“Hig 25, i -.1 -'..l w L..ha.l. L.J.l oLy, l.-ln. u.‘l"':.-.d J--ll-.nl.-t-ﬁ u.t-r.ul.hl!

Illlgr .'-lﬁ'zr ﬁrmﬁ El;nrt Etnry
THE SECRET OF THE SANDS

lights lIl the way!
dizgappeared s though~ 'the earth had
md'uplnd_lwllhmmem It's two
months to & day tit” Eartin fallsd to
show up here at the L. A alrport] six
weeks for Btols, Night fiying's danger-
But there was no fog,
and they were both fying new planes.”™

“Well,” said Bryan placatingly, “my
friend Don Platt isn't due yet."

*No. Don lsn't due yet” Glies drop-
ped into his creaking swivel chair and
turned to Bryan, his thin mouth.drawn
in & white hard line. “It's nol know-
ing. That's what's eating the heart out
af me, Bryan. Not Enowing! Ir we'd

found wreckage in the mountains, or on

the Mojave Desert, cven 1f we'd known'

they were having trouble when they left
thelr last stop! But no! We scour the
oountry for weeks and can't find s trace
of 'em. Vanihed—oompletely vanish-
ed1l” :

Olles shuddersd and flicked the reporia
with trpmbling Angers. He wet his lips
with his sangue. “Bometimes 1 feel as
if Tm executioner to you fellownl I
send you out to Balt lLake City, Prisco
or Phoenix; and I dom't know what I'm
sending you out to Perhapa to your
death! Perhaps to whatever fate Martin
and Btole met, and I don’t know what 1t
was or why.

“Don't think I havent imagined solu-
tions Lo their disappearance. 1 have, lots
of 'em, Bryan. Mantmstic things! I lie
awake nights trying to drive them oul of
my head, I sit here at this desk, wulitl-
ing, walting, walting. I think [T go
crasy walting for the radio operator Lo
glve me the reporits on the looalion of
the plangs. I feel some of my sanity re-
tuming when one of my planes reaches
ita destination. We've beaiten the un-
known another time ™

“Listen.” aaldd Aryan gently, “you iake
this thing too hard We don't hold what

hnppmnd't-:r Martin and Siale s you

You can‘t help Iit.”

Ollre laughed harahly “How old am
Iv Twrenty-six-—twenly-wven [ can’t
remember I waant libe this two months
and a day agv But I tell you 1t's not
knowing—not knowing what happened
to those two fine fellows! Nol knowling
when I'l send ‘mnother man out to the
mine fate!™ He remched for the tele-
phone agsain, but the night boy entered
al that moment with s dimsy paper

“Froma Don Plott?™ growled Oilles.

The boy nodded. handed him the aheet,
and departed . |

Cllea took the message In trembling
hands and read iI. Hb ey glowed and
the deep liliea of his face relaxed alight-
I¥ ma h* handed i1 Lo Bryan “Prcliaps
wWrlr gritlg o s salplion how !

Bryiwn read thwe mreasge

Ahvad of achedule - Landing on
the Mojave Piht of grounded plane
apnalling dstiras - Think It ma) be

Martuy ur Stule —Duon Platt

Cllrm selaed his  telephone
opcralar,” e crwed hoarsely
on' Say. ty w0 get Platt
i1 b Martin or Bloke!™

Qilre nose aguinr and walked o the
Window  He stared out anto the Aeld
Muminated by food lights' then hie he-
furmed W his swivel chalr, and smilked
al Uryad *Din Platt knows his atuff =
he muttered “If he thinks it's one ‘of
tUhaose two fellowa, It must be. He must
mow vur planies and our trulgnia The
mool s bright and you can see almost
& well on the desert by moonlight aa

“Laeghi-
Find out

The tthnhmnﬂn.:lndulh' reached
for It “What? You cant get Plati?
T‘lflllln—hpm!'

‘ An hour weat by and

Tepmtsd offorts © reach
hor 4id any other word

[ Muneer Alrways'

- white

o withwout [food or water,
Hadiu .

‘the dreert.

missing” pilot. - The lines had daepenad
in Olles’ face. Bryan Andrews atood at
the window, staring up at the moonlit,
cloudless sky, hoping againat- hope to
see an aeroplane winging Iis™ way weal-
ward, Had his best frisnd met thes un-
known fate of those other two fine alr-
men?

