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10 DOUBLE ACTION WESTERN

stock that had slugged him. The man
who had followed Mary into the cabin
had hit him, Ed Jones, with one of his
own rifies!

Then Jones was out cold.

- D

D JONES regained
consciousness slowly.
He was aware he
was being bounced
around and his first
thought was that he
/% was in a boat. That
oL wasn’t logical and,
¢4 upon becoming more
i2, wide awake, he dis-
covered he was in a
buckboard. His hands and feet were
tied aud he bounced as the buckboard
followed the bumpy trail toward Moose
City.

“The nester’s comin’ to,” a man said.

Ld tried to sit up; he couldn’t. He
glare.l at the man who sat on the seat
and drove the team. The man grinned,
spat at him, then turned his attention
to his team.

I:d thought, I'm in my own buck-
board.

His head felt as if a drunk Sioux
was Leating a wild tomtom in his skull.
Mayl:e Sitting Bull had come down
from Canada—General Miles had run
him into Alberta Province— But it
wasn't a Sioux. That rifle-stock had
really knocked him cold!

Riders followed the buckboard. Big
Jim IMawkins rode close and looked
down with, “Hope this finds your skull
really achin’, Jones.”

Ld said nothing. His head did not
achieve its usual clearness until some
tirae had passed. He lay in the buck-
board, a trussed man being hauled to
jail, and he gave his predicament some
deep thought despite his pounding
brain.

He thought of Mary Maloney. She
did not ride with Hawkias and his gun-

men and the lawman. About a year
ago, Mary’s father had died, leaving
her the big Cinchring outfit, over on
Frenchiman Creck. Ild had punched
cows for Mack Malorey. He had quit
to start a little spread of his own.
Hawkins had calied him a nester. He
was not, in the strictest sense of the
word, a farmer—true, he had taken-up
a homestead, but he aimed to run cat-
tle, not follow a plow. And he had run
out driit-iences across his property to
keep his few head of stock from drift-
ing too far. The drift-fences, he knew,
were what really caused the trouble.

Hawkins had sworn nobody would
run barbwire across his range. He had
no deeds to the grass, but that made
no difference, he claimed—he claimed
squatter’s rights, ownership because of
first settlement.

Id claimed he had as much right
to the grass as had Big Jim Hawkins’
Quarter Circle S cows. He could not
understand why Hawkins really op-
posed the drift-fences. They also kept
Hawkins’ cattle from drifting in a
blizzard and he had a hundred cows
to 1:d Jones’ one cow. Yet Big Jim
was against the driit-fences. Was it be-
cause he, an old cowinan, instinctively
hated barbwire?

That hardly scemed logical.

“Ouch,” Ed said, a new pain hitting
his head.

“Holler in jail when we get there.”
Big Jim said. “An’ in jail you’ll be a
long time, Jones. Nobody is murderin’
one of my hands an’ goin’ scot-iree.
I'm makin’ an example out of you.”

“I ain’t whipped yet, Hawkins.”

Hawkins smiled crookedly. “So you
think. .. Me, I think different, Jones.”

IXd decided conversation was useless.
When they reached the jail in Moose
City the town’s citizens flecked over
to sce him taken from the buckboard
and put into the jail, which had only
one cell and which was back of Mar-
shal Newton’s clapboard office at the
far cnd of the street.
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Lamplight from a window showed the
rider momentarily. For one second, Ed
Jones saw the horse—a big bay that
ran with a long stride. He saw the fiash
of lampiicht on a rifle barrel. and then
he saw the rider’s face. The rider’s
Stetson lay on her back, the throat stran
holding it. Ed almost gazped. “Mary
Xlajoney!”

“A decov,” Smith grunted. “We had
it planned. They got me, Ed—through
tho rihs. That girl is in a dangerous
spot. She’s trving to pull them away
from us—1I warned her not to risk it—"

“If they harm her,” Ed gritted,
“Hawkins will die, Smith.”

