him to hold the taxicab in readiness.



But Togo had disappeared for the time being. Servants with electric torches were searching the lawn for
Mrs. Burton Barker'slocket. That lady wastrying to force hersdlf to believe that it had been torn from
her while she was being carried across the lawn--when, in redlity, she knew that the assault had been for
the purpose of getting the locket.

Mrs. Barker was on the veranda herself, dmost hysterica, directing the search, refusing to go to her
room. Some of the guests were taking their departure. The orchestrawas till playing, and some of the
couples were dancing asif nothing had happened. It was atribute to their hostess.

Warwick went down among the others and pretended to join in the search. For the first time since he had
joined The Spider's band, hefelt adread of the supercrimina. He dmost feared the interview that he
knew he would be forced to hold with him. The Spider did not countenance failure. He had instructed
Warwick to get that locket, and he expected success.

It would belike The Spider to refuse to release him from the band and adlow him to marry Silvia, and
Warwick told himself that he never would marry her unless he was released. He would get the locket yet,
he told himsdlf. He would follow Marlowe day and night, with only Togo to help him--held get that |ocket
if hewasforced to use violence against Marlowe and his men, if he had to turn burglar or highwayman!
He never had failed The Spider before, and he did not intend to fail now!

The search came to an end--and the locket had not been found. Warwick went back into the house, and
received thanks from a pale Mrs. Burton Barker. He saw that she was making abrave fight to retain her
composure, and he wondered again what the locket meant to her, what it meant to others. Locket of
Tragedy, Togo had called it, but John Warwick didn't see any sensein that.

He met Silviain the hdl, and they stepped to one side.

"Y oull be ahandsome man inthe morning,” shesaid, laughing alittle.

"Donot rub it in, dear lady!" Warwick told her.

"Aren't you ashamed of yoursdlf, getting into a brawl while acting as my escort?"

"It isaserious matter!" Warwick whispered. "Dear lady, | have failed for the time being--they got away
with the locket."

"How did it happen, John?*

"Marlowe--that chap you danced with--is at the bottom of it. He got Mrs. Barker to the veranda
purposely. Those chaps sprang over the railing when the lights went out, grasped her and chloroformed
her, rushed across the lawn with her, took the locket and |eft her there. My luck, | suppose, that the man
who had the locket in his possession escaped.

"Then thereis no chance of getting it, John?"

"I haven't quite given up yet. Going to watch this Marlowe chap. Old Togo's about, ready to help. Have
to get the thing, or your jolly old uncle will be furious. Might force meto remain in--er--hisemploy, and
dl that."

"Perhapsit will dl come out right, John."
"Let us hope so!" Warwick said.

Marlowe stepped up to them. "Pardon me, but | believethat | have this dance with Miss Rodney," he



said pleasantly. "Our hostess wishes the ball to continue, despite the annoyance she has experienced. As
acompliment to her--"

"Of course! Naturdly!" Warwick said.

He surrendered Silvia and watched them as they started dancing. He felt atwinge of jealousy, but told
himself it was because Marlowe was the man and because Marlowe had bested him for the time being.

He could not help admiring Marlowe's courage. The fellow was carrying it off well. He was an excellent
foe, John Warwick thought. And he became more determined to get the locket, if it took him weeks!

X
A Surprise

SILVIA RODNEY danced the encore with Marlowe, while Warwick walked up and down the hall and
now and then stopped to speak to some acquaintance and dodge hero worship.

Warwick was wondering just who Marlowe might be and how Mrs. Burton Barker had become
acquainted with him. He intended to get aline on Marlowe and keep in touch with the man. He smply
had to get the locket! Everything depended upon it--his future standing with The Spider, hisown
happiness, and that of Silvia

He wondered why Silviawas dancing with Marlowe so much, since she knew now that Marlowewasa
foeto them dl. Her face was radiant when Marlowe returned with her and handed her over to Warwick.

"Now I'll dance with you, John, and then, | think, we'd better go," Silviasaid.
Warwick could do nothing but go out upon the floor with her, but he managed awhisper.

