R EAL APRIL 15*

HORSETHIEF
CREEK

A New
\ Book-

Length

Novel

By BUSS
LOMAX



Learn Profitable Profession
in 90 Days at Home

LARGE INCOMES FROM

SWEDISH MASSAGE

Indepenaence for Young and Older Men and Women

IF YOU are looking for a new and better way to make a living, and at the same time contrib-

ute to national health and happiness, learn Swedish Massage —
NATING, PROFITABLE PROFESSION,

without college training.

a DIGNIFIED, FASCI-

and one of the few still open to men and women
Hundreds of our home study graduates either have fine positions or

a private practice of their own. Many report minimum earnings of $50.00 to $75.00 per week.
Some make more. H. C. Crittendon reports an average of $60.00 per day.

Plenty of Opportunities Open

This interesting, big pay profession was for
years available only to a few. Its secrets were
guarded jealously and fabulous prices were paid
for instruction. This same instruction is now
available to you at a mere fraction of the
former price, and you need not leave your
present work until you have qualified as an
expert and can command an expert's pay.
There is a big demand for trained men and
women from beauty shops, hospitals, sanitar-
iums, clubs, doctors and private patients.
Prepare for this profitable profession now.

A Dignified Profession

The expert in (Swedish Massage is recognized
=as a professional of the highest type, com-
manding the respect of everyone in his com-
munity. Here is a profession, now open to you.
which makes you a public benefactor; for tl
skill we teach you is of great aid in r=
human ailmerJ
well as in
beauty—i*
posit*"*-

Miss E. A. Childs, Md.

, Calif.

Large Incomes from Doctors,

hospitals, sanitariums, club” and private pa-
tients are bound to come to those of our grad-
uates who profit by the thousands of opportu-

nities available to make money. Mr. Charles
Romer, Wisconsin, writes, “At times | have
had to turn away people; | have been so busy
the depression never touched me.” Miss Childs,

Baltimore, Maryland, says, “ 1 already have
over 40 patients. I hope many others take
your course and profit financially and socially
as | have.” Hundreds and hundreds of grad-
uates have written similar letters. Get into
Swedish Massage through our “Right in Your
Own Home” Study Plan.

Regular Diploma Awarded

When you have completed our home study
course (high school training not needed), you
will be awarded THE College of Swedish
Massage Diploma. This diploma is a badge
of honor, a warranty to the public that you
have qualified as an expert -and should be
accepted by them as proof of your proficiency
in your chosen profession. Enroll now, before
it becomes necessary to spend years of intense
training to qualify for a permit to practice.

Anatomy Charts and FREE
"*f of Photographs

for our amazing
m'my Charts and
‘uates. Medical
vdro-Therapy

' -eluded in

~e cent of

> coupon

or obli-

'dish Massage
“'m* Chicago 11
“tmotion



YMS'RADlo MEN

M E MAKING GCOP MONEY
NOWAND HAVEA 8R/6HT f
FUTURE. i'M GO/NG '
170 START HARNING

m /JJO RISHT MOW!

ssli

8L K RADIOTEOHNGANS  KonvERWaIM
Trenher Mere;,} Will IRAIN YiSJ AT HOVE

J. E. SMITH, President
National Radio Institute
(Owr 30th Year)

Hero's your chance to get a good job
in a busy wartime field with a bright
peacetime future! There is a real
shortage today of trained Radio Tech-
nicians and Operators. So mail the
Coupon for a FREE copy of my 64-

page, illustrated book, "Win Rich
JR~'arSs in Radio.*J It describes
many fascinating types of Radio
jobs; tells how N.R.l. trains you at
home in spare time; how you get
practical experience by building real
Radio Circuits with SIX BIG KITS

OF RADIO PARTS I send!

Men likely to go into military service,
soldiers, sailors, marines, should mail the
Coupon  Now! Learnlng Radio helns
Service men get extra rank, extra, pres-
tige.. more interesting duties, MUCH
HIGHER PAY. Also prepares for good :
Radio jobs after service ends. Over 1,700 =
Service men now enrolled.

Slg Demand Now fas* Well-
Trained Radio Technicians,
Gperetsrs
Fixing Radios pays bettor row than for
years. ith now Jladios out. of promietbm,
fixing old sets which were formerly traded in,
adds %reatly to the normal number of sorvic-

ing jobs.

Broadcasting stations. Aviation and Police
Radio, and other Badio branches are scram-
bling 'for Operators and Technicians. Radio
Manufacturers, now working on Government
orders for Badio equipment, employ’ trained
men. The Government too needs hundreds of
competent civilian and enlisted Radio men.

Many Beginners Soon Make $5,
$10 a Week EXTRA in
Spare Time
The moment you enroll for my Course |

ng you EXTRA MONET -TOR

endin
FLlEETS that "show how to earn EXTRA

MR j, E SVITH Presiced?, Deat. 4CA2,
INSTITUTE, W ashington
Mail me FREE, without obligation, your 64-page book:
(No salesman will call.

NATIONAL RADIO
Rewards in Radio.”

Name

money fixing Radios. Many make $5, $10 &
week EXTRA in spare time while Iearnmg ]
£end you SIX big kits of real Radio parts bo
you can get practical experience by building
real Radio Circuits.

Good Fay Jobs Coming in
Television, Electronics

Think of the NEW jobs that Television,
Frequency Modulation, Electronics, and other
Radio developments will open after the war!
You have a real opportunity. | will train you
to be ready to cash in when Victory releases
these amazing wartime Radio developments
for peacetime uses1

But the opportunity the war has given be-
ginners to get started in the fascinating field
of Radio may never be repeated. So take the
first step at once. Get my FREE 64-page,
illustrated book. No obligation—no salesman

Just mail Coupon in an envelope

will call.
paste it on a peraay ipcstcard,—J
SMITH, President, Dept. 4CA2, National

Radio institute, Washington —9, D. C.

% D, C,
"Win Rich

Please write plainly.)

Age

City

state
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BRAND NEW BOOK-LENGTH NOVEL
HORSETHIEF CREEK........cccovuunnn. By Bliss Lomax 10

Behind the murder of a Chinese cook, the drygulehing of a ranch owner,
and the poisoning of cattle at the Rocking Chair, Rainbow and Grumpy
unravelled a strange and sinister plot which had to be smashed!

SHORT STORY
POWDERSMOKE PAYOFF......... By Ciiff Campbell 82

"Tonight the debt | owe to the men who murdered my son will be paid!"

DEPARTMENT
TRAIL AND SADDLE........Fact Articles of the West 78

"Portrait of a Frontiersman” by Kenneth P. Wood,

Robert W. Lowndes, Editor
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Which will YOU wear
after ih® war?

H jndrebs of thousands of

white collar workers have

put on war overalls for the du-

ration. Millions of both white

collar and overall workers have put on uniforms.

Hosts of home women are patriotically taking
jobs.

After the war, millions will be coming back from
army, navy and air force to civilian jobs; great war
materials factories will be re-converting to civilian
production; old peace-time functions of business
will be springing up—where will you fit in the
situation?

If you are wise, you will look ahead and prepare.
You will not wait on chance. You will analyze the
probable conditions in peace employment, decide
where your likes and aptitudes fit best, and get
ready. You will decide whether your best opportu-
nities lie in production or office or store. You will
determine whether you wish to work for someone
else or develop a business of your own. You will
train now to be above the average and,
therefore, surer to get the opportunity
you want after the armistice.

Nor vail you wait very long. Nobody
knows when this war will end or how soon
this problem will hit you in the face.

major fields of commerce and
industry,and we have gathered
a wealth of information about
job opportunities and re-
quirements. That information is at your service,.

We Can Help You Prepare

And when you have decided what field ef work offers
most to you for a life career, we can help you pre-
pare for it—quickly, economically, thoroughly, in
your spare time and without any interference with
your present work—if it is in the list below. A
48-page booklet on the field of your choice, discuss-
ing the field and our training for it, has been pre-
pared to help answer your questions. The coupon
below or your letter will bring it to you, without
cost or obligation.

Do not delay. Whether the war lasts six months
or three years now is the time to make sure your
preparation for postwar success shall not be “too
little and too late.”

E xtension % $niver&itu

\]} Cpi'l‘eApond.ence *3n4(ilufion
DEPT. 47278

CHICAftO

1 ‘want to pick my career for after the war and get ready for it now.
Send me your free booklet on the field | have checked below and fall

We Can Help Yew Decide

If you have some question either abeut
postwar opportunities or abeut your own
fitness for some particular one, probably

information about your training in that field.

O Foremanship

Q Bookkeeping

O Business Law

O Executive Management
00 Salesmanship

P Business English

O Industrial Management
8 Accounting

Law: L L J. Degree
O TrafSe Management
O Business Correspondence
D Stenetypy

Name -Age*
we can help you. In our 34 years, over one ge
million adults have enrolled for our train- PresetU Job,.
ing, we have built training courses for many Address__
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THIMK OF IT! Missic Lessons F@r Less Than 7s a day
and y@si lessrn right «t h.omei thh easy short-cuf way

TP you are anxious to learn music but hesitate 'because
* you think” it is too difficult, just follow the simple
instructions in the panel above. You'll he surprised to
discover that it is easy as A-B-C to learn to play, right
at home, without a private teacher, by this remarkable
short-cut method.

Yes, thousands of folks have found the U. S. School
of Music method makes learning a pleasant pastime
instead of a bore. No long hours of practicing tedious
scales and exercises. Xo trick charts or numlaer systems.
W ith this method you learn to play by playing real tunes
from real notes.

And everything is made so clear you just can't go
wrong. First you read the simple printed instructions.
Then you see how to play from clear pictures and dia-

grams. Then you play yourself and hear how it sounds.
HERE'S MORI
PLAYS FROM THE START. INVITED TO PARTIES, Be-

Your advertisements »r« true fore | took your course, I did
to the letter. I can actually not know one note of music
play my favorite instrument Then 3 months later | started
even though I'm only at. the to play for dances. I've been

beginning. How can | ever invited to many parties. *R.
exnresri_my joyful gratitude. M.» Vancouver, 8. C.
*F. R. ©., Illinois.

*Actual pupils* names on request. Pictures by professional models.

You start in with simple melodies . and gradually go
on to more advanced ones. And sooner than you ever
dared hope you're playing most any popular tune.
Remember, you need no special talent to learn this
‘up-to-date way. And no matter which instrument you
choose, the cost averages less than 7c a day. That covers
everything printed lessons, sheet music and our
Personal Advisory Service no extras of any kindi
But you’ll never know how simple and easy it really

is to learn music this tried and tested short-cut way
until you send for our Free Illustrated Booklet and
“Print and Picture” Sample. Then you'll see for your-
self how it works. So mail the coupon today don’t
delay , and mention your favorite instrument. XJ. S.
School of Music, 12-10 Brunswick Bldg., New York <hty
in, N. Y. (Eat. 1SD8}.

8 U. S. Schoolof music, 1233Brunswick S!dg., NewYo**k 10,N.Y, g

5 Pleasesend meFree Booklet and Print andPictureSample. I g
g would like to play instrument checked below.

8 . B
g (Do you have instrument . ) *
6 Piano Guitar Clarinet Tenor Banjo m
B Violin Piano Accordion Mandolin Modern

_ Hawaiian Saxophone Practical Finger Elementary 8
» Guitar Trumpet, Cornet Control Harmony S
3 8
i a
8 Name - 8
9 (Please Print)

3

I Street

a
i
SClty. State........... al

J NOTE... Ifyouareunder 16 years of age parent must sign this coupon. m
mmmmai Save 2c —Slick Coupon on penny postcard mmm »




* MASTER

not tho SLAVE-IEARN

THIS EAST* QUICK WAY

I© OIFEUP YOURSELF !N ANY !'SITUATIONh ANYWHERE!

P5CKVVECK CO., Bept. S04, 73 W. 44th St., New York, iS, N. V.

ERE'S every science of self-defense, and lethal attack, known to matt/
wrapped up into one red-blooded package, Here's he-man knowledge that
will give you a weapon to overcome any enemy, no matter how smplt you
are or how big he is. This new fast-moving system will make you tough-
er it doesn't co<t you a cent. You don't need muscles! You don't have
to be big! You just have to know how! . -

In every dynamite-packed page of these sensational book form instructions,’
experts teach you through pictures and stories our new method. How you
«nn K.O. your enemy with one clean scientific wallop! How to master linn
with punishing, bruising, wrestling hoidsl How to use his strength to,
destroy himself throughldeadly bone-crushing Jiu-Jitsu.

Now forget the word fear! Never again cringe or shy away from a scrap.j
Imagine the wonderful feeling of confidence that will come when you know]
that you're nobody's slave, and that nobody can push you around. Think
of the respect that others will have for you, and the safety they'll feel
being with you, when they find out what a rough, tough, scrapping, deadly*
efficient hellion you can be.

You will learn quickly and easily through our amazing new “slow-motion”
picture” method. You will learn every stance, every hold, every grip os
>ortrr>y<*4 bjr our foxtterts. It's just like Retting personal instruction in
the privacy of your own home. And what's more, you donrt pay ttte price
of personal instruction. The experts ivho prepared these instructions want
every red-blooded American to know how to defend himself. They wanted
to malS a “big man” of every small one. So the price of these books was
made so low that-everyone could afford to own them, 'Mes, you can't
afford to be without them.

We want you to have all three books. We want you to be able to defend
yourself against any attacker, no matter how he fights. Therefore, if you
buy any two books, we will give you the third book absolutely FREE.

SiMB MONEY — KUSH COUPON MOW!

Make us prove our claims. Send no money, just fill In the coupon. When
the postman delivers your package, deposit only $1.00 plus small postage
and C.O0.D. charges with him. 2£ y»a are not completely convinced after
five days, return the books and your money

visll be refunded- in full. Remember, you buy
only two books. We give you the LI A ]
third absolutely FREE. Don't ®
wait until trouble ~ICKWITSiIS CO*
DEPT. 904, 73 Wssi 44th Sf.
TobAavt Mew York, 18, N. Y.
AjP* %mh m© a copy of
G Police lJiu-Jifsu—50c O Scientific Boxing*—50c
- O Police Wrestling—50c
jyly (If you chock two books, we wlii send you the third FREE.)
Enclosed find Please send the books all charges prepaid*
NAME
ADDRESS .
CITY, STATE™,

It 1* understood tfiet (t | em not satisfied | can return *lhii fcotffi wlthEU™
S (lays f{3r Jmmejlisto rslufid of full purchase Brice.
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of all these courses—is
foremost
horsepower — of
in the whole body* ost
the top-notchers fike® Grimek
Hoffman-trained.

WEIGHT LtPT*
ING. The foremost
and most resalt-
ful exercise is by
barbell and dumb*
bell. Weight lift-
ing makes every
muscle work. In-

creases the pro-
ductivity of every
gland through in-
creased muscular

adding weights eg
you progress, the
pounds “you can
scarcely ~31ft to-
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ke your selection of any of the Bob Hoffman Muscle Building courso

Send no money unfestt you went to save f2I*
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eouroe you want. “~em«bnbar svery book
offered by Bob Hoffman I* fu.Jy guaranteed
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- _ _ NATURAL OR
sii&Pasi* S id accidental death

Beaents are Graded aecordiag to sgcs of persons cov-
ered, at time Certificate is issued. Nearly every
family may soon have one or more members in* the
Armed Forces or War work. Although the risks are
higher, Atlas _Mutual is not “holding out” os
Pa riotic Americans, Cover eve'ay member of your
amily! ONLY ONE DOLLAR A M H" can
cover_ entire family — Husband, Wife, Children;
aad Brothers, Sisters and Parents of applicant.

NO MEDICAL | .. ,
EXAMINATION parents -children *hussar®

2 to 75—AIll Covered . '
for ©lily $1 a IVSonfh him WIFE RY CQUIMIaf™

Satisfied members throughout the U. S, No medical tSc IMPORTANT! This proteetion o
examination—just the fact that ail m the family ~ covers deaths occurring ANYWHERE P I .

named id your application are now its good health. WITHIN THE UNITED STATES
KQ MI SMm OF AMERICA OR ITS POSSES-

will call! You receivngour '\Agole Family B-aieSt Cer- SIONS AND CANADA. Atlas Mutual
tificate by mail WITHOUT OBLIGATION aid for  isInspected and Licensed by the Dela-
JO DAYS FREE INSPECTION... and study it ia the ~ware State Department of Insurance.
quiet of your home, uritS no oae to influence you. 'Take advantage of this big
opportunity while still avail*

Jable! Mail coupon today!

SPECIAL OFFE&t fss* ftAIL TORAY for FILL IRFORVATION
PROMPTNESS | Atiss Mutual Benefit Association,
There's no obligation in sending the coupon right g Dept. 33-08s WiSKilESgtors, Delaware

away. ACT PROMPTLY. Send'today for full ex- | Without Obligation to me, send- full information your
planation of all details. The coupon sr a penny | ‘Whole Family Protectioa. No salesman will call.
postcard with just your name and address brings |

the big Atlas Mutual offer! Name .= T

ATLAS MUTUAL Benefit Association | “=*
Dept. 33-D6, Wilmington, Del |_



Hare Is An Action-Packed New Booklength Novel
By BLISS LOMAX
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Before The Outlaws Could
Rush In Again, A Chinese On
The Roof, Armed With A Shot-
gun, Fired Into Their Midst.

SMMtSETMMEF CREEK

Featuring Rainbow and (irunipy

11



12 Real Western
CHAPTER 1

Trailing Trouble

HE jury was out only a few

I minutes. The five defendants

shifted about uneasily in their
chairs and exchanged a grim, hope-
less glance as the twelve men filed
back into the box.

“Have you reached a verdict?” the
judge asked.

The lanky foreman nodded and
got to his feet. “We have, your
honor. We find the defendants guilty
as charged.”

Their decision was not unexpected.
Judge Rossman thanked them and

touched Rainbow Ripley’s tight-
lipped mouth. They had looked so
much trouble in the eye together and
had come to depend on each other so
completely that there was almost per-
fect understanding between them. As
a consequence, Rainbow felt reason-
ably certain that it was Grumpy’s
aversion to being caught in the lime-
light that was behind his complaint.

“Don’'t try to pull my leg that
way,” he said, with a straight face.
“Don’t pretend to me that this littls
round of applause is annoying you.
Aren’'t you always claiming you're
never appreciated? This is your
chance. Why don’t you stand up and
take a bow?”

It wes o triple mystery: the murder of e harmless Chinese cook; the

drygulching of a welt-liked ranch owner, end the wholesale poisonisig

of the cattle csf the Recking Chair. And Ressbew ssnd Grump, aes

range defectives, were certain that ~hese three crimes fitted into s
single slisisf®r peffers;ji

glared the packed courtroom to si-
lence.

“The evidence was such that you
couldn’t have brought in any other
verdict,” he told the jurors. “In
finding these men guilty, you've only
done your duty. That one of them
has been a hitherto respected rancher
in this county did not make your job
any easier. The court would also
like to thank Sheriff Hines and Mr.
Edmonds, the prosecutor, for the
manner in which the case was pre-
sented. Special thanks must go to
the two detectives, the Messrs. Rip-
ley and Gibbs, who were brought in
by the Stockmen’s Association to as-
sist the sheriff. The courage and
shrewdness they exhibited in estab-
lishing the guilt of these men need
no comment from me.”

The crowded courtroom broke into
noisy applause.

Down in the front row of seats that
redoubtable little man, Grumpy
Gibbs, scowled at his tall partner,

“Why in tarnation don't he git this
over with and let us git outa here?”
he protested irrascibly. “It’s colder
than a Methodist church in January
in this courtroom, Rip!”

The ghost of an amused smile

The little one bristled.

“Good Josephine, will you stop

that nonsense?” he growled. “I ain’t
lookin’ for no bokays! 1 tell you, I
don't only want to git outa this

courthouse, | want to git out of Mon-
tana! I'm sick of this snow and cold
weather we been buckin’ for four,
five months. | want to see green
grass ag'in, and let the sun have a
chance to git the chill outa my
bones!” Fie shook his head to him-
self, and added in a milder tone, “2
ain’'t gittin’ ready for crutches—I can
still hold up my end—but | ain’'t git*
tin’ no younger, and that's a fact.”

It was a startling admission, com-
ing from him. It sobered Rainbow
abruptly. “I'm sorry,” he said. “I
was just having a little sport with
you. I'm as fed up with this coun-
try as you are, | promise you well
be heading out of Bear Paw this aft-
ernoon if the trains are still run-
ning.”

UDGE ROSSMAN had started
J banging his gavel. He called the

prisoners to the bar and asked them

if they had anything to say before
he passed sentence. Their lawyer
answered for them and said no. The



crowd had stiffened expectantly,
knowing what was coming, for Ross-
man had a reputation for his bitter,
excoriating harangues before he
“threw the book” at a condemned
man that was state-wide. Glaring
mdown from the bench, he launched
into a violent tirade.

Rainbow sat there without listen-
ing, a preoccupied look on his lean,
bronzed face, still mulling over what
Grump had said. Never before in all
the years they had been together had
the latter ever asked for any quarter
for himself. Even when he had been
badly shot up, down on the Rio Col-
orado, two years back, he had scoffed
at the suggestion that he'd have to
take things easy for a while. A few
weeks later he had insisted he was
as good as ever. That he went so far
now as to speak of holding up his
end and admitting his advancing
years told Ripley which way the
wind was blowing. His unreadable
gray eyes narrowed as the realiza-
tion was forced on him that they
could not go on forever. The thought
frightened him, and he wouldn’t have
it that way.

“It's my fault,” he brooded angrily.
“He’'s always so full of pepper that I
keep forgetting he’s old enough to be
my father. Thirty and thirty-five be-
low zero for days at a time! | must
have been crazy to put him up
against that. He'll be good for anoth-
er ten years, at least, if I'll just have
sense enough to remember that we
can get all the work we can handle

without going after anything like
this again.”
Starting from scratch, they had

made money and established them-
selves as the most successful range
detectives in the Rocky Mountain
states, Judged by some of their bet-
ter-known cases, this Bear Paw mat-
ter was a minor incident in their ca-
reers, It had gone their way and
paid well, but the weather they had
faced had taken something out of
both of them. It was a closed account
now, and Rainbow was anxious to
dismiss it fram his mind. There was
another matter, hewever, that called
for a decision, and in his present
mood, he did not hesitate to make it,
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Within the week he had received a
letter from Inspector Dan Ross, of
the U. S. Immigration Service, ask-
ing them to meet him in Butte. By
the tpne of the letter, it seunded like
another case, with the prespect of
work along the Canadian border. Rip
had expressed his interest. The pros-
pect of undertaking an assignment
for the Immigration Service still ap-
pealed te him personally. But he
would have none of it now.

“1 don't have to tell Grump why
I've changed my mind about it,” he
argued with himself. “I can rig up
an excuse in Butte.”

The judge had finally finished his
scathing indictment of the convicted
men. He ordered them confined in
the state penitentiary for a period of
ten years. A few minutes later, the
spectators started moving toward the
doors. Rainbow and Grumpy went
along with them. Outside on the
steps they found Ivy Hines, the sher-
iff, waiting to say good-bye to them.

“l hate to see you pull away,” he
said. “l suppose you're lighting out
for Wyoming and the Bar 7, at Black
Forks.”

“It's pretty hard to plan ahead in
this business,” Rip answered, con-
sciously evasive. “That Green River
country is a pleasant place to be this
time of the year. If we have any
time to lazy away, that's where you’'ll
find us. A letter in care of Judge
Carver will always reach us there.”

Grumpy had already disposed of
their horses, and their guns and rid-
ing gear were sacked and waiting to
be checked at the railroad station.
When the afternoon train pulled out
for Butte, they were aboard.

The air in the smoker was foul
with stale tobacco smoke. But the
steam pipes were pounding, and
Grump puffed his pipe and appeared
content. Bear Paw was far behind
them, when he said without warning:
“You wasn't pinin’ yereself down
none when you was sayin’ good-bye
to Hines, was you?”

"S® AINBOW glanced at him over
MJw, the top of the newspaper he
had been reading, “What makes you
say that?” he inquired innocently.
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“Huh!” the little man snorted.
“Don’t I know you? You ain't got
yere sights trained on Wyomin’.

EIRT]

Butte's as far as we're gain’.

Rip gave him a poker-faced grin,
“You sound pretty sure about that.
We’'ll see Inspector Ross for a few
minutes tsmerrow morning and find
out what's on his mind. Maybe it's a
favor he wants-—a bit of information
he thinks we can supply. We owe
him that courtesy. | don’'t expect
anything to come of it.”

“Good Josephine!” Grumpy ex-
claimed disgustedly.

“ls that why you checked our
stuff through only as far as Butte?”

Rainbow laughed ruefully at find-
ing himself trapped. It was what he
wanted the little one te believe. The
enthusiasm he had expressed on re-
ceiving Ross’s letter warned him that
any abrupt about-face now would
only arouse his partner’s suspicions.
To pretend to be interested until
something came up in their conversa-
tion with the inspector, to which he
could make objection, premised a bet-
ter way out.

They found Ross in the postoffice
building, in the morning. Almost
with his first word he gave them to
understand that he wanted to engage
them for special duty in connection
with his department’s drive to curb
the wholesale smuggling into th«
country af alien Chinese.

“We’'re making arrests all the time
and deporting hundreds of those yel-
low bays,” he continued. “But we
knsw a lot of ’'em are slipping
through our fingers.” He pointed to
the map on the wall. “Look at that
stretch of country along the border
from North Dakota to the Coast. Bet-
ter than a thousand miles to watch!
If 1 had ten times the force I've got
I couldn’'t plug all the holes.”

“1 thought you had that game pret-
ty well broken up,” Rainbow re-
marked.

“Don’t you believe it, Rip!
big business today. Why. the yel-
low slavers who operate this
ring must be piling up a fortune!
They've gat dozens of agents. Just
about the time xve get them spotted,
they are shifted to some other part

It's a

of the country and new ones take
their place.”

“White men mixed up in this?”
Grumpy inquired, trying to appear
interested, though even the thought
of another season along the border
made him wince.

“Plenty of ’'em, Grump. And
they're a dangerous lot, I warn you.
They're playing for big stakes; they
know if we pick them up it means
twenty years in Alcatraz. We usual-
ly find that they've been running nar-
cotics before they got int@ this game.
Some af them are still at it. 1 know
you boys have tangled with a lot of
desperate men in your time. These
fellows are a different breed of rats.
I don’'t care how bad a cowboy gets,
there’'s usually a streak of something
approaching decency left in him.
That's not true of these birds,
they’'re vermin, and you never want
to forget it.”

“We don't scare easy,” the little
man observed. Rip was satisfied to
let him do the talking for them.
“Where weuld we fit into this, In-
spector?”

“It was my idea that the two of
you, working on your own, might be
able to find out where these Chinese
go who slip by our border patrol.
Once one of them, after entering the
U. S. unlawfully, reaches San Fran-
cisco er New York, or any city with
a big Chinatown, we can kiss him
good-bye. We know these boys are
herded through these western states,
held a few weeks, and then shipped
east or west. If we're going to have
any chance of grabbing them, we’ve
got to know how this underground

works. Maybe there’'s a dozen sep-
arate channels.” Ross settled back in
his chair. “You can appreciate how

important this information is to us.
I'll sign you up for a year and make
the price as high as | can,”

“We can think it over,” Rip said
casually, though now that he knew
what the proposition was it appealed
to him mere than ever. *“I always
thought that when a Chinese was
smuggled into the country he had to
lay the money on the line first, and
that he was on his own as soon as
he got across.”
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lows are mostly Cantonese
coolies. | suspect some of them don’t
even have their steerage money.
These yellow slavers can make any
terms they want with them; they’ll
bring them in and ship 'em around
and see that they get to work. Some-
times these boys will be ten years
paying off. If one of them starts to
squawk; they rub him out, and it's
just another unexplained Chinatown
murder.”

Ross mentioned the figure he was
willing to pay. Rainbow was re-
lieved to find it less than he expect-
ed. He flicked a glance at Grumpy
to see how he was taking it. To his
surprise, the little man said. “We can
do better than that, but money ain’t
the only consideration with wus.
Where'd we make our headquarters?”

Figuratively speaking, it put Rip-
ley back on his heels. He had ex-
pected to use the low pay as an argu-
ment for turning down the proposi-
tion and have Grumpy’s support, for
the doughty little man had a keen
eye for a dollar. To have him not
only toss that aside as irrelevant, but
to intimate that he liked the idea,
was more than the tall man could
unde:, stall'd,

“Bear Paw would do,” said Ross
“I've always been suspicious sf that
wild stretch of country east and west
of there. You could watch those
lonely mountain passes and work all
that uninhabited country around ths
peaks”

Rip thought that would stop the
little one, but the latter only nodded
woodenly. “Sounds all right,” he
muttered. Without looking up, he
added: “What do you think about it,
Rip?”

Rainbow began to get it, finally. He
told himself there was only one ex-
planation. “He’s pretending to liks
the idea because he thinks my heart
is set on it, when he knows it means
another Killing winter for him.”

Rainbow was about to turn it down
flatly, without even attempting any
subterfuge, when an inspiration came
to him.

“1 don't like it,” he said. “I
wouldn’t mind the poor money if it

Thesemf=nt helping the government.
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But
that's not the size of it, Dan; we
wouldn’t be going out to get the big
shots in this racket. The best we
could hope for would be to run down
a few scared Chinks and their guards.
That's not our dish. It's straight po-
lice work. Across the line in Canada
it would be a job for the Mounted.”
He shook his head with seeming re*
gret. “I'm sorry, but if we took on
a job like that it wouldn’t help our
reputations any. We're detectives,
and we've got to have something we
can get our teeth in,”

“That's ridiculous!” Ress protest-
ed, “If | didn't know it was more
important than that | wouldn't be of-
fering it to you.”

Rip admitted to himself that it
wasn't the best excuse in the world,
but he was more interested in what
Grumpy thought about it than in ths
inspector’s reaction. The little man
was wagging his head thoughtfully.
He didn't want any part of this
proposition. Anything he had said to
the contrary had bsen voiced for the
very reason that Rainbow surmised.
Now that a way out was. dangling be-
fore his eyes, he was careful not to
appear over-anxious to grasp it. With
his rocky face screwed up into a des-
ert man’s squint, he turned to him.

“There may be somethin’ to what
yo're sayin’, Rip,” he declared sober-
ly. “lI hadn’t thought of that; we're
either detectives or we ain't nothin’.
It would be tyin’ ourselves up for a
long spell.”

T TOLD Rainbow just what he
wanted to know, "It sure would,”

he agreed, “and ones we signed up,

there’d be nothing to do but go
through with it. .. No, Dan, I'm
afraid we better pass it up,”

It took them half an hour to con-
vince the inspector that they meant
it.

“I'm glad you got that flash on this
business before it was too late,”
Grumpy observed, as he and Rip went
down the street in search of a restau-
rant. “l was all set to go through
with it.”

Rainbow nodded soberly. “I saw
that you were. We didn’'t make any
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mistake in turning it down. We've
been at this game too long to start
playing small boy for the Immigra-
tion Service. Something else will
turn up. The Oregon Short Line’s
got a fast train south to Salt Lake at
one o'clock. If we can get space on
it, we better ride it as far as Poca-
tello; we can get over to Granger to-
morrow on the local. We'll see about
it when we’'ve polished off some ham

and eggs.”

Grumpy began to perk up surpris-
ingly.

“This place looks first-class,” he

declared, glancing into the restaurant
they were passing. “Let’s give it a
whirl,”

It wasn't often that they break-
fasted as late as ten o'clock. The
little man spread himself and startled
the waiter by calling for a double
order of ham and eggs and a pot of
coffee,

“Bring in the coffee right now,” he
ordered, “and see that there’s plenty
of it.”

The food was good. That, and the
knowledge that they were bound Jtor
Wyoming, seemed to lift a load from
Grumpy’s shoulders. The deception
he believed he had practiced on Rain-
bow did not weigh on his conscience
in the slightest. The latter smiled
inscrutably and had no regrets. As
he expected, they did not have any
difficulty getting space on the noon
train.

“You better send the Judge a wire
and let him know we're leavia
Butte,” Grumpy suggested. “It’ll
give him an idea of when to have
someone in Black Forks with a rig.
When you git that attended to we’ll
have time to buy a little somethin’
for Howie-and the boys at +be ranch.”

They left the snow behind them
during the night. When they awoke
in the morning, the sun was shining
warmly and the sagebrush was green
out on the flatlands. At lIdaho Falls,
the conductor came into the Pullman
with a telegram for Rainbow.

“Must be from the Judge,” Grumpy
said promptly. “He's the only t>ne
knows we're on this train. What's it
say?”

Ripley glanced at the brief wire.

“It's from the Judge, all right,” he
volunteered. “Here’s what he says:
‘Forwarding wires and mail care sta-
tion agent Pocatello. Stop. Thought
it was important. Regards, Carver.’”

The little one’s hard-bitten face
was suddenly all lines. “Flagged at
the last minute!” he growled. “Reck-
on it means we won't see the ranch
after all!”

“Just keep your rompers on,” Rip
advised. “We’ll be in Pocatello in a
lew hours and we’ll see what this is
all about. If it’s'just a good baking
out in the sun that’'s warrying you, |
can think of a lot of places where it’s
hotter than it ever will be on the Bar
7. Of course, if it's a case of your
wanting to sit back and live on your
income, that's something else. 1 sup-
pose | could take a case by myself.”

“Hunh!” the little man snapped
scornfully. “You wouldn’t git far!
The first good-lookin’ woman that
came along would have you dancin’
at the end of her string before you
could say Jack Robinson! Don’t let
my plans bother you; you doggone
well know that if this turns out to be
our sort of a case that | ain’t tossin’
it over my shoulder.”

IP grinned. “That sounds more
K like you. When you get sassy,
I know everything is all right,”
They were acquainted with Tom
Coates, the Short Line agent at Po-
catello. He waved a fat letter at
them as they stepped into his office.
“1 figured you'd be along,” he said,
shaking hands. “This just came in
this morning, Rip. | noticed it was
from the Judge. Just spread out here
and make yourselves comfortable;
I'll be back in a few minutes.”
Rainbow glanced at the telegrams
enclosed in the envelope and realized
that they referred to the letter. There
was also a note from Judge Carver.
“1 have wired this party that I was
trying to get in touch with you,” he
wrote, “and that she would be hearing
from you. That was two days ago. |
wish to heaven you would keep me

informed as to where | can reach
you. Something really important
might turn up sometime. Regards,

B, C.” There was a postscript: “I



asked Carter, at the bank, to find out
what he could about these people. He
told me this morning that this T, R.
Gordon ran a big outfit and had been
president of the Humboldt Valley
Stock-raisers Association two or
three times. | thought you would
like to know.”

Rip handed the note to Grumpy.
The little one put on his gold-rimmed
spectacles and read it with interest.
“Wal?” he queried. “Goin’ to take
you all day to git through that let-
ter? Is this another rustlin’ job?”

