

  

    

      

    

  




  

    

      Death Desert




      By Robert Moore Williams


    




  




  

    Copyright © 1941 by Robert Moore Williams




    This edition published in 2010 by eStar Books, LLC.




    www.estarbooks.com


  




  

    
ISBN:    978-1-61210-113-2


  




  

    This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.


  




  

    


  




  





  

    Some Other Works By Robert Moore Williams


  




  

    Fiction Series




    Jongor


  




  

    Jongor of Lost Land 




    Jongor Fights Back! 




    Jongor of Lost Land 




    The Return of Jongor 




    Jongor Fights Back 


  




  

    

      Zanthar


    




    

      Zanthar of the Many Worlds 




      Zanthar at the Edge of Never 




      Zanthar at Moon's Madness 




      Zanthar at Trip's End 


    




    

      Novels




      Conquest of the Space Sea 




      The Chaos Fighters 




      Doomsday Eve 




      The Blue Atom 




      World of the Masterminds 




      The Day They H-Bombed Los Angeles 




      The Darkness Before Tomorrow 




      Walk Up the Sky 




      King of the Fourth Planet 




      The Star Wasps 




      Flight From Yesterday 




      The Lunar Eye 




      The Second Atlantis 




      Vigilante 21st Century 




      The Bell From Infinity




      Beachhead Planet 




      Now Comes Tomorrow 




      Seven Tickets to Hell 


    




  




  

    

      Death Desert


    




    

      By Robert Moore Williams


    




    

      [image: ]





      





      [image: ]



    




    

      “You dirty devil! They'll hang you for this!" Ann Roberts blazed.




      "Shut up!" Red Kelly hissed.




      "I wasn't talking to you," she snapped, turning an angry face toward him. "I was talking to—to that!" She waved her hand to indicate Knuckles Roker.




      "Maybe you weren't talking to me but I'm talking to you," Red Kelly whispered fiercely. "And I'm telling you to shut up. If you call Roker names and make him mad, he'll shoot us instead of marooning us as he intends to do."




      "I'd rather be shot than marooned here!" she answered.




      The angry nod of her head took in the red sands, the rocky, forlorn hills of the deserts of Mars. Red Kelly knew she was right about that. A slug from the heavy pistol in Roker's hand meant a quick and comparatively painless death. But to be marooned here meant two days of torture and then a slow death. Two days was as long as any human, without adequate supplies of water,, could withstand the blazing Martian sun. And when the sun was gone the deserts plunged from a temperature in excess of one hundred and twenty degrees straight down to freezing. The thin atmosphere held little heat.




      "He's leaving us here without water and food," the girl continued. "What chance do we have?"




      "Plenty," Kelly grimly whispered. He was a tall young man, red-headed, and very angry now, but holding his anger in check. "Roker's making a mistake. He thinks he's dumping us right in the middle of the worst stretch of desert on this damned planet, where we'll die of thirst within forty-eight hours. Well, he is dumping us in that kind of a spot. But what he don't know is that he's leaving us within walking distance of the only spring in this whole cursed country. So keep your mouth shut and don't make him mad. We'll lick the dirty devil yet."




      He saw the quick light of hope dawn in the girl's eyes as she understood his meaning. He ignored her, turning his attention to the man standing beside the desert buggy, that queer, tank-like contraption, which, with huge wheels and insulated, air-conditioned body, made exploration of the red deserts possible.




      "How about leaving us just a little water, Knuckles?" Red Kelly asked, making his voice as persuasive as possible.




      Knuckles Roker was a big man, fat around the middle, with heavy, droopy shoulders, and a face that would not take a prize in a beauty contest among gorillas. He was standing with his back to the door of the desert buggy regarding them with a scowling frown that indicated he was thinking. The gun in his hand, a forty-five caliber pistol, was very steady.




      Red Kelly had all the respect in the world for that gun. He had seen Roker throw an empty whiskey bottle in the air and smash it with a single shot before it hit the ground. He had seen the man knock over a droon monkey, one of the few animals of Mars that could live in these deserts, with a single shot when the monkey was running at full speed. Which meant that Kelly was taking no chances on trying to jump Roker as long as he had the gun.




      Since Roker seemed not to hear his question, Kelly repeated it.




      "Naw," said Roker. "No water for youse, not a drop. And shut up!" he scowled fiercely at Kelly. "I'm tryin' to think what is best to do with youse, now that I got these—" He patted the bulging money belt looped around his fat stomach.




      It was, or minutes earlier it had been, Red Kelly's money belt. But there wasn't any money in it. There hadn't been much money in it for years, but a few minutes earlier it had contained something that could have been exchanged for incredible amounts of money—Martian diamonds, those pale pure crystals of living light that are so highly prized by the natives of Mars, and no less highly prized by the wives of the millionaires of earth. There had been diamonds in the belt, diamonds that belonged jointly to Red Kelly and Ann Roberts. They were still in the belt, but Kelly didn't have it. Knuckles Roker had it.




      Kelly had come into possession of the gems honestly. Befriending a dying Martian, he had been rewarded with a map showing the location of his tribe's hoard of gems, hidden in the ruins of one of the old abandoned cities on the Martian deserts. This had happened in Mars City, the only human settlement on the red planet. Kelly had been broke at the time. He had in his possession a map worth uncounted thousands of dollars, but to take advantage of the opportunity he had to have a paltry five hundred dollars, for supplies, food, rental on a desert buggy, the expensive odds and ends that go into a desert expedition. Then a space ship bringing tourists from earth had landed. Ann Roberts had been on that ship.




      Once—to Red Kelly it seemed thousands of years in the past—they had been in high school together. Then he had come to Mars, stowing away on a space ship, a kid looking for adventure and for fortune. He had found plenty of adventure but not the fortune. He had forgotten the girl. Then, a school teacher tired of teaching and taking an interplanetary vacation, she had turned up. Kelly could never remember clearly what had happened after that. Inexplicably he had found himself telling her about the map he owned, the chance it offered. She had offered to finance the trip as an equal partner. Kelly had said, "No!" a hundred times. Eventually, much against his better judgment, he had said yes.




      The only desert buggy immediately available in Mars City had been owned by Knuckles Roker. They had rented it and had rented him to drive it. The map had been true and correct. They had found the gems—and Roker had seen them.




      Now Roker had them, and gun in hand, he was leaning against the desert buggy deciding what to do with the two people who owned them.




      "I oughta knock youse two off," he said meditatively. "That way I wouldn't be takin' any chance of youse ever turning up and making trouble. But if I knock youse off, this damned desert will turn youse into mummies and one of these danged desert tribes will find youse. Because youse is human, they will ship you into Mars City. There the sawbones will find youse died of lead poisoning and they'll tell the law and the law will go nosing around and asking how come. Especially, they'll ask me, because youse came out here in my buggy. Even if I've gone back to earth, they'll send some johnny dick around to ask questions—"
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