2d heard Aary bieiler, “Come on,
I2d: come on, Smith. This wav, and
hiurrv.,” And then her voice and her
hooibests were out of hearing.

D OFTLT MEAN, low. He remem-
Eaycved how he had mistrusted her.
Andd she, in return, had had a horse
staled out for a getaway, and had de-
coved the TTawking men into trailing
Ler, thereby giving him and Will Smith
a crance to make a getaway.

ile weuld bave a lot of apologizing
te do wen next he met her.

Dui what if they killed her. That
thoueht. hammering at his brain, drove
Floci out of his heart. No. he couldn't
think of that poscibility! His thoughts
came back to the present when he
heard Will Smith <ay, “Ride close to
me. 1d, and watch that T don’t fall.”

d spurred his sorrel close. Smith
clune to leather, one arm dangling; Ed
faok the man’s short-gun. He crammed
it under his own belt. No pursuit came.
Alary's ruse had proven successful.
They rode for what seetmed hours al-
though 12d knew it was only for min-
utes. They were on the rimrock when
smith said, “1 gotta leave this bronc;
help me, Ed”?

“I cure will, pard.”

Ed got the man on the ground.
Moaniight ves spilling acress the Mon-
tana rusgelands, but it was not soit—

Hv

it was harsh and glaring, Ed thought.
He laid Will Smith on his back. He
tore off the man's shirt and his fingers
oot bloody. Their broncs stoed with
heads down. flanks heaving from their
wild run. There were the sounds of the
panted breathing, the stillness of the
night. Ed thumbed a match to life, hop-
inz the high sandstones avound them
would curtain the light from any
watching eyes.

Will Smith had stopped a slug on his
right ribs. It had broken a ceouple of
ribs, Ed figured, for they pave to the
pressure of his thumb. But the bullet
had gone straight through.

“Wipe the blood off it,” Smith grit-
ted, eyes closed. “Then on my saddie
you'll find a medicine kit in my left
saddlebag. There’s some bandages there
and some iodine.”

“This will hurt, Smith.”

“I can take it, Ed.”

Ed daubed the wound with iodine.
Smith gritted his teeth. Then, without
warning, his wiry body went limp.

Ed felt along the man’s throat until
he found a pulse. The heart was strong.
Smith had passed out from pain.

Ed dressed the wound, face grim.

.

D WENT through
Smith’s saddle-bags.
He found nothing
that could point to
the man’s occupation
or identity. He found
some needles and
some thread, a pair
of fence pliers, and
other things a lache-
lor would pack in his
saddie-bags. He restored the medical-
kit to its proper place and re(urned to
wiere the man lay in the shadows. He
krelt beside Smith.

Again his fingers found the man’s
pulse. He could not find the heart-beat,
so he f{zit higher on Smith’s throat; still,
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he could find no pounding of blood
through the man's artery.

e toolkk Smith’s wrist. His fingers
trembled, found nothing; he lay his
hand over the man’s heart. For a mo-
ment he crouched there, moonlight etch-
ing him: he was big, tough, strong.
Then, slowly, he steod up.

He stared down at Smith.

Then, withoul warning, be turned
quickly, short-gun in hand. Behind him
a boot had made a noise. His gun cov-
ered the figure that had come out of the
sandstone boulders. “Jes’ stand where
you are—put up vour hands—"

“This is Mary, 1d!”

“Mary!”

He heard her Iow laugh. “Yes, Mary
Maloney; I was the one who was
shooting at the Fowkins’ men down in
Moose City—"

“I know.”

She stared at Smith. “He's wound-
ed?”

“He's dead.”

“He's—dead?” Her face, in the
mooniight, looked strained, tensec.
“What happened, Ed?”

T.d told her.

She bit her lip. She looked down at
the dead man and she had tears in her
eyes. Ed put his arms around her. She
was close to him, her young body firm
against his, and he felt her tremble.
Then, without warning, she stepped
back, brusque and business-like.

“Id, they tried to railroad you. I had
to play like I was against you. I want-
ed information from Big Jim, and if he
figured T had gone back on you--I
didn’t find out a thing, Ed.”