“No, a couple killings, and no ar-
rests to date. Sounds like it's right
up our alley. It means Nevada again.
How does that strike you? You've
always seemed to like that country.”

“1 do,” the little one agreed. “What
part of the state?”

“Nevada City-—eow country above
the Humboldt. Let me read this
thing to you. It's from a Miss Glsn-
na Gordon. She says she has seen
our names mentioned in the Western
Stockman’s Journal from time to
time and that she would like to have
us take charge of this matter for her.
This wire here says the Nevada City
National will honor our draft for five
hundred dollars to cover transporta-
tion and'so forth. That sounds like
she means.business.”

“Wal, read the letter if yo're
goin’ to!” Grumpy growled at him.

“Just a minute,” Rainbow returned
“I'm trying to get down to the facts.
Listen to this: ‘On the 7th of March,
our Chinese cook was found mur-
dered just below the ranch vyard.
Though the weapon has never been
located it was obvious that an as or
hatchet had been used. The man
had been with us a long time, and
though, as far as we know, he had no
enemies among his own people, our
sheriff, Mr. Marsh Burling, has in-
sisted from the first that the Killing
was the result of some mysterious
tong vengeance. We have a Chinese
colony in Nevada City numbering
several hundred. Mr. Burling ques-
tioned a number of them in the
course of his investigation. Nothing
came of it, and | gather from his at-
titude that he regards any further
effort to track down Cheng’s Kkiller as
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hopeless, and he seems willing to
put it down as an unsolved crime, and

forget it.'”
“Chinks ag'in,” the little man
grumbled. “Don’t seem to be able

to git away from ’em.”

Rip frowned at him for the inter-
ruption. “Do you want me to con-
tinue?” he demanded.

“Go ahead!” Grumpy flared back
crustily. “l was jest expressin’ an
opinion; this is still a free country
Mixin’ up in a tong war shore ought
to be right up our alley,” he added
sarcastically.

“This is no tong killing. You'll
agree on that py the time 1 finish.
Let mj go on. ‘Several weeks after
Cheng’'s death, one of the neighbors,
a Mr. Buck Mullhall, tried to induce
my father to sell him this ranch.
Rocking Chair has never been offered
for sale. | mention this only because
we were surprised to learn that Mr.
Mullhall was prosperous enough to
think of acquiring this property. His
own ranch is hardly on a paying
basis, but most of his time is devoted
to the saloon he operates in Nevada
City, | had forgotten the incident,
when, on the night of April 3rd, as
he was driving home from town., my
father was shot and killed. Fie had
the ranch payroll with him, and it
wes taken. Robbery could have been
the motive, which is what Sheriff
Burling claims. He has found no
clues, and it is apparently as big a
mystery as Cheng’s killing.”” Rain-

bow paused. “Are you beginning to
get the drift of all this?”
“1 shore am!” was the little one's

emphatic ans%ver. “lI don't like the
way that badge-toter fits into it. He's
gither solid bone from the neck up or
dealin’ from the bottom. . . Is that all
she has to say?”

P shcsok his head and contin-
Mued: “‘We put our cows on
pring range on the first of
month. About ten days ago they be-
gan to sicken. We have already lost
about twenty head; violent convul-
sions for a few minutes, and then
death. We have an experienced, loyal
crew on Rocking Chair, and an able
f foreman. They don’'t know what to

the
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make of it. | have had a vet out sev-
eral times, but it is as big a mystery
to him as it is to us.” Rainbow
checked himself and gave his part-
ner a.shrewd, sober glance, “This last
paragraph is important. See what you
make of it. ‘Nothing can shake my
belief that these events are related.
How, or why, | cannot say. | have
expressed my conviction to Mr. Pen-
noyer, our district attorney, to my
lawyer and to Sheriff Burling. They
ridicule the idea. The only effect it
has had on me has been to make me
more certain than ever that my father
was not murdered far the money he
carried, and that Cheng was not
killed to satisfy the vengeance of any
secret Chinese organization. | know
it is something in connection with
this ranch that is at the bottom of it,
and | can only wonder if I shall be
the next one to meet a violent
death.’”

Rip shoved the letter across the

desk. His gray eyes were cold and
sober. “What do you think?” he
asked.

“That she’s got it sized up right,”
was Grumpy’'s flinty answer, “You
know the pattern of these things as
well as | do; it sticks but all over
this set-up.”

Rainbow nodded. “Glenna,” he
murmured more to himself than ta

Grumpy. “l suppose that's Scotch.”
He tried the name again. “Glenna
Gordon—I1 like the sound of it.”
“/leerusalem!” the little man ex-
ploded. “Is that all this means to

you? Of course, it's Scotch! 1 sup-
pose she’'s got blue eyes and yellow
hair. But there’'s a price on that
gal's life, and you know it! There’'s
somethin’ on that ranch somebody
wants, and they’re goin’ to have that
outfit, or know why. You can ses
haw they been handin’ out the dis-
couragement to her. Knockin’ off that
cook was the first step. Killin’ her
father was the next move. If she
don’t take the hint—"

“I'm not so sure that’s the right an-
gle,” Rainbow declared thoughtfully.
“Gordon and his cook might have
stumbled on to something that cer-
tain parties felt it wasn't safe for
them to know. It could have been a

lot of things. But they string to-

gether; I'll go that far with you. . .
Hand me one of those telegraph
blanks.” He addressed the message.
“What'll I tell her?”

“Tell her?” Grumpy rapped im-
patiently. “Good Josephine, tell her
we're cornin’!  We can be in Ogden
this evenin’. That'll put us in Neva-

da City tomorrow afternoon. It's my
hunch that we won’t be gittin’ there
none too soon.”

Rip gave him a long shrewd glance.
“Okay,” he murmured. “Your
hunches have always been good
enough for me. You run out to the
baggage room and grab our stuff;
I'll get this wire off.”

CHAPTER 11
A Warning and A Promise

ROM the platform of the rail-

road station, Nevada City lay

spread out before them. It was
older than most of the cow-towns
they had known, but the difference
was so slight that they were hardly
aware of it. The courthouse, the un~
paved main street, already deep in
dust, the store buildings with their
wooden awnings, the brick bank
building on the corner, fell into
familiar place in their eyes.

There was no one at the station to
meet them, Ripley having said in his
telegram that they would arrive on
the late afternoon train. Connections
in Ogden had worked in their favor
and put them at their destination sev-
eral hours ahead of schedule. The
partners did not mind waiting. In
fact, they preferred to arrive on their
own and have a chance to size up a
town before their business there was
known.

“Nothin’ startlin’ about this place,”
Grumpy observed. “We've seen the
likes of it a hundred times.”

Rainbow nodded. “We’'ve got some
time to kill. Suppose we get at it.”

“We goin’ to look up the sheriff?”
the little one inquired.

“No, we’'ll let him look us up. If
I read things correctly, we're not go-
ing to get any help from the law
this trip. We can use a shave; we'll



drop into a barbershop and see what
the talk is; we can drift into the
saloons then. This is one place where
we ought to be unknown. Maybe we
can get a line on things before any-
one begins to wonder what we're
doing in town.”

Grumpy’s puckered eyes were foc-
used sharply on a swarthy-faced man
leaning against one of the uprights
that supported the awning of a saloon
across the way. By the cut of his
clothes and their quality, he was
hardly a rangeman. His attention
strayed in the partners’ direction, as
he manicured his finger nails with a
small pearl-handled penknife.
Though the regard with which hel
favored them was seemingly bored
and uncuriaus, his eyes were alive
with unpleasant speculation, for he
had recognized them the moment
they stepped down from the train.

Memory finally clicked in Grumpy’s
brain.

“Unknown, eh?” he growled, “I'll
change yore mind about that in &
hurry! There's a saloon across the
way; the sign on it says it's ths
Lucky Bey. There's a lean, hawk-
faced gent boldin’ up one of the
awnin’ posts. Take a squint at
him.”

Rip managed an unhurried glanct
at the man.

“Humph!” ha murmured.
familiar. |
off.”

“He was answering to ths name of
Speed Daggett the last time hc
crossed our trail. He used to deal &
lot of poker. When we started to
close in on the gents who hoisted
that bank in Medicine Bow, he left
town awful sudden.”

“You may be right,” Rip mur-
mured. “Certainly a marked resem-
blance. But that was three, four
years ago, Grump. That's a long time
to remember a face we only saw four
or—"

“Don’t tell me thatf’ the little man
snapped. “I don’'t forget these black-
legs! That's Speed Daggett: On his
record, you can bank on it that he's
got his finger in anythin’ crooked
that’'s cookin’ around here!”

“Looks
don't place him right
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“Let’'s walk across the street and-
see what he does,” Rip suggested.

The man leaning against the post
eyed them darkly, and when they
were halfway across, he brushed some
imaginery filings from his vest and
strolled into the Lucky Boy saloon.
The partners continued on up the
sidewalk.

“What do you
Grumpy grumbled.

“It's Daggett, all right,” Rainbow
agreed. “He didn’t want to face us.
I suppose he's running the games in
that saloon. The Lucky Boy may be
this fellow Mullhall's place.”

“If it is, and he's runnin’ with
Daggett, we know he’s a crook. That's
jest puttin’ two and two together.”

think  now?”

HEY stepped into the first bar-
bershop they found. There was
only one chair, and it was occupied.
“Sit down,” the barber invited. “I'll
be through in a moment. The boy
just left the Monitor. You'll find it
there on the table, if you haven't read
it yet.”

The partners nodded and sat down.
The man who was being shaved was
an elderly, robust individual, with a
flowing, iron gray mustache. His eyes
were closed, and he had nothing to
say. When he stood up, he was a
fine figure of a man, at least six-fsot
two. He glanced in the wall mirror
briefly and handed the barber a two-
bit .piece,

“Keep the change, Ed,” he said.

“Thanks, Marsh,” the barber
plied.

The partners were aware of the
sharp, impersonal scrutiny the big
man gave them, as he walked out.

‘You can get in the chair first,”
Sip told Grumpy. “I'll read the
paper a bit.”

“Right,” the latter accepted.

The barber began to lower
head rest.

“Better put her all the way down,”
Grumpy advised, with a grin. “That
big fella you jest shaved would make
two of me.”

“Yes,” the other agreed, “Marsh ip
a big man; strong as a bull__Don’'t
believe you've ever been in the shop
before.”

re-

the
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“No, jest got off the train. Me and
my pardner are strangers. Nice little
town you got here. Cattle, | reckon?”

“Cattle and sheep, and a little min-
ing. Used to be all mining; gold and
cinnabar. There was any number of
valuable properties a few miles north
of here, up in the Signal Mountains,
in those days.”

Rip was listening to their conver-
sation, knowing that Grumpy was a
past master at drawing a man out
and giving away nothing of his own
*business.

“You always see Nevada at its
worst from a car window,” the little
one was saying. “Cornin’ along the
river, the country looked all burnt
out, jest sand and alkali flats and bad
lands. | suppose there's good range
up in the hills toward the Idaho line.”

“Oh, yes,” he was told. “Some fine
ranches up in Signal Valley, along
Horsethief Creek—Seven Up and
Rocking Chair. A lot of little out-
fits up that way, too... .You boys are
not looking for a nice ranch, are
you?”

“No, we got other .business here.”
Grumpy hurried on without giving
the man a chance to ask what that
business might be. “With the price
of beef sky high, a man can't buy a
good spread less hals willin’ to pay
three times what it's worth. The high
beef and wool prices eught to be
good for this town,”

“l don't know,” the barber an-
swered pessimistically. “1 got no
complaint, but there’'s them that have.
The saloons are raking in the money,
of course. They say Buck Mullhall
is getting rich. He’s got a nice place
—that big one across from the rail-
road station, the Lucky Boy.”

Stretched out flat in the barber
chair, his face smeared with lather,
Grumpy could not flick a glance at
Rip. To be sure that the latter got
this bit of information, he said,
“What was the name?”

“Buck Mullhall,” the barber re-
plied,

“1 meant the name of his saloon,”
the little one explained.

“The Lucky Boy. As fine a bar as
you'll find in Winnemucca or Reno
....You like it pretty close?”

"Yep,” Grumpy murmured. “If a
man wants to play a little poker in
this town, where does he have to go
to be accommodated?”

JOD TRIMBLE did not answer un-
JfCktil he had finished shaving the lit-
tle man’s chin. “That depends on the
size of your game,” he said, with a
smile. “I guess if you step into the
Lucky Boy, Speed Daggett will be
glad to oblige; he runs an open table.
He’'ll treat you right. Speed’s square.”

Rainbow had not missed a word.
To discover that Daggett and Buck
Mullhall were running together was
certainly enlightening. He felt that
this barber’s unsolicited endorsement
of Speed as a square-shooter more or
less represented the town’s opinion of
the man. That Daggett was ap-
parently in good standing in the
community did not lead Rip to sup-
pose for a moment that the man had
changed his ways. It was more like-
ly, he felt that this “honest gambler”
front was just a cover-up for some
other criminal activity.

“Don’t let my partner's big talk
fool you," he remarked dryly to the
proprietor of the barbershop. “It
wouldn't take much of a bankroll to
fade us, A two-bit bunkhouse game
is about our size.”

“Two-bit game!” Grumpy snorted
indignantly. “1 don't know about
that! Fva sat in with some of the
big shots in my time. This Daggett
a local gsnt?”

“No, he hit town a couple years
ago,” Ed Trimble informed him. “Hi,
Curly!” he greeted a man who put
his head In the door. “Just one
ahead ©f you."

“1'll be back,” the man said.

Grumpy continued his conversa-
tion. Rainbow had found an editor-
ial in the Monitor, however, that
claimed his attention. It was a blist-
ering attack cn the lav/ enforcement
agencies of the county in connection
with unsolved murder of Tom (Trig)
Gordon, the owner of the Rocking
Chair, Rip read it through to the
last line. By the time he had finished,
Grumpy was out of the chair.

“You're next,” the barber prompted.

Before laying the newspaper aside



Rainbow made a note of the fact that
it was published and edited by Dennis
Callaghan. The name had a good,
fighting Irish ring, and it was his
opinion that if there was one man
in Nevada City whose support they
could count on, it was the publisher
of the Monitor.

“Where'll we find Dennis Callag-
han?” he asked Trimble, as the latter
adjusted a towel about his shoulders.

“Right down the street, on this
side. A frame building. You can’'t
miss it.” Somehow, he was less af-

fable than he had been,
a friend of yours?”

“We have a 1'ttle business with
him. 1 see by his column that he’s
on the prod about some murder you
had here.”

Trimble nodded resentfully. “May-
be it ain't for me to say, but Red’s
going pretty far in accusing the sher-
iff and district attorney of not do-
ing their duty. He's been gunning
for them ever since Trig Gordon was
killed. Trig had a sum of money on
him. Someone stuck him up and had
to Kill him to get it. No telling who
did the job, with strangers drifting
up and dawn the river and dropping
across the line from Idaho all tha
time. Callaghan won't have it any
way but that Burling and Pennoyer
have fallen down on the job because
they haven't got to the bottom of
it. That don’t make sense to most
of us. Marsh Burling’'s got a lot of
friends. He’'s been sheriff for fifteen,
sixteen years. He may be gitting old,
brt he still knows his business.”

“That big man, who was in the
chair when we came in—I1 heard you
call him Marsh,” Rip said. “Was that
Burling?”

“Sure,” the barber replied,
his razor against Rip’s cheek.

“1 noticed him givin’ us the once
over,” Grumpy piped up. “I didn't
see any badge on him.”

“Marsh doesn’'t go in for that much,
less he going out to bring a man in,”
Trimble informed him. “He’'s a great
one for saying nothing and just saw-
ing wood,”

“ Callaghan

laying

HE partners left the shop a few
minutes later.
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“Wai, we got an earful,” GMtooy
observed. “This Buck MullhatP'~ftd
Daggett are as thick as thieves, Jlfft
as | figgered.”

“It gives us something for a start-
er,” Rip acknowledged. “Did you get
a good look at Burling?”

“Yeh! By the cut of his jaw, he's
a stubborn, bull-headed gent. Wheth-
er he's on the level or not, he's had
the run of things here for years; he
ain't goin’ to like our hornin’ into
this case. We'll have to put our
cards on the table sooner or later.
What do you figger we stand to gain
by keepin’ away from him like this?”

“It may turn out to be plenty,”
Rainbow answered, his gray eyes
shrewd and sober. “I think we can
take it for granted that Speed Dag-
gett is the only man in Nevada City
vo knows us. If Burling comes
looking us up directly, we can be
sure that Daggett slipped him the
information. If the sheriff has to
get his facts from men of that stripe,
it should give us a pretty good line
on his character.”

“You got somethin’ there,” the lit-
tle one admitted, -impressed with the
logic of Rip’s argument, “Crooks al-
ways string together till they're
found out. That's about the only an-
swer we could take.”

“Not necessarily,” said Rainbow.
“It would be much easier for me to
believe that this Marsh Burling is on
the square himself, and is being used
by a bunch of crooks... .There's the
newspaper office. 1'm going to open
up to this man Callaghan, Grump.
He's had courage enough to risk cir-
culation and make himself some
enemies. I'm anxious to see how his
slant on these killings checks with
Miss Glenna Gordon’s story.”

The room that housed the Monitor
had been partitioned off in front as
an office. There was no one there,
but through a window in the parti-
tion they could see a red-headed man
running a pony press. To make both
ends meet, the publisher of the paper
took in what job printing he could
find. The partners correctly sur-
mised that the rather stout, middle-
aged man at the press was Dennis
Callaghan, Even at first glance, he
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seemed to throw off sparks of in-
tense energy.

“Just a minute!” he called to them.
“Sit down if you can find a chair!”

He stepped into the office, wiping
his hands on his apron, a few mo-
ments later. Rip decided at once that
he liked this man with the flaming
thatch and wide-set blue eyes,

Callaghan’s face lit up the instant
he caught their names. “You bet I
know who you are!” he declared,
pumping their hands. “1’'ve been read-
ing about you for years in my ex-
changes. | got a big kick out of
the way you cleaned up that mess
down in Black Rock last fail. Will
you boys tell me what you're doing
in Nevada City?”

“The Gordon case,” said Rip. “His
daughter has called us in.”

“No!” Callaghan exclaimed incred-
ulously. “That's almost too good to
believe. It's the smartest move Glenna
Gordon could have made. I've been
carrying on a one-man fight for
weeks against the do-nothing course
our sheriff and prosecutor have been
taking.”

AINBOW told him that he had

read the editorial in that day’s
Monitor. He also acquainted him with
what had been said in the barber-
shop. Red Callaghan banged his desk
violently.

“That’s damned rot, Ripley!” he
whipped out, an angry glint in his
eyes. “Ed Trimble is a wind bag.
He's like a lot of other people in
this town who won’'t see beyond the
end of their noses. It wasn't anyone
drifting up or down the river, or
bouncing across the line from ldaho,
who killed Trig Gordon. Don't let
them try to tell you that. It was a
local job; somebody right here in
Nevada City got him. If there isn’t
a dozen wanted men walking the
streets of this town, I'm crazy!
They’ve been moving in for the last
two years. Some of them don’t stay
long, but there’'s always new ones
showing up to take their place. |
don't mean to tell you the town'’s
lawless. Ordinarily, with a set-up
like that, you'd expect a string of
stickups and some rustling. That

isn't the case; these birds seem to be
on their good behavior, But they're
here, and it isn’t just for their health.
| don’'t pretend to know what their
game is, but when one of our leading
stockmen is killed in mysterious cir-
cumstances, | believe it's reasonable
to suppose that they know something
about it.”

Rip found these observations in-
teresting enough, but he realized
they were only the expressions of a
man’s opinion. “Was it robbery?” he
asked.

“l1 can't make myself believe it
was. Cowmen are using that road
north to Signal Valley all the time
with more than three hundred dol-
lars in their pocket. No one has ever
been stuck up before.” Callaghan
shook his head emphatically. “No,
sir! | don’t believe money had any-
thing to do with it!”

Grumpy had been sitting back,
saying nothing. He put in a question
now. “Did Gordon have any person-
al enemies?”

“1 suppose he did,” the editor an-
swered. “He was rich. Tom Gordon
didn’t have that nickname of Trigger
tacked on to him for nothing; | sup-
pose he stepped on a lot of men'’s
toes on his way up from the time he
started Rocking Chair, There wasn't
a foot of fenced range in this part
of the country in those days. You
know' how it went; if you saw some-
thing you wanted, it was yours if you
could take it and hold it. But I've
been over all that. It didn't get me
anywhere. You know, of course, that
Gordon’s Chink cook was found this
spring with his head bashed in.
You'll hear all about that and some
other queer things when you get out
to the ranch. Maybe they're related,
as Glenna Gordon claims,”

“What's your opinion?”
queried.

Dennis Callaghan pursed his lips
thoughtfully for a moment. “I have
a pretty definite opinion about it. No
one's ever been able to explain why
that Chinaman was murdered, beyond
putting it down as a grudge Kkilling.
It's my idea that Trig Gordon knew
the answer, and that it led to his
death. That's just my personal

Rainbow



hunch; it's not what I've been holler-
ing about in the Monitor. |I've just
been demanding that some effort be
made to get to the bottom of this
business. But what can you expect,
with a pinhead for a town marshals
a kid who isn't dry behind the ear
yet for a prosecutor, and a sheriff
who’s been running things around
here so long he thinks he'owns the
country? | guess you boys found
that out.”

“We haven't talked with him yet,”
Rainbow volunteered,

“No?” Callaghan was peering
through the open door. “It looks
like you're going to get your chance
right now, then. This is Burling
crossing the street. He wouldn’t be
coming here to see me.”

From the glimpse they had had of
him in the barbershop, the partners
were able to recognize the sheriff at
a glance. Grumpy’s gaze ran beyond
Burling to the stocky, rocky-faced
man he had left standing on the edge
of the sidewalk. They had obviously
come down the street together.

“Who's that slat-eyed gent across
the way?” the little one asked gruffly.

“That's Buck Mullhall, our leading
divekeeper,” the red-headed Callag-
han answered contemptuously,
“Buck’s been csissng awfully fast the
past year; been making money and
getting his finger in county politics.*'

ARSH BURLING stamped into
M the office, bristling with in-
dignation.

“1 gather that you know who I
am,” he rapped, addressing himself
to the partners and ignoring Callag-
han. “Are the two of you here on
professional business?”

“We are, Burling,” Rip
him. “The Gordon matter.”

“l suspected as much!” the sher-
iff retorted hotly. “I can tell you
here and now you’ll get no help from
me. That Gordon girl had no reason
to call y«u in. | suppose you figure
you'll walk right through this case
and shew me up.”

“That would be foolish,” Rainbow
answered easily. “We’'re not here to
cut any ground out from under you.”

“Is that why you didn't look me

informed

Hass Thief Creek 23

up when you got off the train?” big
Marsh boomed. “Is that why you
made a bee-line for the office of*"his
lying sheet?” **

His angry bellowing was attracting
attention on the street. Grumpy saw
Buck Mullhall cross the road and
pause in the doorway, his rocky face
sharp with hostility. The little one
pretended nat to be aware of him
standing there, but Mullhall didn’t
move a muscle that he failed to catch.
Rip continued to center his attention
on the sheriff, not the least impressed
by the latter’'s wrathful explosion.

“If it's not asking too much,” he
inquired, “how did you learn we were
in town?”

“1 don’t figure that’s any of your
business!” Burling rifled back. Rain-
bow gave him a thin smile.

“Maybe | can answer my own ques-
tion,” he said. “We've seen only one
man in Nevada City who recognized
us. You got yeur information from
him, Burling. | hate to see the law
so friendly with a blackleg iike Speed
Daggett. We ran him out of Wyom-
ing about three years ago. There
still may be a warrant out for him.”

Mullhall pushed through the door,
his hard mouth twisted with rage,
“Marsh, how much more of their lip
are you goin’ to stand for?” he
whipped out fiercely.

“Shut up!” Burling snapped,
handle this without any help.”

“You better!” Mullhall growled. “I
don’t care who these gents are; when
they start tassin’ dirt at a friend of
mine, I'll make them eat it! You've
known Speed for two years; you
know he is as square as | am!”

Rainbow grinned at him with in-
furiating coolness. “That doesn’t give
you much of a build up—or maybe
you didn’'t mean to,”

It was too much for Buck. He
rocketed around an his heels and his
hand reached his hip. “I'll button
up your lip and tie it up goad!” he
threatened.

Grumpy had anticipated the move,
“Better change your mind,” he ad-
vised, “or this town will be minus
one saloon-keeper.”

There was a business-like air about
the blue-nosed ,45 in the little one’s
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fistt. Buck took a long moment to
think it over. The sheriff helped
him to a decision.

“Forget it!” Burling
knocking Mullhall's hand aside.
“That’'s enough of this nonsense!
Suppose you get out of here, Buck,
and go about your business. And
you, Callaghan, step into the back
room; I've got a few words to say
to this pair in private.”

Mullhall took his time about leav-
ing. “You better advise these birds
to take the ne?;t train out,” he flung
back over his shoulder. “With the
start they’'ve made it won't be healthy
for 'em here!”

growled,

LLAGHAN went back to the
press at which he had been
working, a jeering laugh on his lips.
Marsh Burling lowered himself into
the editor’'s empty chair and glared
across the littered desk at Rainbow;
“Get this,” he muttered. “I'm go-
ing to talk fast, and keep a straight
face about it. What | -said a min-
ute back was for the long ears of the
jackasses who were listening. I'm
supposed to be just a stubborn old
fool who's outlived his usefulness.
That's the way | want to play it. I've
lied myself black in the face to
Glenna Gordon. | know better than
she does that these Killings are re-
lated. They're only part of what's
going on under the-surface en Horse-
thief Creek. You’'ll find that out. S
can't talk to you here in town, but
I'll be up in the valley next week;
keep your eyes peeled for me and
follow me into the hills; we'll have
our powwow then, and without wit-
nesses. In the meantime, I'll buck
you and knock you every time | open
my mouth. You do the same. Under
cover, I'll go with you all the way.
D'you understand?”

It was breath-taking.

Rip nodded woedenly. The little
one was harder put to master his sur-
prise.

“You knew Daggett was a black-
leg?” Rainbow asked.

“Sure! He's only one of many.
Look out for Mullhall; 1 suspect
him. | know he’s dangerous. It's got
to the point where they think I'm

just about harmless, the damned
fools!”

Marsh brought his fist down heavi-
ly on the desk. His blue eyes were
frosty under their heavy brows.

“We've got to put on an act for
Callaghan. 1 hate that Irishman's
guts. But Dennis is all right. You
boys be waiting for me when | ride
north.”

Hauling himself to his feet, he bel-
lowed at them threateningly and
shook his fist at Rainbow. He
stormed out then, leaving the part-
ners spellbound.

“What do you think?” Grumpy de-
manded weakily.

“It's a break that ccrnes only once
in a lifetime," Sip answered.

The little one wagged his head

skeptically. “It could be an awful
neat double-cross,”
“Couldn’t it?” It was said with a

smile, but Rainbow’s lips had thinned
grimly. “I1 guarantee you we'll make
sure there’s no bones in it before we
swallow it.”

CHAPTER 111
Blood On the Sage

HAT ought to give you a
111 pretty good idea of what
-88- you're up against,” Red Cal-
laghan declared heatedly, as he re-
joined the partners, “A statement
like that proves he isn't fit to hold
office, 1'd like to spread it over the
front page of the Monitor.”

“He gave us both barrels,” Rip ac-
knowledged. “But | don't want you
to say a word about this in the pa-
per, It would only make the going
tougher for us. Was what you heard
me say about Daggett a surprise to
you?”

“Not a bit! 1 had him in mind
when | told you this town was run-
ning ever with undesirables. For my
money, you can include Buck Mull-
hall. He’'s another one of these Hon-
est Johns that you couldn’t trust
around the corner. But | thought he
was too damned shrewd to open up
the way he did. We haven't got to
the last of the dead men we’'ll see
around here. I'm telling ywu to look



out for him, Ripley, | know there’s
better brains than his running this
assortment of crooks. But that won't
help you any if he goes out to have
you knocked off.”

“He’'ll have to do better than pull-
in’ a fool gunplay like he put on jest
now if he wants to wash us out,”
Grumpy growled. “I could smell
tinhorn all over him.”

They talked with Callaghan for
another quarter of an hour. Rip ex-
plained how they had arrived in town
ahead of time.

“If you want to look the burg over,
I'll be glad to show you around,”
Red offered.

“No, we'll just wander around by
eourselves,” Rainbow told him. “We'’ll
have to be back at the station in
about forty minutes. You'll be see-
ing a lot of us.”

“1 hope so.” Callaghan accompanied
them to the door. “I suppose Night-
wind will drive in to get you. You'll
like Jim; he's a nice lad. You'll find
him cut along your lines.”

“A Rocking Chair rider?” Rainbow
asked.

“No, the foreman. OId Trig
caught him young and made a good
cowman out of him.”

The partners strolled up the street
and turned, into a saloon for a drink
and to sample the talk. The con-
versation didn’'t interest them, how-
ever. An old Chinese trudged by as
they stepped out. He was balancing
a basket of washing on his head.

“Let him get ahead of us a bit and
we'll follow him,” Rainbow suggest-
ed. “He’'s evidently heading for the
Chinese quarter.”

The little one flicked a quick
glance at him. “Any particular rea-
son?”

“Not at the moment, That doesn’t
mean we won't have one when we be-
gin putting the threads together on
what happened to Gordon’s cook.”

“Wal, that's interestin’'!” Grumpy
snapped, with frank irritation. “I
thought we was purty well agreed
that it wasn't a case of one of his
yellow friends gittin’ him.”

“We agreed that it wasn't what
Callaghan calls a grudge Kkilling,”
said Rip. “That's a long way from
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saying that a white man got him. .,
Walk along, now!”

Another block brought them to the
end of the business district. The
sidewalk ended, and after passing
three or four houses, a fenced pas-
ture lot stretched along one side of
the road; on the other, there was a
grassy flat, obviously used as a camp
ground by cowpunchers and freight-
ers. The land was low here, and the
grass was green.

“Gittin’ close to the river,” Grumpy
remarked. “There goes your friend
with the clothes basket turnin’ off to
the left!” Rip nodded.

“Must be a road along there by
that line of willows. Stretch your
legs a little!”

HEY lost sight of the Chinese

for a minute, but when they
reached the trees, he was just ahead
of them, and beyond Nevada City's
Chinatown. It was a drab, dejected-
looking collection of buildings of
nondescript architecture, stark naked
in the sunshine. Ripley’s glance ran
over it and back to the willows that
lined the road.

“Grand trees, these,” he said. “I've
never seen bigger willows. Must
have been here a long time. By the

way they’'re spaced, you can be sure
they were planted. Too bad they
didn’t set out some of them around
their houses.”

“Perhaps they did, and they got
washed out,” Grumpy returned. “You
can see by the stairs that all.them
places are raised up off the ground,
I reckon the Humboldt floods through
here purty bad every spring,” He
shook his head philosophically. “I
don’'t know why it is, but in these
Nevada towns if there’s a river or
crick around you’'ll find the Chinks
huddlin’ as close to it as they can git,
come hell or high water.”

“Yep, they'll put up with a lot just
to have a vegetable garden. ‘We'll
walk through the-quarter and make it
look right by buying a bag of lichee
nuts or something.”

They were aware of curious eyes
following them as they passed the
stores. A yellow face appeared above
the half-raised shade in the window
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of a darkened poolroom. Rainbow
caught the Oriental’s sharp scrutiny.
He read in it the usual suspicion and
hostility with which, and with good
reason, these desert Chinese regard-
ed all white strangers. The man’s at~
titude changed suddenly. Surprise
flowed into his narrowed, slanting
eyes. He pulled his lips away from
his uneven teeth, then, in what
seemed to be an attempt at a friendly
smile.

Rip walked on, without breaking
stride.

“Be funny,” he murmured thought-
fully, “if someone spotted us down
here. | suppose these Nevada Chi-
nese move around; some of them may
have drifted up here from Black
Rock.”

The little man’'s mouth tilted dis-
gustedly. “Yo're still wearin’ that
jade ring Mei-land Seng gave you.
It was supposed to put the okay on
you with her people. Why don't
you flash it on these fellas, Mebbe
they’ll run out and give you the
lodge grip.” Grumpy’s tone was defi-
nitely sarcastic and mocking.

“That might be an idea at that,”
Rip returned. There was a sharp
edge of annoyance in his voice. “It's
done us a couple good turns, whether
you admit it or not. Of course, it
isn't the ring you're taking a slap
at. | don't know why it should al-
ways get under your hide to have to
acknowledge that that girl saved our
bacon.”

It brought an angry snort from the
little man. “Who ever said she
didn’t?” he demanded crustily. “But
if it's the same to you, I'll take my
Chinese with less looks and brains.
That Miss Seng was always two
jumps ahead of us. | know 7“she’s
doin’ a lot for her people, but I'm
jest as well satisfied that she’s back
in San Francisco and out of our lives.
There’'s somethin’ too fascinatin’
about her to be good for any man’s
peace of mind. She had you wingin’
around like a sick pigeon.” He
jerked his head in the direction of a
shop window. “There's yore lichee
nuts. | don't go for them at all,
but | wouldn’t mind nibblin’ on some
of that peanut seed candy.”

“Go ahead; I'll wait for you,” Rip
told him.
The gyrations of a huge Kite

caught his eye as he stood there. The
wind was fresh and steady, and the
kite was flying high. The tail had
been decorated with a ‘string of
brightly colored playing cards. The
sun glinted on the embossed backs
of the cards.

HE longer Rainbow watched the

more interested he became.
When Grumpy rejoined him, he took
the bag of nuts, and after cracking
one between his fingers, suggested
that they turn back. He kept his eye
on the kite as they walked along. It
was being flown from an open field
along the river, where several aged
horses grazed contentedly.

“1 remember that | didn't get any-
thing but a big laugh from you when
I once tried to tell you something
about kite-flying being a serious busi-
ness with these yellow men,” Rip ob-
served.

“Wal, you laid it on purty thick,”
the little one declared. “Tryin' to
tell me they talk with Kites like we
use the telegraph.”

“That's right; that's what 1 told
you. They've been doing it for a
thousand years. I wasn't able to show
you how it worked that time, but I
can do it this afternoon. Take a
squint at that big one up there now.”

Grumpy shaded his eyes with his

hand and glanced skyward until he
located the Kite.
"“High, all right,” he muttered.
“Right purty! Flutterin’ around a
little, but 1 don’'t see nothin’ queer
about it.”

“Don’'t you? You look again. It
isn’t the wind that's making it dip
and drop away like that; the man
who's flying it is manipulating it. , -

There! Up — down — up — falling
away I’
“YehS I'm beginnm’ to git iti”

The little one gave Rainbow a shrewd
glance. “You figger it's a code he’s
worked out?”

“Why not? It ought to be easy.
That kite’s high; it can be seen a
long way. [I'll wager this fellow is
talking to one of his friends on some



ranch to.the north.
nearer and watch
doesn’t see us.”

