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Tom Saylor’s job was putting out blazing oil-wells—and the hotter they burned the better he 
liked it. And though there are fires and fires, Tom had an idea that his method would quench 
them all—permanently! 
 

O LIFE-INSURANCE salesman had 
ever tried to get Tom Saylor’s name 
on the dotted line—as a risk, Tom 

would have been worse than a total loss. Not 
that Tom figured it that way. He didn’t. 
 Like an artist’s conception of some 
strange figure from another planet, Tom, clad 
in a suit of asbestos, ran toward the oil, gas, 
and fire-vomiting crater that marked the 
location of the Kellam Oil Company’s No. i 

Olney. A giant torch, consuming more than 
fifty million feet of gas and a thousand barrels 
of oil daily, the burning well had resisted even 
the efforts of fire-fighting crews who had 
attempted to snuff it out with steam. 
 Such a state of affairs cost the 
company dearly, so they sent for Tom Saylor. 
Now, three hours after he had landed his plane 
a couple of miles from the burning gusher, 
Tom was getting into action. Straight into the 
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outer edge of the flames he ran. The heat 
seemed to bake him through his asbestos suit 
and helmet. The asbestos shoes on his feet 
seemed big chunks of fire. 
 He swung the end of his light wire line 
around a set of red-hot steel bull-wheels, ran 
back and raised his arms. A quarter of a mile 
away—as close to the fire as human beings 
could get—the drum on a big tractor began to 
revolve slowly. The glowing metal wheels 
were pulled back from the well and again 
Tom, wire line in hand, ran back to the flames. 
 Thirty minutes later the last of the hot 
rig irons had been pulled back away from the 
hole. The danger of the well becoming ignited 
again from this iron, after once being 
extinguished—had been removed. 
 Working carefully, Tom set two steel 
posts about a hundred yards apart, one on each 
side of the burning well. With a jack, he 
stretched a heavy wire between these posts so 
that the thin line, on which so much depended, 
was right in the outer edge of the column of 
flame. 
 His ears roaring, his skin reddened and 
cooked, Tom carried a number of ten-quart, 
galvanized cans up to one of the posts. As he 
picked them up and carried them into the heat 
area, the men working at the tractor moved 
back still farther. For in each can was enough 
destruction to have wrecked the biggest 
skyscraper, if properly set—nitro-glycerine! 
 Quickly, almost carelessly it seemed to 
those who watched him from afar, he hung a 
shell on a little trolley wheel that was attached 
to the wire. The shell, like a piece of bright tin 
stovepipe, closed like the point on a skyrocket 
on the bottom, swayed on the wire as he 
poured the nitro-glycerine into it. Can after 
can went into the making of a shot that would 
have blown a regiment to atoms. 
 Dizzy with the heat, he set the clock on 
a little time bomb so it would go off about 
thirty seconds after he started it on its way. 
 The watching men held their breaths as 

they saw him give the shell a gentle shove that 
sent it down the line toward the flame. If the 
bomb went off too soon—well, there would be 
no need of a funeral for Tom Saylor. There 
would be nothing to bury. 
 Running like a fiend, despite the 
handicap of his cumbersome outfit, Tom dived 
to the ground and placed his face close to the 
earth, two hundred yards from the fire. He was 
none too soon. There was a deafening roar, 
and a pressure like a giant hand seemed to 
squeeze him to the ground. Sound ceased. He 
was lying momentarily in a vacuum from 
which all the air had been forced by the 
explosion. 
 Tom staggered to his feet. Men were 
running toward him, shouting and waving 
their arms. He looked toward the well. The 
column of flame had been snuffed out. White 
and blue heat-vapor rose from the hole around 
the oil and gas that gushed from the ground. 
 Once again Tom Saylor, the man for 
whom the insurance companies had no use, 
had triumphed. 
 
LOLLED back in his swivel chair in his office 
in the Equity Building, Tom was at peace with 
the world. Three dangerous fires within a 
month had served to satisfy, for the time 
being, even Tom’s appetite for danger. 
 His feet hit the floor with a bang and 
his half-smoked cigar was gripped tightly in 
clenched teeth. For, just down the hall in 
another office, a woman had screamed. Torn 
listened. Frightened, piercing, it came again. 
Tom jerked open his own door and ran down 
the hall. 
 The sign, Lobo Petroleum Corporation 
on the door down the hall disappeared as Tom 
kicked out the glass. Inside, bent back over a 
desk, a disheveled girl was struggling with an 
insolently leering man. 