“You sent Smith to get me out of
jailz”

“Yes, we worked that out, together.”

IEd Jones looked down on the man
who had given lis life so that he, Ed,
might be free. e had a moment of red,
tervible anger. Then by effort he con-
troiled this, and he looked at Mary.
“Who is Smith?"

“Ule didn’t tell vou, Ed?”

“No, he didn’L”

“He’s a military scout, Ed. Fd, think
back. Remember a few days ago when
you said that vou had seen one of Gen-
eral Miles’ scouts over on Frenchman
Creek? How you knew him from the
time you used to scout with Custer as
a boy, and Low you had tatked to him—
but he had been close-lipped and had
told you little?”

“Yes, that was over a week ago. Why
bring that up?”

Sitting Bull is in Canada. He is get-
ting rifles and ammunition from the
States. He's robbing over there—Iloot-
ing stages and railroads, farms, and
cattle-spreads He's got morey. The
Mounties are after him and so is Gen-
eral Miles.”

Ed nodded, cyes dark.

Ed remembered things. Little inci-
dents. Army scouts were out, General
Miles had his cavalry south at IMort
Keogh, and Sitting Bull was getting
ready for war again. Sitting Bull, from
some unknown source, was getting U. S,
rifles and U. S. ammunition.

He straightened. said, “We’d best hit
leather again, girl.”

“Where—to, Ed?”

“The Army has a camp up on
I'renchman Creek. Miles had to wipe
out those halfbreeds in there because
they were smugglin’ to Sitting Dull.
But it looks to me like he jumped on
some boys who weren’t doing all the
smuggling.”

“Tll go with vou.”

HL‘ DID NOT try to persuade the

girl not to go with him; he was
glad she was going to ride beside him.
But he had to do something with
Smith’s body. He unsaddled the army
scout’s horse and turned him Inose.
Then he buried Smith in a shailow
grave he and Mary dug out of the sanil
by their hands. He and the girl worked
hard to dig out the grave. Finally they
had the body in it and they piled some
dirt and recks over Smith. They hid his
saddle back in the sandstones.
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IG JIM HAWKINS
leaned back and put
his thumbs in his
vezt. He rolled his
cigar, his mind busy.
Then, apparently
satisfied  with  his
thoushts, he went to
the window and
looked out on  the

: dirty mainstreet.
But his cyes did not sce this main-
street; his cyes were looking down a
stieet in Buenos Aires.

He went over the whole setup. His
ranch was sold and it had brought a
zood price; the eastern buyer would be
in next week to take possession. He
had that monev, and more—and an-
other load of rifles and ammunition
was being unloaded on the north bank
of the Missouri, about forty miles
south. His men were loading those rifles
onto pack mules for the trek north into
Canada.

He thought of I:d Jones.

Four days had passed since Jones
had made his escape. Big Jim Hawkins
chewed on his cigar viciously now s
he remembered the tongue-lacing he
had given Marshal Newton. He hoed
run Newion otit of town and now one
of his own men toted the marshal-
badge. .

Where was Ed Jones?

Had Jones left the country? And
where was Marv Maloney? Had she
gone with Jones? She was not at her
ranch; her old foreman was running
the spread. Nobodv scemed to know
where she was—or nobody knew the
whereabouts of Jones. too.

A man entered. “The mules are
Ioaded, Big Jim. They’re comin’
| L )

through the badlands. We'll move them
acvoss the line tomorrow night.”
Big Jim nodded. “That drift-fence?”
“Cut from hell to breakfast: it won’t
hinder us irom movin’ stuil north

again. Dang that nester, he run that
fence right across the trail—"

“You repeat vourse!f,”” Biga
snaried. :

The man, a heavy-shouldered fellow,
hesiiated.

Bir Jim asked,
thin® o Jenes?™

“YVe =een a rider driitin’ south a day
aco: crossed the river a2t Cow [sland.
Looked Yike IXd Jones pullin® out.”