They reached the line of willows
unobserved and had a clear view of
the field. The Chinese who was fly-
ing the kite was a wizened oldster,
intent on what he was doing. The
kite string was fastened to an iron
pin that had been driven into the
ground. By throwing his arm over
the cord and running up on it, he
could pull the kite down; whenhe
threw up his arm, it popped high
again. To make it fiutte* and fall
away, he tied a long loop in the twine
remaining on the ground, fed it care-
fully up to the gin, and when the
strain of the Kkite had pulled it taut,
a hard jerk released, the knot. The
kite began to fall crazily until the
wind straightened it out and carried
it up once more.

“He's working pretty hard at it,
isn't he?” Rip observed soberly,
“You wouldn’'t call it sport, would
you?”

“By Josephine, no!” Grumpy an-
swered emphatically. “l1  swear,
you've called the turn, Rip! That's a
message he's sendin’!”

“Don’t get too excited about it,”
Rainbow advised. “There's no law
against flying a kite. It may be in-
nocent enough,”

“Yeh? Look at that!”

A young Chinese had darted across
the field and was talking excitedly
to the old man. The manipulation of
the Kkite ceased abruptly. Rip ac-
cepted it as convincing proof that
Grumpy and he had chanced on some-
thing they were not supposed to see,

“Let’'s go down there and have it
out with them,” the little one sug-
gested testily. Rainbow shook his
head.

“It wouldn't get us anywhere,
We'll just file this away for future
reference. Time for us to be getting
back to the station.”

Grumpy turned for a last look at
Chinatown, as they reached the main
road.

“Purty early to say where the
trail’'s goin’ to lead us,” he muttered,
with characteristic grimness, “but if

Suppose we get
him a bit; he

Hass Thief Creek 27
it leads us back here, it won't sur-
prise me none.”

Though the train was due in a few
minutes, they failed to find anyone
waiting for them.

“The Rocking Chair foreman may
have been here and found the west-
bound running a little late,” Rip sug-
gested as an explanation, “In that
case, he's most likely taken advan-
tage of the time to pick up some-
thing for the ranch. [I'll ask at the
window if anyone has been in,”

“Jim Nightwind was here a few
minutes ago,” the agent told him. “He
said he'd be back,”

INBQW was turning away,
Mwhen he found an obese, moon-

aced Chinese at his elbow. It
an impassive face, with the eyes va-
cant and unreadable behind their
mounds of flesh. The suit that
clothed his huge bulk was styleless,
but the fabric itself had a rich, ex-
pensive look. A massive gold watch-
chain decorated the man’s.paunch.,,
and in his right ear he wore a dia-
mond.

Rip’'s first surmise was that the
Oriental was a well-to-do Chinese
merchant. He heard him address the
agent familiarly as Frank and ask for
two tickets to San Francisco.

“Sure, Sam,” the other answered.
“The missus told me to remember to
thank you for that package of jas-
mine tea you sent over to the house
yesterday. You're spoiling her,”

The fat man grinned. “It’s nice to
do favors for a friend,” he said,
speaking without the faintest trace
of “pidgin.”

The partners stepped outside.

“Nightwind has been here; he'll be
back,” Rip explained, “That fat Chi-
nese with the diamond in his ear in-

terests me. He's buying a couple
tickets to San Francisco. | wonder
who he is.”

“Yore guess is as g®ed as mine,”
the little man replied. “He seems to
know his way around; he got a nod
from a couple people. That pair of
scared-lookin’ Chinks sittin’ "in the
corner was with him when he walked
in. Here they come now.”

The fat man and his two compan-

was
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ions walked down the platform and
stood by themselves. The partners
continued to watch them. The train
was in sight when the man with the
diamond turned in their direction.
His yellow face was expressionless,
but both Rip and Grumpy caught the
remote interest with which he re-
garded them.

There were only two or three pas-
sengers for Nevada City. The fat
man spoke to his countrymen in their
native tongue, his voice rising and
falling in vehement gutturals. He
put them aboard the train, then, and
as soon as it pulled out, he waddled
over the tracks and crossed the street
to the sidewalk.

The partners were so interested in

him that they were not aware of the
tall, square-shouldered young man
v/iho was studying them with equal
intentness from the station doorway.
Finally convinced that they must be
the men for whom he was looking, he
stepped up to them.
_“1 ddn’t.see vow get off the train,”
he said, “but | take it that you're
Ripley and Gibbs.” And when Rain-
bow nodded, the young stranger in-
troduced himself. “I'm Jim Night-
wind, Rocking Chair’'s foreman. |
couldn’t help noticing that you were
giving Sam a lot of your attention.”

“Who is that fat Chinaman?”
Grumpy asked.

‘mThats Sam Lee Duck, the
boss of Chinatown,” Nightwind re-
plied.. “He's been around a long
time. We've got a lot of Chinese in
this country-—anch help and the

mining camps. He does their bank-
ing and imports dried fish and the
like for them. If you'll give me
your baggage checks, I'll get your
stuff.”

“We’'ll give you a hand with it,”
Rainbow offered. As Dennis Cal-
laghan had predicted, Rip found it
easy to like this young man, who
was as tall, lean and wide-shouldered
as himself.

“How much of a ride have we got
ahead of us?” Grumpy inquired, as
they drove away from the station.

“We call it twenty-five miles,” said
Nightwind. “l've got a fast team
here; we'll move right along. We'll

have a geod supper waiting for us.”

Rainbow told him they had been in
town for several hours,

“That's teo bad,” said Jim. “l've
been here most of the afterneon my-
self. | drove Doc Ruddy in. He's
our veterinarian. I've just be$n Kkill-
ing time around his place.”

“We've been doing a little of the
same,” Rip said dryly. “Gave us a
chance to size things up.”

“Bid you run into anything inter-
esting?” Rainbow noticed that the
foreman’s attention remained on the
team.

"gpONSroERABLE. Among
other things we managed to
have some stiff talk with your sher-
iff.” He gave Nightwind a brief ac-
count of what had transpired in the
Monitor office. The letter’s mouth
tightened noticeably. And yet, in
some way, he seemed relieved.

“1 haven't any use for Mullhall,”
he said. “l've made it a point to let
him know exactly what | think of
him. It's a different matter with
Marsh. | knew he wouldn’t roll out
the red carpet for you, when he
learned why you were here.” He
shook his head regretfully. “I don’t
know what to make of Marsh Burling
lately. He hasn’'t seemed to do any-
thing about clearing up this mystery,
and yet he tamed this country when
it was really wild. It's hard to for-
get that. . . How did you find him?”

"W e’'re kinda reservin’ opinion on
him,” Grumpy declared. For all of
its evasiveness, it was a completely
honest answer. Since he felt that
Marsh Burling was a subject that
might better be left undiscussed, he
changed the conversation abruptly.
“You was speakin* of this vet. You
still losin! stock?”

“Yes, wa are! Some days are worse
than others, but it averages up to
three to four head every twenty-four
hours. They're sick one day and
dead the next.” Nightwind’s hands
tightened on the reins. “I can't say
too much about it around the house,
but I'm beginning to wonder where
it's going to end. | don’t believe
anything.we've done has helped the
situation a bit. A couple days ago |



started putting some of our stuff on
our winter range, | hated to use the
grass that way—I know we’'ll need it
later on—but that was about the only
move | had left. Maybe the stuff
won't do any better there, | suppose
we'll learn in a day or two. I've
known our range a long time. It's
pretty hard for me to believe that
some sort of poison has suddenly
started working up through the soil
and getting into the graze.”

“Doesn’t seem possible that anyone
could have doped your range with-
out finding some trace of it,” said
Rip.

“1t wouldn’t seem so,” Jim agreed,
“but I've got to the point where |
believe it must have been doped, It's
clean range. I've always seen to it
that loco weed and wild parsnip has
been burned off soon as it appeared.
It doesn’'t seem to be that. Just to
sea what would happen, | put a
healthy yearling on the finest grass
we own; you couldn’t find a weed in
a square mile. That cow was dead
three days later. Of course, | know
the two of you are here for a defi-
nite purpose; | can't expect you to
help me out with my problem. And
yet, | believe it's related to all the
other trouble we've had.”

“So do we,” Rainbow said without
reservation. “If we can get to the
bottom of that riddle we may find
we have the answer to some other
things.”

As they crossed the bridge over
the Humboldt, he saw Grumpy trying
to locate the kite they had seen fly-
ing above Chinatown. It was no
longer in the air. Occupying the back
seat of the buckboard, they could ex-
change a glance without Nightwind
being aware of it. Rip gave the lit-
tle one to understand that he didn't
want anything said about the Kite.
Instead, he tried to draw the fore-
man out about the murder of ths
Rocking Chair cook. There was very
little he could tell them, for, accord-
ing to his story, he had not been on
the ranch at the time. His mother
had passed away, he said, and he had
been in town for a few days on that
account.

“l suppose you were home when
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Gordon was killed,” Grumpy put in,

“No, | wasn't,” Nightwind an-
swered frankly, “lI was on my way
to Elko to see some prize Hereford
bulls Mr. Gordon was interested in
acquiring.” His young face appeared
enormously sober of a sudden. “I
know it was my being away both
times that gave rise to the whisper
that | know more about this busi-
ness than I'm saying. | don't know
who started that talk, but | have
some reason to believe it originated
with Mullhall. 1 thought maybe
you'd heard it.”

“Don’'t let it worry you,” Grumpy
declared stoutly. Rip knew Night-
wind had taken the little man's eye,
and this expression of loyalty did not
surprise him. “That's an old trick
for a skunk to throw his dirty smell
on decent folks, so he can cover up
his own rotten self. Mullhall may
not be mixed up in these Killin’s, but
you couldn’t make me believe it.”

“Jim, tell us something about your-
self,” Rainbow suggested,

“Nothing much to tell,” was the
embarrassed answer. “l grew up in
town. When | got through high
school, | went to Reno to the univer-
sity for a year. By that time | real-
ized | couldn’'t support my mother
and keep myself going on what | was
earning at odd jobs, so I came home
and went to work for Mr. Gordon,
I've been on the ranch ever since,”

IP nodded. “That sounds like
R £ clean record,” he said. He
would have
Nightwind what the relationship was
between him and Glenna Gordon, but
he decided to find his own answer.
The sun was -dropping already. Jim
whipped up the team. In a ten-mile
stretch they passed no one. The
road was pitching up gently toward
the purpl# bulk of the Signal Range,
far to the north. On either side, un-
broken wastelands of sage and buck-
rush ran away for miles. In fact,
they had covered two-thirds of the
distance to the Rocking Chair before
the partners caught their first
glimpse of a ranch-house. Ahead of
them a fringe of green willows
marked the course of a creek. Night-

liked to have asked
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wind palled up his team just before
they reached it,

“Just ahead there, where the creek
crosses the road, is where Mr. Gor-
don was Kkilled,” he explained. “I
suppose he was walking his horses
across. The trees and brush come so
close to the road that they must have
got him before he knew what was
happening. . . Would you like to get
out and look it over?”

Rip was about to say no, when
Grumpy suddenly jumped clear of
the buckboard and darted into the
brush. He had no more than disap-
peared than a gun roared viciously.
Rainbow knew it was not the sharp
bark of a six-gun. He could hear
dead limbs snapping, the sound mov-
ing away from the road. Leaping
over the wheel, he called to ths little
one and began fighting his way
through the tangle of willows.

He had not gone far, when a heavy
gun roared again. It was followed
instantly by the sharp, flat crack of a
pistol.

Rainbow stopped and listened. St
was r.tlll in the trees now.
“Grump!”  he called

“Where are you?”

“Over here!” came the little man’s
gruff answer. “Jump that crick and
bear off to your left a little!”

Rip heard Nightwind coming. To-
gether, they slashed through ths
brush to Grumpy. They found him
standing with a gun in his fist* blood
streaking his face from a nasty cut
over his left eye. He pointed with
his .45 to a huddled figure on the
ground.

“That ground sluicin’ devil won't
blaze away at anyone else!” the little
man rapped out fiercely. Rip’s face
was tight with anxiety as he gazed
at him sharply.

“What happened to your face?” he
demanded.

“l stumbled over a dead limb!”
was the little one’'s growling answer.
“Luckiest thing ever happened to
me; my tooknot would have been
blown off if I hadn't!”

Nightwind turned the dead man
over.

“Chinese!” he exclaimed. He
shook his head as he gazed at ths

anxiously.

scarred, contorted face. “He’'s not a
ranch Chinaman. 1'd remember that
old knife scar if I'd ever seen it be-

fore.”
Rainbow bent down and went
through the man’'s pockets. He

failed to find anything that would
identify him. He glanced up at
Grumpy. “How did you happen to
spot him?”

“Jest as Jim finished sp'eakki’, |
saw the sun glint on somethin’
bright. The next second | saw it
was a shotgun barrel. The miserable
rat was waitin’ for us to cross the
crick. He was within ten yards of
the road when | started for him.
With the two of us sittin’ in the
back seat, he’'d have got one or both
of us. He had that gun loaded with
buckshot.”

Rainbow straightened up. There
was a hard, flat look on his lean face.
“Somebody’s awfully anxious to stop
us before we get started,” he said
thinly. “You walk back to the rig,
Grump; I'll wash that cut out and
take care of it a little.”

“1 suppose this means we've got to
go back to town and notify Burling,”
Jim said.

“No, we can go on to the ranch,”
Rip told, him. “We’ll leave this fel-
low right here. You can send a man
in early tomorrow morning. We'll
ride down then and see what the
sheriff makes of it.”

ASpHEY made their way back to
.HL the buckboard. Nightwind was
obviously shaken by the incident.

“Don't let it git to you, son,”
Grumpy said, with gruff friendliness.
“That gent wasn't after you.”

“He might just as well have been.
You know where I would have stood
if he had got the pair of you. Com-
ing on top of the whispers there's
been about me, who would have be-
lieved the story | would have had to
tell?”

“It didn't turn out that way,, so we
can forget it,” said Rip. “You nit
down here beside the creek, Grump.
Nightwind, you can get that black
bag out of the rig. You'll find some
white shirts in it. Tear one of them
into strips.”



"l ain't showin* up at the ranch ail
bandaged up like a mahatma!” the
little one protested irascibly, as he
fallowed Rip down to the water’s
edge. “A strip of stickin’ plaster
will do the trick!”

“Time enough for that when we

reach the ranch.” Rainbow’s tone
was brusque. "Sit down! The sus-
picion that Jim Nightwind had

known what was to happen here
jabbed him. He dismissed it as ab-
surd.

Grumpy glanced up at him, a hard-
bitten look in his puckered eyes,
“The message that Chink was sendin’
with his kite musta concerned us,”
he growled under his breath. “Bag-
get and Mullhall could have had a
hand in it,”

“It's nat likely,” Rainbow mut-
tered; “they’d have done a better job.
I'm charging this up to the fat man.”

The little one’s head jerked up in
surprise.

“What?” he demanded skeptically,
“Sam Lee Duck? How do you git
that?”

“It. isn't just a stab in the dark,”
Rip replied. “I'm pinning it on
what Dan Ross said to us in Butte,
I may be Wrong; but | believe we've
stumbled on to something.”

CHAPTER IV
Riddle of the Dead Men

44111111JAS THAT Horsethief
e ' Creek back there?” Rip
W W asked, as they drove on.

"No, we won't cross Horsethief for
a couple miles yet,” Nightwind in-
formed him. “We’'ll have to ford it
a couple times before we reach home.
That little stream behind us is Sil-
vey’'s Creek. It doesn’'t amount to
much.”

Night had fallen when he told them
they had reached Rocking Chair’s
south line. With his whip, he pointed
out the fence, faintly seen in the
darkness.

“The country gets better from here
on,” he said. “This isn't our best
range, but we keep some stuff on it
until the first of July. You'll find
the Horsethief running pretty high.

H®ss Thief Creek 31

W e're still getting some of the spring
run-off.”

At the lower crossing, they found
the water within a few inches of the
bed of the rig.

“Quite some water coming down
here,” Rip remarked. “Where does
the creek head?”

“High up in the Signals. It's all
over the valley before it gets down
here. This is some of Mullhall's
range, off to the left. He’'s got a
narrow strip of about two thousand
acres in here. It widens out up above
us, to the northwest, where the creek
swings our way.”

“Purty well
inquired.

“1 understand he’s building it up,”
Jim answered. “That's just hearsay;
I've never set foot on the place since
he bought it. There's very few men
in the valley who have; Mallhall’'s
never encouraged anyone to drop in
on him. The story go"s that he
keeps a fairly big crew.”

“That's interesting,” said Rip,
“Where did he get his men? Did
they come off other ranches around
here?”

“Only two that I know of. Both
of them are the kind you’'d sooner do
without. | don't know where he
picked up tlie others; they just
seemed to drift in and go to work
for him.”

Rainbow let it go at that, telling
himself it was all of a piece with the
other facts they had learned about
Buck. Taken together, they fell into
such a familiar and definite pattern
that he could not help wondering how
the man had escaped universal sus-
picion. . There was no doubt left in
his mind about Mullhall. And yet,
the very ease with which he had put
together his picture of him made him
wary about accepting it. He realized
that Speed Daggett's presence in
Nevada City, and his connection with
Buck, had helped him to the conclu-
sions he had reached. Even so, he
was not ready to accept the obvious
without further evidence.

With his brow furrowed into a
frown Grumpy puzzled over it, too.
But he was a hunch player, and he
convinced himself that if the pieces

stocked?” Grumpy
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of this puzzle seemedto drop into
place a little easier thanusual it

was only because they were getting
the breaks.

Firi-iE moon swung up over the
J_broken hills to the east soon aft-
er they turned into the Rocking Chair
road. They could see the house
ahead, a rambling story-and-a-half
building with a covered gallery, set
under towering Lombardy poplars.
When Nightwind drove them into the
yard, the partners exchanged an im-
pressed glance, Their quick appraisal
of the place had taken note of a
dozen details, the comfortable-look-
ing bunkhouse, the kitchen and din-
ing room for the crew, the white-
washed blacksmith shop and other
ranch buildings, all in excellent re-
pair. They needed no more to tell
them that Trig Gordon had put an
outfit together, here on the southern
slope of the Signals, in which any
stockman could take pride.

Nightwind had his otvn cottage. He
pulled up at the door, and a man came
across the yard to take care of the
team.

“We can go in for a minute and
wash up a little," Jim told the part-
ners. “If you want to trade that
bandage for a strip of tape, Grumpy,
I can fix you up. Miss Gordon told
me to bring you up to the house for
supper. She’'ll be waiting.”

“Fine,” said Rip. “Speaking of
supper, is this new cook of yours a
Chinese?”

“No, a white man, Henry Tandy.
You'll hear the men calling him
Sugar.” Nightwind laughed. “I stole
him away from the Bliss Brothers,
over on the Little Humboldt. We
better bring your stuff in; I've got
a spare bedroom; you can bunk with
me.

Though the circumstances under
which they met Glenna Gordon had a
tragic background, the partners were
struck at once by her quiet courage
and graciousness. Her smile had a
boyish frankness. Her high, broad
forehead and strong mouth spoke as
eloquently ©f her Scotch ancestors
as did her chestnut-colored hair and
steady, candid blue eyes.

“Suppose we have supper first and
do our talking later,” she suggested.
“I'm sure you must be hungry. |
know Jim- is.”

“These long-legged fellas jest look
the hungriest, Miss Gordon,” Grumpy
averred, his nostrils wrinkling in an
anticipatory sniff of delight as they
stepped into the dining room and
Hilda, Glenna’'s Swedish girl, placed
a heaping platter of nicely browned
biscuits on the table. “Ye're over-
lookin' the most powerful appetite
in the house,”

“1f that's the case, you sit right
here at my right,” Glenna said light-
ly. She found herself liking the lit-
tle nrr% .and shg gave him a warm
smile. “I'll set to it personally that
you ar® not overlooked on Rocking
Chair—Grumpy?”

“Shucks, | wouldn’'t feel to home
if you called me anythin’ else,” he
declared, with a grin.

Rainbow was silently amused at
seeing his pint-size partner unbend
to Glenna so quickly. He knew that
the little one was a hard man to
know, as a rule, and sparing in his
friendships. He had already low-
ered the bars to Jim Nightwind. For
him to give his confidence to two
peopla on such short notice was
something he had never been known
to do before. Rip felt it augured
well for their success. “He’'s poison,
when he takes a personal interest in
a case,” he said to himself. “If |
read the signs correctly, I'll have a
hard time keeping up with him from
now on.”

Before supper was half over, Rip
felt it would never be necessary for
him to ask Nightwind what the rela-
tion was between Glenna and him-
self. They had unconsciously given
him his answer in a dozen ways.
Whether they realized it or not, he
knew their mutual trust and under-
standing sprang from something more
personal than the usual bond existing
between foreman and owner. It
seemed reasonable to believe they
would be married one day. The
ranch that Trig Gordon had left to
his daughter weuld be Jim Night-
wind’s then.

It prompted a thought that Rain-



bow had to face. No matter how
he felt about it, the fact remained
that the man would come into a for-
tune through the death of Glenna's
father. It had undoubtedly inspired
whatever talk there had been about
him.

?egrT’'S ALL wrong,” Rip argued

JS. with himself. “l can suspect
anybody if necessary, but I'll have to
be shown this time.”

Studying Jim across the table,
Rainbow was convinced that the man
realized the unfortunate position in
which circumstances had placed him,
and that it weighed heavily on him.
He had avoided saying anything
about their experience at Silvey's
Creek. Rip liked him the better for
his reticence, but he felt there was
every reason why Glenna should be
told. He saw the color drain out of
her face as he gave the details. She
sat up stiffly.

“1 don’'t suppose | should be sur-
prised after what has already hap-
pened,” she said, her tone betraying
her anxiety. She glanced at Night-
wind. “l thought you were holding
something back, Jim.”

“l knew Rainbow would tell you
if he wanted you to know,” he ex-
plained. “It makes me wonder if
Burling was as wrong as we thought
he was in insisting that Cheng's
death would eventually be traced
back to Chinatown.”

Glenna shook her head. “I can’t
believe it—at least, not for the rea-
sons he suggested. I'm sure Cheng
Wah was murdered only because he
had discovered some secret on this
ranch that was either so valuable, or
so dangerous, to someone that he was
put out of the way to protect it.”

“That's an interesting slant,” said
Rainbow. “It may be the correct one,
Miss Gordon. You would not speak
with such deep conviction unless you
had some evidence on which to pin
your contention.”

Glenna shook her head. “I'm afraid
I haven’'t anything that you would
call evidence,-Mr. Ripley. But there
are a number of little things | can
tell you that seem to make any other
conclusion impossible. To begin with,
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Cheng Wah never went to town of-
tener than once every second month;
he'd go in then only to trade his
wages for certificates on the China
Specie Bank of California; he saved
every cent he earned. After his
death, the bank informed us that he
had over seven thousand dollars on
deposit with it.”

“Remarkable,” Rip observed. “I
suppose he did his business through
Sam Lee Duck.” Glenna's confirma-
tion of this led him on to another
question. “What's happened to that
seven thousand?”

“The bank is still holding it and
trying through the Chinese counsel
to find the legal heirs. If you are
thinking that Cheng might have been
killed for his money, | believe you
can dismiss the thought; the China
Specie Bank is a reliable institution,
and, in a matter of this kind, exceed-
ingly careful.”

“l think we can take that for
granted,” said Rainbow. “To get
back to Cheng: you're sure he had
no enemies among his own people.
Is that based just on your personal
observation of him?”

“Not altogether. The coroner came
a few hours after the body had been
discovered. He had just given his
permission to have it removed for
burial, when a delegation of Nevada
City Chinese arrived and begged our
consent to having a funeral in China-
town and placing Cheng Wah in their
cemetery. Sam Lee Duck was their
spokesman; he's the most influential
man among them. He spoke at
length of the esteem in which Cheng
bad been held by his people.”

Rip and Grumpy traded glances.
The sinister figure of the fat man
was beginning to take possession of
their thoughts almost to the exclu-
sion of Buck Mullhall and Daggett.

The little one directed a question
at Glenna. “Durin’ the time this
fella Cheng was on the ranch, did
you have any other Chinese here?”

O, HE was alone, Grumpy,
and perfectly happy. The
Jackmans always keep a Chinese cook
on Seven Up, but Cheng never visited
back and forth. Whenever he got
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the chance, he was out with a pan
and a prospector’s pick. You may
have been told that a generation ago
there was considerable mining done
in the Signals and along Horsethief
Creek. | don’t believe Cheng ever
found so much as a color. In fact,
Melody Malone, one of our old hands,
told me once that Cheng didn’t even
know where to look for values, and
Melody is an experienced miner,
among other things. But never find-
ing anything had no effect on Cheng
Wah. When the round-up wagon
went out last fall, and things were
quiet here, Father gave him a couple
days off. Cheng took to the upper
creek at once. | encountered him as
far north as what we call the Open-
ing,,where the Horsethief first comes
out of the mountains. That must be
all of twenty miles from the house.”

“It's all of that,” Nightwind con-
firmed. He was listening patiently to
details he had heard many times.

“He had walked every step of it,”
Glenna continued. “I'm speaking of
this at length because | believe it was
while he was engaged in his crazy
prospecting that Cheng stumbled on
to the secret that led to his death.
He was always alone, and continual-
ly venturing into tangled country
that we do not see. as a rule.”

Nightwind smiled indulgently.
“Cheng certainly got around, but I
doubt that he ever poked his nose
into a square foot of this coxmtry
that | missed.” He turned in his
chair and spoke directly to Rainbow,
“Glenna and | have argued this ques-
tion many times,” he said. “We al-
ways disagree on it, her point being
that when | go abroad on this range
I've got a horse under me and cover
a lot of territory in a day’s riding.
That's true, of course, I've always
kept my eyes open, though.”

“Certainly!” Glenna echoed. “But
the things you look for, Jim, con-
cern the security and prosperity of
the ranch. That was not the case
with Cheng; he never had anything
but his curiosity to keep him com-
pany.”

“Miss Gordon, have you any idea
what it was that Cheng saw?” Rip
asked. “You seem to agree with Jim

that it was not a matter of someone
using a running iron on one of your
steers.” He could have answered his
own question and been reasonably cer-
tain he was right, and he felt that
Grumpy could have done the same.

“No, if it was a crime he witnessed,
it could hardly have been rustling,”
Glenna replied. “In the light of
what followed, I'm not sure that it
wasn't his own secret, rather than
another man’s, that was responsible
for what happened. Cheng could have
found a vein of gold and been caught
at it. It needn’'t have happened this
spring. When he went out in March,
it was the first warm spell we had;
the sun had taken off the snow here,
but there was still plenty of it along
the upper creek. He couldn't have
gone far that day.”

“I've got to go ag’in you on that,
Miss Glenna,” Grumpy declared em-
phatically, “It jest doesn't hold
water. If you had a gold strike
mixed up in this mess, you'd know
it for shore by now. The interested
parties would've pretended to make
their discovery, filed their claim and
got to work. As | understand this
Nevada minin’ law, you couldn’t have
stopped them. They wouldn’t have
had to try to buy the ranch, or be
interested in runnin’ it down. The
law allows a prospector to enter pri-
vate lands, if he's a citizen of these
United States, and prospect thereon,
for valuable minerals. He’s respon-
sible to the owner for any damage he
does.”

“The law says unfenced and un-
improved range lands,” Glenna cor-
rected him. “There isn't an inch of
Rocking Chair line that isn't under
fence.”

“W all” the little man grunted, not
a bit abashed. “Am |1 wrong about
it, Rip?”

“1 know such a provision has been
written into the basic mining law of
most of these western states,” Rain-
bow told him. “Your suggestion is
plausible enough, Miss Gordon, but,
to speak frankly, | doubt that we’ll
find the solution to our problem in
that direction. What I'd like to do
now would be to have a look at a
good-sized map of this part of ,the



country, especially to familiarize my-
self with the boundaries of Rocking
Chair and the country to the north
of us.”

“We have a map hanging on the
wall in the office that will give you
that information,” said Jim.

“Suppose we finish our coffee in
there,” Glenna suggested.

HEN they stepped into the of-

fice Nightwind pushed a chair
aside, so that they could get close
to the map. With a pencil he traced
the boundaries ef Rocking Chair.

“Beginning over here, we've got
the big Seven Up outfit all along our
east line,” he explained. “In this
southeast earner there's a small out-
fit, but a good one; the Circle A,
Their range ends where you see the
little cress. Working on west from
there, all the way back te the Nevada
City road, there’s only waste land to
the south of us.” He put his pencil
to the map again. “Here's where
Mullhall’s range begins to come up
against us. We've got him aleng our
west boundary all the way to the
Opening. You can see that the Horse-
thief is the line. The Signal Moun-
tains give us a natural barrier to the
north.”

Rainbow studied the map with in-
terest. Grumpy gave it a piercing
squint and asked a pertinent ques-
tion.

“When this fella Cheng Wah went
out prospectin’, did he always head
up the creek?”

Glenna nodded and Jim said, “I
never ran across him anywhere else.
He knew it was along the Horsethief
that the discoveries had been made
years ago. You can see the old work-
ings up the canyon.”

Rip was- listening. Nightwind’'s
statement further convinced him he
could explain the death of the Chi-
nese cook.

“Wal, that narrows things down
considerable for us,” Grumpy de-
clared. “How much of this wildcat
prospecting has been done around
6Fs of Ichter*

“Very little,” Glenna told him. “We
heard that Buck Mullhall had grub-
staked a couple men last, summer.
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You saw them along the creek, Jim,
you told me.”

“Several times,” Nightwind agreed.
“They disappeared, then. The talk
in town was that they had moved
across Mullhall’s range to Squaw
Mountain and located something.
Mullhall had.some samples on dis-

play in the Lucky Eoy. | believe
the claims were registered. But that
seemed to be the end of it. You

know how those things usually pan
out.”

Though he was absorbed with
something else Rip nodded and pre-

tended to be interested. “Tell me
this, if a man wanted to move into
this country without being seen,

which way would he come?”

“He’d most likely come in from the
north-—across the Snake River Pla-
teau to the Opening. He could
swing around Mullhall’'s range then,
or work down through it” Night-
wind hesitated, a troubled look in his
eyes. “l hope your question doesn’t
mean that you think a stranger is re-
sponsible for the trouble we've had.

“Only indirectly,” said Rainbow.
He turned hack to the map and
tapped it just above the lIdaho line.
“Are there any ranches up there?”

“No, just broken lava’ plains. Aft-
er you leave the Snake River towns
there isn't anything but sage-brush
ahead of yau till you get down here.
About the only white man you might
run into would be Newt Furey. He
used to round up wild horses and
drive them down t© Nevada City.”

“Used to?” Rip queried.

“He hasn’'t showed up for a couple
years. Somebody told me Newt was
trapping coyotes for the bounty mon-
ey and pelts. He built himself a
shack at what he calls the Medical
Springs—they're just hot springs,
with a little sulphur in them. He
homesteaded the land years ago. |'ve
stopped there a couple times on my
way up to Jordan Valley, just to
hear him spout about the fortune the
springs are going to bring him some
day. He's a dirty, lawless old coot.”

IM’S description of Newt Furey
and his lonely shack on the
Shake River Plateau fitted perfectly



into the picture the partners were
putting together in their minds,

“That old varmint may be doin’
somethin’ more than trappin’ coy
otes,” the little one observed.

Rainbow was of the same opinion,
but he quickly swung the conversa-
tion with a question about the Open
ing.

“It’s a mile-wide gouge through the
Signals that was scooped out by
glacial action,” Glenna explained,
“The mountain wall rises sheer on
both sides for two thousand feet. It's
like having an open door to ldaho
for this section of Nevada. | can't
imagine anyone coming or going any
other way, whatever his business.
But the murderers of my father
didnt’ have to come through the
Opening; they were never any farth-
er away than Nevada City.”

With commendable emotional re-
straint she told them about her fa-
ther and how he had met his death.
But although she spoke for almost an
hour, supplying the partners with the
most intimate details of his life, she
was the first to acknowledge that she
had acquainted them with very lit-
tle beyond what they already knew,

“That little may prove to be ex-
ceedingly important,” Rip assured
her. *“If it does nothing else, it
knocks the bottom out of the theory
that your father knew Cheng’s secret
and kept it to himself because he
didn’t want to alarm you. When you
noticed that he was setting out for
town that morning without his gun,
and he brushed aside your sugges-
tion that he wait until you got it for
him, it was the best evidence in the
world that he had no idea he was in
danger. That wouldn’t have been the
case if he had been holding back
anything.”

Glenna stared at him aghast for a
moment, “Why, Father was as much
at sea over what happened to Cheng
as we are!” she exclaimed, with a
touch of resentment. “He did ev-
erything he could to stir Sheriff
Burling to action. Certainly, Mr
Ripley, you don’'t mean to tell me
yoii considered such a possibility,”

“1 haven't dismissed it completely
even now,” Rainbsw said flatly, “Un-

til the evidence proves otherwise,
I'm willing to believe that Cheng and
your father were killed for the same
reason. In other words, because they
knew too much, or someone thought
they did. They were cold-blooded
murders, committed by men who will
kill without compunction as often as
that seems to be the best way of pro-
tecting themselves. What happened
at Silvey’s Creek this evening proves
that.” The set of his mouth reflect-
ed his soberness. “In your letter.
Miss Gordon, you expressed the fear
that an attempt might be made on
your life. | don’t want to alarm you,
but | feel it's my duty to tell you
that you may be in some danger.
You may not agree with me that
your father was rubbed out because
these wolves suspected that Cheng
had gone to him with his story; but
if 1 happen to be right about it, it
follows that they've been asking
themselves if you know, too. The
fact that you've called us in may
convince them that you do.”

Glenna was impressed, and she did
not pretend otherwise. “You put it
bluntly,” she murmured. “It fright-
ens me, of course.”

“Glenna, Rainbow wouldn't be
warning you without reason,” Night-
wind said, with obvious anxiety. “I’ve
pleaded with you many times to be
careful.”

“1 know,” she acknowledged, “but
I can’t stay cooped up in the house.”

“That isn't necessary,” Rip told
her. “If you feel like visiting your
neighbors, or going to town, just be
sure you don’t go alone. In fact, |
advise you not to ride your own
range unless you have one of your
men with you—at least until we know
where we stand.”

“Very well,” she agreed. She gave
him a long, shrewd glance. Rainbow
could feel her eyes searching his.
“Mr Ripley—you've put your finger
on something already, haven't you?
You know why Cheng and my father
were murdered, don't y©u?”

O,” he protested, “it’s far too

early for me to be jumping

to conclusions, My mind will be wide
open about it until I've checked on



a number of things and explored all
the possibilities. We’'ll go to Silvey’s

Creek in the morning. We'll get an
early start.”

Grumpy glanced at his watch,
“Wall ’'Leven o'clock already!”

Nightwind started to get to his feet
Rip stopped him.

“Jim, have you got anyone riding
night-herd on the stuff you put on
your winter range?”