“I'm going home,” he sald gruffly.
“If there's any word, wﬂl fou let me
mow, chiaf?™

“Yea"™ growled CGlles;
word—" ; ,

Bryan went home and went tb bad,
but sleep was impoasible. He tozssd and
pitched through the Interminsable hours
of ths night, imagining countisss fan-
tastic solutinsg to Donald Platt's disap-
pearance, only to rejact them as they
oocurred to him,

8lsepy-eped and hnll.’-aﬂ'l.iulted, he
was at the office again st aix. Ollss eyed
him with red-rimmed eyes when Byran
demanded if any word had come, "Yeas™
mid Gllas sarcastically, “the same word
we recelved fram Martin and 8Stolel
Bilenos! Listen, Bryan! Take that two-
seater on tha fleld, ©Comb the Aojave
along the Balit lake Oity route. Piatt
may have wrecked his ship in landing.”

Bryan nodded, his firm young jaw get.
“Okeh, chiel.”

He ingquired of the mechanic If the
ahip had beén fuelsd and eonditioned
for fight Pinding that It had: been,
Bryan donned his flying togs, and climb-
od Inlo the rear ocockplt. Bettling his
large body comfortably in the pit, he
turned his t:nlt.lnn awitch. The motor
burst into roaring song. Bryan “gun-
ned” the ship for many minutes: then,
studying air, gas and lemperature
gnuges for a, minute.' he releassd his
brake and I.h.mlt his control stick for-
ward slightly to bring up the tall

The acroplane trundled forward vflth
anarling spasms, which changed to o]
purring, high-pitched drone.
pulled back the stick, and the hard-
baked carth of the ll.nd:l.rm' field drq::tptd
away beneath him.

Spiraling to gain ntutudc. he presently
levellad out, nosing northeastward. The

“if there's any
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the ons Donald Pitt Had

Bryan olicked off & message to Otlsd,

| and it fiaghed into:his mind that ha was
-dolng prefibbly what-Donald-had done.

Hs was unwilling to lsave Donild here,
however, whan all their numh bad fall-
ed to find this apot.

He fed his motor to prevent cverfiood-
mtuttulhlp‘rhlm& down toward the
‘grounded esroplane. It was = Plonesr
Where was the sscond
urnplnm Donald had md-umnd tu

é-_nu was too overjoyesd at the fact

to- | golng to pay for thisi”

causad his blood to run cold. PEryan
frst thought that ths wheel tracks In

rthe sand were an illusion due to shadows®|

cauzed by ridges in tha sand. No ridges,
thessl They were the distinod marks laft
by landing gears and tall akids! They
disappearsd In o sand duns directly
ahead, He was entering a trap!

The man who had stood bealde tha
grounded asroplane was running toward
him, - shouting something. Ths man was
not Donald Platt; he was too short and
he Umped. Where had he-zeen that face
before? The answer flashad into Bryan's
mind. Dirk Penningtonl ©One of the
fellows Bryan had known al the tralning
school |

Two Ooren n;d.dnulr materialissd out of
that which appeared to be the sand dune
ahesad. Thelr appearance did nol par-
tictilarly astonish’ Bryan, although their
hiding place did He knsw that mand
dune for what It was, a hidden hangar.

All these thoughts raced through his
mind in the few (nstants during which
Bryan was “laxi-Ing” toward ths lmp-
ing pilot. His sction swiftly followed his
thought., Hiz hand lsaped to the throtile
and the peroplans roared [ts waming.
The two-aeater Oew acroas the ground,
gaining momentum.

The t(wo-zeater was wabbling free in
apace, and Bryan spirled above the
grounded plahe. The two men had
vanished again. The lame youth was
| still waving the shirt. feebly., it seemed
to Bryan, as though he knew his ruse
would not work a second time.