Tom grabbed him by the shoulder and 
spun him around. His right fist connected with 
the fellow’s jaw and his left buried in his 
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stomach. Without a second glance at the 
victim of his knockout wallops, Tom pushed 
the frightened girl through a door into another 
office and turned back to the man on the floor. 
 He moved, opened his eyes, and 
groaning curses, staggered to his feet. He eyed 
Tom, malevolently as he fingered his swollen 
jaw. 
 “Damn you!” His right hand stole 
toward the desk drawer behind him. “Didn’t 
you ever hear of people getting in trouble by 
butting in where they had no business?” 
 “Uh-huh,” Tom grinned. “Did you 
ever hear that women are respected in this 
neck of the woods—even if they do happen to 
be people’s stenographers?” 
 The man’s hand was slipping into the 
drawer. He talked on, sparring for time. 
“You’ll learn you can’t poke your nose in—
say, know who I am?” 
 “I do.” Tom was lighting a fresh cigar. 
“According to information—which I have 
reason to believe is correct—you are none 
other than R. Bernard Volk, grand mogul of 
the Lobo Company, the dirtiest, lease-
grabbingest crookedest outfit in the oilfields 
today!” 
 Volk’s hand whipped from the drawer. 
But Tom had been watching for the move. 
Again his fist snapped home to the pit of 
Volk’s stomach. The oil promoter bent 
double. Tom planted a hard rabbit-punch on 
the back of his neck, that sent him to the floor, 
crying aloud in agony. The gun fell from his 
nerveless fingers. 
 “You may be a red-hot number when it 
comes to engineering crooked deals,” Tom 
turned to the wrecked door, “but you don’t 
burn a bit bright with me. Fact is, my job’s 
putting out fires—a damned sight more hot 
than you’ll ever be!” 
 Had he seen the look on Volk’s face 
when he turned back to his own office, Tom 
might have given it a second thought. There 
was fire in Volk’s look, true enough. But it 

was different than any Tom had ever stacked 
himself against before. 
A WORN, harassed look on his face, Grant 
Morgan spread a map on the desk before Tom. 
His hand shaking, he pointed to a black spot 
on the map, a spot that was shown in the 
rough country over the Mexican border. 
 “You see,” he explained, “when I got 
that lease from the Mexican Government, they 
tacked on a lot of provisions and clauses. One 
of them was that I would have to produce my 
well within a year—if I hit oil or gas. Failing, 
I was to turn it over to them. 
 “Well, we got a big well there—but 
our time is up in twenty days. And someone 
set our well on fire!” 
 “What would be the idea—some of the 
government men do it?” Tom was studying 
the map closely. 
 “No. Right after I leased it, some other 
company—ever hear of the Lobo 
Corporation? that was it—took a second lease 
on it, in case I failed to deliver. I think they 
had an idea we were on an oil producing 
structure. I’ve an idea they might tell us 
something about that fire—those Lobo men.” 
 “Yes. I have an idea, too, that they 
might. I’ve had a run-in with Volk myself, just 
a few days ago. 
 “But,” Tom went on, “I see no need of 
your being worried. I can fly down there and 
put the fire out in a day. That will give you 
over two weeks to build another derrick and 
put your well to producing.” 
 “You could,” Morgan sighed deeply, 
“if we could get glycerine in there for you to 
shoot it out with. But we can’t. The Northern 
Torpedo Company started a load in there for 
us. The whole thing blew up—we never even 
found a piece of the shooter or his car!” 
Morgan shuddered. 
 “Um-humm!” Tom’s eyes narrowed. 
“A rifle shot through a load of nitro and you 
usually don’t find much to weep over. That’s 
one thing about that sort of life. You don’t 
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have but one accident!” 
He opened a closet and set out a dozen ten-
quart cans, the sort used as nitro glycerine 
stock cans. Only, on each can was painted 
Castor Oil. 
 “I’ve had to fly with nitro-glycerine 
before,” Tom told Morgan. “So I’ve always 
got a bunch of cans handy. If the airport and 
airways men knew what I was carrying, they 
would run me out of the air for good. Foolish, 
of course. I never take off from or land at an 
airport when I’m carrying the stuff. And if it 
ever blows up in the air——” Tom shrugged 
and laughed. 
 “But, lay off the worrying. I’ve put out 
bigger fires than that. Starting right now, I’m 
leaving. Yoicks, and away!” 
 Morton wrung Tom’s hand, choking 
back the thanks he knew were not needed and 
not wanted. 
 