“No, | haven't—"

“l want you to do it,” Rainbow
told him. “You better turn a couple
of your boys out tonight. If we can
watch those cows for a few days, it'll
tell us whether it's seme disease
they've got, @r something they're
eating that's killing them. There's
another suggestion 1'd like to make
I know the Department of Agricul-
ture conducts an experiment station
in connection with the university, in
Reno. I'm sure if you'll write them
an explanatory letter, Miss Gordon,
they'll send a biologist up here.
We're acquainted with Dr. Shanks.
You can tell him we're at Rocking
Chair and that 1I'd appreciate it if he
could come personally.”

“l don’'t believe it's anything
growing on our range that's respon-
sible.” -Nightwind reiterated.

“Neither do I,” Rip agreed. “I'm
interested principally in having Dr.
Shanks make an autopsy on one of
your cows as soon as it drops.”

“1 think it's an excellent idea,”
Glenna said. “I'll write him tonight.
You can take the letter into town in
the morning, Jim.”

“You better send a man with it,”
Rainbow advised. “We may not be
going all the way in.”

They said good night to Glenna a
few minutes later. When they
reached Nightwind’s cottage, he con-
tinued on across the yard to the
bunkhouse. “Don’t wait up for me,”
he called back. “You’'ll find an extra
blanket in the closet if you need it."

Grumpy followed Rip into the bed-
room and started to pull off his boots
at once. This was the first moment
they had had alone together since
arriving at the ranch. The tall man
expected Grumpy to take advantage
of it at once and express his opinion
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regarding what their long talk with
Glenna and Nightwood had devel-
oped. Instead, he had nothing to
say. It was wunusual enough to
prompt the tall man to ask if he felt
all right. The little one pulled him-
self out of his scowling preoccupa-
tion briefly.

“If I didn’'t feel okay, I'd say so!”
he snapped. Rip tried again. “You
didn’t have too much to say all eve-
ning. Something on your mind?”

“It's what’'s on yore mind that's
got me tied into a knot,” was the
acrimonious response. “You remind
me of the fella that couldn’t see the
forest because he was lookin’ at one
of the trees.”

Rainbow smiled. “You certainly
sound like you're feeling okay.
Where have | gone wrong?”

“On this Chinese stuff. The Gor-
don gal nailed you; you've got this
thing all figgered out already. This
Sam Lee Duck, accordin’ to you, is
mixed up in runnin’ Chinks into Ne-
vada and shippin’ 'em to 'Frisco. You
figger that the cook got an eyeful of
it, and got knocked off; that Trig
Gordon was killed for about the same
reason. That may be true, but I'm
tellin’ you yo're crazy if you think
that's all there is to it. The stakes
are higher than that. Mebbe I'll be
able to prsve it to you tomorrow

mernin’.
Rainbow’s amsued complacency
faded abruptly. Experience had

taught him that the little man was
seldom as exercised as this without
reason. “What do yeu mean by that?”
he demanded sharply.

“Rip, there's a lot of fingers in this

pie! That's one thing we don’t have
to guess about. For all we know
Burling may be in on it; maybe

they've bought off this young prose-
cutor, Pennoyer. If that's the case,
you know there wouldn’'t be money
enough cornin’ out of runnin’ Chinks
to satisfy all hands.”

“Perhaps not,” Rip admitted.
“Seems to me that's a pretty good
reason for believing the sheriff and
Pennoyer aren't mixed up .in it.”

“Yeh? What will you say if they
indict me for shootin’ that China-
man? | don’'t care what the facts
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were; they can rig up a charge that
will take me out of circulation for a
few weeks. Can you think of a bet-
ter way of stoppin’ us?”

T WAS so startling that it took
I Rainbow’s breath away for a mo-

“Chinks don't wear boots, Musta

been a long-legged gent.”

They were within a few yards of
the spot where they had left the
body. By a step or two Grumpy was
the first to reach it. A yelp of sur-
prise was torn from him. The blood-

ment. He glared at Grumpy incredu-stained sage was there, but the body

lously. “That's the most preposter-
ous thing | ever heard you say!” ha
exclaimed. “1f that's all that'3
troubling you, go to sleep and for-
get it. For one thing, you ought to
know they couldn’t get away with it.
But I'll give you an even better rea-
son: the man or men who sent that
fellow out to pot us will be more
anxious than we are to hush it up.”

“Is that so?” Grumpy growled,
yanking off his pants and tossing
them on a chair. “Don’t be surprised
if we find Burling waitin’ for us
when we reach the crick in the morn-
in.

They were at Silvey’'s Creek a few
minutes after seven.

“No one here,” Rip observed, Jim
Nightwind jerked around in his sad-
dle.

“Did you expect to run into some-
one?” he asked.

Rainbow shook his head. “I didn't,

but Grump had a nightmare last
night to that effect”

“Don’t talk too quick!” the little
man growled. He was bent low,

studying the road. “Been someone
here in the last couple hours! Fresh
tracks leadin’ off into the brush!”

All three got down and looked at
them. Rip’'s mauth tightened at
suspicion whipped through him.

“Look out for this!” he rapped.
“They certainly figured we'd be
back; it may be another bushwhack-
ing.”

They left the horses at the road
and started through the brush, mov-
ing warily and prepared to throw
themselves to the ground at the first
flash of a gun. The way in which
the tracks quartered back and forth
said plainly that the man who had
made them was searching for some-
thing. In the soft creek bank
Grumpy found a clear-cut Impres-
sion of a boot heel.

“W hite man,” he muttered.

was gone.
CHAPTER V

Rendezvous With Danger

HEY saw where the body had
I been dragged through the
brush. It was a simple matter
to follow the trail. It brought them
out to the read, fifty yards south of
the creek. A horse had been tethered
there. The tracks in the dust left no
doubt that the dead Chinese had been
lifted up on the animal, and that
whoever had come for the body had
then ridden aff with it.

“Looks like we missed a trick
here,” Grumpy lamented. “We
shoulda laid out in this neighborhood
last night. It woulda been jest horse
sense to figger that when that Chink
didn't git home someone would be
lookin’ for him.”

“We missed a trick, sure enough,”
Rainbow admitted, “but it wasn't
missed on Silvey's Creek. Every-
thing considered, I'm just as well
satisfied that we didn’t see that body
being lugged away. Not that |
wouldn’t like to know who got it. On
the other hand, we couldn’t have run
into the man without telling him
more than | want anyone in that gang
to know for the present.”

The little one understood him well
enough. Nightwind looked puzzled.
The former attempted to explain.
“It's one thing for a crook to sus-
pect yo're interested in him, and
quite another for him to know you
actually are.” Grumpy looked at Rip.
“What do you figger they’ll do with
that Chink?”

“Bury him somewhere. It doesn’t
interest me particularly, . . Jim, how
long will it take us to get to Newt
Furey’s place?”

The question startled Nightwind.



“That's quite a ride. Five hours, at
least.”

“Well, we better get started,” said
Rainbow. “I wish | had followed my
hunch and gone up last night.”

The young foreman’s glance trav-
elled from Rip to Grumpy and back.
“1 don’t want t© speak out of turn,”
he observed apolagetically, “but am
I to understand that you see a con-
nection between what happened here
and old Newt?”

“An important one, | believe,” Rip
answered. “I'm of the opinion we
won’'t be the only visitors he will

have today. 1'd give a lot to be the
first, but | haven't much hope of
that,”

“Okay,” Nightwind murmured, ap-
parently as much in the dark as ever.
“We’'ll turn back and follow this road
up the valley to the Opening.” He
started for the horses.

“Just a minute!” Rainbow ex-
claimed. He knew the time had
ceme for him to put his faith in
Nightwind to the test. What lay
ahead of them on the Snake River
Plateau he had no way of knowing.
He had a nose for trouble, however,
and the feeling was strong in him
that this trip was earmarked with
danger, even to their finding their
lives in jeopardy. He felt he couldn’t
ask a man to take that chance if he
couldn’t trust him. It boiled down to
either taking Nightwind into his
confidence, or going it alone with the
little one. For better, or fer worse,
he chose the first course. “lI don’t
want you to go into this blind,” he
said, “I'm going to speak frankly. I
believe we're up against one end of a
smuggling ring that is running alien
Chinese into Nevada from the North-
west. It's a federal offense, punish-
able by long prison terms. That's
why | said last night that these men
will kill just as often as they find it
necessary.”

IGHTWIND’S amazement was

genuine enough to convince

Rip that it was not simulated. Brief-

ly, he gave him the picture as he
saw it.

“Seems hard to believe that | could

have been around here the way | have
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and not tumbled to what was going
on,” said Jim, “I'm beginning to un-
derstand why you were so interested
in the Opening and the country up
above. Is it your idea that Furey’'s
shack is being used as a hide-out?”

“1 think Chinese are being held
there for a day or two before they're
shipped down this way. They walk,
of course. They could leave Furey’'s
place at dark and be through the
Opening soon after dawn. Whoever
is handing out the orders to this
gang knows what happened here by
now. You can depend on it that the
first move he’ll make will be to get
word north. If Furey's got aliens
there, he'll be told to get them out
of the way in a hurry.”

“That's only the half of it,” Grum-
py asserted, “How far do you think
we'll git before we're spotted? Don't
be surprised if we have to shoot this
out.”

“It won't surprise me a bit,” Rip
told him. “It's up to you to decide
if you want to tag along with us,
Jim. We could use you.”

“That's good enough for me,”
Nightwind rejoined without hesita-
tion. “If that's all we've been wait-
ing for, let’'s get going.”

Setting a pace that the tough-
fibered broncs could maintain for
hours, they left Silvey's Creek be-
hind and began the long ride up the
valley. The sun was shining, but the
morning was raw for April. Up in
the Signals little patches of snow
still lingered. Dswn below, the
grass was green. The partners had a
cowman’'s eye for good range, and
they were outspoken in their praise
of this high country.

They passed the road into the
Rocking Chair house and continued
to head north. Grumpy was the first
to notice two riders angling across
the Gardon range.

“Some of your crew,” he said to
Jim. The latter recognized the two
men.

“Shep Reckingham and Honey

Niggeling,” he volunteered. “Two of
our tep hands. When | need a straw
boss, Shep is my man. | sent Honey

and him out last night to keep an
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eye on that bunch of cows, as you
suggested, Rainbow. | suppose the
mday men have just relieved them; I'm
going to keep a couple of the crew
there right along.”

“Give Rockingham ayell,” Rip sug-
gested. “It’'ll only take us a minute
or two to learn how that stuff is do-
ing this morning,”

The two Rocking Chair riders an-
swered Nightwind’s hail and turned
toward the road. They jerked a nod
at the partners without waiting for
any introduction. Bunkhouse chat-
ter had identified the latter almost
as soon as they reached the ranch,

“How does the stuff look this
morning, Shep?” Nightwind asked
the taller of the two punchers.

“Chipper as you could wish. We’'ve
had that bunch in here about seventy-
two hours now. No sign of anythin’
wrong with a one of 'em yet,”

“That's certainly good news,” Rain-
bow declared,

“It's the best I've had in over two
weeks!” Jim returned heartily. “No
guestion but what it was the grass
that was killing them; it was doped.
We didn't move any sick stuff, but
these cows were cut out of a bunch
that had sick ones in it,”

“You got the right answer,” Grum-
py asserted, “You want to make it
plumb impossible for these low-down
skunks to poison yore winter range.
That’'s more important now than
ever.”

“No question about it,” Nightwind
agreed. “We’'ll double our guards.
When you get in, Shep, send a cou-
ple men out to join Malone and Mc-
Cord. We'll be gone the rest of the
day, so you boss this job. Keep at
least four of the boys on the prowl.
If you run into anything that looks
suspicious don’t hesitate to use your
guns.”

HEP ROCKINGHAM nodded.

“1'll attend to it,” he said.
Wheeling their horses, Honey and
he rede on. Rip caught the pleased
look on Niggeling’s homely face, and
he told himself that if the Rocking
Chair crew measured up to the level
of these two that no one would push
them around very much.

From a slight rise the partners
could see the Horsethief swinging
westward. In the course of a mile,
creek and road met. They ran side
by side then, through open flatlands
at first and then in a shallow can-
yon. Gradually the canyon deep-
ened.

“Getting into the hills,” Rip ob-
served, as he saw the canyon walls
rising higher and higher, “Will we
have any trouble climbing out of
here?”

“No, we'll leave the creek before it
really begins to bury its nose in the
Signals,” Nightwind told him. “Did
you notice those old tailings up
there? That was the OId Glory
mine. It was the biggest producer
of them all. You'll see other old
mines along here. Nothing much
left of them but memories.”

“That's all Mullhall’'s range on the

other side of the crick?” the little
one asked,

“Yes, all along here. That's his
wire,”

The growling Horsethief filled the
canyon with its noises. It was with-
out any inkling of their presence,
therefore, that they swung around a
bend and found themselves abreast
of two men who, ostensibly, were
riding Mullhall’s Hne and repairing
fence. They jerked an impersonal
nod at Nightwind, pretended to go
on with their work,

“They’'re more interested in us
than they’re lettin’ on,” Grumpy mut-
tered. “Who are they, Jim?”

“The one with the beard is Quinn
River Bill Jensen; the other is Biff
Darnell. They've been working for
Mullhall some time.”

“Just ride on,” Rainbow ordered,
as Grumpy started to swing around
in his saddle, “I'll put the glasses
on them when we get beyond this
point.” To Nightwind, he said, “This
Quinn River Jensen doesn’'t look like
a cowpuncher to me. What's his
game?”

“He’s done some mining. Years ago
he ran the stage station at Iron
Springs, and a dirty hole he made it.
He's one of the pair Glenna told you
Mullhall grubstaked last vyear, , .
You want to pull up here a minute?*



“Yeh, | just want to have a look
at that pair.” Rip turned back a few
feet and raised his binoculars to his
eyes. A sharp grunt of satisfaction
escaped him immediately,

“1 didn’t think they were repairing
fence,” he jerked out. “They’re high-
tailing it down the canyon in a hur-
ry. That pair was posted here on the
creek just to spat us if we happened
to be heading north. You can take
it for granted that we’ll have com-
pany long before we get across the
plateau!”

“We can give them a run for it,”

Nightwind suggested. “If they're
going all the way into Mullhall's
place to report, we ought to be

through the Opening before anyone
overhauls us. These broncs will
stand a little pushing.”

“Good Josephine, let's throw the
steel into ’'em then!”  Grumpy
rapped. “We don't want to be
caught in here!”

He pulled his mount into a gallop,
and the others did the same. When
they had covered another mile and a
half they could see where the road
worked up out of the canyon. They
whipped across the last fording of

the Horsethief, the spray flying, and
settled down to the short, sharp

climb t© the plateau. When they
reached it they had the Opening be-
fore them, breath-taking in its mas-
sive grandeur when seen for the first
time. It wasn't just a wide mountain-
pass. It was what Glenna had called
it, a mile-wide gouge through the en-
tire bulk of the Signal Range, from
topmost crag to baseline, and so
neatly done as to suggest the illusion
that some unknown race of giants
had hacked it out with mighty
cleavers and carted the debris away.

HROUGH this mighty slot, look-

ing to, the north, the sage-brush
plains could be seen stretching away
to the horizon. Ten miles away,
standing like a protecting fortress, a
fiat-topped mountain rose out of that
gray-green sea of sage and sand in
lonely splender.

“Haul up a minute!”
called out. “We'll

Rainbow
breathe the
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horses a minute and I'll see what's
behind us.”

“If they're coming after us from
Mullhall’s place they’ll swing into
the Opening from the southwest,”
Jim advised, “Look along that low
ridge.”

“Ban’e see anything of 'em,” Rain-
bow announced. “At least we've got
open country ahead of us now; they
won’'t be able to jump us.” He
swung around and put his glasses on
the west wall of the Opening and
then studied the mountain that rose
up out of the broken plain. “1'd like
to have a look at this country when
I had the time for it. Is there water
on that big butte?”

“Yes, there's a couple good springs
on Sentinel Butte,” Jim assured him.
“We'll go up just to the east of it.”

“These hosses are purty hot,”
Grumpy complained. “We shouldn’t
be standin’ here jabberin’, less we
want 'em to git stiff.”

They went on. Their pace was
slower now. Rainbow studied their
back trail several times. When they
were halfway to the butte, he used
his glasses once more. The little
one was watching him and saw his
mouth tighten,

“Cornin’, eh?” he rapped.

“Yeh! Just swinging through the
Opening. Three of them. We've
been kicking up considerable dust.
They'll spot it soon, if they haven't
already.”

They halved the distance to Senti-
nel Butte, It didn't take the glasses
to tell them that the pursuers were
gaining on them.

“Maybe we could shake them off by
swinging around the butte,” Night-
wind suggested.

Rainbow didn't answer at ones.
The little one had been scrutinizing
the base of the mountain. The wall
seemed to rise unbroken for the first
several hundred feet. “Don’t look
like that's any place for us to make a
stand,” he declared grimly. “We
couldn’t put the hosses up that slope.
How is it on the other side?”

“It's all right. The going’'s easy,
and there’s cover enough.”

Nightwind and Grumpy glanced at
Rip.
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“We'll try it!” he called to them,
“Maybe we can trick them at that!
Don’'t swing into the butte until
we've passed it! We'll be out of sight
of them for a few minutes; that'll
give us time enough!”

They raced past the mountain as
though they were intent on keeping
their course to the north, Once they
had the shoulder of the rocky fort-
ress between them and the toiling
riders behind they swung back quick-
ly and found no difficulty in working
up the broken face of the butte to a
position in the high brush that of-
fered abundant defensive possibil-
ities.

“This is all right!” Grumpy
growled. *“I1 could hold off the three
of 'em single-handed!” =

Rip nodded. “We’'ll be ready for
them. It won't be long before we
know what their intention is.” The
little one gave him a surprised scowl.

“Do you mean to tell me there's
any doubt of it in yore mind? They
may go bustin’ by without suspectin’
anythin’, but it won't take 'em long to
discover we ain't ahead of 'em no
more. They'll come poundin’ back,
then, and know right where to look
for us!”

“Don’t be too sure about it. These
men may be carrying a message to
Newt Furey. If they are, they may
decide that the important thing is
for them to get there with it, instead
of turning back to tangle with us.
We'll have the answer to that and a
couple other things in a few min-
utes.”

When they swept into view the
three men were riding hard. They

were well out from the butte, and
they gave no sign of turning in.
Rainbow slapped the glasses on
them at once.

“Wal?” the little man demanded
impatiently.

“It's Speed Daggett, Grump! |
don’'t know the other twe— Here,
Jim! Take a look at 'em!”

Nightwind's identification of the
two men with Daggett was quick and
certain. “Slick Hanaford and a gent
named Springer—two of Mullhall's
crew IP

Ripley

refused to b« surprised.

“We can quit guessing about friend
Buck,” he declared. “He’s one of the
ringleaders in this business, along
with Daggett and the fat man.”

RUMPY had grabbed the binoc-
ulars. “It's Speed, shore
enough!” he growled.
up in his stirrups and yellin’ some-

thin’ at the other two! | knew it!
They're pullin’ up!”
They could see Daggett ha-

ranguing the others and pointing
back in the direction of the butte. A
few moments later, however, they
straightened their horses out and
broke away to the north.

Nightwind turned to Rainbow to
find a mixed look of disappointment
and satisfaction 'on the tall man’s
lean face. “It looks like you called
the turn,” Jim said. “Newt's shack
is the only place they could be lining
out for in that direction.”

“Is there any way we can get there
ahead of them?” Rip asked.

“There’'s no short cut, if that's
what you mean. By the way they're
crowding their broncs they'll have a
two-mile advantage on us by the time
we get clear of the butte. I'm afraid
it puts us a bad last.”

The tall man nodded soberly. “I'm
afraid it does. It means there won’t
be much for us to see when we get
there.”

“If that's the case, why risk git-
tin’ our pants shot off for nothin'?”
Grumpy demanded bluntly. “You
know we'll have to ride in with their
guns trained on us!”

“Not necessarily,” Rip argued. “It
Furey’'s holding a couple under-
ground passengers there, Daggett
will run them out into the brush in
a hurry. If we give him time enough
to get rid of the damaging evidence,
he may be smart enough to try to
play innocent with us. 1'd expect the
fat man to be shrewd enough to do it
that way, and | surmise that Speed is
getting his orders from him. We'll
get enough out of this to make it
worthwhile.”

Noon had come and gone before
they caught their first glimpse of
Newt Furey’'s weatherbeaten shack.
Around the “Medical Springs” the

“He's standin



sage-brush, well watered by the run-
off, stood sis feet high. The board
cabin, with its sod roof, stood out
boldly a few yards away, supporting
a shed that was too weary to hold it-
self erect.

“Any signs of life there?” the lit-
tle one asked, as Rip raised his
glasses.

“Yes, there’'s a couple horses teth-

ered just outside the door. Smoke
curling up from the chimney.”
“Then we better git ready for

trouble,” Grumpy ground out. “We're
ridin’ too close together, for one
thing. Move over a little, Jim! You
want to be all set to git that rifle
out from under yore leg in a hurry!”

Nightwind nodded that he under-
stood. Grumpy said no more. Tre-
mendously alert they loped toward
the house. They were soon close
enough to be picked off. The lines
in the little one's rocky face had
deepened. Though his slitted eyes
were riveted on the open door of the
shack he was aware of Rip moving
along at his right in a tense, tight-
lipped silence. On the other side
Nightwind was a tall, stiff shape in
his saddle, his wide shoulders braced
and square.

The four hundred yards to the door
shrank to two.

“If they open up on us now they’ll
tear us to pieces,” Jim muttered, his
lips barely moving. Rip heard him,

“We'll know in a minute,” he said.

CHAPTER VI
Secret of the Wastelands

HE expected blast of gunfire

did not come, however." The

wind rustled eerily through the
brush. From the tules, that sur-
rounded the main pool of the springs,
a flock of blackbirds wheeled into the
air, the rustling of their wings as
loud as the booming of surf in the
charged, bitter stillness.

The moment was not a new one for
the partners. But it weighed on
them no less heavily on that account.
The horses had been quick to catch
the tension of their riders. Wrin-
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kling their muzzles, they sniffed the
air apprehensively.

With a faint drumming of hoofs
the three men rode into the unfenced
yard then, A man came to the door
and peered out at them. Nightwind
wet his lips unconsciously.

“Furey,” he said.

The old man stood there, pretend-
ing to look surprised and shad-
ing his eyes with his hand, as though
trying to identify them.

“Oh, Jim!” he exclaimed as they
pulled up at the door. “Yuh on
yore way up to Jordan?”

“No, these boys want to ask you
a couple questions, Newt. They're
detectives. | suppose you heard that
Mr. Gordon had been killed. Ripley,
here, thought maybe you had seen
some strangers drifting down in the
direction of the opening.”

“Yeh, | heard about Trig,” Furey
acknowledged. “Too bad! | don’t
recollect seein’ no strangers headin’
south this spring. But no harm in
lightin’ a while.” He ran a grimy
hand over his tobacco-stained beard.
His ragged hair, greasy overalls and
linsey shirt bore bountiful evidence
that he was unacquainted with the
cleansing qualities of his springs.
“Big day fer me,” he croaked. *“Sit
around twiddlin® my thumbs fer
weeks, then company all comes to-
gether!”

The partners had already decided
that this dirty, hawk-nosed, spindley-
shanked old man was not the in-

nocent he pretended to be. His faded
eyes were cunning and vaguely
treacherous.

“l noticed the horses there,” Rip
said to him. “We don’'t want to bust
in on you if you're busy. We can
wait.”

“No, that's all right,” Newt pro-
claimed. “Bin talkin’ business with
a fella; he’s interested in buying the
springs. Takin’ some samples of the
water back with him to be analyzed.
We're all through; jest bin sittin’
inside gassin'.”

He was a plausible old liar. The
partners appeared to accept his tale
without question. Nightwind took
his cue from them.
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“Who are you doing business with,
Newt?” the latter inquired.

Rip nodded, telling himself he
couldn't have put a better question.
Chairs scraped within, and before the
old man could answer, Speed Dag-
gett stepped into view. Slick Hana-
ford, Mullhall’'s puncher, was just be-
hind him. Baggett had several small
bottles of water in his hands.

“Furey’s doing business with me,”
Speed answered for himself. “Any
objections?”

Speed addressed his question to
Nightwind, but his glance fastened
on Rainbow. The latter smiled in-
scrutably. To have Daggett stand up
as coolly as this surprised him a
little.

“Taking water out of a hole in the
ground and peddling it at a dollar a
bottle to the suckers ought to be right
up your alley, Speed,” he observed
lightly.

PIgQAGGETT met the thrust with a
MW contemptuous smile. His dark,
rather handsome face and his fine
clothes and expensive linen gave him
a certain air of distinction. “I ex-
pect to do all right,” he said, meas-
ured hostility running through his
words. He turned to Furey. “Rip-
ley and Gibbs will try to run me
dewn to you, Newt. They thought
they had something on me a couple
years ago, back in Wyoming. They
told Mullhall the lav/ still had a
ticket out on me.” His laugh had a
thin, reckless ring.

“Yau can think what you please
about it. If the report that comes
back on these samples is good, vour
money will be waiting, that's all
you've get to worry about,”

He crowded past the old man and
walked to his horse. Hanaford, tough
and formidable-looking, tossed a part-
ing nod at Newt and then swaggered
after Daggett. The latter went
through the farce of wrapping the
bottles carefully and placing them in
a saddlebag. He and Hanaford swung
up then and started to move away.
Grumpy and Nightwind flashed a
questisning glance at Rip.

“Let 'em go,” the tali man mur-
mured, adding for Furey's benefit,

“It's foolish to rake up old scores.
If Daggett's turned a new leaf and
is shooting square, I'm willing to
give him a break.”

“Yeh, | reckon yo're right”
Grumpy declared, understanding him
perfectly. “Say, Newt, what's the

chances of our gittin’ a bite to eat?
You got any meat?”

The old man cocked a shrewd eye
at him. “I alius got meat,” he de-
clared, with a chuckle. “I kin sit
here in the doorway most any mornin’
and knock off an antelope or all the
sage-hen | need. Game laws don't
bother me none; | gotta eat. Yuh
boys come in! I'll fry up sunthin’”

He disappeared inside the shack
and Nightwind and the partners put
their horses up at the rail. The spur-
ious good-will behind Furey’s prof-
fered hospitality did not fool Rip or
Grumpy for a second.

“There was a third man with Dag-
gett—Kit Springer,” Jim reminded
them. “What do you suppose has
become of him?”

“Wal, | reckon they had some
Chinks here and Springer has cleared
out with ’'em,” the little man an-
swered. He wagged his head skepti-
cally. “That was a tall tale you let
Speed git away with, Rip! | swear
he believes we swallowed it, and this
old juniper, too. 1I'd like to have a
look around this place.”

“I'll go in and keep Newt busy,”
Nightwind offered.

Rainbow was about to say yes,
when he changed his mind, “Let
Grump go,” he countered; “he’s less
likely to make a slip.” That was not
the rea] reason, and Rip knew it. If
Nightwind saw any indication of lack
of trust in himself, he gave no sign
of it

The shed doors stood open. There
was a small dirt cellar in back of the
house. The cover was propped up.
It was enough for Rainbow.

“We can quit looking,” he told
Nightwind. “With everything invit-
ing our inspection like this you can
be sure they're left nothing here for
us to see. It never occurred to Dag-
gett that we might have used the
binoculars on him. He was sure he
was so far out from the butte that we



couldn’t tell whether he had one man
or two with him.”

Rip had a word of caution for
Nightwind as they approached the
door. “lI want to get away from
here without tipping Furey off to
anything, but don’t freeze up when
we get inside. You'll be safe if you
just confine your remarks to the
Gordon matter.”

They stepped in to hear Newt say
that he hadn’'t seen anyone moving
south since last fall. “It's too early in
the year fer cowpunchers to be drift-
in’ across the line,” he ran on, fishing
dishes and tableware out of a home-
made cabinet nailed to the wall.
“They kin find a job any place they
look till the spring brandin’s over.”

“The season don’'t hold a man back
when he's tryin’ to keep ahead of
the law,” the little one countered.
“We figger it was someone who was
shippin* his trunk ahead of him, as
the sayin’ goes, and needin’ money

that killed Trig Gordon.” He gave
the lie a ring of sincerity.

gOIJREY shook his head. *“I wisht
JL | could help yuh. The fact is,

if a fella was on the dodge he could
slip by the springs without me seein’
him. This is a wide country!”

Rip took up the questioning and
held the conversation where he
wanted it, and as they talked, his
eyes roved overthe cabin, looking in

vain for some evidence that Chinese
were being quartered there regularly
for a day or two at a time.. He could
see Furey in the kitchen, busy at the
stove. The man seemed untroubled
by their presence.

“He can’'t have picked up every-
thing,” Rainbow mused. “Some trifl-
ing thing would tell me what | want
to know.”

“Yuh kin sit up; I'll bring the stuff
in,” the old man called to them a
few minutes later.

Rainbow took a place at the table
near the cabinet and, unnoticed,
slipped his fork into his pocket.

“Smells fine!” Grumpy declared
hungrily.

Though the cook was dirty,
food was good—antelope
steamed rice, beans and coffee,

the
steak,
Rip
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waited until Newt sat down with
them before he started looking for a
fork.

“Guess you missed me, Newt,” he
said. “l don't seem to have a fork.
Don’'t bother to get up; I'll swing
around and get one myself.”

He turned to the cabinet, opened
the door, froze the surprise out of
his eyes at what he saw in the box
with the knives and forks, and picked
up one of the latter at random and
started eating, all so casually that
not a trafce of suspicion blossomed
in the old man’s eyes.

“Everything’'s fine,” Rainbow de-
clared enthusiastically. “This is the
first time in five years that I've tasted
a piece of antelope.”

Conversation flowed freely as they
ate. Newt said nothing about Dag-
gett. Rip decided that to avoid
mentioning him completely was not
the wisest course. When they were
pushing their chairs back from the
table he told the old man about the
trouble they had had in Wyoming,
confident that Furey was well ac-
quainted with Speed’s character.

“I'm telling you this for your own
good,” he said. “Keep your eye on
him; he’'ll trick you if he can.”

“l wa'n't born yestiday,” Furey as-
serted. “If he does business with
me it'll have to be cash on the bar-
rel head.”

Rainbow was anxious to get away,
but in the hope of lulling the old
man to greater security, he saw to it
that the better part of an hour passed
before they rode away.

They struck off to the south, in
the direction of Sentinel Butte, and
held that course until they were be-
yond any chance of being seen from
the springs. For ten minutes the
little one had been watching his tall
partner. The moment they pulled up
in a shallow draw, he said:

“The pussycat grin vo're wearin’
needs some explainin’. That lyin’ old

bugger was purty cute; he didn’t
make any slips.”
“He made at least two,” Rip in-

sisted. “He’s had Chinese there right
along. He had a couple there today
until we flushed them out.”
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“How sure are you?”
asked.

“I'm. sure enough. Furey made his
first mistake when he sat that bowl
of rice before us.”

“l don't know about that,” Jim ob-

Nightwind

jected. “Nothing uncommon to see
rice on a ranch tabie in this coun-
try.”

“l know, and it's a sticky, soggy
mess when a white man cooks it
Every kernel ©f the rice we just had
was dry and fluffy. Take it from me,
Chinese hands prepared it. And it
wasn't intended for us. | saw it
steaming on the back of the stove.
Newt knew | did, so he served it to
us, thinking that was the best way
of avoiding any questions about it.”

“Wal!” Grumpy snorted. *“That
shore lets me down a peg! It may
be true, but | figgered you had some-
thin’ definite!”

“l have.” The faintest suggestion
of a smile touched Rainbow’s mouth
briefly. “When | reached into the
cabinet, I was looking for more than
a fork.” He pulled out the one he
had filched from the table and tossed
it to the little man. “There were at
least half a dozen sets of chop sticks
in that box!”

GHTWIND wiped his mouth
and a slow smile spread over his

face. “That was nice work, Rainbow!
It ought to be enough.”

“It's enough for me!” Grumpy
growled. He glanced at the fork a

moment and hurled it out into the
brush. “I never saw you palm that
dang thing! | don’'t believe Newt
ever tumbled to what you were up
to.”

“l hope not,” Rip said. “We can
pretty near figure out what happened
at the shack when Daggett and the
other tw© got there. The first thing
Speed did was to hustle Springer off
with the Chinese. He and Hanaford
and Newt gave the place a going over
then and got ready for us. Now, what
did Springer do when he got out in
the brush a mile or so?”

“Ye're tellin’ this,” Grumpy grum-
bled.

“l suspect he turned those poor
yellow devils adrift, after pointing

out Sentinel Butte to them and see-
ing them started in the right direc-
tion,” Rainbow continued. “He cer-
tainly wouldn’t run the risk of being
caught with them in his company. He
knew where to meet Daggett; they
would have arranged that before they
parted.”

“If that's true, then they've joined
up by now,” the little man exclaimed.
“But that's a long way from sayin’
they've pulled out for the Openin’.
It ain't reasonable to suppose they
will till they know how things went
between us and Newt. The thing for
us to do is to play our own hand;
we got what we came for, and with-
out givin’ ourselves away. My hunch
is to start makin’ tracks for Horse-
thief Crick.”

“l agree with all that,” Rip told
him. “Suppose we follow this draw
as far as it will take us and then
angle off to the southwest and reach
the Opening from that direction. We
may be lucky enough to see some-
thing.”

“Just a minute!” Grumpy growled
as the tall man started to move on.
“If yo're thinkin’ of pickin' up them
Chinks, you can fergit it! We don't
want none of that!”

“You bet we don’'t!” was Rainbow’s
emphatic answer. “A glimpse of them
will satisfy me. They’ll have to cross
this draw. See if you can’t pick up
their trail. We’'ll swing in behind
you.”

They moved along the draw for
better than a mile.’ Rip and Night-
wind saw the little man suddenly
rein in sharply and then swing off
to the right for a few yards, his at-
tention fixed on the sand. They
drew up quickly.

“Have you found it?” Rainbow de-
manded.

“Yeh! These Chinks drag their
feet in them sandals. Purty hard to
find a clean print... .There’s one! No
heel; sandal, all right.”

He got down and knelt over the
tell-tale track. Minute particles of

sand were slipping down over the
edges of the impression. After
watching them for several minutes

the little man glanced up at Rip.
“They crossed here within the last



few minutes,” he said, “These tracks

are awful fresh!”

Rainbow’s glance lifted to
southern rim of the draw,
over there,” he suggested.

It took no more than ten minutes.
Rip was the first one up the slope.
He no sooner reached the rim than
he turned back sharply.

“They're out there in the brush a
few yards,” he announced. “There's
three of 'em. Climb out of your
saddles and we’'ll go up and have a
look. 1 don’t want them to see us.”

Crouched down in the brush they
watched the three Chinese, trudg-
ing along in single file and casting
frightened glances to right and left.

“Scared to death,” Rip muttered. “I
feel sorry for ’em! Be night before
they reach the butte. Their tongues
will be hanging out for a drink. Any
water this side of there, Jim?”