Hawkins Teld his cicar between
thumb and forefinger. Unconsciously
he rolled it slowly. “You think it was
Jone<? Why ain’t vou sure?”

“He was too far away. I used ficld
glaszes on him but couldn’t be surc:
anvwav, he swum the Missouri, and
went on south.”

Big Jim nodded, eyes somber,
thovzntiul. “Get out, fella. T'll mect
vou tomorrow afternoon in the rough
ceuntry. Same place.”

“You'll help us
through?”

“I go through with every shipment,
don’t 12”

The man nodded, then turned and
left. Big Jim restored his cigar to his
mouth and smiled.

That aiternoon, flanked by three
gunmen, Biz Jim Hawkins left town.
First he went to the burned-down
spread Dbelonging to IXd Jones. He
looked at the ashes, then at the drift-
fence. He had had a four-horse team
pull the drift-fence out. Wires were
bent and broken, diamond-willow posts
had been snapped.

He thought of Ed Tones. Jones was
the big puzzle; had hLe really left the
couniry?

I'rom a butte, Ed Jones watched
throueh field-glasses. Back in the rocks
lay Marsbal Newion, tied hand-and-
foot. Newion's face was swollen, both
eves almost closed; his eyes glistened,
they were so black and blue. ¥d had
worked him over with his fists. Iid
would not admit it, but his knuckles
ached. ..

He had learned practically nothing
from Newton. Big Jim Hawkins had

Jim

“Anybody see any-

run the guns
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shocting at the open dcorway of the
bank. Then he swung into his saddle
and galloped down the street, while
men converged in behind him, going
into the bank. The marshal was run-
ning down the sidewalk toward the
bank. '

Old Dad Grimes shook his head
stowly, watching the crowd. “It kinda
“luoks to me as though Dave Sells was
a fuol,” he said to no one in particular.

A cowboy came running up past the
depot, heading for his horse.

“Dave Sells!” he yelled at Dad.
“Shot Henry Leslie, the cashier, and
got away with plenty money.”

“And headin’ south,” remarked I?ad
to himself. “Mebbe he’s on his way to
Aguza Frio for a short visit with Flint
Steeie.”

Jim Worth and his posse pulled out
of Painted Post just ahead of the stage
to Acua Frio.

JLINT STEELE was more or less

frustrated. With only two men on
the scaffolding job, the work was
slowed down badly. He tried to get
more help, but none was available. He
wanted a man to help him take an an-
vil from the blacksmith shop to the
scaffold, but there was no man willing
to help him; so he had to load the
heavy anvil into a wheelbarrow and
take it over there himself. Even the
two carpenters looked at him indiffer-
ently when he asked them to help him
put the anvil on the platform, and
walked back to their work.

Flint cursed them back several gen-
erations, after which he managed the
job alene. He was dragging it over to
the square trap-door hole, when Andy
Orr, the depot agzent came, bearing a
telegram. He handed it to Flint and
turned away.

“Better wait for an answer,” growled
the sheriff.

“Won’t be none,” replied Andy, and
walked off the platform.

The telegram was from DPainted
Post, telling him of the robbery and

shooting by Dave Sells. The last sen-
tence cause Flint Steele to shut his
jaw tightly. It said: HE'S HEADING
SOUTH TOWARD AGUA FRIO
WITH THE POssi BEHIND HIM.

Steeie walked off tuie platierm and
went back to the strect. Ordinaiiiy he
wouid have hzd a deputy, and there
were plenty of men in Agua Frio to
help him watch for Liave Selis; but not
now. The sheriii of .\gua I'rio was on
his own.

It was just after sundown when
Dave Sells, heauing into a couniry he
knew very well, suddeniy dizcovered
that he was also decidedly on his ewn.,
Discounting the fact tiwit jim Worth,
marshal of Puainted Rock could, and
would, rorm a posse to pursae him, he
grew careless about waiching his back-
trail, and got caugit in a canyon,
where he was working his way back to
the main road.