! ‘The pllot visloned Glles twitching ot |
Byran ' his desk, and sought te relleve his chlef's!

| anxiety. He radioced:
Barely svolded trap—think Dun
Platt may be alive—ocoming directly
o alrpori—Bryan Andrews.
A llttle over half an hour later, Bryan

dask, his Jaw muscles abowing whits and.
strained undsr his tan. "Gt i, ohisf?
Penriington worked for Talea. Yatas'
‘company, the Dolumbla Skyways, was
aboiit pushad to tha wall by us- bacaunss
we kept mors regular sshedule and had
few acoldenta.” :

“Sure I get It1" barked Cliss, "Vates
goss out to see that we have lsas regular
achedules and mors aocidenis than he
does. Now we're the outfit that's run-
ning cloze to the walll™

“Maybe we're jumping to conchuions,
chlef., I don't lke to accuzs anyons
without plenly of proof. Hut It looks

“Funny! Il get the sherlff to run
out with & buneh of men and nab thobe
babies who have been waylaying our
planss with distress signals, Bome one s

“Walt & minute,” saild Bryan qulstly.
“We can_do all you sy. Hut perhaps
Don Platt will get hurt if thoss fellows
zhow resistance. Perviasion is better
than foroe every timal Now If I fly out
there and fall into their trap—"

" *Then there’ll be one maore of my men
likely to get hurt when thes sheriff finally
has to go out to reacus youl”

"I don't bellave It, chiafl You sse, 1
know Dirk Pennington pretiy well. He
may be weak,-but he's not fundamentaily
bad. It sserms better o me to set him
on the right track than to send him up
to prison for a stretch and have him
permanently starfed wrong. I'd like to

ARE LONGER

e il I

munu-m \ﬁhltllr?"

“All rl'hl.," sald Ollea. “Try your
mnumd.lndthuultnlh,mmtn
your sssistance.™ '

: mmmem

above the groundsd sercplane. There
was Ho evidence of life around It, but as
he atarted to apiral down, Pennington
appeared fram the sand dune, waving ‘hu
shirt,
'mnnhmdlm-mHMupmmn
groundsd machine, He atepped oub,
smiling. The two men appeared and
walked towspd him. Dirk mmmgm
ahifted umeasily as ths two men ans
proached. Hryan recognized them as two
other clamsmates, friends of Dirk's.

“You think you're going to take ma
prisoner.” he laughed. *“DBut you're not.”

*What mé¥ss you think we're not?"
one of the young men demandead, gruffly.

“Decguse I've been In to L. A sinoe I
left here,-and the super knows all about
this trap.”

The'two young men exchanged signifi-
cant glancea. Dirk Pennington smlled
falntly. *“It was white of you to tell us
that, Bryan.,” he sald “But why zhould
you? Why didnt you come with the
patrolmen instead of alone?”

“If I hatin't felt there waa zomething
worth malvaging in you, Dirk, I wouldn't
have had tha least lenlency. But I've
known you to do many generous things
and I'd lke to see you getting a fresh
start. That applls to you other two
fellows, too. ;

"What do you think it will get you
o be waylaying our planes for Zedobla
Yates?" Bryan was taking a shot In the
dark, but their faces showed surprizse and
he knew his guess had been good. "He
will keep you on untll we've been broken.
Then what? He'll let you out. What
mads you do itF~

The three young men shifted uneasily.
Dirk stared at the ground. “We wors all

* ‘w}
r:r .
Nocarly risingtodraw

§~ up the furnace when
¢ ¥You use Old Com-
& Pany’'s Anthracitel

crizscross lines of Los Angeles streels! Was in Glles’ office. He fatlened out his|

small farma and arange groves,

Before long these -farms had given way
lo the foothills, while shesd
barely vialble in the distance as he
slowly soomed the aeroplane,” lay the
tawny desert, dotted witlr blooming sage-
buzsh. Here it was thal his interest In

the terrain streaming under him began

lo avaken His goggled eyem swept the
undulating sea of sand dunes and sage,
hnh:inz alwayas for a small dot or two
mmall dots—Donald’s plane and the ship
he had gone to aid.

The desert took on & savage grandeur. .

Rod crags rearnd up shead against an
asure sky. 8ull the acroplane he sought
was nol visihle. Heat rays shimmered
Into mirages in the hot, dead air. The !
candy waste seemeed dead, lifeless

His hope dwindled sa the map pinned

o his instrument board showed Br;rnn'

that
line,
»ave aet,

he was appropching the Nevada

giving the communication

of hhn.:

dropped behind him to be replaced by ' Map on the desk and pointed to a star-'