FLYING at three thousand feet, Tom circled 
the broken wastes around Morton’s burning 
well. A mile from the well, he picked out what 
seemed to be the only level place within fifty 
miles, and nosed gently down. 
 He gritted his teeth as the plane 
bounced over a rough spot, breathed a little 
prayer and gunned up the motor. He was 
rolling toward a deep gully and barely picked 
up air speed enough to clear it and climb free, 
the stick pulled back to his stomach. 
 He circled again, and with the Grim 
Reaper as mascot over the hundred quarts of 
nitro-glycerine he carried, sat the plane down 
on her tail. The skid plowed sand and the ship 
bumped and lurched sickeningly as the wheels 
hit the ground. She rolled a few yards and 
stopped. 
 “That,” Tom told Morton, who came 
running up, “was one thrill I won’t forget. 
Now, bring on your well.” 
 “You have to go to it,” Morton joked, 
the tension of weeks of worry over his well 
somewhat relieved. A group of frightened 

peons and the drilling crews of the well came 
up and started carrying the nitro toward the 
fire. 
 Tom and Morton, each carrying two 
ten-quart cans, stopped about a quarter of a 
mile from the flaming gusher. More gas than 
oil-fire, the column of flame shot over a 
hundred feet into the air. The ground around 
the well was covered with dead ducks and 
geese that had flown into the blinding stream 
of death at night. 
 Tom turned to Morton. “Thank heaven 
you used wooden bull-wheels and equipment. 
Won’t take us but a little while to pull the rest 
of the scrap out of there,” he motioned toward 
the fire. 
 One of the Mexicans set a big suitcase 
down and Tom opened it, taking out the things 
he would need. He slipped on his thick 
asbestos coveralls and tucked the bottoms of 
them into heavy-soled, asbestos boots. Putting 
on a gas mask, he slipped an asbestos helmet 
over that, his eyes, only, being visible through 
the window in the helmet. Morton helped him 
put on the elbow-length asbestos gloves. 
 “Golly!” Morton shouted at the top of 
his voice, “you look like you were going to a 
formal shindig in hell! Asbestos full dress 
with all the trimmings.” 
 Tom waved one clumsy looking hand 
at him, picked up one end of the soft-laid wire 
line that was coiled at his feet, and walked 
slowly and steadily toward the well. 
 It was the work of but a few minutes to 
hook his line on to the glowing irons around 
the flaming pillar. He waved his hands and 
Morton signaled to the driver of a truck, who 
pulled away, dragging the heated metal with 
him. 
 “Worse than I thought,” Tom gasped, 
as he returned to the others, stripped off his 
headgear, and sat down on the ground. “Must 
be high-gravity oil going up in that mess.” 
 “It is,” Morton told him. 
 “It’ll take everything I’ve got to shoot 
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her out,” announced Tom, as he rubbed salve 
on his blistered face. Then, pulling on a new 
pair of asbestos shoes and gloves, he went 
back to the well and started setting his posts 
and his trolley line set up. 
 Muffled in his asbestos helmet, and 
unable to hear above the roar of the burning 
well, Tom did not notice the swift-flying plane 
that appeared from the heights, and winged 
low above him. The rest of the men, warned 
by the roar of the plane’s motor, had looked 
up just in time. A stream of lead from a sub-
machine-gun bit sand at their feet, running 
them to the scant shelter of the mesquite and 
rocks. 
 Tom felt something tear at the leg of 
his coveralls. He threw back his head and 
peered up through the window in his helmet. 
One glance at the plane was enough. It needed 
not the singing lead to send him for shelter 
with the rest. 
 “Somebody hates like hell to see that 
fire put out,” grunted Tom, inspecting the 
bullet hole in his suit. Morton looked up at the 
plane, which was circling slowly, two 
thousand feet up. 
 “Yes—it looks that way,” he agreed 
bitterly. “It’s no use, I guess. When a gang of 
crooks sets out to hotfoot a man, he might as 
well give it up.” 
 “Why not wait until night?” one of the 
drilling crew suggested. 
 “Night is worse than daylight,” Tom 
told him. “With that ‘candle’ lighting things 
up for miles around—no, it can’t be done. 
 “We’ll take a chance and shoot it out 
today—maybe!” And with that he picked up 
two cans of his “soup” and started toward the 
post where he had already hung his shell on 
the trolley line. 
 For two hours it was a battle between 
Tom, carrying death at each step, and the 
plane. Tom would run out and set his nitro 
down, turn and run back to the brush. The 
plane would circle and dive and rain lead 