Sells used up a lot of his meager am-
munition, and when he got iree he had
exuctly seven cartridges left for his
sixshooter. The humiiiating part oi the
episode to Dave Sells.was the fact that
the posse killed his horse, and it hap-
pened that the loot from the bank was
tied to that saddle. Diave tells Janded
on his hands and knees when the horse
went down, and he had no lime to un-
tie the sack from the saddle.

It was a rough, alinost impassible
part of the country, and Sells managed
to avoid being seen again by the posse,
burrowing deeply into the rocks and
brush. The pogse found the horse and
the money, which was a source of sat-
isfaction to them, but Jim Worth
wanted Dave Sells. He told his men,
“Sells is on foot. He's got to get to wa-
ter—and there ain’t none nearer than
Painted Rock. We'll spread out and
stay all night. He won't try for the
road. Keep your eyes open—andd don’t
shoot each other.”

IR TINAL touclios to the scafiold
~ were linished by laniernjight, and
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THE TONKAWAS
by Albert Abarbanel

QUEAMISH historians make no

micittion of cannibalism in Ameri-

ca. Yet it's a fact that all the In-
dian trihes of the Texas coast and back
country practiced it, at one time. The
very name of the Attakapas means
“Alan-caters;” members of La Salle’s
expediiion who were captured by the
Karankam 7ribe of DMatagorda Bay
and were lucky enough to escape, gave
an cye-witness account of barbarous
feasts.

By far the worst offenders were the
Tonkawa Indians. They were fierce
fighters and fine huaters of unusual
physique, and remarkably handsome;
accordina to hearsay, they might have
served as models for classic Greek
scuipture. They wore long black locks,
and a haughty manner, and lLttle else,
for they went about nzked to the
breechcloth. Each carried a six-foot
bow and was &n excelont chot.

But this phyvecal beanty did not ex-
tend to their natuies, ¥a adidition to the
cult of eans’baliemy, they were reputed
as ill-natured vagabondas and not averse
to thievery.

The Tonkawas lived in scattered vil-
lages, which they abandoned from time
to time for the needs of the hunt or as
the spirit nmioved them. They hunted the

an

buffalo—more correctly the bison—
and this great economic beast filled all
their needs. When their buffalo range
was cut off by the Comarches, they fell
back on deer-hunting, which they pur-
sued with equal success.

Cannibalism among the Tonkawas
was never a matter of desperate neces-
sity. It was deeply rooted in their be-
liefs; for Tonkawa legend teaches that
the tribe is descended from a wolf, and
emulating that venerable ancestor it
must keep on the move and live entire-
ly by hunting. In their pantomine ritu-
al dance, Tonkawas disguised them-
selves as wolves, and dug a man from
the ground where he had been hidden.
To im was recited the tribal tradition
of the wolf, with a stern command not
to depart from its ways.

Naturally this injunction was not cal-
culated to make friends. In practice it
led to an ardent devotion to cannibal-
ism, and the Tonkawas soon found eve-
ry red man’s hand turned against them;
they became an outlaw tribe.

In the early eighteenth century, Mis-
sions were established to bring wander-
ing tribes into the fcld. A score or so
were brought together in San Antonio,
San Jose and the Alamo, and among
them were bands of Tonkawas. But the

v
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music knowledge whatever!

This famous sysiem contains 52 photos, 87 finger
placing charts, etc. Shows how to tune, keep time,
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66 page secret system (worth $2.75) which posmvely teaches you to play a beautiful
song the first day - and any song by ear or note in 7 days!