' red point on the desert. He then ex-

plained to Giles all that had happened.
Glles’ gray cyes bumed. "SBo that's It,
‘eh? A tmapl What can be its purpose?
| Whom was Dirk Pennington working
I for?™
| “We can get my fnn:nﬂ inatructor an
the phone.” sald Bryan grimly. “He'll
know.”
He looked up the number in the book,
and called. “Roberta? Barry If [ got
fou up, old man This ls Andrews call-
'Ing. It's pretiy important or I wouldn't
have called you. Can you tell me whom
Dirk Pennington is working for? What!
| He worked for Zedobla Yatea? You
think he's out of a job now? Thanks a
| lot.™
| Bryan placed the telephone h:u.ﬂ: an the

Your fire burns lon ger,
more steadily, more
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more compact.
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Pinally he furned o his short-.

aignal. In a moment the code signal.

making known that he was heard came

through his earphones. He clicked out a
messnge on the keys, giving his approx-

imale positlon and ssking fur
orders. The reply came In two minutes
[rom hon, tre day superintendent
Return o 1. A taking a more
northerly cocourse —-MecMahon

Bryan turned northward for nearly lml

milea and then turned travelling south-
weat Hls return trip was butl & repeti-
UHon of the tHMp oult He was unable to

find any trace of Duonald Platt's sero- -

plaiwe

McMabon, a short man wilth a sguare
jaw, met Bryan when he landed “This
will Anlsh us 1 it Ecrps up.” he grunted
“Three planes vaniah in three months'

No wander our busineas s felling off'

There were & -lol of repurters arcund
here this momning and you can depend
on it they'll plaster It all over the frant
pageal”
McMahoti's predicion  proved true
The mysterhwis disappearance of the
third waseroplane was
front page newa [l remained front page
news for nearly a week while the search
for thr mising machine continued at
Hupr that Dunald Platt,
perhaps Injured,
might remain alive ln the Majove Desert

lieat

Anally discontinued as hopeleas.
_Ll_unl'hur the pilots watched for any
trace of helr et comrades whenever

thelr flights took them over the Mojave.
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t then begmnt W (ade The search was

Grapefruit

Retuming from Salt Lake City one night, |
¢ manih after Dunald Platt had vanish-
ed, Bryan woiked a splash of white an

stared ahsoad Moonlight Sooded the
carth and he was able to distinguiah a

His body stiffened ms he |

man wildly waving a shirt. The man |
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working for Yates,” he confessed in a
low volece. “He let us out as his business
went down hill, due mostly Lo his refussl
to get modem types of planes and equjp-
menit. We had been out of work for
months and wrre desperate He called
the three of us ln and proposed that we
should stop your planes by pretending
distreas and (hen taking your pliots
prisoners, ‘We . didn't want to do the
wark, but he threalened that he wouldn®t

. ive us rcommendations and we couldn't
el jabs clsewhere, S0 we wayladd Mar-
. tin with one of Yates' planes, and used

- Stole and Platt,

Martin'a plane (0o pet nssistnnee [rom

“It was our plans'to hold them, and

- whatever other Plonecer Alrwfays men we
icuuh:l Nog down, until the reputation for

unreliability caused your company to go

,out of business. ™

|

"Didn't you feel roiten, tryving to break
s company which never did you any

lrrpumhn.mﬂuum-t.m -

Talf an hour later Dryan was hovering |

TEA

harm, Dirk?" asied Bryan,

“Motten? I'e fell llke » dog every
minute of the timel And what you've
sald about Yates turning against us when
ws had dons his eontemptible work fNta
in exactly with what I've reasoned out
for myzelf. We oon realizsd weo were
dupes, but we had Murtin then and if
we seb him free, Yatas would not pay us.

I'm gilad-it's all over, and I'll take my

punishment llke & man.' -
© “Yeu" agreed une of the other pllots,
“we'll take our medicine.'

“Here's the doss I prescribe,” sald
Bryan, with a faint smile. *“The thres
of you arc witneszses to what Yales WS
trying to do. It is up to you to see that
the Ploneer Alrways gets its reputation
cleared before the publis. If youll gor

" (Continued on Page Baven)
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For his work In "Caplains Courngeous™

and for her work.in “The

CGood Eoartdy” Bpencer Tracy and Lulse Ralner werv awarded the accolades

for Lhe best mollon picture performances of

1837 by the Academy of

Muu&n Ploture Arta and Scilencea. Thirteonn hundred Hollywoodites wers
prosent at the banguel where the gold-plated statuettea woere presented o

the popular stars.
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