Nightwind almost missed the ques-
tion. He tore his eyes away from
the Chinese. “No, not a drop between
here and Sentinel Butte.” He smiled
apologetically. “l seem to be the
only one the least bit surprised, not
that | had to see this with my own
eyes to believe it; |1 knew you were

right.” He shook his head over it,
“l can see how Cheng might have
got mixed up in it." But not Mr,
Gordon. He was always a man to
mind his own business. If he had
known about it | don't believe it
would have been any great crime in
his eyes; he always had a high re-
gard for most Chinese. I've heard him
say that we ought to have more of
them in the country,”

“That wouldn’t mean a thing to the

the
“Let's get

wolves behind this game,” Grumpy
said flatly, “If they figgered he was
dangerous—or had somethin’ they

wanted-—they would have gone after
him!”

—I—HE spot where they stood was
reasonably high. Before return-
ing to the horses Rainbow stopped to
sweep the surrounding country,

“Well, that's good!” he muttered,
gazing back in the direction of the
SDrings. “Furev’'s got a kite in the
air!”
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“A kite?” Nightwind demanded ex-
citedly. “Whereabouts?”

Rainbow pointed it out to him and
exchanged a glance with the little
one.

“It's a kite, sure enough!” Jim de-
clared soberly. “Don’'t get the idea
that this is any kid stuff! That's a
signal! Newt is sending some word
to Daggett! They'll be pulling out
for the butte now. If we can get
there first, they’ll walk right into our
hands. That'll give us a chance to
shake something out of them!” It
was the first time the partners had
seen him aroused.

“We're after bigger game than
that,” Rip told him. “I'm not in-
terested in breaking up this business
for the present. We’'ll give the butte
a wide berth this time. But about
the kite, Jim—where do you get the
idea that's it a signal?”

“From something Cheng told me,”
Nightwind answered readily, “I was
riding our range above the Horse-
thief one afternoon last fail, when |
saw him scurry down into the bot-
toms. | yelled to him and got him
up to me. He was scared. There
was kite flying, off to the west in
the direction of Mullhall’'s house,
Chang told me it was devil kite—
that somebody was making talk with
it. That was about all I could get
out of him, but | noticed he didn't
leave the yard for a week after that.”

“That’'s interesting,” said Rainbow.
“Did you ever see him back in that
region again?”

“Only once that | remember. |
didn’'t think much of it till now, I
believe there's something to it.”

“So do I,” the tall man agreed. For
reasons of his own, he was not anx-
ious to go into it any further. He
told Nightwind to pick a course that
would take them around the walking
men and get them back to the Open-
ing. They started at once. It was
some minutes before the partners
found a chance to exchange a word
in private.

“1 begins to appear that | was right
when | said there was more to it
than smugglin’ some Chinks through
this country,” the little one declared
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pointedly. “Cheng knew they was
after him as long ago as last fall.”

“He certainly did,” Rainbow
agreed. His fone was grimly sober.
“There’s a real lead in this, Grump!
If Cheng Wah's prospecting was as
profitless as we are told, it couldn’t
have made much difference to him
where he laoked for gold. But some-
thing drew him back to that spot on
the Horsethief, where he knew his
life was in danger!” He shook his
head, frankly puzzled. “I'd give an
arm to know why! Could his pros-
pecting have been just a cover-up
for something else?”

. “Hunh!” the leathery-faced little
man grunted triumphantly. “I've
been tryin’ to tell you that right

along! His prospectin’ was jest an
excuse to git him away from the
house!”

“l don't know,” Rip demurred.
“W e’ll-give that canyon a good work-
out in the next few days. Don’'t
try to draw Nightwind out about it.
If he brings it up again, all right.”

Grumpy bristled at once. “What's
behind that?” he growled. “You got
the idea he ain't on the up and up
with us?”

“Seems rather strange to me that
he didn’'t say anything about this last
night, when we were firing questions
at Miss Gordon and him,” was Rain-
bow’s frank answer.

“l don't suppose he considered it
important enough to mention!” the
little one flung back.

Rip nodded non-committally. *“I
hope that's the correct explanation,”
he said thinly.

CHAPTER VII
Wide Open For Trouble

HE PARTNERS spent a fruit-
T less day searching the creek
bottom along where Nightwind
told them the incident with Cheng
Wah had occurred. It was below the
big bend of the Horsethief and bet-
ter than a mile from where the creek
and the road to the Opening met.
That placed it well inside the Rock-
ing Chair line.
At this point the creek had almost

run out of the series of canyons
through which it fought its way
down from the high places in the
Signals. The bottoms, choked with
buckbrush and scrub willow, were not
more than fifty feet wide, with the
stream first on one side and then on
the other, confined by gentle slopes
no higher than the tips of the trees.

Cattle had made trails through the
brush, but there were immense piles
of tangled limbs and other debris
brought down on the crest of innum-
erable cloudbursts and spring freshets
that neither man nor beast could get
through. To make their task even
more difficult, the two men had no
definite idea of what they were look-
ing for. An outcropping of rock that
might have interested Cheng; any
suspicious-looking mound of earth
that could have been a grave; a dis-
carded piece of clothing; some sign
of a cache—any one of these things,
and many more, would have claimed
their full attention. But they found
nothing. Of one thing they were
sure, however: they knew they were
being watched.

The afternoon was well gone when
Rip saw Grumpy whip around, his
gun in his fist, intent on slapping a
shot at a spot halfway up the far
bank.

“1 ain't crazy!” the Ilittle man
growled. “There’'s someone over
there! This crick is makin’ some

noise, but | heard brush crackin’, and
it wa'n’t the first time!”

“You'd be a dead mackerel fey now
if it was his intention to pick you
off,” Rainbow told him, convinced
there had been someone over there
most of the afternoon. “He evident-
ly kn©ws what we're doing here. If
we haven't been fired on it's only
because we've never got close to put-
ting our finger on anything.”

“There’d be some satisfaction in
smokin’ the skunk out jest to see

him run!” the little one burst out
angrily. “We're close to the road
now. | reckon when we start workin’

up along it tomorrow we’ll be under
a gun every minute!”

They went back to their horses,
willing to call it a day, and at Rip’s
suggestion, climbed up the north



slope. From there they could sea
where the Horsethief cut back in the
course of a mile in one of its many
turnings.

“We may be looking in ths wrong
place,” Rainbow remarked. “Night-
wind says it was right here that he
saw the cook. I'm beginning to think
that doesn’t prove anything. What-
ever there was on this creek that in-
terested Cheng could have been
located some distance from this spot.
Suppose he had crawled out at that
bend up there, with the idea of tak-
ing a short cut home; he would have
crossed about here.”

“It was yore idea that this was the
place to begin lookin',” Grumpy ob-
served, with cutting inflection.

“Yes, and that's all it is, I'm afraid.”
The "tall man’s tone was sober with-
out being discoui'aged, “We’ll stick
with it a day or two and try to run
it down.”

NSTEAD of recrossing the Horse-

thief there, they followed it back
to the house by way of the north
bank. Neither had much to say as
they rode along in the stillness of
early evening. The problem with
which the little one was struggling
finally demanded expression, how-
ever. He flicked, a critical glance at
Rip.

“Why were you so quick to turn
thumbs down on my idea that what
we’'re lookin’ for is some tins of
opium? You know that a gang that'll
run Chinks will smuggle in that stuff.
If they had any reason to cache it,
it would have been smart to plant it
on Gordon’s side of the crick.”

“Of course it would,” Rainbow
agreed. “But it couldn’t have been
opium, and for two or three reasons.
If Cheng Wah had stumbled on a
cache of it, they would have killed
him and then removed the stuff. It
could have been done over night. But
they went on to make Gordon an
offer for this ranch. When he
wouldn't sell, they killed him, and
they’'ve been doing their best to dis-
courage his daughter into getting off
the place. It just doesn’'t add up,
Grump, unless you think they’re anx-
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ious to get into the cattle business
in a big way.”

“All right! All right! You've said
enough!” Grumpy protested. “1 won't
bring it up again! Mebbe they was
jest fightin’ to see who was to have
the chop suey business on the Horse-
thief.”

Rip smiled. “I was just trying to
see it from their angle; we know
there’s brains behind that bunch, and
I'm not thinking of Mullhall and
Daggett. Left to themselves, their
work would be pretty crude. It
wouldn't take us long to get them
out on the end of a limb. But Mr.
Sam Lee Duck won't make many
mistakes.”

“You bet he won't!” the little man
retorted pointedly. “All our playin’
dumb with Newt Furey and Daggett
won't fool him very much. He knows
that what happened at Silvey’s Crick
told us plainly enough that China-
men are mixed up in this business,
and that we’'ll do somethin’ about it.
He didn’t lose a minute about tryin’
to knock us off. He's got ten times
as much reason for havin’ another
try at it now. When | hit this crick
tomorrow, my rifle stays on my arm!”

After supper they went up to the
house to see Glenna. Nightwind
walked over with them. She was
able to tell them that she had heard
from Doctor Shanks, and that he
would be in Nevada City two days
later,

“That's good news,” said Rip. “I
hope we’re through on the creek by
the time he gets here. We didn't
have any luck today.”

“We were lucky enough not to git
busted wide open!” the little one ob-
served. “We were watched all day!”

Glenna’'s eyes widened in alarm.
“Do you mean to tell me they were
inside our line watching you.
Grumpy?”

“1t was no more than we expected,”
Rainbow told her. “I wouldn't worry
about it.”

“But coming on top of what hap-
pened on ths plateau yesterday, |
think there is every reason to take
it seriously!” she insisted. “l don't
intend to have anyone prowling over
our range, no matter what their busi-
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ness is!” She turned excitedly to
Nightwind. “Jim, you certainly in-
tend to do something about it. |
want you to send half a dozen men
out with Rainbow and Grumpy to-
morrow.”

“l suggested that to them at sup-
per,” he replied. “Rip says he doesn’t
want it. They got close to the road
today; tomorrow they’ll be working
up the canyon. He feels that if
they are fired on it will be from Mull-
hall's side of the creek.”

“Then 1 say, go after them!”
Glenna declared stoutly. “If it's a
case of fight back or die, |1 intend to
fight! Buck Mullhall’s fence won’t
stop me; I've suffered enough from
that man and the nest of outlaws
he’'s gathered around him!”

RUMPY silently applauded her
fighting spirit. Rainbow was
moved, too, but he raised the same
objections to her that he had given

Nightwind.
“I'm willing to risk a shot for
what it will tell wus,” he argued.

“There was nothing to stop them
from having a try at picking us off
today. But they didn’'t, and | don’t
believe they will try it tomorrow un-
less we come pretty close to finding
what we're after.”

Glenna shook her head. “l can't
ask you to take such a chance for
me.”

“We’'ll take purty good care of
ourselves,” Grumpy assured her. “If
they start throwin’ lead at us, they’ll
git some back, I promise you!”

Three more cows had died that day,
bringing the total to over sixty. On
the winter range, where the stock was
being guarded, no sign of the sick-
ness had developed. On their way
north, early the following morning,
the partners met Honey Niggeling
and the three men who had been rid-
ing the dark to dawn trick. They
reported that the night had passed
without incident.

“The stuff seems to be safe enough
there,” was Grumpy’s comment, as
he and Rip continued on their way.
“Jim could shift most of his herd
over there if Doc Shanks can't git
to the bottom of this trouble.”

“That would be my suggestion,”
Rainbow agreed.

They took up where they had left
off the previous evening and by the
middle of the morning were working
along the road. They had not been
there thirty minutes before they were
aware of watchful eyes across the
creek.

The day ran on much as the prev-
ious one had, with their finding noth-
ing of interest and the feeling that
any moment might bring gunfire
weighing on them and tightening
their nerves. They found many places
where the ledges had been chipped by
a pick. The marks were old, and their
limited knowledge of mining was suf-
ficient to tell them that no “values”
were to be found there.

Several times in the course of the
afternoon riders appeared boldly on
the western rim and gave the canyon
a careful scrutiny.

“They ain't makin’ any bones
about keepin’ cases on us now!”
Grumpy snapped, when it happened
for the third time. “MullhalFs crew
is shore givin’' this strip of range a
lot of attention!”

“We're not having any luck here,”
Rip told him. “Suppose we start
moving a little faster; Em curious
to know how far those birds will stick
with us.”

By five o’clock, the partners were
miles north of the point where they
had begun their search that morning.
Across the creek the skulkers had
kept pace with them. Rainbow could
feel the little one’s disgust and ex-
asperation mounting by the second.
It spilled over in a wrathful explo-
sion a few minutes later.

“Good Josephine, I've had enough
of this! If we're an inch from the
spot where Nightwind saw that
Chink, we're six miles! You know if
that Cheng Wah had been that far
from his secret, he wouldn’'t have
been duckin’ down into the bottoms
to avoid Jim! 1 tell you there ain’t
nothin’ here, or we've plumb missed
it!”

“It looks like you're right,” Rip
admitted, with a keen sense of fail-
ure.

“Yore own argument that we'd be



fired on if we got close to anythin’

proves that I'm right!” Grumpy
growled. “I'll go further than that
while I'm about it! Them skunks

across way are laughin’ up their
sleeve at us! They know there's
nothin’ here for ua to find!”

“You're making me believe it,” said
Rip. "We can get out of the canyon
here. You go up first; I'll cover you
until you reach the rim; you can do
the same for me, then. I'm going to
get back to the house before the men
go out for the night trick."

HEN they rode into the lower

yard they found Glenna and
Nightwind down at the horse corral,
watching Stuffy Logan, Rocking
Chair’s bronc buster, having it out
with a wild-eyed roan.

“What luck?” Glenna asked at
once.

Rainbow shook his head. ™Nothing
----- Jim, have you sent the men out
for the night job yet?”

“NO-~"

“Good! I'm going to ask you to
keep them in.”

They walked across the yard to
the porch of Nightwind’'s cottage. Rip
explained his surprising request.

“1 know it means taking a chance,”
he said. “It may cost you some COwsS;
I wouldn't ask you to leave that stuff
unguarded if | knew any other way of
getting the information we've got to
have. The trouble you've had with
the stock has been running along for
three weeks now. Maybe Mullhall
and his partners have had men on
your range since you first noticed the
sickness, and maybe they haven't; the
poison they spread three weeks ago
may still be doing all the damage,”

Glenna was puzzled. “I'll do what-
ever you say, but I must admit |
don’'t know what you're trying to
prove.”

“1 want to find out if they're still
interested in the Rocking Chair. This
will tell us.”

“l see,” she murmured uncertainly.
She appealed to Nightwind, “How
do you feel about it, Jim?”

“l don’t mean to be bullheaded
about this,” he said, “but | can’t see
it! The stock we moved up there
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is getting by all right. 1 believe it's
only because we've been watching the
stuff night and day. If | pull the
men in, and this sickness starts run-
ning wild on our winter range the
way it has over east on the flatlands,
you know where it will put us. The
fact that Rainbow and Grumpy were
watched yesterday and today ought
to be evidence enough that Mullhall
is still gunning for us.”

“That didn’t have anything to do
with the ranch,” Rip declared with
equal determination. “There’s no evi-
dence at all that a move has been
made against Rocking Chair in the
past two weeks or more. When you
first mentioned Cheng's strange be-
haviour that afternoon last fall, I was
convinced that one of the important
answers to this case would be found
on the creek. I'm still of that opin-
ion; | know there is, or was, some-
thing there. If it's been removed,
then that gang has no further in-
terest in this ranch. That's the in-
formation I'm really after, and |
know what I'm suggesting will give
it to us.”

Glenna took matters into her own
hands. “If you feel it is as impor-
tant as that, Rainbow, Jim will see
to it that the men do not go out to-
night,”

Late the following afternoon Rip
had the answer he wanted. With
Nightwind, he and Grumpy rode
Rocking Chair's winter range. They
found two dead yearlings and saw
death claim a third. Nightwind
didn't pretend to conceal what he
thought about it.

“You've learned what you wanted
to know,” he said thinly, “but it's a
stiff price to pay for it! The harm’s
been done now and there’ll be more
and more of these white-faces
stretched out around here from day
to day!”

“Shanks will be here tomorrow,”
Rip answered, recognizing the justice
of the foreman’s complaint. “I don’t
expect him to perform any miracles,
but I'll see that he stays with us until
we know what to do about this.”

“l hope he’ll be able to tell us,”
Jim muttered grimly. “l can’'t take
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any more of this. I'm turning the
whole crew out tonight.”

“I'm afraid you’ll be too late, Jim,”
the little one declared sympathetical-
ly. “Those skunks have done their
dirty work.”

“For whatever it gets us, the men
are going out tonight, and I'm rid-
ing with them! I£ we catch anyone
on thi3 range, he’'ll be a dead man in
a hurryi

CHAPTER VIII
The Mystery of the Dead Cows

TMAYIGHTWIND and the men
Qi went out at dark, it was
A. long after midnight when the
partners heard him come in. Rain-
bow called him into the bedroom.
“We gave that country a good
whipping out,” Jim told them. “Just
before | came in, we crossed the
Horsethief and swung up into moun-
tains for a mile or so. No luck! I've
got a few men posted along the bot-

toms. Thev'll stay there till day-
light.”

At breakfast, the story was the
same; the men who had spent the

night on the creek had not caught
sight of anyone.

It was noon-time before Shep Rock-
ingham returned from Nevada City
with Dr. Shanks, a thin, wiry man,
who listened with deep interest to
what Glenna and Nightwind had to
say. He turned to the partners then.

“Well, what have you boys got to
tell me?” he inquired. *“I've always
found your observations shrewd and
to the point, Rainbow.”

“There’s nothing | can add to what
you've just heard,” the tall man re-
plied. “Let me fire a question or
two at you, Doctor. Miss Gordon has
had a vet out here three or four
times. He's examined the droppings

and saliva of the sick cows. He says
it's arsenic.”
“The symptoms indicate it,” the

scientist cut in.

“Then is there any way a solution
of arsenic could have been used to
poison the grass?”

“In spots, yes! But it would be
much easier to spread crystals of

white arsenic. It would take tons of
it, however, to do any widespread
damage. In view of the size of the
area that appears to be contaminated,
| can’'t believe that any form of com-
mercial arsenic is being used. | think
it equally incredible that some un-
known species of noxious weed has
suddenly appeared in this section of
Nevada, with such deadly results.”

“That seems to rule out the two
most probable causes we have ar-
rived at,” Rip said. “This country is
highly mineralized. | understand
arsenic is found in combination with
silver, sulphur and many other min-
erals; Would it be possible for it to
work up through the soil in sufficient
quantities to kill stock?”

Doctor Shanks pushed his chair
back from the dinner table, a wry
smile on his thin face. “l can give
you only a left-handed answer to
that,” he declared. “Under certain
conditions, | suppose some soluble
compound could reach the surface.
To my knowledge there’'s no certified
case of it ever having occurred. Near
Leadville, Colorado, some years ago,
that theory was advanced to explain
the mysterious death of livestock in
a coulee where cattle had been grazed
for a long time. The grass was good
there, and the stock had always done
well. One spring, they began dying.
It happened two or three years run-
ning. Cowmen claimed it was some-
thing that had worked up through
the soil. They kept their cows away
from it, then, and let it go back to
brush. Nothing was ever proven
scientifically. Fire swept that coun-
try several times, and that seemed to
cure the trouble. Professor Donalson,
of the University of Colorado, and
| visited the spot a few years back;
we failed to find any trace of arsenic
or any of its compounds... .What
have you done with the carcasses of
the cows that died yesterday, Mr.
Nightwind?”

“1 had them buried. | thought that
was the safest thing to do.”

“Cremation would have been bet-
ter. But that's all right. If you'll
give me a few minutes I'll get into
my field clothes and we can start out.
I'll take a microscope and a few



things along. This evening we can
set up a little laboratory in one of

your unused sh.eds. I've brought
everything with me that I'll need to
make the Reinch’s test. It's tedious,

but I've found it the most satisfac-
tory.”

T HIS request they went direct-
ly to the scene of the latest out-
break of the mystifying sickness.

“They died here, within a few
yards of each other, Doctor,” Rain-
bow told him. “That doesn't say
they weren’t sick when they reached
this spot; they may have been head-
ing toward the creek for water.”

“If it’s arsenic, they wouldn’t have
been looking for water; the stomach
couldn’t retain it. In acute poisoning
the interval between taking the ar-
senic into the stomach and the be-
ginning of the symptoms rarely
ranges beyond ten to thirty minutes.
You can depend on it that those cows
died within a few yards of where
they were stricken. This is good
clean range here; I think we can dis-
miss the possibility that any form of
plant life is in any way responsible
for what had happened. I want you to
get down on your hands and knees
with me and scrutinise the grass care-
fully. Arsenic crystals are a steel
gray. |If it’'s white, arsenious acid,
you'll find traces of white, flour-like
powder. If you see anything, call me
before you touch it.”

For half an hour the three men
crawled over the grass. They failed
to find the slightest evidence that
any foreign substance had been
sprinkled on it. Shanks was frankly
disappointed.

“The mystery deepens,” he said. “I
can't understand it. | didn't say any-
thing when | noticed that one of your
salt blocks for the stack had been
placed here, Nightwind; but it led
me to believe we wouldn’'t have to
look far far the answer to your trou-
ble.” He smiled apologetically at Rip
and the little one. “I guess | better
leave the detective work to you
boys.”

“What do
Grumpy asked.

“Well, if I wanted to go on a man’s

you mean, Doc?”
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range and poison his stock, I'd cer-
tainly spread my bait around his salt
blocks, knowing the cattle would
come to them. Then, too, salt acti-
vates arsenic with deadly effect. Sup-
pose we go on to another block and
look there.”

“We'll find several between here
and the creek if we swing off to the
east a little,” Nightwind told him. “I
think you've hit the nail on the head,
Doctor. As | recall it, it's always
been around the salt blocks that the
stuff has died.”

Riding along, an idea began to take
shape in Rip’'s mind. He did not
mention it, but when they reached
the next block and found a young
bull standing there, vomiting, its legs
stiff with cramps, he was further
convinced that what he was thinking
might hold the solution to the mys-
tifying problem,

“That bull won't last long,” Shanks
declared, “I'll make an autopsy as
soon as it dies,”

“One after another they go!”
Nightwind ground out Dbitterly.
“They aren’t any safer in here now
than out on the flat!” His tone was
accusing, Rip felt it and silently ac-
cepted his responsibility.

The animal collapsed within ten
minutes. A Hurried microscopic ex-
amination of bits of its liver definite-
ly established that arsenic was the
poisoning agent.

“Doctors you'll be busy for some-
time,” said Rainbow. “Grump and I
are going to leave you here with
Nightwind and swing off down the
creek for a mile or two. Where will
we find your main herd, Jim?”

“Working up toward those low
hills you see off there to the east. If
you're going that far you may run
into Honey and some of the boys.
They're branding calves in there to-
day. Better let them know who you
are, or they might open up on you.”

wW ell do that,” Rip said, as he and
Grumpy started to move away.

HEY soon lost sight of Jim and
Tthe doctor.

‘We're movin’ in purty close to
that scrub for not knowin’ what's
there/' the little man observed cau-
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tiously, when they were within a
hundred yards of the Horsethief.
“You csn take it for granted that it
was through here that them skunks
ran in their poison, night before
last!”

Just to the north of the creek the
mountains pinched up suddenly, the
irregular slope dotted with dense
stands of mahogany brush and
patches of aspen. Using them for
cover, a man could steal down out of
the Signals, cross the Horsethief, and
reach the heart of Rocking Chair’s
best range with little fear of detec-
tion.

“Beautiful and wild in through
there,” Rainbow remarked, swinging
off to the south a bit. “I wasn't in-
terested in crossing the creek, but |
thought if we stayed in rather close
until we got through these hills we'd
save time.”

The little one nodded, his vigi-
lance unrelaxed. The hills proved to
be no barrier, and they had ns soon-
er broken through them than they
saw the branding crew. The men saw
them at almost the same moment.
They rushed to their horses at once.
A few minutes later the partners
found themselves facing Honey and
four others. Niggeling grinned
sheepishly at discovering his mis-
take.

“With things the way they are, we
couldn’t afford to take a chance,” he

declared pointedly. “Yo're dang
lucky we didn't start blazin’ away
at yuh!”

“It’s all right, Heney,” Rip as-
sured him. “Jim told us we'd find
you in here. Any more stuff down
today?”

“1 didn’t see any, but Malone, says
he spotted a critter that had folded
up about noon.” Honey turned to
the gaunt, red-haired man at his side
for confirmation. “That right, Me-
lody?”

“Yeh, | heard a calf bawlin’ in the
brush over there in the bend where
yuh see the break in the willers,”
Melody explained. “I went after it.
The calf was all right, but his mammy
was jest about dead.”

“Is there a salt block
Rip inquired.

in there?”

“Yeh! | can ride over there with
yuh if yuh want.”

“Much obliged, but you don’'t have
to bother,” Rainbow protested. “We’ll
just swing over to the creek and head
back.” He raised his hand and said
“So long!”

The men returned to their work.

“l1 don't know what's on yore
mind,” Grumpy complained. “Lookin’
at some more dead cows ain't goin’

[IE1]

to tell us anythin’.

“Finding them dead around these
salt blocks is telling me plenty,” Rip
returned, “Near the break in the
trees, Malone told us. Do you see
anything?”

“Yeh, there's a block in there. |1
don’'t see the cow.”

“l don't care about the cow. You
wait here a minute!”

Rainbow rode up to the familiar-
looking Mock of compressed salt, and
got down. With his knife, he started
to break off a piece of the block. As
he struck downward with the blade
a rifle coughed murderously in the
brush ahead of him.

The slug whined past his head
close enough to whip his hat away.
Before he cauld throw himself back
from the block, a second shot split
it to fragments. Hugging the earth,
he jerked his gun out of the holster.

“Stay down!” Grumpy shrieked at
him.

Twenty yards away the little one
raced past him for the opening in
the willows. His rifle at his shoul-

der, and he was firing with deliberate
aim.

W] IP heard a horse break out of

>the creek bottom. Raising him-
self on an elbow, he had a brief
glimpse of a rider dashing through
the break and turning up the far side
of the creek. In the second before
he disappeared, Grumpy pumped a
shot into him. The man’'s rifle went
flying, and he seemed about to tum-
ble to the ground. But he caught
his saddle horn and hung on.

By the time Rainbow swung up
and got across the Horsethief, the
little one was five hundred vyards
ahead of him, and still riding reck-



lessly. Nothing could be seen of the
fleeing gunman.

Rip took up the chase. He real-
ized quickly that it was moving away
from the creek and toward the great
patches of mountain mahogany, high-
er than a mounted man’s head, that
ran up the slope of the Signals. He
lost sight of Grumpy presently. A
few minutes later the little one’s rifle
cracked sharply. Rip turned to the
left, in the direction from which the
shot had sounded.

“Grump!” he yelled. “Did you
fetch him?”

“Good Josephine, no!” the little
man screeched wrathful, “Git over

here, Rip!”

He found Grumpy standing up in
his stirrups, watching the patches of
brush ahead of him with a piercing
squint.

“What happened?” Rip demanded.

“1 lost the miserable rat! | don't
know whether he turned right or
leftl 1 know he’'s bad hurt! You
all right?”

“Yeh! Did you get a good enough
look at this man to know him again?”

Grumpy nodded fiercely. “1'd know
him, all right!” He wheeled his horse
around suddenly. “Here comes Honey
and the rest! We’'ll fan out now and
run this gent down!”

But an hour’'s diligent searching
failed to reward them with anything
beyond scattered bloodstains on the
brush. Rainbow called Grumpy and
the others in.

“Looks like he got away,” he told
them. “He evidently knew where ha
was going.”

“Into Orphan Canyon and over the
hills to the Openin,” Melody Malone
asserted. “He pulled that neat trick
by turnin’ back to the crick when
yuh figgered he was all out to climb
the slope.” -

“l reckon that's what happened,”
Honey agreed. “He ain't between us
and the Horsethief now.”

There was nothing to do' but turn
back.

“Mo need to feel down about this,”
Rip said. “At least, we know what's
been Kkilling the stock. We can stop
that in a hurry.”
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“Wal?” Grumpy questioned, as
puzzled as the rest,

“Why, the salt blocks! When that
bird saw me trying to chip off a
piece, he knew the secret was out.
That's why he tried to kill me. Those
blocks are loaded with arsenic!”

Melody shook his head. “I don't
see how that can be,” he said flatly,
“Honey and me put out these blocks
along the crick.”

“You're mistaken, Melody,” Rain-
bow declared confidently. “You'll
find the blocks you set out are not
the ones that are there today!”

CHAPTER IX
The Sheriff Comes Riding

AINBOW and Grumpy were
K the first to reach the house
with news of what had oc-
curred along the creek. Nightwind
came out on the gallery and hailed
them as they passed,
“Doctor Shanks and | got in an
hour ago,” he said, “We were be-
ginning to wonder what had become

of you. Glenna wants you to come
in to supper. We were just about to
sit down.”

“We'll go in with you, but supper
will have to wait,” Rip told him,
swinging into the rail. The crisp-
ness of his tone told Nightwind that
something important had happened.

“Did you boys run into trouble?”
he asked quickly.

“Plenty of it!” the tall man an-
swered. “Suppose | tell it to the
three of you; it'll save time.”

Glenna caught the excitement the
partners brought into the dining
room, Nightwind’s tense face quick-
ened her alarm.

“Is it bad news, Jim?” she asked,
with a sharp intake of breath.

“Quite the contrary, Miss Gordon,”
Sip answered for himself. He pulled
out a piece of the shattered salt
block. “This is what has been Kkill-
ing your cows! | got that idea this
afternoon. It took a rifle slug to
prove it to me.”

He gave them a full
what had happened,

“Thank heaven, we know at last!”

account of
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Glenna exclaimed, her voice tremu-
lous with relief. “And what good

fortune that you weren't even
scratched, Rainbow!” She turned to
Nightwind. “You can send out a
wagon tonight and pick up the
blocks.”

“Of course! But | don’t see how it

can be the blocks. We got them
from the Nevada City Mercantile;
They've been selling the same kind
to us for years.”

“Somebody changed them on you,
Jim,” Grumpy spoke up. “You can
prove that by comparin’ one with
what you've got in the barn. Yore
microscope will show that, won't it,
Doc?”

“l1 think so,” Doctor Shanks mur-
mured, busily engaged in examining
the chunk of salt Rainbow had hand-
ed him, “A test with a piece of cop-
per and some hydrochloric acid will
do even better.” He glanced at Glen-
na. “If you'll excuse me, Miss Gor-
don, I'll see what | can find. It
shouldn’t take me ovejr half an hour.”

An unused shed next to the black-
smith shop had been placed at his
disposal. Nothing had been done
about arranging it for his use, how-
ever.

“I'll go down with you, Doctor,”
Nightwind offered. “You’'ll need a
table and light.”

“I'll tag along,” Grumpy muttered.
He had caught Rip’s glance and in-
terpreted it correctly.

The latter got up as the three men
hurried out.

“Please have your supper!” Glenna
urged, “I'll have Hilda try to keep
things warm for the others. If you
want to freshen up a bit, you'll find
things in the room at the end of the
hall.”

Rainbow thanked her. When tie
returned to the dining room his sup-
per was on the table.

“I'm so glad | had the courage to
do as you advised,” Glenna told him.
“And it did take courage—with
things going from bad to worse.”
m“l know without waiting to hear
what the doctor finds that you won't
have any more poisoned cattle to
worry about,” said Rip. “l wish |1
could tell you that it meant the end

of all your troubles. | think it is
reasonable to suppose that the men
who want the Rocking Chair will
try something else now. | want you
to be more careful than ever. I've
seen enough of Honey and Melody to
know they're good men; I'd like to
feel that when you leave the house
that one or both of them are with
you.”

LENNA was slow in answering.

“l1 felt relieved for a moment,
but that seems to have been a mis-
take, You sound so serious—"

“l mean to be serious,” Rainbow
declared soberly. “What happened
this afternoon cleared up two or
three things in my mind. | know
those men are still after this ranch.
There’s something on it they want;
it's still here, and they are deter-
mined to have it. As I've told yoa
before, 1 don’t pretend to know what
it is.”

“But if it's so priceless to them,
why haven't they taken it? Thay
must have had opportunities. Or
can it be something they are unable
to remove?”

“1 doubt it! 1'd much sooner be-
lieve they are convinced it is safe
where it is—that we can’t possibly
find it. Rather than attempt to take
it and risk being caught, they prefer
to leave it where it is.”

Glenna toyed unconsciously with
her empty cup for a moment. “It's
incredible to me that Cheng could
have had a secret as dangerous as
this—costing his life and Father’s,”
she murmured. “Do you still feel
that it has any connection with the
Chinese who are being smuggled in
across the plateau?”

“My hard-headed partner insists
that it hasn't.” Rip smiled in his
tight-lipped way, “I'm beginning to
agree with him. But not entirely. |1
know this gang was organized for the
purpose of running aliens; it's the
business that holds them together
and supplies the money for their
other activities.”

“Haven't you evidence enough to
break it up?”

“Yes, but we want that bunch for



murder. You wouldn't settle for
anything less, would you?”

“Never!” Glenna exclaimed em-
phatically. “No matter how long it
takes, I'll insist on that!”

They heard Doctor Shanks and the
others on the gallery. The doctor’s
manner indicated that the test had
confirmed Ripley’s contention.

“There’s been enough white ar-
senic introduced into the salt to make
it deadly poisonous!” he declared. ‘T
tested samples of the blocks that are
stored in the barn. They are perfect-
ly all right!”

Nightwind was so aroused he could
not contain his anger. “It was a
fiendish trick!” he burst out. “We
know it was Mullhall. 1'd like to use
a gun on the dirty rat!”

“We know it, but we can’'t prove
it,;” Rip told him. “This thing will
keep. If | thought anything was to
be gained by forcing a showdown
with Mullhall at this time, 1I'd be
quick to suggest it.”

He did not intend it as a rebuke.
Jim took it that way, however. “I'm
not trying to cross you,” he got out
stiffly. “You outguessed me the oth-
er night when you had me call the
men in. | was against it. But you
were right. | presume you're right
about this, too. On the other hand,
it's my job to hold this outfit togeth-
er. There's a limit to what | can
take from Mullhall. 1 can’t sit back
and wait for him to come at the
ranch again. I'm sending a couple
men up into the Signals to watch the
trail that comes in from the Open-
ing. | propose to keep them there
just as long as | think there's any
danger from that direction. If any-
body .tries to get through them,
they’ll do the shooting and leave it
to someone else to ask the ques-
tions!”

It was a forthright statement, and
it had a ring that Rainbow liked.
“You're certainly justified in taking
that step,” said he. “I'm for any-
thing you can do to protect Rocking
Chair.”

ightwind left as soon as h8
had finished his supper. The
arthers sat out on the gallery with
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Glenna and the doctor for a while
before they walked down to the cot-
tage. They were no sooner alone
than the little man began to bristle.

“Why did you pitch into Jim like
that?” he demanded hotly. “That
boy is a hundred per cent all right!”