"Please make it short, Silvia. | want to watch Marlowe and follow him. A greet deal dependsoniit, you
know. Smply must get that locket, what? Hell lead metoiit, and al that sort of thing. Haveto triumphin
the end, or your jolly old uncle will wak around my collar. My word, yes"

"Aren't you going to take me home, John?'

"Will it make you very angry if | send you aone?' Warwick asked.

"Of course!"

"But, in such acase--"

"I'll be angry, nevertheless. And how will it look to the others, John? Will they not suspect something?”
"Haveto cover it up in some manner,” Warwick said. "Might get out at the first corner and return.”
"Oh, let the old locket go!"

"Dear girl! Your jolly old unclewill be enraged.”

"I'll smooth it over for you, John."

"Afraid it would be adifficult task in such a case. Uncle seemed very keen on getting the thing,
remember. Some sort of a secret connected with it, and al that. Appearsto be vastly important, though
for thelife of mel cannot understand why."

"Well, you let it go and take me home!”



"Just asyou say, dear girl, but | fear that we are making amistake," Warwick told her, sghing. "Take dl
the blame mysdlf, of course, and dl that. My word! Jolly old uncle probably will roar likealion. May
refuse to--well, you know, desr girl!"

"You leave it to me, John. Y ou've never failed before, have you?!

"Never!"

"Well, uncle cannot raise so very much of arow, then.”

"Can't he? I've seen him angry!" Warwick said. "Rather face atiger unarmed. My word!™

They finished the dance and went toward the hal. Marlowe was just taking leave of Mrs. Burton Barker,
and he grinned at John Warwick as he approached. Silviawent for her wraps, and Warwick stepped out
on the verandafor an ingtant.

Hewaked aong therailing, until there came to him from the darkness a peculiar hissthat he recogni zed.
"That you, Togo?" he asked.

"Yes sar.”

"Follow our man when he leaves--I cannot.”

"Yes sar."

Warwick walked back to the doorway, entered, and continued aong the hall toward the gairs.
"Better luck next time," Marlowe whispered as he passed.

"Hope so!" Warwick growled.

" Should have had help, you know. Y ou were up againgt atough proposition.”

"A proposition of toughs, you mean.”

Marlowe'sface flushed. "Bad loser, are you?' he sneered.

"Haven't lost yet, you know," Warwick retorted.

"Y ou haven't? Don't fool yoursdf!"

"L ots of time yet--gamesyoung.”

"Not thisparticular game!” Marlowe said.

"May find out different,” Warwick told him. "Rally, you know--al that sort of thing. Seenit lots of times.
Advise you to keep your eyes and ears open.”

"Oh, I'll be watching out for you!"
"That's an excdlent idea," Warwick observed.

He went on up the stairsfor histhings. He met Silvia; they spoke to Mrs. Burton Barker, and went out to
the limousine. Soon they were speeding down the avenue and across the city.



"Oh, cheer up, John!" the girl said.

"Dont fed likeit, dear lady. Not used to failure--what? Rather gets me, you know, and al that. My
word, yes!"

"It will bedl right, John."

"Not so sure about that. Have to report to your jolly old uncle as soon as we reach the house, | suppose,
and take what iscoming to me."

"Why not put it off?" she asked.

"Never do in the world. Make afull report, and maybe he can get the silly locket by sending somebody
el se after it--somebody who is not abungler,”

"But you werefighting againgt oddd ™

"Makes no difference,” he declared, " Always fought against odds before and won. Makes no difference
adl!"

They rodefor atimein slence, Slviasnuggling closeto hisside.
"When we get home," she said presently, "you wait until | talk to uncle.”
"Afraidit'll do no good," Warwick replied.

"Nevertheless, John Warwick, you wait until 1 have talked to him, and then you can go up and--er--take
what iscoming to you."

"Very wel. Put off the evil hour afew minutes, a any rate," he said. "Imagine I'll get an awful wigging!
My word, yes! Probably betold I'm aworthless beggar, and al that sort of thing. First timeI'vefailed,
you know--not used to it!"