around him. Morton and three of the drilling 
crew had gotten rifles from the bunk-house 
and held the plane off as much as they could. 
 “Don’t worry about me,” Tom told 
Morton. “If they hit these cans I won’t be able 
to use sympathy. If they don’t hit them, we’ll 
hit that fire a lick that will cause it to be some 
put out!” Again Tom laughed as he joked 
about the tremendous power he handled as 
though it were so much water. As he turned 
back to the fire, Morton looked at the broad 
back, covered with asbestos, and shook his 
head. 
 “Lord,” he breathed. “What a man!” 
The roar of the plane’s motor broke in above 
the roar of the fire. Morton turned to fight off, 
as best he could, the danger that threatened 
from above. 

 
 
BETWEEN the ticklish job of pouring the 
nitro into the shell and dodging the bursts of 
lead from the diving plane, Tom had another 
very lively half-hour. A bullet hit one of the 
empty cans, which Tom had carried back a 
hundred yards. It exploded with a loud report, 
but Fate was with Tom. The jar did not set off 
the loaded shell. 
 The end of a matchstick, dampened 
with nitro-glycerine and rubbed on an anvil, 
will knock a hammer from a man’s hand when 
he hits it. The nitro sticking to the sides of the 
cans after they have been emptied would blow 
a man to pieces. The plane dived again and 
bullets plowed up sand around other empty 
cans. Tom hurriedly moved them back still 
farther. 
 Setting the time bomb, Tom gritted his 
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teeth and stood his ground when the plane 
dived again. The bullets missed him by feet. It 
came to him that the gunner in the plane was 
not firing at him. And he was right. 
 Blowing up the empty stock-can had 
set the man in the plane to shooting at the 
loaded shell on the trolley line. He missed it 
by inches, zoomed, banked around and started 
diving in again, this time much lower—hardly 
two hundred feet up. 
 Tom snapped the spring release on the 
clock in the bomb and shoved the shell toward 
the flames. It picked up speed as it rode down 
the incline of the slack in the wire line. 
 Forgetting the plane, Tom bent every 
effort toward getting back from the burning 
well. He had sighted a mark about two 
hundred yards away where he would throw 
himself down. 
 A hundred feet from the spot he had 
selected, Tom was picked up and slammed to 
the ground with a force that caused his nose to 
bleed violently. He guessed what was wrong: 
the shell had exploded too quickly. 
 It had. The shell, hanging in the clear 
on the line, had made a perfect target for the 
plane. A well-placed burst of bullets had hit it 
just before it reached the flames. But it was 

too late. The force of the blast snuffed out the 
fire—and that was not all! 
 Tom tore his helmet off and turned 
toward the well. Just as he turned, a crippled, 
wingless plane smashed to the ground a 
hundred yards away. The force of the blast, 
which had a crushing force for at least four 
hundred yards in every direction, especially 
upward, had caught the ship, stripping it of 
wings and controls. 
 Like a giant moth and a giant candle—
the moth had been singed unto death. 
 
“I KNOW him,” Morgan stared down at the 
body they had pulled from the plane. “Was a 
flyer for the revolutionists. Barely escaped 
with his life.” 
 In the front cockpit they found Volk, 
the sub-machine-gun still clutched in dead 
hands. Thinking of the shooter for the 
glycerine company that Volk had caused to be 
killed, Tom could not feel sorry for the man. 
 “He claimed to be a fiery sort of a 
fellow,” Tom told Morgan, as the Mexicans 
laid blankets over the two bodies. “And I 
guess he was. But nitro-glycerine puts out 
fires—and, using a very appropriate but 
threadbare expression, how!” 

 
 