“I'm surer of it tonight than I ever
was,” Rainbow answered frankly.
“But | don’t want him to go on the
prod and upset the apple-cart for us
before we get our foot in the door.”

“Does that mean we're going back
to rootin’ around Horsethief Can-
yon?”

“No, I'm going to take Mullhall’'s
word for it that we can’'t find any-
thing there. Give them a little rope
and they may lead us to it. The fat
man’s on my mind. | imagine he’s
too smart to risk being seen visiting
Buck at the ranch. When they get
together it's undoubtedly in Nevada
City’'s Chinese quarter. 1 don’'t be-
lieve we could do better than to move
into town for a few days and pay
Mr. Sam Lee Duck a visit.”

He changed his plans in the morn-
ing, for when he and Grumpy went
in to breakfast, they found Marsh
Burling there. The sheriff jerked an
unfriendly nod at them and contin-

ued to direct his conversation to the
other men at the table. The crew

was completely taken in by this
show of thinly veiled hostility. In
the course of his remarks Marsh an-
nounced that he was riding up to the
Opening. His eyes strayed toward
Rainbow. The latter nodded that he
understood.

Nightwind sat through it, a tense,
embarrassed look on his young face.
When the sheriff left, the foreman
walked out with the partners.

“I'm sorry,” he told them. *“I sup-
pose it's about what you could ex-
pect from the surly old fool—trying
to ignore you like that.”

“Forget it,” Rip said carelessly.
“We'll see to it that he doesn’t get in
our way. Has the doctor decided
what he’s going to do about going
back?”

“Yes, I'm driving him in this morn-
ing. He’s convinced we have no fur-
ther need of his services.”

“1 think that's true,” Rip agreed.
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“We’'ll go up_to the house and say
good-bye to him.”

Thirty minutes late? he and the lit-
tle one saddled up and rode north,
their announced intention being to
spend the day in Horsethief Canyon.

“Don’'t take nothin’ for granted
with this man Burling,” Grumpy
warned, as they left the house be-
hind.

“1I'm net simple enough to do oth-

erwise,” Rip replied. “You keep
your eyes peeled, and I'll do the
same.”

They expected that Marsh would
draw them a long way up the Horse-
thief before they caught sight of
him, but as they were passing the
spot where Nightwind had seen
Cheng Wah, a low whistle reached
them, and they saw the sheriff sit-
ting his horse, back in the brush.

“l1 put the frost on you pretty
heavy at breakfast,” he said, as they
pulled in, “1 thought it was the
thing to do.” He gave them a hard
scrutiny. “What were you boys look-
ing for alQng here the other day?”

The question, unexpected
straightened Rip up. “Where do you
get your information?” he asked,
wondering if Burling had not tripped
himself already. But old Marsh
laughed,

“1 watched you all afternoon,”

Grumpy glared at him fiercely. “So
that was you over there, eh?”

“Yeh, and | kept you in sight most
of the next day. I'd spent the night
at Mulihall’'s place. When | noticed
the attention his gunslingers was
givin’ the creek, | hung around,
thinking you might need a little help
if you got jumped,” His eyes puck-
ered up under their hooded brows
“If it’s stiil a fair question, what were
you after?”

“We were looking for the secret to
these murders,” Rip told him. “That's
about as definite an answer as | can
give you. I'm sure Mullhall could do
better.”

“1 don’'t doubt it,” Burling mut-
tered laconically. He pursed his
lips thoughtfully and communed with
himself for a moment. “1 don’t blame
you boys for not opening up to me.
You're still asking yourselves where

| stand. . . let’'s be frank
about it.”

“As the saying goes, we're from
Missouri,” said Rainbow. “We're
waiting for you to put your cards
on the table,”

“Fair enough! Would it interest
you to know that Buck Mullhall has
a dead man on his hands this morn-
ing?”

Come on,

M P IP  smiled inscrutably and
JRb Grumpy Ilooked on with a
wooden expression on his grizzled
face.

“It would interest us plenty if he
were the right man,” the former ob-
served.

“This fellow had a rifle slug be-
tween his shoulder-blades. He ran
into it some time late yesterday aft-
ernoon.” Marsh Burling’s eyes were
as blank as Rainbow’s. “It’'s the first
time | ever knew a man to shoot him-
self in the back.”

“That is rather amusing,” Rip
agreed. “Have you seen the man?”

“No, I'm not supposed to know
anything about it. Slick Hanaford
arrived in town last evening for Doc
Nesbit. His story was that one of
the crew had accidentally shot him-
self, Doc went out to the ranch. He
couldn’t do anything. He saw the
wound. No powder marks, though
they gave him a song and dance
about a dog knocking down a rifle
that was leaning against the bunk-
house wall just in back of where this
gent was sitting. Doc pretended to
believe that yarn, though he knew
the man wouldn’t have bled to death
that quickly if he had just been
picked up and carried inside to his
bunk. | gather that he came a long
way with that slug inside of him.”

“What was his name?” the tall man
inquired bluntly.

“Kit Springer.”

The partners recalled the name.
Springer had been with Daggett and
Hanaford that day at Newt Furey’s
shack,

“Was he a little fella?” Grumpy’s
guestion was casual enough, but it
failed to deceive Burling, Marsh
nodded to himself.

“About your size,” he answered,



with a shrewd smile. “l surmised
that you boys knew considerable
about it.”

“We can tell you the rest,” said
Rip, his confidence in Burling’s in-
tegrity on the upswing. “I'd like to
put a question to you first. You
knew that Mullhall tried to buy the
Gordon outfit. Whose money was
he going to use?”

“Not his own, Ripley. Buck ain't
up in those figures yet. He couldn't
have been looking to Daggett for it
Maybe the old pirate he rents from in
town might have offered to make him
a loan. Fat Sam’s got the money.”

It gave the partners a little jab of
surprise.
“Fat Sam?” Rainbow queried.

“Sam Lee Duck, the boss of China-
town,” Marsh explained.

“He and Mullhall are friendly, are
they?”

“l1 don’t know how friendly they
are, but they seem to get along all
right. Fat Sam makes it his busi-
ness to get along with white men,
though there’s not a Chink in Nevada
City who ain't scared to death of
him. Are you interested in him at
all?”

“Considerably, Burling. W hen
Nightwind was driving us out to the
Rocking Chair the evening we ar-
rived, a Chinese tried to bushwhack
us at Silvey’'s Creek. You couldn’t
make me believe a white man hired
him to do the job.”

The sheriff took it phlegmatically.
“What happened to the Chinaman?”

“He was killed. The body was
taken away during the night. We
started in the next morning to make
a report to you. When we stopped
at the creek we found there v/as
nothing there. Without a corpus
delecti—"

“That part’s all right,” Marsh got
out gruffly. “The less said about it,
the better. It's unusual for a China-
man to go gunning for white men,
Fat Sam may know something about
it. But you boys had just hit town.
What could he have had against
you?”

“Maybe he was trying to do one
of his friends a favor. Mullhall and
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Daggett knew what we were doing in
Nevada City.”

“1 wonder,” Burling muttered. He
puzzled over it for a moment or two.
“The trouble with that argument is
that the favor that was owing was
the other way around. When Buck
opened the Lucky Boy it was Sam
Lee Duck who backed him.”

It came as no surprise to the part-
ners.

“1 suppose he put Mullhall on the
ranch,” Rip suggested.

“1 guess he did,” Marsh acknowl-
edged. “Buck’s always made money
for him.”

Grumpy let out a sarcastic snort.
“1'll bet he has!”

CHAPTER X
Deadline of Danger

AINBOW had gone as far as
I\/I he cared to in regard to the
fat man. Arbitrarily turning
the conversation back to the subject
of the poisoned salt blocks and the
shooting on the previous evening, he
said:—
“1 want you to consider what I'm
going to say in connection with these
facts, Sheriff. You're familiar with

them; you know Mullhall tried to
buy Rocking Chair. He didn't get
anywhere. A few days later Trig

Gordon was slain. It left a young,
inexperienced girl with a big ranch
on her hands. MullhaH’s gang fig-
ured it was better than an even bet
that she’d be glad to sell it. When
she crossed them up by announcing
her intention to go on with the
spread, they tried to whip her into
line by poisoning her cattle. They
picked up the salt blocks Nightwind
had set out and planted a bunch of
their own that they had spiked with
arsenic.”

He gave Marsh the whole story.
The big, man sat there,'grim and for-
midable, saying nothing at the end
but doing his own thinking. “That’s
all right, as far as it goes,” he said,
at last. “Your evidence is largely
circumstantial but it's strong enough
to pin this poisoning job on Buck.”



60 Real Western

“That’s not what I'm after!” Rip
asserted.

“Of course it ain't! I'm willing to
believe there's something on this
ranch that that gang wants. But
that doesn’t get you anywhere if you
can't name it. Yoii know without my
telling you that you're not going to
convict anyone of murder till you
can produce a motive.”

The partners could muster no argu-
ment against that appraisal of the
situation. Certain facts were in their
possession that they had not com-
municated to Marsh, but they knew
he had hit the nail on the head. Rain-
bow didn’'t hesitate to admit it.

“Crooks give their secrets away
when their patience wears thin,” he
said. “I know the thing this bunch
is after is still here. When they find
that Glenna Gordon can't be discour-

aged into, selling out, they’'ll come
after it.”
Burling pulled at his mustache

thoughtfully. When he spoke it was
seemingly to turn the conversation
far afield from the subject they were
discussing. “Have you ever seen a
Mexican crushing ore in an arrastre?”

“Sure, many times!” Grumpy an-
swered. “I've heard 'em claim they
was usin’ the arrastre, when all they
was doin’ was spreadin’ their ore out
on a bed of natural rock and crushin’
it by hookin’ a mule to a slab of hard
quartz and draggin’ it around the
rock bed. That ain't the real thing.”
He fixed the sheriff with a glance.
“Why do you bring it up?”

“Only because I'm wondering if
something | stumbled across on
Mullhall’s high range the other day
could have any connection with what
we are talking about. It looked to
me like they had begun to build an
arrastre up there. The bottom pan
of rock is all there, and it's been
carefully set. Room.has been leit in
the center for a post. The few times
I've seen that kind of milling being
done, a revolving beam was always
attached to a center post and mules
harnessed to it and driven around and
around.”

“That's right,” Rip agreed, not try-
ing to conceal his interest. “It's
never been used?”

“No, it's not finished. I'd swear,
though, that what work has been
done on it has been done this spring.
A little stream comes down out of
the Signals right there where the
water could be led in to flow over
it. Fm no authority on that sort of
u contrivance; it could be something
entirely different from what | think
it is. But if | am right tell me what
Buck is building a thing like that
for. He had Quinn River Bill and
another man out on a grubstake last
summer. They filed a claim or two,
but that was the end of it. Where's
the ore going to corne from that he's
planning to mill?—still saying I'm
right about this.”

HE question pointed up possibil-
I ities that Rainbow found irresist-

ible. “Can you show us this thing,
Burling?”
“Naturally! But if | go in there

with the two of you, and we're seen,
it'll tip my hand. 1 figure | can be a
lot more use to you if we can keep
up the bluff that I don’'t want any
part of you. |1 can tell you the best
way to get there. But | don’t ad-
vise you boys to try it; you know
what you'll be running into if you're
spotted.”

Grumpy scowled, knowing Rip’s
decision was already taken. He was
not surprised to hear him asking
Marsh for the directions. The sher-
iff left them there, and they proceed-
ed up the canyon alone.

“He says to go through the Open-
ing for a mile, and then turn back
and come in by the west portal,”
Rainbow pointed out. We'll swing
hard to the right then and keep to
the hills.”

“Chances are they’'ll bury us in
them hills!” the little one snapped
out furiously. “If | ever saw a dou-
ble-cross set up, with a couple suck-
ers ridin’' into a jackpot, this is it!”

“We've got our eyes open,” the tail
man answered, quite unperturbed,
“1f we run into trouble well try to
make the best of it. | happen to
think Burling is on the level. This
will prove whether he is or not.”

“And a lot of good that'll do us if
we git cut down!”



Rainbow let him grumble as they
rode along. He knew that very little
would escape Grumpy when he was
in that mood.

Several times they thought they
were being spied on from across the
creek. But they left the canyon be-
hind and struck through the Opening
without difficulty. Moving out to-
ward Sentinel Butte, as though they
were going on across the plateau,
they proceeded only far enough to be
sure they could not be seen from the
low ridge that guarded MullhalFs
range. Swinging far to the left, then,
they reached the west wall, skirted
the ridge for a quarter of a mile, and
then moved up into the first fold of
the hills and the scrub timber.

“The first little stream we come to
will be the one,” said Rainbow.

The little man nodded, his roving
eyes never still. He whipped up his
gun several minutes later, but it was
only a deer breaking through the
brush ahead of them. The sound of
its flight died away in the distance
and a stillness broken only by the
creaking of their saddle leather re-
turned to the hills.

Moving slowly and carefully, thir-
ty minutes passed before the mur-
mur of flowing water reached them.
At the bottom of a brush-choked glen
they found the tiny creek Burling
had described. They had not fol-
lowed it more than two hundred
yards, when it described almost a
half-circle to get around a small,
rocky flat. Save for a narrow open-
ing, where the tiny stream broke
through to the southeast, the hills
threw a protecting screen about this
natural cup,

“Hold up!” Rip cautioned, “This
ought to be it. We’'ll hang back here
in the trees and have our look with
the glasses.”

“We don’t need 'em!” Grumpy re-
turned. “l can see where they been
workin’' out there! Burling wasn't
lyin’ to us about this end of it!”

Rainbow studied the unfinished
arrastre and the surrounding hill-
side for ten minutes before he hand-
ed the binoculars to his partner.

“It's certainly a small arrastre,
Grump! And not slapped together,
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either. Two days’ work would fin-
ish it.” He shook his head in silent
argument with himself, “Neither of
us would have it that Cheng Wah's
secret was a gold mine, but it begins
to look as though we’'ll have to
change our minds about that.”

“Yeh!” the little one grunted, con-
tinuing to peer at the slightly con-
cave rock base of the arrastre.
“They're figgerin’ on workin' high-
grade ore, Rip! They've chipped out
little channels on the face of them
rocks. You know what this means?
What gold they can’'t wash out with
water is goin’ to be picked up with

quicksilver. We saw that done down
in Sonora.”

E CAN do our taking

f t later,” Rainbow advised.

“We'll get out of here now.”

They had put the little stream far
behind and were moving along the
low ridge that would take them to
the Opening, when their luck ran
out. They had carefully avoided the
ridge on their way in, but having
convinced themselves that one course
was no less dangerous than the other,
they had turned to the crest on the
chance that they might see what
went on behind Mullhall's line. The
stunted cedars that dotted the ridge
thinned out, and a long, narrow
mountain meadow opened before
them, They were half-way across
when three riders charged at them
from the rear. A moment later, four
others dashed out of the fringe of
cedars at the far end of the meadow.

“It's too late to run!” Grumpy
growled. “That damned badge-toter
framed us after all!”

“Just sit tight!” Rip advised. “This
bunch knows we’ll take at least a
couple of them along with us if they
try to wash us out with gun-play!”

“Mullhall and Daggett—both of
'em here!” the little one snarled.
“This thing was fixed up right!”

Rainbow shook off all thought of
Marsh Burling as the seven men
closed in on them in a tight circle.
Mullhall came pounding up, mur-
derous rage whipping through him.

“This is as far as you gents are
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goin’'!” he cried. “Biff,
Hanaford get their guns!”

“That'll be expensive, Buck,” Rip
observed thinly, “We've had some
experience along this line; before
anybody takes our guns we'll make
it necessary for Fat Sam to get him-
self a new partner. He might con-
sider it a favor.”

This last was pure surmise. Con-
necting Mullhall with Sam Lee was
enough to shake him, but to insinu-
ate that the relationship had struck
a dangerous snag literally rocked the
man. Being true, he refused to be-
lieve that Ripley was just shooting
in the dark. For days, he had been
harboring the suspicion that Daggett
was trying to undermine him. He
flashed a hostile glance at Speed. The
expression on the latter’'s face was
stony and contemptuous. It was not
any help to Buck.

Hanaford and Biff Darnell left the
circle and pressed in toward the pas-
tures a few feet and then hesitated.

“Do as | told you!” Mullhall roared
at them. “I'll show these snoopin’
pups they can’'t stick their nose on
my range!”

The two men were still in no hur-
ry to carry out his order. Grumpy
continued to regard them with an icy
intentness. Though he and Rip were
holding their own for the moment, he
knew they would not be able to talk
themselves out of this jam.

“Sounds like you had something
here to hide, Buck,” Rainbow ob-
served with exasperating non-
chalance.

“What

you and

I've got here is my busi-
ness!” was the defiant answer. *“I
warned you that it wouldn't be
healthy for you in this country, and
I'll prove it to you!”

“Stop the palaverin’, Buck!” Quinn
River Bill growled. “If we've got
to stop this pair we’'ll never find a
better place for it! To hell with
takin’ their guns! Jest give the
word and we'll open up on 'em!”

“You're right, Bill! This has gone
far enough!” Mullhall’s glance ran
over his men. “When I—" He
checked himself abruptly as he saw
a horseman top the ridge and hurry
toward them. “Hellsfire!” he snarled

disgustedly. “It's Burling! Why'd
that damned old fool have to show
up just now?”

Daggett’'s shoulders lifted cynical-
ly, “Suppose you answer that one
yourself; you're running things.”

How much the sheriff's presence
changed the situation remained a
question in the partners’ minds.
Marsh glared at them as he came up,
and then directed his attention to
Mullhall,

“What's wrong, Buck? These men
making you some trouble?”

“We caught 'em snoopin’ around in
here! I'll be damned if I'll have it,
Marsh! This is private property;
they ain’t got no right on it! We
was just getting ready to throw 'em
off—"

'LL take that job off your

hands!” Burling declared an-
grily. He turned to Rip and Grum-
py. “I told you gents not to over-
step yourselves. You may be pri-
vate detectives, but that don't give
you the right to invade a man's
ranch. If you wanted anything here,
why didn't you take the road and go
to the house?”

Rainbow gave him the sort of an-
swer he believed the man wanted.
“That may be your way of solving a
case, Burling, but it isn't ours. You
can call it trespassing if you care to,
I know if Mullhall didn't have some-
thing to hide, he wouldn't be so
wrathy,”

“That's your opinion!” Marsh re-
torted. “Have you got any evidence
to back it up?”

“NO—"

“Well, then, you get your horses
turned around and head for the
ridge! I'll be right behind you all
the way to the road! |If you ever
catch them in here again, Buck, | ad-
vise you to swear out a warrant
against them. It'll be a pleasure to
serve it. . . Get moving!” He ges-
tured toward the ridge with his gun,
and the partners pointed their mounts
in that direction.

The wonder to Rainbew was that
Mullhall let them go, A shot in the
back wouldn’t have surprised him.
But they got over the ridge and



reached the road without incident.
Burling ordered them to halt,

“That was a close shave,” he said,
as he came wup. “l didn't know
whether | could get away with it or
not,”

“You saved our bacon!” Grumpy
declared, a wide grin spreading over
his leathery face. “I reckon it's up
to me to admit | had you all wrong.
I shore had you down for a double-
crossin’ snake.”

Marsh chuckled. “1 gathered as
much. No hard feelings, Grumpy.
The three of us will crack this thing
before we’'re through. But don’t
take no chance like that again!”

He asked about the arrastre.

“You were right about it,” Rainbow
told him. “It took time and money
to put it together as carefully as
that. Buck wouldn’t have gone ahead
with it unless he knew where the ore
Was coming from.”

They spoke only for a minute or
two, suspecting they were being
watched.

“We’'ll part company here,” Marsh
advised. “You boys go down the
canyon alone. If | want to get in
touch with you, 1'll find a way.”

When they reached the bottom of
the slope, they paused to let their
horses drink. Grumpy was ready
with a question.

“Shouldn’'t we have told Marsh
what we'know about Fat Sam’s busi-
ness? You as good as told Mullhall,”

“1 had to needle Buck with some»
thing in a hurry when he stopped us.
We can tell Burling the next time
we meet.”

Rainbow got down to quench his
own thirst.

“Did you notice how that crack of
mine about Sam Lee Duck being in-
terested in getting through with him
got to Mullhall?” the tall man
queried.

Grumpy nodded. “It hit a sors
spot. Him and Daggett ain’'t any toa
friendly, either. What do you sup-
pose the rub is?”

“It may be what | told Burling this
morning. Crooks have very little pa-
tience. 1'd expect the fat man to be
an exception. It well could be that
he insists on leaving things as they
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are a while longer, and that Mullhall
wants to start using his arrastre.
Daggett will certainly side with Fat
Sam, hoping to step into Buck’s
shoes if a scrap develops,”

Rip had got his drink and climbed
back in the saddle, when he and the
little one caught the unmistakable
tattoo of thudding hoofs. They ex-
changed an apprehensive glance.

“Whoever this is, he's runnin’ his
hoss purty hard,” Grumpy muttered.
He gave his gun-belt a perfunctory
hitch, just to be sure it was there,
and moved in off the road another
foot or two. Rip followed.

“This may be someone looking for
the sheriff, Grump, We’'ll tell him
where we left Burling, and that's all.”

They caught sight of the rider be-
fore he saw them.

“Hunh!” Grumpy jerked out in
surprise. “It's Shep Rockingham!
Hs must be here for us!”

They pulled into the
hailed him.

“Miss Gordon wants' you to come
to the house at once,” Shep told
them. “She’'s got something she
wants you to see. Sugar found it in
the kitchen, in back of the stove.

Miss Gordon thinks Cheng hid it
there.”

“Do you know what it is, Shep?”
Rainbow asked.

“Sugar told me it was a little stone
mug, half full of gold dust. He was
giving the kitchen a good cleaning
out when—"

“Thank God, he didn't throw it
away!” Rip exclaimed, “If you boys
are tagging along with me, come onl
I want to see that stuff!”

road and

CHAPTER XI
An Unexpected Meeting

OLLOWING Sugar’s surpris-
F ing discovery, Glenna had or-

dered a thorough search made
of the kitchen. The stone mug, con-
taining about four ounces of coarse
gold of a surprising purity, was all
that could be found. Aware of what
the gold meant, she waited with
mounting eagerness for the partners
to arrive. They joined her in the



other, item in the Monitor tomorrow
that may mean something to you;
that Chinese bank down in ’Frisco
that's been holding Cheng Wah's
money has located a brother up in
Vancouver.”

“That's interesting,” Rainbow ob-
served. “Did you get that from San
Francisco?”

“No, Sam Duck told me this aft-
ernoon. The bank’s sent someone up
here in connection with it. To see if
there’'s any claims against the estate,
I suppose. Will you drop in tomor-
row?”

“If we get a chance,” Rainbow told
him. “If we wanted to have a talk
with Fat Sam, would we have any
trouble finding his place?”

“Not at all. Just go down the
main street of Chinatown till you
pass the Seng Choy Trading Com-
pany. That's the biggsst store down
there. About halfway down the next
block you'll see Sam’s place. It's a
one-story brick building, with his
name plastered all over the windows.”

The partners left him and stepped
into dining room. They found only
a handful of people there.

“Doesn’t seem to be anyone givin’
us the once-bver,” the little one ob-
served. “Reckon we won't be in town
long before that combine will have
somebody keepin’ cases on us.”

The Humboldt conducted a livery
and feed barn at the rear of the hotel,
reached by a back door at the end
of the hall.

“We don’t want to be tailed to-
night,” Rip said. “When we get
through here we’ll go back and have
a ldok at our horses. We can walk
down the alley, then.”

It was well after dark when they
started for the Chinese quarter. In-
stead of taking the road that ran past
the large willows, they slipped
through the fence that enclosed the
pasture lot and crossed the fields. By
moonlight, the section lost much of
its ugliness. Lanterns bobbed gently
in the evening breeze. Getting their
bearings by locating the building that
housed the Seng Choy Company, they
turned into a side road that ended
in the sagebrush. A hundred yards
brought them unobserved to the main
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street, where they found themselves
almost opposite Sam Lee Duck’s es-
tablishment. There were so few loit-
erers and passersby that Grtaipy re-
marked the fact.

“That's unusual, for a mild evenin’,
Rip.”

“It is,” the tall man agreed. “Let’s
stand here and watch Fat Sam’s place
a, few minutes. | can see a clerk in
there behind the counter. 1 suppose
the office and living quarters are out
in back.”

They had not had the store under
observation more than ten to twelve
minutes, when they saw the fat man
and Buck Mullhall emerge from a
back room. Finding Buck there did
not surprise them. They could not
hear what he was saying, but they
could see that his face was black with
rage. Lee Duck appeared to listen
imperturbably, even when Buck’s ges-
tures became threatening. With a
final tirade, the latter slammed out
of the door and strode up the street,
his shoulders hunched angrily.

“They're getting near the breaking
point,” Rip muttered, with manifest
satisfaction. “We’ll se° if we can’t
help things along.”

HEY waited until they were sure

Mullhall was not coming back

before they crossed the street.
Sam had disappeared in back again.
Approaching the door, the partners
thought the clerk was the only one
in the room, but as they stepped in-
side they found two furtive-eyed yel-
low men seated at a small table in
an alcove near the door, ostensibly
playing mah jong. Their interest in
the tiles was open to suspicion.

“A couple of Fat Sam’'s body-
guards,” Grumpy muttered under his
breath. * Same breed as the scar-
faced highbinder that blazed away at
me with the shotgun!”

“They know us,” Rip answered.
“We want to see Sam,” he told the
clerk. The latter shook his head em-
phatically and said in heavy pidgin:
m*/3%eiiy sorry, missa boss, him not
come now. Velly busy. You come
back all same tomorrow.”

“You tell Fat Sam we're here,” Rip
insisted. “You know who we are.

Fat
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Don't give us any argument about it.
He'll see us.”

The clerk hesitated momentarily,
and after a glance at the mah jong
players, shuffled out through a rear
door. When he reappeared a few mo-
ments later, Sam Lee Duck was with
him. The fat man gave the partners
a meaningless grin.

“1 have been expecting you, gentle-
men,” he said, his eyes opaque and
unreadable behind their mounds of
fat. “You honor my humble establish-
ment with your presence. Won't you
come into my office?”

“1 think we can transact our busi-
ness right here,” Rainbow replied.
“1've got a couple ounces of gold that
I want to turn into currency.”

“Certainly P The fat man permitted
himself an amused chuckle, “I
thought your business with me was
of another nature.” He gave Rip a
bland smile. “There are so many
places in town where you could have
been accommodated. Why do you
come to me with your gold, Mr.
Ripley?”

“Because you've handled the rest
of this stuff. | wondered if you'd
recognize it.”

He had the gold in a tobacco tin.
He handed it to the Chinese. Sam
Lee Duck waddled around to the rear
of the counter and lifted the small
brass pan out of the old-fashioned
balance he used. The clerk moved a
lamp nearer.

The partners watched the fat man’s
pulpy face closely as he poured the
gold into the pan. If what he saw
startled him in the least, he gave no
sign of it His expression was
vaguely mocking as he glanced up at
Rainbow. He spoke to his clerk in
his native tongue. The clerk hand-
ed him an eyescope.

A glance appeared to be enough for
Sam Lee Duck, He took the scope
from his eye, and his huge, obese
body began to shnke with laughter,
“I'm afraid this is a remarkably bad
joke, Mr. Ripley! You didn't expect
me to recognize this peculiarly
coarse dust. You were confident |
would deny any knowledge of it. It
is, of course, the same gold that my

countryman, Cheng Wah-kee began
bringing to me last fall.”

“How much did you buy of him?”
Rip demanded, trying to hide his
chagrin.

The fat man shrugged. “It will
take only a moment to be correct
about it. My accounts are always in
order,”

The clerk scurried into a back
room and returned with a ledger. He
cast up the account quickly.

“Two hundred and two ounces,” he
proclaimed.

“No great amount, you see,” Lee
Duck purred. “But a small fortune
for a humble Chinese cook.” His
counterfeit amusement faded sudden-
ly, and his narrowed slanting eyes
were hard as steel. “This gold you
have brought in is obviously some
Cheng Wah-kee had hidden some-
where. | had only to deny ever hav-
ing seen it before to convince you-
that 1 killed him. Oh, yes, it was as
simple as that in your mind!” He
shook his head with withering con-
tempt. “You will have to do better
that that. Murder is not my busi-
ness, Mr, Ripley.”

“There’s two opinions about that!”
Grumpy lashed out. “I ain’t no mind
reader, but 1 know the bushwhackin’
we almost rode into at Silvey’s Crick
wa’'n’'t thought up by the Chinaman
who was there to do the shootin’'!”

W | ET it go!” Rip intervened.

$L4 “Give me the money, Lee
Duck and we’'ll be on our way!”

The clerk weighed the gold and
gave the fat man the amount due.
From the bulging wallet the latter
counted out some bills and placed
them on the counter. Rainbow was
picking them up, when, for the first
time, the fat man noticed the ring he
was wearing. It wrung a startled
grunt out of him. His broad, yellow
face was no longer an impassive
mask. His eyelids lifted and sur-
prise pulled his mouth down. Rain-
bow caught it, and he sensed that it
was surprise mixed with regret and
fear,

“You wear the ring of the family
of Seng, Mr. Ripley. May | inquire



wfto found you worthy of such great
honor?”

“A brave and gallant member of
that family—Seng Mei-lang.”

The effect of that name on Lee
Duck was too profound to be dis-
sembled. A string of harsh Chinese
gutturals escaped him. He wagged
his head in what seemed to be bitter
self-reproach. “l1 am reminded of
your proverb that says if you will
have something well done, do it your-
self. Unfortunately, I have to de-
pend on fools.”

“1 agree with you if you are re-
ferring to the one we saw leaving
just before we came in.” Rip’s tone
was thin and taunting. “He could
be your undoing.”

The little one and he started for
the door, only to have the fat man
call them back. His eyes were crafty
again.

“Gentlemen, the China Specie Bank
of California has sent an agent here
to inquire into the estate of Cheng
Wah-kee. We were just about to sit
down to discuss the matter when my
clerk announced that you wished to
see me. Perhaps you have some
questions you would like to ask the
bank’s representative before they re-
lease the money; they have found a
brother, Chen Wo-ling.” s

“1 have,” Rainbow answered blunt-

ySam Lee Duck spread his fat hands
and bowed. “If you will honor my
unworthy home, follow me. 1| as-
sure you it will be quite safe.” The
diamond in his right ear sparkled
balefully.

Grumpy shook his head. “This
don’t sound right,” he growled. Over
his shoulder he shot a hostile glance
at the mah jong players.

“Come on!” Rainbow was insistent.

The fat man .led the way down the
hall and ushered them into his liv-
ing roem. The richness of its fur-
nishings caused the partners no sur-
prise. The room was large and dim-
ly lit. At one of the heavily draped
windows overlooking the river, a girl
stood, her back to them. A small
Siamese Kitten, its coat as black as
her hair, had perched on her shoul-
der, and she was stroking it idly. She
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turned as they entered, and Rain-
bow and the little one saw that it
was Seng Mei-lang,

She was as exquisitely beautiful as
ever. She wore the traditional sleeve-
less black gown of the Chinese, its
clinging smoothness revealing the
delicate perfection of her figure. She
did not appear surprised at finding
them there.

“Rainbow!” she exclaimed, with-
out raising her voice. “And Mr.
Gibbs!” Her slow smile laid its soft
caress on the tall man. He crossed
the room, and she gave him her
hand. “I knew you were in Nevada

City. | am staying at the home of
my cousin, Seng Choy. | saw your
names in the local paper.” She

turned to Lee Duck. “We are old
friends,” she explained.

The fat man nodded. “lI noticed
that he wears the lucky talisman of
the family of Seng. 1 expected, Mr.
Ripley to be surprised at finding you
were the bank’s agent.”

“1f 1 disappointed you you will
have to charge it to my intuition,”
said Rainbow, The sharpness of his
tone caused Mei-lang to speak at
once of her errand for the bank.

UR society was largely re-

- ¥ sponsible for locating Cheng

Wah-kee’s brother,” she said. *“I

doubt that claims will be made

against the estate. | will place the

required legal notice in the newspa-
per tomorrow.”

“You had a question to ask, Mr.
Ripley,” Lee Duck murmured, low-
ering himself into a chair. Mei-lang
had placed the kitten on the floor. It
leaped on a table and reached the
back of the fat man’s chair, where it
stood perched, its back arched an-
grily as it made noises at Grumpy,

“My question has been answered,”
said Rainbow. *“I just wanted to be
sure that this brother had not been
manufactured out of thin air for the
occasion. | don’t underestimate your
talents.”

A short laugh shook Sam Lee
Duck. *“Astonishing! You are a re-
markably suspicious man. When we
were interrupted, Miss Seng, you
were about to tell me something re-
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garding a letter that Cheng Wo-xing
had received.”

“Yes. It is fortunate that | can
mention it to the three of you. He
informs us that some time in Septem-
ber pf£ last year, his brother wrote
him that he had found gold, and that
he was cautiously taking out a little
at a time and not mentioning his se-
cret to anyone. The amount of mon-
ey he left seems to substantiate the
statement. But the bank has been un-
able to find any recard of his having
filed a claim.”

Fat Sam continued to pet the Kit-
ten for a moment or two. When he
lifted his multiple chins and met
Rainbow’s accusing eyes it was with-
out slightest sign that Mei-lang’s
story caused him any dismay.

“We know that in the course of his
prospecting he found gold,” he told
her. His tone was patronizing and
sure. “He brought me one hundred
and two ounces of it. Tonight, these
gentlemen appear with several ounces
more that Cheng Wah-kee had hid-
den. | recognized it at once.” He
spread his pudgy hands in an elo-
guent gesture of mock despair. “You
see, Miss Seng, Mr, Ripley and his
partner have already convicted me in
their minds of the death of Cheng
Wah-kee. Having bought his gold,
they presume to believe that | had
him watched, discovered his deposit
and had him murdered. They are
equally certain that | arranged to
have them slain. Fortunately, they
have no evidence to substantiate their
contentions, or they would not be here
playing cat and mouse with me.”

Mei-lang drew herself up proudly
and let the partners feel her displeas-
ure. “We Chinese are accustomed to
being regarded with suspicion,” she
exclaimed pointedly. ‘T am glad you
can jest about it, Lee Duck. You
have been a respected businessman in
Nevada City for almost thirty years
I, personally, know how generous
your contributions to the China So-
ciety have always been, as well as
your other benefactions. 1 do not
know on what this misunderstanding
is based, but before such an absurd
charge could be taken seriously,
something more definite than sus-

picion and ugly coincidence will have
to be produced.”

The -thought crossed Rip’'s mind
that the confidence she expressed in
the fat man had its purpose and was

not what she honestly believed.
Grumpy, however, was completely
taken in.

“He accused himself, Miss Seng!”
he declared resentfully. “He didn't
wait for us to say he had Cheng
knocked off—"

“That's neither here nor there!”
Rainbow interjected. “Il've always
found the last laugh to be much the
best one, and I'm sure that's been
Lee Duck’s experience, too. As for
this mine,, or whatever it was, that
Cheng had, his heirs have no claim
to it. In fact, by failing to register
it, he never had legal title to it him-
self. . , Did his brother produce the
letter of his own accord?”