"Perhaps ther€lll be achanceyet.”

"A dight one," Warwick admitted. "I gave Togo ordersto follow that Marlowe chap. By theway, you
seemed to like to dance with him."

"John Warwick, are you jed ous?"
"My word--no! Just remarked it!" Warwick said.
"Well, you'd better not be jedlous, sir! That issomething I'll not endure! Here we are a home!™

Warwick told the chauffeur to wait and escorted Silviainside the house. Sheleft himinthebig living
room and went up the stairs to The Spider's den. She knew that he would not have retired, that he would
wait to tell her good-night.

John Warwick spent abad quarter of an hour. He paced back and forth across the room, fearful one
moment, defiant the next, wondering what he could say to The Spider to justify himself. He decided that
he could only explain and ask the supercrimind to be merciful.

And then Silvia came back down the gairs.

"How did hetakeit?' Warwick asked.



"Oh, | scarcdy think he will have you shot John.”

"Angry, | suppose?

"You'l find out soon enough--you are to go right up and see him," shereplied.

"Hope the old chap isn't too hard on me," Warwick said. "Can't dareto think of losing you, little lady.”
Heheld her in hisarmsfor an ingtant, kissed her, and then started dowly up the sairs.

Outside the door of the supercriminal’s den, he paused for amoment to gather his courage. Warwick
was aman who did not like to confessfailure. He knew that The Spider probably had spoken kindly to
Silvia, but he would not let that affect the manner in which he received John Warwick.

Finaly, he opened the door, entered, closed and bolted it behind him as was the custom, and then
whirled around to find The Spider in hisusua place behind the big mahogany desk.

"Sit down, Warwick!" The Spider said. "And give me your close atention while | explain something
about that locket."

"l regret--"

"Silence--and listen! It isgetting late, and | am atired man. | just want to tell you, Warwick, of the
importance of that locket. Severd years ago, the woman you know as Mrs. Burton Barker was spending
her first season abroad. Her mother was with her. In apeculiar manner, the girl saw acrime committed.
She was young and romantic, and she took afancy to the man who committed it--one of my men."

"| undergtand, Sr."

"Without her mother's knowledge, she kept engagements with this man. He saw in her only afoolish and
romantic girl, and he kept up the acquaintance to get information. Her mother wasrich, as you know.
Thisman of mineintended to get al the information he could and probably lift the mother's jewds,”

"| undergand.”

"He let the girl know that he belonged to afamous band of criminas. He let her know too much. The
Locket of Tragedy was the property of afamous Parisian, and this man of mine got it one night while
looting an apartment. It was called that because it had been owned by personswho met violent ends. It
had quite a history, and many a collector stood ready to pay ahandsome pricefor it.

"l see" said Warwick.

"A gqueen who poisoned hersdf owned it once, and then afamous courtesan who was tried for murder
and executed. Almost every owner of the locket met with violence. My man got it as| have said, and he
showed some of the loot to the girl who now is Mrs. Barker. She wanted the locket, and he let her have
it, thinking he could stedl it from her later. He didn't dare refuse at the time, for he needed more
information before attempting to rob her mother of afortunein jewds.

"Before he could regain the locket her mother took a sudden notion to return to the States, bringing her
daughter with her, of course. The night before they departed, this dip of agirl got possession of abit of
tissue paper. That paper istill in existence, and is enough to send me to prison for therest of my life, and
to send other men there. The authorities of Pariswould pay afortunefor it.

"She returned to the States, and | sent my man after her with instructionsto get the locket and the paper,



which shekept init. Hefailed, and returned, and | sent two other men. She did not wear the locket in
those days--she had it hidden somewhere. | sent her word that, unless she returned the locket and the bit
of tissue, I'd have her crimina sweetheart dain. She had spunk--replied that if | did she would hand the
paper over to the police.

" She had us there--understand? She threatened to hand the things over the first month she did not receive
aletter from this man she admired. We were safe aslong as he wrote those | etters--and | saw that he did
writethem.