A T LI NI AT S S LN LA S S NS S é‘/ - € <
AR S ol T~ P T S S TS S S S " NS

build chords, bass runs, dance chords, swing, ete.,
plus 110 popular and western songs, words and mu-
sic; a $1.00 Chord Finder of all the chords used in
popular music: a $2.00 Guitarist Book of Knowl-
edge - TOTAL VALUE - $5.75

ALL THREE for only $298
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postman $2.98 plus C.O.D. postage. (Or send $3.00
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INTRODUCTORY OFFER

vgD SALE" WILL SHOW YOU HOW TO PLAY THIS METAL

HARMONICA

IN 15 MINUTES -~ OR MONEY BACK

ED SALE (-]

Wuh Trve Tone Motal Reeds
SENT ON SEVEN DAY APPROVAL

STUDIO 3012-A ®

r) Send ED SALE'S 64-PAGE SECRET SYSTEM—CHORD FINDER OF ALL CHORDS
USED IN POP MUSIC— GUITARIST'S BOOK OF KNOWLEDGE.
$2.98, plus C.O.D. postage.

[ Send my GENUINE Key of C PROFESSIONAL METAL HARMONICA and COMPLETE
BOOK OF INSTRUCTIONS with the music and words of 200 songs.
man $1.98 plus C.O.D. postage.

1 must be thrilled or | may return purchase for my money back.

ADDRESS ................

CITY AND ZONE ........

In this INTRODUCTORY OFFER you get
this nationally advertised metal harmoni-
ca, plus Ed Sale's new discovery for
quickly showing you how to play, plus
the words and music to 200 songs! All
for only $1.98!

TRY 7 DAYS AT OUR RISK
Learn to play the first day or it costs
you nothing! Harmonica is Key of
professional type with individually tuned
metal reeds. If you're not playing songs
at once, you get your money back!

SEND NO MONEY
" MAIL COUPON TODAY

Just send your name and address, and
when your HARMONICA and BOOK OF
INSTRUCTION and the 200 SONGS ar-
rive, pay postman $1.98 plus C.O.D.
postage. Keep for 7 days. If you are
not 1007 satisfied, simply return and
your money will be refunded at once.
Take advantage of this big introductory
offer today.

BRADLEY BEACH, N. J,

| will pay postman

| will pay post-

. CHECK HERE if you are sending money with order to save C.O.D. and postage.

.................... STATE .. . it

(Sorry, no C.0.D. to APO, FPO or outside U.S.A.
Canada and Foreign remit with order.)
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her. Yuh leave it to me. T won’t be
fong.”

AL TTOLSTERED his guns amd went

% dovn the steps. He had a {ormid-
able tisk ahicad of himy, and be knew it.
The two men wouid be en the alert and
he would have to enter a miace which
would be locked like a fortress, without
them knowing be was doing so.

The back was covered with a smail
porch. Above the porch was a window
on the unper {loor, which was partiy
open. Ned moved like a shadow across
the vard, arasped the roof of the porch,
tested its strength, then drew himself
up with a straight arm lift. He dragged
himself si'ently on to the norch roof and
stood un. The window was quite close
to him. He listencd. There was a mur-
mur of voices inside. The men were to-
gether in that lighted room. But the
door might be locked or bolted as an
extra precaution. He knew that both
these men had a deadly fear of him.

DOUBLE ACTION WESTERN

The window was open at the top and
he looked higher. Yes, if he climbed on
the window he could grasp the gently-
sloping roof, which was low here as it
was lower at the back than the front.
Gently he climbed higher and in a mo-
ment found himself crouched cn a shin-
gled roof.

He smiled grimly and crawled up the
roof until he was ncar the front, on tiie
higher portion. With his strong lingcrs
he gripped a shingle and eased it up,
Loping the nails would not squeak. The
nails were fairlv new and came out
quietly. He cased off another shingie
and continued to take off shiitgles until
there was a large enough hole to admit
his body.

He wondered what was below. In
most places of this kind, where the rcof
was fairly high, an attic or storercom
was usually built in the higher portion.
He was working on that assumption.
He decided to risk a light.

[Turn To Page 88]
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. O.UPON TO
STRAVON PUBLISHERS, Dept, H-+
43 W, 61st S¢.,, N. Y, 23, N, Y.
Send KOW TO HYPNOTIZE fa plaln wrepper.
leend _CO.gbal vsv:ndpay postman $1.98 plus postage.

98. Send p

If not delighted, § may relum ¢ ta 10 days and get my
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