“Certainly,” Mei-lang murmured.

“That’s enough, then, to remove
him from any suspicion of having
committed the crime. The fifty-odd
dollars | received tonight will be
turned over to you. And there is the
small matter of a month’s wages due
Cheng, which I'm sure Miss Gordon
will want to give you. These things
can be taken care of before 3>ou re-
turn to California.”

SERVANT came in with a pot
AmOf tea and a bowl of small al-

ond cakes, and bowed himself
Mei-lang filled the tiny cups, her
long, graceful fingers holding Rip’s
attention, Sam Lee Duck seemed to
only half listen to their conversation.
He had filled a tiny pipe, settled back
comfortably in his big chair, the Kit-
ten asleep in his lap and the blue
haze of tobacco smoke curling lazily
about him. He appeared as harm-
less as a beneficent, well-fed Buddha,
He took the cup of tea Mei-lang of-
fered him and sipped it between
puffs on his pipe. For all his seem-
ing inattention, he not only weighed
carefully every word that was spok-
en, but supplied his own answers to
much that was not said. When Mei-
lang turned the conversation back
to what Rainbow had said about
Cheng Wah's mine, it rang a danger

out.



signal in his shrewd mind, though he
continued to sip his tea with Orien-
tal gusto.

“You spoke as though you doubted
that Cheng Wah-kee had sunk a
shaft and opened a mine,” she said.
“Working alone, in just his spare
time, | don’'t suppose he could have
managed it.”

“He could hardly have kept it a
secret,”,said Rip.

“Then it must have been just a
rich, exposed ledge that he found.”

“That could explain it,” was the
guarded answer.

The fat man roused himself. “Have
you considered the possibility of his
having discovered a cache, Mr. Rip-
ley? The gold he found may have
been buried by some high-grader,
back in the days when the Old
Glory and other mines were pro-
ducing heavily.”

It gave Rainbow a better chance
than he had anticipated. “That would
hardly call for an arrastre, would it?”

Mei-lang failed to understand, but
Sam Lee Duck understood him per-
fectly. He exploded in a flesh-shak-
ing burst of laughter.

“So you have seen Mullhall's ar*
rastre, eh? That is very amusing-
connecting it with Cheng Wah-kee's
little pot of gold! Hadn’'t you heard
that he acquired title to the Old
Glory? He got it for two hundred
dollars. It is his intention to re-
work the old tailings.” Another
burst of laughter' shook Lee Duck.
“It shows how foolish a man can be!
I predict it will never show him a
profit!”

Rainbow had to admire the thor-
oughness with which this obese Chi-
nese covered himself. For two hun-
dred dollars he had acquired an iron-
clad alibi for the arrastre. It was
enough to make the tall man realize
what difficulties he and Grumpy
faced.

“It's been a very entertaining eve-
ning,” he said, as he saw Mei-lang
reach for her cape.

“1 trust this will not be your last
visit” Lee Duck got to his feet.
“You are a very good tonic, Mr. Rip-
ley.”

Rainbow dropped Mei-lang’s cape
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about her shoulders. The fat man
had a parting word for her. He
looked up to find Rip gazing down at
the eddying river. The tall man’s
thought was close to the surface and
Lee Duck read it correctly.

“It's very convenient, isn’t it?” he
inquired softly.

“Very—for certain purposes.”

“Exactly!” The accompanying
chuckle held a sinister note. “The
river undercuts its banks along here.
¥/hen they cave in it is very dan-
gerous if one is caught below,”

Rainbow nodded. “Dangerous and
final.”

The fat man accompanied them to
the street door. The two mah jong
players were still in the alcove.
Grumpy eyed them fiercely.

“I'm glad to git out of that place!”
he grumbled, as they hurried up the
street. “It was givin’ me the creeps!”

It was against custom for a Chi-
nese woman to be abroad after dark.
Mei-lang was aware of it. There were
only one or two men on the side-
walk, but from within doors curious,
interested eyes followed them.

“We haven't far to go,” Rip said,
conscious of the pressure of her
hand on his arm. “Have you anything
to say to me, Mei-lang?”

“Yes, and it may surprise you. You
came into the quarter the afternoon
you arrived in Nevada City. Hoy
Gee, who was very faithful to me
when | was in Black Rock, saw you
from a window. When he learned
why you were here, he went to my
cousin, Seng Choy. Choy wrote me.”

“Then you knew before you left
San Francisco that we were in Ne-
vada again?”

She smiled. “My errand for the
bank is only an excuse for my pres-
ence. .1 may need your help more
than you’'ll need mine.” Her tone
had become tense and sober. “That
man is shrewd and ruthless, Rain-
bow. I don’'t believe | fooled him in
the slightest degree tonight.”

Rip’'s mouth whipped tight. “If
your business concerns him, you are
not safe here!”

She nodded ever so slightly, and
he felt her fingers tighten their
pressure on his arm. “There is dan-
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ger here for both of us,” she whis-
pered,

CHAPTER XII
Grim Promise

URNING the corner of the
T rambling building that house.d

the Seng Choy Trading Com-
pany, Rainbow was struck by the un-
usual number of Chinese gathered
within. He knew it was the custom
of the men to congregate in the
stores in the evening, just as it was
their habit to visit freely on the
street. Seeing four or five there
would not have surprised him. But
there were over a dozen, and the
street was deserted. Coupled to-
gether, the two facts made him dis-
tinctly aware of the vague tension
that rested on the quarter tonight.
He could not help wondering if Mei-
lang’s presence had anything to do
with it.

“That may well be,” she said,
when he mentioned the matter.
“These people have been under Lee
Duck’s heel so long, and have been
so helpless to do anything about it,
that even a whisper of possible de-
liverance would excite them. The
source of the man’s prosperity is no
secret to them. But they have always
been afraid to say anything; they've
seen too many people disappear mys-
teriously after having dared to ques-
tion his business.”

She had a key to the side door
that led into the part of the building
in which Seng Choy lived with his
family,

“1 want you to come in for a few
minutes,” she said. “We are being
watched, of course.”

“Suppose we do a little of that our-
selves,” Grumpy suggested, “You go
in, Rip. I'll drift across the street
and keep an eye on this door.”

Seng Choy's wife and daughter
were in the living room. Mei-lang
spoke to them in Chinese, and when
they had withdrawn, she stood there
a moment, her back to Rip, a breath-
less eagerness on her lips. But she
was resolved to keep this moment
impersonal and not let him see what

being alone with him again meant
to her. When she turned to him, her
face was a beautiful and emotionless
mask, In a voice that was coldly
professional, she said:

“My mission here is not a happy
one. I—”

It was as far as she got, for in
Rainbow’s gray eyes she found some-
thing that defeated her. Her breasts
lifted as she held her breath.

“You have not changed since | saw

you last,” she murmured, in quite
another tone.
“Nor you. It's strange that ws

should meet again, Mei-lang. When
I saw you tonight | was foolish
enough to hope for a moment that
my being here was in some small de-
gree responsible for your presence
, . .1 could wish that were true.”

Her smile was warm and tender.
“Your intuition seldom fails you. If
it will please you to have me say it,
it is true.”

He caught her hand impulsively
and raised it to his lips. With his
voice tense with emotion, he said,
“1've never forgotten that | held you
in my arms for a moment once. |
knew it was the beginning and end
of a dream.”

“Please!” she implored, “Don’t
make this moment more difficult than
it is!”

“1 only want to be frank with you,
Mei-lang!- I am thinking only of
your safety when 1 tell you that |
want 3%0u to leave Nevada City as
quickly as you can. If | could have
my way, I'd put you on the train for
San Francisco tonight. | knew how
brave you are, but courage carried
too far is just foolhardiness.”

“Lee Duck—"

“It's not Sam Lee Duck | fear,
half as much as his white partners!
He, at least, knows his days are
numbered if he strikes at you. Your
people will see to that if no one else
does. But that won't mean anything
to Mullhall or Daggett. If they sus-
pect why you are here, they’'ll kill
you just as quickly as they would
Grump and me!”

IS concern touched her, but she
H shook her head firmly. “I



know you mean it for my good,” she

said. “l feel 1 have a duty to per-
form, however, and | refuse to be
frightened. . . You seem to take it

for granted that you know to what
I refer.”

“From what you've said, it can be
only one thing. In some way you've
learned that Lee Duck’s gang is part
of a ring that is smuggling aliens
into Nevada and shipping them to
California.”

“That is the ugly truth,” she ac-
knowledged. “Every intelligent Chi-
nese in America abhors this under-
ground business. The men who are
brought in are mostly poor, ignorant
Cantonese. Without knowing it
they virtually sell themselves into
slavery. You read in the newspapers
about tong killings in San Francisco
and New York. Oftener than not the
victim is just one of theae men who
has entered the country illegally and
been unable to keep up his payments
to the smugglers. We feel that the
Exclusion Act is a great injustice.
We hope to have it repealed, but we
know that will never be done until
we stamp out this criminal evasion
of the law.”

It didn't take Rip long to lay be-
fore her the evidence that Grumpy
and he had turned up.

“That ought to be enough,” he said.
“1 know that when those facts are
given to the Immigration Service,
they can move in and smash this
ring. But before that's done | want
to get the evidence to convict these
men of the murder of Cheng and
Gordon. If we can get a conviction
on one crime, we'll be able to get a
confession on the other. There’'s no
reason why you should run the risk
of remaining here. The matter of
smashing this smuggling ring will be
taken care of.”

“You've certainly made my task
very simple,” Mei-lang admitted.
“I'm not foolish enough to believe
you are anxious to have me leave be-
cause you are secretly afraid I'll take
some step that will defeat your plans.
I think we understand each other bet-
ter than that.”

“1l hope so,” he muttered soberly.

“Please don’'t scowl at me,” she
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said, with a smile. “Would you
agree to my staying if | were to
promise you that | shall do nothing
whatever about the underground?
There is work for me to do here
among my own people. They need
someone to advise them, Rainbow.”

He considered his answer for a
long moment before giving it. When
it came, it was a question. “Is that
your only reason for wanting to re-
main?”

Mei-lang gazed at him with an ob-
scure amusement. “You are so con-
fident of success that you refuse to
consider the possibility of my being
of some help to you, don’'t you?”

“Not at all!” he exclaimed gruffly.
“1 know what I've got ahead of me.
Your help would be priceless; but, |
refuse to permit you to take that
chance.”

“If 1 should insist?”

“Have it your way,” Rainbow said,
with a grim shake of his head. “I
hope you'll at least take the precau-
tion of picking out three or four men
you can depend on and keeping them
close to you. Grump and | will be
in and out of town. If we happen to
be up in the valley, and you heed
help, go to the sheriff. Don’t let the
talk you'll hear against him, and his
feud with us, fool you; Marsh Bur-
ling is all right. In the few hours
you have been here, have you heard
anything said about the attempt to
rub us out at Silvey’'s Creek?”

“One of Lee Duck’s hirelings was
seen for the last time that afternoon.
You saw the man your partner
killed. Did he have a deep knife
scar on his left cheek?”

“Yes, he did—it ran from the cor-
ner of his eye almost to his mouth.
., . What was his name?”

“Lun Fat. | don’'t believe you'll
ever be able to prove it.”

“Neither do I,” said Rip. “I'd al-
most have to produce the body, and
there isn’'t a chance in a million that
I could do that now. But Sam Lee
Duck has left himself open some-
where along the line. | know he's
clever, but he made a mistake when
he took white men into partnership.
If 1 succeed in pulling him down it



72 Real Western

will
gett.”

be through Mullhall or Dag-

HEN he was ready to leave he

made sure that the little one
was still across the street before he
opened the door. They struck back
toward town at once, too intent on
probing the shadows under the wil-
lows to have anything to say until
they reached the main road. Rain-
bow recounted what he had learned
from Mei-lang.

“Fat Sam won't risk trottin’ any of
those yellow boys down to the sta-
tion and puttin’ them on the train for
California as long as she's here!”
Grumpy declared. “If he's got any
of 'em on his hands, he’ll do some-
thin’ to git rid of 'em. He don’t aim
to be caught with any evidence like
that.”

“Maybe that was in his mind when
he spoke about those cut banks along
the river caving in without warning,”
the tall man observed thinly. “He
beat us to the punch tonight. But he
pointed up one thing that I can't get
out of my mind. . . What was the
source of Cheng Wah's gold? We
don’t know, and he knows we don't.
You build an arrastre to mill ore: on
the other hand, what Mei-lang said
about Cheng working by himself in
his spare time holds true. He
couldn’t have sunk a shaft and taken
out that quantity of gold. 1 wish I
had thought of going to an assayer
with the stuff | sold him tonight. A
good man might be able to tell us
something about it. 1 wouldn't mind
going all the way down to Reno to
find out.”

“We can go out to the ranch and
git what's in the safe in the mornin’',”
Grumpy suggested,

“1 think we better do it,” said Rip.
“This is one question we've got to
crack.”

They took a turn up and down the
street before going up to their room.
There was a crowd in the Lucky
Boy. The other saloons were almost
empty.

“You want to bust in here for a
minute?” the little one asked, as they
were passing Mullhall's place.

“Suppose we do. | wouldn't mind
seeing who Buck's got hanging
around.”

On their way up to the bar they
were aware of Daggett, playing cards

in the rear. There were the usual
onlookers about the table. Mullhall
was not in evidence. The partners

ordered a drink and ran an eye over
the crowd. Most of those present were
obviously cowpunchers, in from the
nearby ranches, and townspeople.
Several were not, but their faces
stirred no glimmer of recegnition in
the minds of Rip or the little man.
They hung around a few minutes.

“Nothing in there to interest us
particularly,” Rainbow said, as they
reached the street. “I'm almost ready
for bed.”

The little one pulled down the
shades before he lit the lamp in -their
room at the Humboldt. “Turn in if
you want,” he said. “I'm goin’ to
smoke my pipe a few minutes. You
can turn out die light.”

Rip looked up
“What's wrong?”

“A couple gents standing in a door-
way across the street. They seem to
be interested in this room. If they're
jest makin’ shore that we're in for the
night, they’ll drift along when the
light goes out.”

Rainbow pulled off his boots and
stretched out on the bed. If they
were being kept under surveillance it
was no less than he expected. The
effect of seeing Mei-lang again rested
heavily on him. He was aware of the
barrier that stood between them. He
knew it could never be levelled. And
yet she held all that he ever wanted
to find in a woman. With his face
turned to the wall, he could not re-
sist forgetting the realities for a
minute or two and permit the lure
of her to sweep along his racing
thoughts.

“It's been ten minutes,” Grumpy
broke in on his musing, “That's
more’'n time for a man to undress.
Suppose you douse the lamp.”

suspiciously.

ITH the room is darkness he
peered around the edge of the

shade. He continued to $tand there.



Finally, Rainbow reared up to ques-

tion him. “They still there?”
“Yeh! The town marshal jest
passed. They started walkin’ when

they saw him cornin’, but they turned
back. No question but it's for us they
got spotted. They're not goin’ to be
satisfied with knowin’ we've turned
in for the night; they're goin’ to be
shore we stay here. It looks to me
like there’s somethin’ behind this! It
don’t stand to reasan that they’'d want
to be certain they had us pegged off
if there wa'n't somethin’ stirrin’!”

Rainbow’s thoughts flew to Mei-
lang. “You may be right, Grump!”
He hurried to the window and
watched the two men in the doorway
for a minute. “We’ll wait a bit and
see what they do.”

Their waiting was interrupted by
a tapping at their door. “Let me in,
Ripley!” came the sharp summons.
They recognized Marsh Burling's
voice. Grumpy unlocked the door.
By the light that streamed in from
the hall the sheriff saw that they
were fully dressed.

“Why are you sitting here in the
dark with your clothes on?” Marsh
questioned uneasily. “Strange, 1'd
say!”

Rainbow enlightened him as to the
reason.

“Well, that ties in with what's on
my mind,” said Burling. “I arrived
here by way of the alley. Let me
have a peek across the street.” A
glance satisfied him. “Two men hang-
ing out over there in the doorway,
all right!” He wheeled around on the
partners. “Put these things together
and see what you make of them. First,
Quinn River Bill Jensen and a couple
other men rode into town tonight
from Mullhall's ranch. They've dis-
appeared, and it ain't their habit to
head back for the valley this early.
Second, Mullhall hasn't showed his
nose in the Lucky Boy in over an
hour. I've looked in there two or
three times this evening. | just came
from there now. | asked Daggett
where Buck was. Speed was vague
about it; thought Buck had just
stepped out for a minute. | noticed
that several other familiar faces were
missing. Now, here’s this pair watch-
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ing you.,, What does it add up to?
They can’t be thinking of ganging up
on you boys.”

Rainbow reached for his boots hur-
riedly. There was no question left in
his mind as to what was afoot. “This
thing is aimed at a friend of mine in
Chinatown! | was afraid something
of the sort would happen but | didn’t
think it would come as quickly as
this!”

He told Burling about Mei-lang
briefly, his voice tight with anxiety.

“Get your horses up and get down
there!” Marsh rapped. “I'll take care
of that pair across the street and fol-
low you as soon as | can. It ain't my
job to police the town, but I'll take a
hand in this. No use looking for the
marshal; Leffingwell won't be
around!”

Rainbow and the little one ran
down the stairs and out the back door
to the barn. They flashed down the
alley at a driving gallop a few min-
utes later and swung into the main
street, a block away. They were no
sooner beyond the big willows and
into Chinatown than their fears were
confirmed. Windows had been thrown
up, and men and women were hang-
ing out, excitedly watching the at-
tempt of better than half a dozen
white men to smash their way into
the store of the Seng Choy Company.
Most of the store windows had been
smashed already, and as the partners
dashed up the street the sound of
shattering glass and splintering wood
announced the breaching of the door,

The attackers tried to rush in, only
to be driven back. Before they could
swarm in again, a Chinese on the
roof, armed with a sawed-off shot-
gun, fired into their midst. The gun
was loaded with nothing heavier than
bird shot, but the cries of pain and
rage left no doubt that some of the
tiny pellets had found their mark.

One of the wounded thugs whipped
up a gun and fired a string of futile
shots at the roof. He and his com-
panions retreated to the middle of the
street, but they were not safe there,
for, from the windows opposite, a
shower of missiles, including a pot of
boiling water, was showered down on
them.
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“We got here in time!” Grumpy
yelied at Rip, as they came down the
street at a full gallop. The tall man
jerked a savage nod at him.

“Charge right into that bunch!” he
ordered, “If they don't scatter, use
your gun!”

HE watching Chinese in the win-

dows mistook them for reinforce-

ments and hurled anything
could lay their hands on. For a mo-
ment, the huddling group in the mid-
dle of the street was fooled, too.
When they realized their mistake, it
was too late. Rainbow and the little
one drove into them, quirts cracking,
and scattered them like quail. Rip
recognized Quinn River Bill. Jen-
sen tried to pull him out of the sad-
dle as the tall man’'s horse crashed
into him. Rainbow struck him across
the mouth with his quirt, The man
reeled back against Grumpy, and the
little one pulled his foot out of the
stirrup and sent him crashing down
with a savage kick.

Their rush carried the partners be-
yond the corner. When they flung
themselves out of their saddles and
ran back, Quinn River Bill was the
only one of the hoodlums left in
sight, the others having scurried up
the side street and taken to the
brush- Jensen got up, a gun in his
fist. Rip leaped at him and sent him
sprawling. Quinn River Bill was no
longer young, but he was a powerful,
raw-boned man. He got his arm free
and tried to twist his pistol around
on Rainbow. The latter brought his
bootheel down on it and kicked it
away. Rolling clear, he waited for
Jensen to get up.

“l got him covered!” the little one
growled.

“You keep out of this!” Rainbow
snapped. “I'm going to give this
pup a licking he won't forget!”

He had seen enough to tell him
that Quinn River Bill had led this
attempt of Mullhall’'s to take Mei-
lang out of Chinatown by force. That
Jensen had not succeeded in doing
anything mose than wrecking the
Seng Choy Company’s store had no
palliating effect on the white hot
fury blazing in Rainbow,

The raw-boned six-footer hauled
himself to his feet, his mouth a
smear of blood from the cut the quirt
had made. He prided himself on his
ability as a rough-and-tumble fighter,
and after balancing himself on his
spread legs for a moment, he rushed
in, head lowered and both fists flying.
The maneuver was not unexpected,
Rip stepped aside nimbly and

thegtraightened him up with a long

right hand. It rocked Jensen, and
the blow he aimed at Rainbow’s jaw
was so wild it passed harmlessly over
the latter’s shoulder. It left Bill off
balance. That was all the opening
the tall man needed. His left hand
did not travel over eighteen inches,
but it crashed into Jensen’s jaw with
the bone-crushing impact of a Mex-
ican mule lashing out an offending
barn door,

Quinn River struck back feebly,
his eyes foggy, and Rip hit him
again. He was methodically cutting
the man to pieces, when Marsh Bur-
ling pushed through the crowd of ex-
cited Chinese who had moved out
into the street to watch the fight.

“What goes on here?” Marsh de-
manded, puffing like a grampus, He
got in between the two men, Jen-
sen acted as though he was glad to
see him. The sheriff gave Rainbow
the wink. “Every time | run into you,
Ripley, you and your runty partner
are raising hell!” he growled. “Is
this a street fight, or what?”

“Suppose you ask Jensen,” Rip an-
swered. “You can see what they did
to that store.”

Quinn River Bill was in no con-
dition to talk for a minute or two.
When he recovered his wits, his
story was that he and some boys had
been in Chinatown, seeing the sights,
when a Chinese had passed a remark
about them. They had chased him
into the Seng Choy Company and the
fight had followed.

“That's all there was to it, Burling,
till these gents rode us down,” he
insisted.

Rainbow nodded for Marsh to ac-
cept that tale.

“Some property damage to pay for,”
the sheriff told Jensen, “I better
take you up town and let Leffingwell



lock you up for the night. Mullhall
can bail you out in the morning.” He
motioned for the crowd to break up.
“Go back to your houses! The ex-
citement’s all over! Go on. scatter!”

“Burling, can | speak to you for a
minute?” Rip asked.

WH" SUPPOSE so,” Marsh grum-

IL bled, walking aside with him.
“Is everything okay?” he asked un-
der his breath, as soen as they were
out of earshot of Jensen.

“1 think so0,” Rainbow replied.
“We'll stick around a while. Thank
God, you got to us when you did!
You take Jensen’'s stery; that'll be
the best way out.”

They were about to part when Sam
Lee Duck trudged up to them. Rip
stabbed him with a cold glance.

“Mr. Burling, this is the first time
anything like this has occurred here,”
the fat man said precisely. *“I assure
you it will not happen again.” He
bowed to Rainbow. “I am glad you
arrived when you did.”

It was all he had to say. Marsh
walked off with Jensen, and Rip
watched Lee Duck make his way back
to his own establishment.

“He didn't fancy the idea of facin’
this Seng Choy and his friends, did
he?” Grumpy muttered sarcastically,

“We'll go in and talk to them,”
Rainbow advised. “They've got a
light burning again.”

A wizened little Chinese came for-
ward to meet them as they entered.
He bowed and introduced himself.

“l am Seng Choy,” he said. “So
happy you gentlemen arrive when
you did.” He had no less than a dozen
men guarding the store with him.
They grinned at the partners.

“You boys put up a good fight,”
the tall man said. “I don’'t believe
you'll have any more trouble tonight.
But 1I'd board up the windows,
Choy.”

The bolt on the heavy door that
led to the living quarters was thrown
back, and Mei-lang stepped into the
store, her dignity as unassailable as
ever.

“Thanks to you, we were not
caught off guard, Rainbow,” she
said, with a little nod of gratitude.
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Rip gazed at her with frank amaze-
ment.

“Is that all you have to say?” he
inquired. “You know what their in-
tentions were.”

Mei-lang smiled at him with her
eyes. “If they return, they will find
us well prepared. . . Whom do you
hold responsible fer this affair?”

“Certainly not Lee Duck. He
wouldn’t be so crude, nor so easily
defeated. We can charge this to
Buck Mullhall. . . Will these men
remain here the rest of the night?”

“Choy has arranged for most of
them to be here day and night.” Her
eyes warmed and 'faint, laughter
touched her lips. “You see I'm not—
as | promised you—going to be fool-
hardy.”

It was after midnight before the
partners left the quarter. They were
having breakfast the next morning
when they saw a man run into the
hotel, his eyes wide with excitement.

“Pete!” he yelled at the clerk.
“Buck Mullhall’'s been murdered!
That Miller kid just found him out
in the barn with a knife in his Lack!”

The parners stared at each other in
silence for a minute. Grumpy was
the first ta recover from the shock of
this news. His comment was as
terse as usual.

“The fat man kept his promise,
didn't he? When he told you and
Burling that there wouldn’'t be any
more white men bustin’ into China-
town, he meant it!”

Rainbow nodded soberly.
did!”

“He sure

CHAPTER XIlII
Out of the Dim Past

HEN the partners reached
W Mullhall’s barn they found

a crowd of the curious al-
ready gathered. Burling had taken
charge. Webb Pennoyer, the youth-
ful district attorney, and Case Lef-
flngwell, the town marshal, were also
present. All three were awaiting the
arrival of the coroner. Rip and
Grumpy edged into the barn and had
a look at the body. Marsh contin-
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ued the pretense of animosity be-
tween them,

“I'll have to ask you gents to step
outside,” he said curtly.

“Okay,” Rainbow muttered, with
equal unfriendliness. “It might be to
our mutual advantage to have a little
talk.”

Burling caught the hint. “If
you've got anything to say to me,
come to my office; you'll find me

there in about thirty minutes. | got
my hands full now!”
“We’'ll be there,” Rip told him.

He and the little one went back to
the hotel and finished breakfast.
When they reached the sheriff's of-
fice, Marsh had not yet arrived. He
came in a few minutes later, a wintry
look on his tanned face. He locked
the door behind him and sat down
heavily at his desk.

“This complicates matters for me;’
he said soberly, “My enemies—and
most of my friends—will be after my
scalp if |1 don’t straighten this thing
out in a hurry. Who killed Biillhaa
ain’'t no more of a mystery to me than
it is to you, But it's the same story
again; no evidence. Leaving that
knife sticking in him was done on
purpose, it was bought at the Ne-
vada City Mercantile,- Brown tells
me they sell two or three dozen a
year. It'd been wiped off; not a
print on it!”

“Has the coroner placed the time
of the killing?” Rip asked.

“He says Buck had been dead only
a couple hours when the Miller boy
found him, That'd make it about five
a, m. He was evidently going out
to the barn to saddle a horse, and
found somebody waiting for him.”
Big Marsh slapped his hat down on
the desk disgustedly. “It gives Dag-
gett a perfect alibi. The game he
was in ran through the night, and
they were still at it this morning.
He's got half a dozen men who swear
he never left the table except to go
to the inside toilet. But hellsfire, |
didn’t need that to tell me he didn't
have anything to do with this! We
were as good as told to our face last
night that Mullhall’'s number was
up!

Rainbow nodded. “No question

about it, Marsh. That's why we
wanted to see you before you made a
move, No matter how tough the go-
ing gets, you've got to sit tight for
a few days and do nothing. With
half a break, we'll give this country
a house-cleaning it won't forget,
and we’ll have it tied up into a neat
package before we call in the federal
marshals and the Immigration Serv-
ice.

Burling bounced up in his chair.
“So that's it!” he burst out excitedly.
“Smuggling Chinamen down from
Canada!” He brought his clenched
fist -down on his -desk with a bang.
“That's what this gang has been fas-
tening on for a year or two!”

Rip told him what he and Grumpy
knew about it. Marsh seemed to
age as he sat there listening. At the
end, he could only shake his head
grimly.

“l never tumbled to it,” he mut-
tered, “What happened last night in
Chinatown begins to make sense to
me now. Fat Sam hasn’'t been fooled
by Miss Seng’s story about coming
up here for the bank; he knows her
real purpose. He evidently told
Buck enough to put the panic on
him. When the old priate refused
to have her put out of the way, Mull-
hall took it on himself to do it.”

“That's the way we see it,” Grum-
py agreed. “Buck got too big for
his boots. Daggett will step up now
and take over the saloon and ranch.
He'll have an example in front of
him that'll keep him from gittin’ too
ambitious.”

E'LL be smarter than Mull-

1M hall,” Rainbow prophesied.

He told Burling they were going up

the valley, and asked if there was a

good assayer in town. Marsh shook
his head.

“You better take that gold down to
Reno,” he advised. “It's the history
of it, not its value, that you want.
There ain't no one in town could give
you that information, A man like
John Brownlee would be a good one
to see.”

They talked for the better part of
an hour, with the sheriff agreeing to
keep an eye on the Chinese quarter



and let the situation in regard to
Buck Mullhall’'s murder simmer
along without pointing any suspicion
in Sam Lee Duck’s direction.

At Rocking Chair the partners
found the tension of the past few
days somewhat relaxed. In twenty-
four hours not a sick cow had been
found, Nightwind had his men post-
ed in the Signals, as he had promised,
but they had seen no one. TJie news
Rip and the little one brought
served notice on Glenna and him that
a sinister shadow still lay over the
ranch.

“l can't understand Cheng’s lack
of confidence in us—especially in Fa-
ther,” Glenna said, in a shocked voice.
“Of course, | shall be glad to turn
Cheng’s wages over to Miss Seng.”

“l1 don’t believe it was a matter of
Cheng not having confidence in your
father,” Rip told her. “I believe fear
would describe it better. I know
Chinese are cautious; but he was so
cautious | can't help believing he
knew there was something about the
gold he discovered that would get
him into trouble.”

“You mean it belonged to someone
else?” Nightwind put in.

“That might be it. Naturally, I
don't put any stock in Sam Lee
Duck’s suggestion that it had been
cached by some high-grader in the
old days. But the man likes to deal
in half truths to confuse you. |
wouldn’t be making the trip down to
Reno with a sample of the gold if 1
wasn't reasonably sure it held an im-
portant secret.”

“I'll get it for you,” Glenna said.

She studied the dull yellow con-
tents of the stone mug before she
handed it to Rainbow, “lI know so

little about it—it looks just like or-
dinary gold to me. . . How long do
you expect to be gone?”

“Not over two days. | don’'t want
you to be discouraged over what
happened to Mullhall. Putting hirn
out of the way is not going to make
our job any easier. On the other
hand, it won't help Fat Sam either;
he’s in too deep to save himself by
splitting with Daggett and the rest
of that gang.”

“You were goin’ to ask Miss Glen-
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na if Cheng didn’'t have some letters
and other papers,” Grumpy reminded
him.

“He had a few things in a little
tin trunk,” she told them. “I turned
the papers over to Mr. Burling; he

reported later that they didn't
amount to anything. He'd had them
translated.”

“Was the trunk destroyed with the
other things?” Rainbow inquired.

“I'm not sure.” She offered to call
Briney up to the house. Rip said not
to bother, that they would go down
the yard and talk to him.

“Funny Burling didn’'t find some
addresses among the papers,” the lit-
tle man observed, as he and Rip left
the house. “What are you interested
in this trunk for? You figger there
may be somethin’ in back of the lin-
ing?”

“It’'s a likely place to hide impor-
tant papers,” Rainbow declare-d.

They found the old man swamping
out the bunkhouse.

“l never did git around to burnin’
thet stuff,” he told them. “Thet
trunk is on the trash pile. Saw it
tother day. It ain't wuth two cents,
I'll show it to yuh.”

HEY found the trunk under a
Tdiscarded mattress.

‘This was all his stuff,” Briney
volunteered. “Even this keg o' sand.
I never did figger out what thet
Chink had thet in his room fer. He'd
this paddle in thar, too.”

Grumpy produced a knife and
ripped out the lining of the trunk.
“Nothin’ here,” he asserted. Rain-
bow had walked around the trash pile
and was busily examining the keg of
sand, The little man saw him scoop
up a handful and let it trickle
through his fingers. Rip repeated
the operation, and a cry broke from
his lips, as excited as Grumpy had
ever heard him utter.

“Come here!” the tall man called
triumphantly. “I can tell you what
Cheng was doing with this keg of
sand in his room! This is hard
quartz sand; pick up a handful and
see what you find!”

The little one blinked his eyes at

(Continued On Page 87)



TMAIL AWB SAWE

Fact Articles

HE American frontiersman or
borderer was a man, not born,
but unconsciously developed
by his associations, surroundings,
and necessities. He may have seen
the light first on the Chesapeake or
the banks of the Wabash, or he may
have hailed from London or Dublin.

of the West

istence and men there disappeared
before fast-advancing civilization,
and left no record of themselves,
even as the backwoodsman has left
none. And yet the frontier may be
said to have had a language, a re-
ligion, and a social life of its own.
The man of the border was not a

P#it¥EtAST ©F A FRONTIERSMAN
By Kenneth 1® Wood

Far Western life clothed him with
a new individuality, made him for-
get the tastes and habits of early
life, and transformed him into one
of that restless horde of cosmopolites
who were the foam of that slow
wave of humanity which crept to-
ward the setting sun, and subsided
at last in the wilderness, built
ranches, homes, railways and cities,
and in a quarter of a century added
one-third to the wealth of a people
in comparison with whose greatness
the Roman .Empire was a mimic
show.

Life on the frontier was necessar-
ily a transitory one, and quickly
passed away. The peculiarities of ex-

“child of nature.” Men never are.
It is a fiction of the poets. He was,
in his wildest state and his nearest
approach to simplicity, a creature of
education, but of an education so
peculiar that the term scarcely ex-
presses it. He was undoubtedly so
different in character from the back-
woodsman who has been called his
prototype, and in all respects as
much more modern one of that large
class who were the unconscious vic-
tims of circumstances. Before mi-
grating westward he was engaged in
hewing out openings in the vast
forests of Ohio and Indiana, was clad
in buckskin and moccasins, and prac-
ticed in a homely manner, but con-
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scientiously, the virtues of hospital-
ity, uncouth but disinterested kind-
ness, and general and strict personal
honesty.

If he was ignorant of the graces
of civilization, he also knew few of
its vices. He had not been in cities
and had not carried their character-
istic vices with him into the wilder-
ness. The weapon of his day was
an honest rifle, and he had not an
arsenal of death slung about his
waist as did his successors. In all
these things the frontiersman emu-
lated the idealism of Cooper, the
time-honored traditions of the mid-
dle states, and the well-established
ideas of novel-reading mankind.

The ideal man of the border, the
type of his class from eastern Kan-
sas to the Rio Grande, you were apt
to find in calfskin boots, with wide
brimmed hat warn askew, and lower
limbs encased in fancy cassimeres.
There were often rings on his fingers
and blazing jewels on his breast. He
was inclined to be loud and defiant
in dress, manner, and general deport-
ment. He clung with the tenacity of
second nature to the language of the
dance hall and the brothel, and used
in his discourse the picturesque
phraseology of draw poker. The
timely thought of Colonel Colt,
which has filled more unmarked
graves than the plague and eternal-
ly settled - more disputes than all
juries, was his constant and valued
companion, and he wore the air of
the king of all loafers.