"Then she got married, and began wearing the locket. It had grown to be a sort of dudl between us by
that time. She did not surrender the things even after being married, | tried ascore of timesto get the
locket and what it contained, and | failed. | let thething dide, asthe saying is, let her hold the sword over
my head.

"Last month, Warwick, she got no communication, for the smple reason that this man of mine had died. |
ascertained that she was making investigation--she thought that | had made away with him, understand?
She was ready to hand that locket to the police and tell her story.”

"And the others—-" Warwick asked.

"Members of aband antagonistic to me. They learned of the locket and its secret. They wanted to get it
and send it to the authorities of Paris themselves--wanted to see me and some others sent to prison. Do
you understand what that locket meant to me, Warwick? If those others got it, if Mrs. Barker retained it,
| was doomed. That is how important that locket wasto me!™

Warwick gave an exclamation of horror. So he, by hisfailure, had doomed The Spider--and perhaps
himsdlf. For, if an investigation were made, it might lead to Warwick and other new members of the
band, too. And, asfor Silvia-why, her life would be ruined! She would be pointed out as the niece of a
supercrimind.

"It would be a case of chickens coming hometo roost!" The Spider continued. "My crimesthe last few
years, since that accident that made me a cripple, have not been what the world would call extrabad. |
have reformed to an extent, as you know. But in the old days, | did many things for which I still could be
punished.”

"Sir, 1--" Warwick began.
The Spider silenced him with agesture.

S0 you can see theimportance of that locket," the supercrimina went on, "And when you sent it to me
just now, by Silvia--"

"Sir?' Warwick gasped.

"It was agredt relief to me. It meant everything. It meant that | shal not have to spend my last daysin
some prison. And | am so thankful, Warwick, that | am going to quit. | have one thing more to do, and
then | am going to disband my people. That onething isgood instead of evil--I'll explain it to you later.
And I'm going to give my ill-gotten gainsto certain charities and retain just enough to live on. Silviawill
marry you--and be happy. Go to her now, John Warwick, and leave me aone with my happiness.”

Warwick unbolted the door and hurried out. He dmost rushed down the stairs, to where Silviawas
waiting for himinthe big living room. She laughed as she saw the expressonin hisface.

"Wasit dl right?" she asked saucily.



"Dear lady, suppose that you give me some sort of an explanation,” he said.
"Regarding what?"

"Your jolly old uncle has just told methat | sent the locket up to him by you--thanked mefor it. Knew
nothing abouit it, | assure you! Imagined that thug fellow had it--sent Togo chasing after Marloweto
watch the chap--"

Sividslaugh interrupted him.
"| told you that perhaps| could help, John," she said.
"My word! Can't understand it at al!"

"Why, John Warwick! When the lights went out and those men came over therailing, | suspected that it
was atrick to get the locket. | dipped to one side and finally got right behind that man Marlowe | heard
him whispering to the other men asthey were using the chloroform. He took the locket himsdlf, John, at
that moment. Therewas ahit of light from the arc on the corner, and | could see by crouching against the
wall. He took the locket and dipped it into hiswaistcoat pocket.”

"But that was dangerous--"

"Silly! If there had been asearch, he would have pretended that he had just picked it up.”
"| suppose so. But how did you get the locket?!

"I got it while | was dancing with him, John--picked his pocket, you see.”

"My word!" Warwick gasped. "Y ou picked a chap's pocket?'

"Yes. It wasn't at dl difficult, John. Remember, you foolish boy, | have astrain of The Spider'sblood in
my veins. It wasthat Spider strain that called upon meto do it. | wanted to help you--and it was a sort of
adventure--"

"See herel" Warwick exclamed. "Y ou were deuced lucky, and you must never do such athing again.
Suppose he had felt in his pocket afterward and found the thing gone? He would have suspected you at
once."

"Oh, hedid fed in his pocket!"
"Bt

"But, you see, John, when | took the locket. | dipped initsplace asmdl portierering that | had taken
from the draperiesin the hal. He merely felt thering and thought that it was the locket. See?’

"My word!"
"And then, John--"
But she did not finish the sentence. She could not with hislips pressed againgt hers.