UT he was not a loafer. He was
quarrelsome, jealous of honor,

This kind of man, with the many
variations  which exist among
classes always, was the true fron-
tiersman. California saw him for
twenty-five years. He was also in
every village of Colorado and Texas,
and his habitation was in every shel-
tered nook in many thousands of
miles of plains country.

With all his faults, it may be just-
ly said of him that he was a man
who depended upon his courage, who
had chosen his life and would never
leave it, and who was the fit and
capable vedette who stood upon the
verge of a mighty civilization which
was destined to follow him when he
and his unconscious work passed in-
to that dim limbo that has no his-
torian, and leaves no record, monu-
ment, nor representative.

The proportion of men who man-
aged to live on the border without
any visible means of support was as-
tonishing. The hangers-on of the
gold mines and cattle ranches went
and came unquestioned. Their dark
and bearded faces disappeared, and
they were gone, perhaps only for a
day, though if for ever, it lead to no
inquiry and excited no alarm. It is
certain that, the Anglo-Saxon can
become anything. He can be Indiart-
ized and Mexicanized, and on the
frontier he became an Arab—not a
weak imitation or intentional pat-
tern, but of his own kind, and after
his own fancies and necessities. Taci-
turn, suspicious, and courageous,
hospitable in peace and unscrupulous
in enmity, the Bedouin of the West
was a man who wore clothing of a
familiar pattern, and spoke English

and still very much of a man and-aand there his resemblance to the

friend to those who understood him.
He scerned to conceal actual impres-
sions and thoughts, but in this he
was only very unnecessarily sincere
and independent. He would take a
stranger’s last dollar at a game which
he did'not understand, but he would
like-wise lend and share to the last
cent and the last morsel. He de-
spised “airs,” could not be patron-
ized, and was intolerant toward all
who disagreed with him. But he
was brave, sincere, and faithful,
when once enlisted in any cause.

race from which he sprung almost
ended.

Yet the edge of civilization was a
field for the gathering together of
all kinds and classes. Here came the
patient, plodding, phlegmatic Ger-
man, to forget every tradition of his
fatherland in the absorbing wilder-
ness that makes all men alike. Here
came the Irishman, with the rich
brogue of Tipperary still on his ton-
gue, but changed in all else which
told of the green isle of peat, pota-
toes, and blarney. Here came the
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down-east Yankee, oblivious of all
the ideas of the land of baked beans
and hard cider, turning his native
cunning to account at monte and
California jack. Here came the char-
acteristic son of the South, still
speaking the mincing dialect that has
been borrowed in the name of gentil-
ity from the thick tongue of the
negro, but, strange to say, forgetting
to insert the “Sir” at the termination
of every sentence.

BUT ALL were changed, at least

lived a hundred miles apart were
often near neighbors and intimate
friends. The necessities of the
frontier produced a freemasonry in
comparison with which the actual
brotherhood is a tame and meaning-
less thing. If a rancher or pros-
pector loaned his neighbor a mule
and told him to leave it a Curly
Bill's or Slim's Place, a hundred
miles away, he was certain of find-
ing the animal there when wanted.
Honesty and punctuality were the
current exchange of the country, and

in name. The German became a short shift and a sudden ending
“Dutch Bill,” or “Dutch” somethingias the need of absolute necessity
no matter what; the Irishman was to him who habitually wronged his

always “Pat.” The New Englander
often answered to the name of
“Yank,” and the Southerner was will-
ing and proud to be called “Kain-
tuck,” or “Tennessee/’ or even
“Cracker.” Thus was true democracy
made manifest. The real names of
individuals were often unknown to
acquaintances of years. Any peculiar*
ity of person or histor]/ brought
about its apt cognomen of recogni-
tion. The man who squinted was
“Cock-Eye” for all time. The lame
man was “Limpy,” and the slender
and attenuated one was “Slim” Dick,
01* Tom, or whatever the name that
was once his may have been. The
surprising thing is that these monick-
ers were accepted and gloried in. In-
deed, those who were favored by
some peculiarity of personal history
were proudly borne. To be Buffalo
Bill, Fighting Joe or Two-Gun Pete,
was to be famous. “Mister” was the
designation ©f a stranger, and if a
frontiersman called an individual
“Mister” after he had known him a
week, it meant that he did not par-
ticularly like him, to say the least,
Brusque and rude as all this seems,
there was no country where the es-
tablished forms were more rigidly

observed. If you were asked to
“Take suthin’,” it was offensive to
refuse. If you were asked to “light

down an’ eat,” it was not a mere
form; you were not only really wel-
come, but expected to return the
compliment should your host ever
ceme your way. In the immense ex-
panse of open country, men who

neighbor.

Another bond of union among all
white men on the border was com-
mon enmity to the Indian, Hatred
of the Apache and Commanche
would be the uppermost feeling in
the frontiersman's mind so long as
there was a disputed territory
claimed alike by him and his enemy.
Year by year the ranks were thinned
in many an encounter that was never
heard in the world of newspapers,
and year by year the settler and
nester counted fresh accessions to
his ranks. While right and justice
and policy were discussed elsewhere,
the contest proceeded without any
abatement between the parties in-
terested. The sentence of doom that
was written against the redman,
while it was slow in its operation,
seems utterly irrevocable. The horde
of adventurers who invaded his hunt-
ing grounds and slaughtered the buf-
falo, were hardy, bold, and cunning
as he. Within a century one of the
great divisions of a common family
has passed away, and its only history
is a story of decadence and death,
preserved in the meager annals of its

first and last enemy, the frontier
marksman.
So much isolation and habitual

loneliness has been the cause of cur-
ious relationships, and of these the
fashion of partnerships was a re-
markable one. Two men, often very
unlike, would associate themselves,
not so much as sharers in the gains
of business or adventure—though
that was also included—but simply
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as “pards,” or adopted brethern. Each
one’s quarrel war also the quarrel of
the other. They were always en-
countered together, and held all trou-
bles in common, together with all
pleasures. In most cases a genuine
affection seemed to exist between
them. There was rather an opinion
that whoever had no “pard” was, un-
til cause was shown, a rather “mean
cuss who can't live with nobody.” A
separation of two partners, and a
dissolution of the mysterious tie,
caused as great a scandal as a divorce
case in other regions.

UT there was yet another side

to the frontiersman’s friend-
ship. His neighborly obligations
were all outside the obligations im-
posed by the sixth commandment.
The six-gun was not always carried
about without reason, and ItS owner
was quick of hand and eye, and gen-
erally sure of his weapon and his
aim. There was no man upon whom
a reckless code of honor was so fatal-
ly and foolishly binding. An insult,
fancied or real, was settled then and
there with a life, and the bystanders
were the judges of the fairness of
the transaction. To maul and pum-
mel was childish, and lead to no ade-
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POWDERSMOKE

P A Y O F F

By CIliff Campbell

"You an' Hinchley are the ones responsible for my kid bein' killed, an' my

wife dyin', Foster.

Hinchley's dead now; I gave him his chance to draw, too.

Tonight, the rest oi my debt's bein' paid!"

HE hazy dust trailed the soli-
T tary horseman like a veil while

his heavy holster thumped
steadily on the rider’s thigh in the
monotony of the little pony’'s even
gait. Then suddenly Walt Rosser
guided his buckskin mount off the
main road. Down a steep trail he
dipped, overlooking a wide expanse
of Texas grazing country made brit-
tle by the moon.

Several hundred yards ahead the
scattered buildings of Harry Foster’s
mammoth 7-11 ranch stood out ghost-
like and silent in the early evening
moonlight. Except for one gleaming
bead of yellow light that marked a
window in the house, the entire
spread appeared to be deserted. And
such was the case, for most of the
hands were riding herd up the Long
Trail—Harry Foster, the cattle bar-
on, was fulfilling a semi-annual beef
contract.

Past the bunk house and corrals
the pony stumbled, for the beast was
tired. So was the rider. Tired in
body—almost as tired as he was in
spirit—for he swayed wearily in the
saddle, his long arms just barely
guiding bridlewise the loose hanging
lines. His throat was dry, his big
velour Carlsbad hat pushed far back
on his sweat-beaded brow.

On the darkened porch of the
ranch house, Harry Foster, tall and
angular as Walt Rosser himself, came
to his feet with a sharp oath, fum-
bling nervously at his six-shooter.
The rider drew up and slipped slow-

ly from the saddle. The other
walked down to meet him.
“Howdy, Foster,” the horseman

said quietly, extending his hand in
greeting.

The rancher ignored the out-
stretched hand, staring hard at the
slim, dust-smeared figure before him.

“What in hell brings you here,
longrider?” he asked gruffly and
without ceremony.

“What do you think?” the other
smiled wearily. “I've been ridin’
hard for the past two days, and I'm
dog-tired and famished. You and me
ain’'t the best of friends, I'll admit,
but you ain't low-down enough to
refuse me a drink—and a snack of
something to eat, are yuh?”

“Waal,” drawled the cattle baron
reluctantly, “1 guess if yo're hungry,
you got to eat, that's all.” His lips
set themselves in thin, straight lines,
and a shadow played across his
bronzed features. “You shore got
yore nerve, Rosser. | think yo're
doing a damn fool thing, coming
'round these parts when—when—"

“Oh, so you've heard about it, eh?”
Walt Rosser asked, raising his eye-
brows.

“Heard, did you say? How could
anyone 'round here help it? Why,
every saloon wall in the county has
got yore face pasted on it, offering
a thousand dollars’ reward—dead r
alive !”

Foster's nervous fingers drummed
on the walnut handle o&his sixgun.
Hate flamed high just then, and he
wanted above all else to drop this
defiant and exasperating renegade on
the spot, but he knew better than to
attempt a draw against the lightning-
like hand of Walt Rosser.

“Seem’s like 1 was never worth so
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much before, eh, Foster? Never
knew a sheepman ever got so valu-
able,” he smiled ironically. Then he
added quickly, “Say, can | eat now,
please?”

OSTER led ths way arqund to
Fthe back and into the Kkitchen,

where, after lighting a lamp and pullment.

ing a chaii? up to the table, he went
probing about in the big old-fash-
ioned cupboard. Canned Beans, stale
biscuits, thick bacon and left-over
coffee were finally rassled together,
heated, and placed in front of the
hungry visitor. Then the rancher
sat -down in a chair opposite and
drew out his pipe.

“1 guess you know | hate yore very
guts, Rosser,” the cattleman said at
length, “but | can't see you starve at

that. I'd—well, I'd '@’ thought you'd
turn up most anywhere—'cept here."
Thn he added suggestively: “Of
course you knew of the reward?”
“Well, | sort of guessed it.” Walt
Rosser paused from his eating.
“Shore, | Killed old man Hinchley,

‘cause he deserved it. No use deny-
in’ that. | gave him plenty time to
draw, but he was too slow. Of course
you cowmen won't believe that.
Wasn't another hombre in the whole

world 1 hated like him, unless it's
you, Foster.”
“Oh, I'm not doubting it,” the

rancher countered as he exhaled a

cloud of tobacco smoke. “Me and
Tom Hinchley was very close
friends. He was head of the Consol-

idated, y'know. It was the associa-
tion that put up the money for the
reward.”

“Yeah,” Rosser sneered. “The Con-
solidated Cattle Breeders Protective
Association. Now they made you
top man of that outfit, | hear.” He
pointed his fork accusingly at his
host. “Foster, yo're the one that
got 'em to put up that blood money!”

The cattleman cast a contemptuous
glance across the table. “Damn—I
don’t see why you had to come here,”
he gritted, evading the accusation.

Walt Rosser ate on in silence, feel-
ing, with the rapid disappearance of
the food, the sure return of his
strength. “Mebbe I'm safer here than
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if |1 stopped off at the sheriff's,” he
argued. “Spmetimes, I'm thinkin’, a
man’s eneaiy is his btest friend—when
there's a fat price on his head.”

Harry Foster scowled ominously.
He could not make out this upstart.
“Where you headed for, anyway?”

“l dunno. Nowhere at the mo-
But I'm worth too dinged
much ts hang 'round here for long.”
He finished the beans and swallowed
the remainder of the muddy coffee
at a gulp. Then he wiped his lips
with the back of his hand and leaned
back in the chair.

“Foster,” he said, slowly and even-
ly, “I'm headin’ north, up Kanggs way
where | hail from and where folks is
more friendly. | tried my damned-
est to play the game square, but you
and old man Hinchley or the asso-

ciation which is the same thing, just
wouldn’t let me. | reckon you and

him did me all the dirt you could.
You poisoned my waterhole and
killed off ail my sheep—every head.
And one day | found little Bobby—
my own kid—Ilyin’ dead in the
gulch—with a Winchester bullet in
his back. 1 knew what it was all
about, but I didn't say nothin’ at the
time ’'cept make a solemn vow to
myself.

“Then the fever came, and poor
Anne died. She wasn’'t used to Tex-
as and its ways. She was as good a
wife as ever a man had—stuck to me
through it all. And she had to die
down here with on'y me a-holdin’ her
hot little hand. Lord knows how I've
managed to keep up a-tall. Guess it
was just thinkin’ how I'd square my
debt with you hombres.

“A month ago the Consolidated
grabbed my land—I1 knew they had
their eyes on that, buffalo grass for
some time. OIld man Hinchley was
at the head of that. Came right into
my shack and told his bunch of gun-
slicks to throw me out—throw me
out of my own place—just because I
was alone and helpless, and you fel-
las wanted that extry grazin’ land.
Seems like you big shippers won't
stop at nothin’ when it comes to grass
and yore own critters.

“Then 1 got to thinkin’ about my
poisoned sheep, my murdered son,
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and my dead wife. Do you wonder
I went loco? So when Hinchley
showed up again | met him face to
face—told him | was goin’ to get
him, and we both went for our guns.
My hand was quicker, | reckon, se
part of my debt is wiped out, Foster,”

HE rancher made no move dur-
I ing this broken, dramatic speech.

Only his cheeks beneath the tal

seemed to take on an ashen gray col-
or, and his brown hands, nervous as
usual, clenched themselves together
on the table until the knuckles were
white.

Walt Rosser leaned forward on his
elbow and gazed absently out
through the open door to the rec-
tangle of moonlit garden patch be-
yond. The cattle baron was the first
to break the silence. “You—you've
been using purty hard words there,
young fella. 1 know how you feel,
but you'd better go slow with that
sort of talk. You know how matters
stand, and you ain't out of the coun-
ty yet by a damn sight!”

“Makes no difference what you
say, now,” the other responded tone-
lessly. “I'm leavin’ 'bout midnight.
Just give me and Buster a couple
hours to rest up, then I'll high-tail it
out of here.”

“That'll be the best thing you can
do,” Foster agreed, knocking the
ashes from his pipe. “Now, as much
as | hate to assist a wanted man, I'm
going down to the shed and see that
yore nag is watered and fed. Back
in a couple of minutes.” And with
that the rancher got up and taking
from a peg on the wall his unusually
high-crowned Stetson for which he
was known throughout the country,
he walked hurriedly out of the
kitchen.

Walt' Rosser smiled grimly as his
host disappeared in the shadows be-
yond the house. Getting to his feet
he strolled over to the door, squatted
on the top steps and commenced to
build himself a cigarette, Suddenly,
from the corner of his eye he saw
another form gliding silently from
the bunk house. He looked up and
waited for he recognized the man. It
was Steve Price, a friendly cowhand

and former associate of Rosser’s, now
working for the 7-11 outfit.

“That you, Steve?” he
though not loud.

“Yes! But for God's sake, Walt,*
the man replied hoarsely, “what the
devil are yuh doin’ here? Why, that
skunk Foster is sendin’ one of the
boys down to Amarillo for the sher-
iff right now! Beat it, quick, if yuh

called,

Nalue yore hide!”

“Steve,” Rosser said gravely, ris-
ing to his feet and gripping his
friend’s shoulder. “I'd be a coward
to run away now. I've on'y paid back
half the debt. OIld Hinchley is dead,
but this here sidewinder Foster is
still alive. It's a debt | owe to my-
self, and it's goin’ to be paid some-
how in powdersmoke, sahe?”

And while the newcomer listened
intently, hanging on every word,
Rosser whispered long and earnest-
ly. Then both men shook hands,
after which Steve Price melted into
the night as quickly and silently as
he had come.

A few moments later Harry Foster
emerged from the shadows in anoth-
er direction and walked toward the
kitchen. The slim figure was still
sitting cross-legged in the doorway,
the red tip of his cigarette standing

out boldly like the bull's-eye of a
target in the silver moonlight. Sev-
eral times the cattleman’'s hand

slipped to his hip, and each time he
seemed to reconsider before his ner-
vous fingers touched the butt of his
sixgun,

“Still ridin’ that ornery buckskin,
| see,” Foster remarked as soon as
he was Within hearing of his unwel-
come guest.

“Yeah,” returned Rosser with thin-
veiled sarcasm, “Buster's the on'y
livin’ thing you and the Consolidated

has left me!”
The rancher pretended not tt> heed
this pointed rejoinder. “Waal, |

just saw to it that he was fed and
rubbed down. Midnight, 1 guess’ll
be plenty of time to get away. By
that time the pony’ll be fit as a fid-
dle.”

“Thanks,” snapped the other, ex-
tinguishing the cigarette on the step



with his high boot-heel. “Reckon
I'll be needin’ old Buster, too, 'bout
that time.”

BOUT an hour before twelve
Apo’clock that night a dusty cow-
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7-11 at once. He's here, but plan-
ning to leave at midnight. I'm
pretending to aid him by lending
him my clothes to wear—tall hat
and all. He thinks the disguise
will help him make a getaway.

uncher thundered up the solitaryNow don’'t let him slip through

main street of Amarillo. He came to
a skidding halt in front of the Wel«
come Stranger saloon, and throwing
the reins of his mount over the
hitch-rack, bolted through the bat-

wing doors. He peered about in the
smoke-laden room until his eyes
finally settled on the sheriff, who,

with a dozen or more cowpokes and
herders, hung intently over an il-
luminated gaming table where from

all indications a big-stake poker-
game was in full swing.
The messenger unceremoniously

elbowed his way through the crowd
end tapped tlie lawman on the shoul-
der. When the officer looked up, a
crumpled note was thrust into his
hand. Slowly and critically he
smoothed out the paper and careful-
ly read the penciled lines:
Sheriff Bill Peterson—

If you want to lay your hands
on Walt Rosser, come up to the

NO PAST FOR

Jupy

By Ifitit Merlsart
COMING

In the April Issue

d
SAY LOVE
STORIES

your fingers. Remember, there's a
thousand dollars in it!

Hastily,

HARRY FOSTER

The officer got to his feet quickly
and raised a silencing hand. Then
he read aloud the message, but long
before he had finished, a noisy chor-
us of shouts echoed through the
smoky barroom, and a dozen frantic
cow waddies made a wild dash for
their mounts tethered at the rail out-
side, and loped away in a cloud of
dun-colored dust.

“Now watch yore step, boys,” the
sheriff cautioned when they had
reached the trail leading, to the 7-11
property from the main road. “Walt
Rosser is as slippery as an eel, and
he’'s magic on the draw, too, so keep
yore eyes peeled and yore guns lim-
bered. Charley”—he said to his dep-
uty—“you stay back here with the
hosses. Can't afford to make any
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noise. The rest of us’'ll go down on
foot. Come on. .

There was no light now emanating
from the ranch house as the posse si-
lently crept up by the corral. The
brilliant Texas moon poured a flood-
light on the entire countryside and
made the silos and haystacks stand
out like giant specters. It was a
night made for love and life and
laughter. But black tragedy crouched
in the shadows-—this night a man
was going to die!

Sheriff Peterson detached himself
from the main body of the posse and
managed to gain the shadow of the
hoodlum wagon standing near the
shed. Hunkered in the somber
shade of the big truck, he waited ex-
pectantly, his blood tingling. After
a few minutes had passed he impa-
tiently drew out his watch. Holding
it in the bright moonglow he could
see that it was not yet twelve o'clock.
But the timepiece had scarcely been
returned to his pocket, when he no-
ticed the gliding form of a tall man
come out under the shed, leading a
pony.

“Walt Rosser—sure as shootinT*
he declared under his breath, and he
jerked out his long frontier model
44, The figure, dressed in Foster’s
conspicious  steeple-crowned hat,
with a big bandanna twisted about
his neck and mouth for protection
from the dust, mounted to the saddle.
Close at hand Death padded softly.
With his gun leveled the lawman
quickly stepped out, and to the click
of a cocked revolver rang out the
command: “Hoist 'em Rosseri Yo're
covered!”

strange and unexpected voice

and the sudden appearance of
sheriff from the shadows, took the
bit in his teeth and shied out into
the moonlight. Peterson repeated his
demand.

“Stand hitched, lobo!
too, or I'll. .

But the rider, whose hands were
busy with the reins trying to subdue
the frightened animal, had no time
to protest or comply with the com-
mand. In an attempt to bring the

Bu t the mount, startled by the

And quick,

skittery mount around, a quick spur
was touched to its flank. The pony
leaped sideways. The over-zealous
sheriff believing that his quarry was
trying to make a bolt for freedom,
quickly tightened his finger on the
trigger, and his .44 crashed. Walt
Rosser, wanted, with one thousand
dollars on his head was not to es-
cape if he could prevent it!

The pony immediately reared, and
as the echoes tossed the report back
and forth between the ranch build-
ings, the rider rose slowly in his
stirrups, swayed back and forth sev-
eral times, then slipped face down-
ward to the ground with a dull thud.
Sheriff Peterson rushed forward, the
smoking sixgun still in his hand.
There was a slight tinkling of spur
rowels, and the rustling of heavy
leather chaps as the boys came hur-
rying to the scene from nearby
covert.

Excitedly they crowded around the
officer as he bent down and grasped
the huddled figure by the shoulder,
roughly turning the body over on its
back. The movement caused the tall
hat to fall off. Quickly, the lawman
reached down and snatched away the
handkerchief from the dead man’'s
face. Then Bill Peterson let fly a
crinkling oath,

“My god!” one of the posse gasped.
"It's Harry Foster!”

Just at twelve o'clock midnight,
two horsemen met on a dark and de-
serted street corner in Amarillo. One
was Steve Price, who, after taking a
shortcut and beating Foster’'s mes-
senger to the saloon, delivered the
decoy note and had remained in town
as planned. The other, his big velour
Carlsbad pushed far back on his
head, his lithe figure sitting rather

thliéstlessly in the saddle and some-

what exhausted by his mad ride from
the 7-11 spread, was Walt Rosser.
Their hands met in a firm, under-
standing grip. A sixth sense told
them both that the debt had been
paid in powdersmoke. And then,
swinging their mounts around, they
rode knee to knee up the dust-laden
street in moody silence, on their way
to the friendly State of Kansas.
THE END



(Continued From Page 77)
what he saw. “Good Josephine, you
mdent’ mean to tell me that's gold?”
“Gold?” old Briney echoed incred-
ulously. “Wal, I'll be—"

“Hand me that paddle, Grump!”
Rainbow snapped. “I'll show you
what Cheng was doing!” He shoved

the paddle into the sand and began
stirring it. “That's how it was
worked! He was using this sharp
sand to cut bar gold! The stuff he
found wasn’'t high-grade ore; it was
smelted metal!”

He told the old man to fetch a
piece of canvas, as well as a shovel
and broom. The keg had been partly
tipped over and some of the sand
had spilled out on the ground.

It was a minute before the little
one could reduce his racing
thoughts to order. “He busted into
somebody’s cache, Rip, jest as Fat
Sam had the crust to tell us! You bet
he was scared of this stuff! But why?
He was jest an ignorant Chink cook;
what gave him the idea he had to dis-
guise his gold before it was safe to
sell it?”

“l can’'t say yet,” the tall man de-
clared impatiently. “If Briney will
get here with the canvas, we'll dump
this stuff out and go over it care-
fully. It's plain enough that Lee
Duck’s gang knew just as well as
Cheng that the gold would have to be
reduced to dust before they couid
dispose of it. That's the reason for
the arrastre. They evidently know
there’'s a lot of it. . . Where is the
man? | suppose he's got to spread
the news before he gets back here!”

“Here he comes,” the little one
grumbled. “Looks to me as though
four to five ounces of gold can be
washed out of this sand.” He seized
the paddle and swished it around in-
side of the keg. “This reminds me
®f the time the Mexican Government
called us in to run down that pair of
Yaquis who was buyin’ new gold
coin and cuttin’ it down about ten
per cent and then sellin’ it at face
value.”

“It's the same trick!” Rip agreed.

They swept up the spilled sand
and then dumped it and the contents
of the keg on the canvas. In spread-
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ing it out thinly Rainbow saw some-
thing that dried his throat. He
seized it eagerly.

“Look at this!” he whipped out.
In his hand he held a scarified chunk
of solid gold two inches square,
“That's what he was cutting! It's
pure, bar gold!”

The tale that Briney had started
winging over the ranch, had been car-
ried to the house. The partners were
pouring the sand back into the keg
when Glenna ana Nightwind hurried
up to them.

Rainbow confirmed Briney’'s story
and showed them what he had just
found.

“Jim, you've lived in’' and around
Nevada City all your life,” he said.
“1 know you were only a kid when
the mines above the Horsethief were
going full blast, but tell me, did you
ever hear of anyone having a smelter
up there?”

“No, | never did. The ore was al-
ways shipped over to Salt Lake for
reduction. Burling, or any of the
old-timers, will confirm that.”

“I'll take your word for it,” Rain-
bow declared. “What we need now
is not an assayer so much as someone
who is familiar with mining opera-
tions in this part of the state over the
last quarter of a century. | suppose
the place to find him is at the branch
of the U. S. Mint in Carson, If you'll
give me a hand with this keg, Grump,
we'll carry it into the house and put
it where it'll be safe. We'll get back
to town, then.” He gave Glenna a
reassuring smile. “1 asked for half
a break, and we got better than that
this morning. | want you and Jim to
see to it that the crew doesn’t spread
any tales till we get back.”

ITH their spirits high, Rip

and the little one returned to
Nevada City. Approaching the
bridge over the Humboldt at the edge
of town, they saw a young Chinese
fishing there. He had been on the
bridge for several hours, waiting for
them. Making sure that he was not
being watched, he held up a hand for
them to stop. The partners pulled
up, and Rip recognized the man as
the one whose face had seemed fa-
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miliar that first afternoon in the
quarter,

“You are Hoy Gee,” he said, “We
saw you in Black Sock.”

The Chinese grinned. “Me Hoy

Gee. Seng Mei-lang say most im-
portant she see you. Wait here long
time for you.”

Rainbow thanked him. Once across
the bridge, he and Grumpy turned
down the road under the willows and

were in Chinatown a few minutes
later. They found the quarter peace-
ful. Seng Choy’s place was well

boarded up. He apologized for its
unsightliness, saying it was cheaper
to keep the boards up than to put in
new glass that might be broken again
that night.

“1 will tell Mei-lang you are here.”

Though it was the middle of the
day and Seng Choy had five of his
friends in evidence, the inside door
was bolted. He was gone only a
moment.

“1f you please, gentlemen—" he
murmured, holding the door open,

“You don’'t need me in there
Grumpy protested, with obliging com

sideration. “If you do, 111 be right
here.”
Rip nodded. In the living room he

found Mei-lang waiting. Her reas-
suring smile banished the anxiety in
his eyes.

“1 am quite ail right,” she told him.
“It was just that | have discovered
something | felt you should be ac-
quainted with before you left. Won't
you sit here, please?”

Rainbow took the hassock she of-
fered and pulled it up beside her
chair. The sunlight filtering in
through the shaded window touched
the ivory loveliness of her cheek. The
faint, exotic perfume Rip associated
with her caught at his senses.

“Does what you have to tell me
concern Mullhall?” he asked.

“No,” she murmured. “I don’'t be-
lieve the fate that overtook him in-
terests either one of us importantly
When you spoke about Cheng Wah-
kee's gold last evening, you ex-
pressed some doubt about the source
of it. This morning, | spoke with
some of my people who have been
here many years. They told me a

story that you may think is fantastic.
But | want you to hear it. You know
that Nevada City is not old; in the
Civil War days, when the Overland
Trail followed the river, there was
nothing here at all but the ford.
Unionville was the nearest settlement
of any size.”

“l know about that camp and how
the Chinese were driven out in the
dead of winter and left to freeze to
death,” Rip told her.

“That has nothing to do with what
I have to tell you,” Mei-lang contin-
ued. “It happened several years be-
fore that tragedy occurred. It was
in eighteen sixty-three; gold was be-
ing shipped across Nevada by bullion
train from the rich Comstock Lode.
There were no railroads in those
days, of course. The wagons moved
under military escort. But a train
was attacked by white renegades, the
handful of soldiers driven off, and
over a million dollars’ worth of bul-
lion stolen.”

Rainbow had straightened up and
was hanging on her words.

“That gold was never recovered.
The soldiers from Fort McDermitt
scoured this part of Nevada. The
authorities had a very definite idea of
the thieves. A month later, they
were found slain and scalped out on
the Snake River Plateau, where they
had obviously encountered a war par-
ty of Bannock Indians.”

“I'm listening breathlessly,” Rip
confessed. “You won't know how
valuable all this is to me until | tell
you what | found at Rocking Chair
several hours ago. , . Those outlaws
buried their loot before they were
killed, | take it.”

“That was the general belief. For
ten years men went out searching for
it. A reward had been offered. There
were rumors from time to time, that
the cache had been found, and that
instead of claiming the reward, the
finders were secretly disposing of the
bullion. The branch of the United
States Mint, at Carson City, officially
denied that such was the case.

EI-LANG could not forego a
I\/I regretful smile as she gazed at

Rainbow,
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“You are taking this so seriously,”
she murmured. “l beg you to remem-
ber that it is only an old man’s tale
I am giving you, Sun Goon, from
whose lips | heard it this morning, is
nearly ninety. He claims he was in
Unionville when the robbery oc-
curred. He came to Nevada City
soon after it was founded. He says
he remembers looking for the bullion,
summer after summer. Whether the
story is true or not, Rainbow, there
is no question but what Cheng Wah-
kee was familiar with it, for he had
heard it many times from Sun Goon,
as many others have. It is something
that white men have forgotten with
the passing years; it seems to be very
fresh in the memory of my people.”

“I1t is true—every bit of it!” Rip
sat back, frankly stunned for a mo-
ment. This tale of the lost govern-
ment bullion supplied a perfect an-
swer to the evidence in his posses-
sion. He tried to tear it apart, to find
a hole in it, but it couldn’t be done;
it was air-tight, with endless details
meshing with machine-like perfec-
tion. He shook his head humbly. “I
don’t think you realize even now
what you have done for me, Mei-
laug. | told you your help would be
priceless. This more than proves it.
Just place what you have told me
aga'inSt these facts.”

His account of what Grumpy and
he had found on the trash pile at
Hocking Chair fully explained his
excitement to her. The pulse in her
thr-ot beat faster.

“This couldn’t be just a coinci-
dence, Rainbow. It all goes together
like the pieces of a very intricate
puzzle. Cheng Wah-kee knew what
he had found. So did Lee Duck.”

“But Cheng could accept the fact
without any further proof,” <Rip
pointed out. “He had fotind the bul-
lion, and he had larceny enough in
him to believe he could make off
with it in time ,,if he were careful.
It wasn't that way with Sam Lee
Duck; you can be sure he sought
some expert advice that confirmed
what he thought before he had Cheng
murdered. If we could find the man
he consulted, and get him to talk, it
would provide a strong piece of cor-

(Continued on Page 90)
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(Continued From Page 89)
roborating evidence that a jury could
not disregard.”

“There is a chemist here
quarter; Kwang Chew,” Mei-lang
suggested, “He deals in herbs and
medicines. 1 understand he assays
ore, too. But Lee Duck is far too
shrewd te have gone to anyone in Ne-
vada City, who was certain to con-
nect him with what was to follow.”

“He wouldn’t have risked it unless
he knew he could count on Kwang
Chew. You can be just as sure that
if Kwang was the man that was con-
sulted he has kept his part of the
bargain, or he wouldn’'t be alive to-
day.” Rip didn't put it into words
but the thought flashed in his mind
that it well might have been Kwang
Chew who supplied Lee Duck and

in the

Mullhall with the poisoned salt
blocks.

“We could visit the shop of
Kwang,” Mei-lang offered. “He

speaks English, of a sort. You might
ask him to examine the gold dust you
are taking to Carson City.. If he rec-
ognizes the sample, he will undoubt-
edly deny jt» But we can judge for
ourselves whether he is lying or not.”

“Suppose we see him,” Rip agreed.
“It's worth the few minutes it will
take. Before we leave I'd like to
call my partner in and repeat your
story to him. It will amaze him just
as much as it did me.”

That proved to be a distinct un-
derstatement. But a gleam of tri-
umph dawned in the little one’s eyes
as soon as he had recovered from his
surprise. “It looks like I had things
sized up right when 1 told you this
underground business was a side is-
sue and didn't have nothin’ to do
with what happened to Cheng and
Gordon.” He turned apologetically
to Mei-lang. “1 don’'t often git a
chance to crow like this,” he told her.
“1 couldn’t miss rubbin’ it in to him
a little. Considerable credit is due
both you and me.”

MEMBERING his once opeti
distrust of her, Mei-lang could
mile. She was ready to leave
minute. Reaching the street by way
of the store, they proceeded past Lee
Duck’s place to the chemist's shop.

n



Hoss Tfeaef Creek

Rip caught the fat man’s clerk eye-
ing them through the window.
Glancing back as they reached
Kwang Chew’s door, he was not sur-
prised to see Fat Sam hurrying in
their direction.

“We;ll have to talk fast,” he told
Mei-lang, “Lee Duck will be in here
in a minute.”

With the aid of a powerful glass,
Kwang was examining the dust Rip
had handed him, when Lee Duck
opened the door. The fat man bowed
to Mei-lang and the partners, his
manner as unruffled as ever,

“It seems we are here on the same
errand,” he said, taking notice of the
gold the chemist had under the glass.
“1 t®ok it for granted, Mr. Ripley,
that the several ounces of gold you
sold me last evening were not all you
had found. Looking at it closely this
morning, it seemed to me that it was
not a gold ore, but bar gold that had
been cut—possibly with a file. | de-
cided to ask Kwang’'s opinion.” He
smiled inscrutably. “Evidently your
curiosity was aroused, too.”

Rip nodded, his attention fixed on
Kwang. If the man had seen similar
samples before, he betrayed no sign
of it.

“What do you see?” Rainbow
asked. The Chinese shrugged philo-
sophically.

“This very nice bar gold.
Duck say, it has been cut.”

“All right, hand it back,” the tall
man esnapped, realizing they were
wasting their time there. “Here's a
dollar for your trouble!”

They had reached the door,
the fat man called him back.

“Mr. Ripley, you underestimate
my intelligence,” he said pointedly,
“1 sell every ounce of gold | buy to
the United States Mint, at Carson
City. If I had had the slightest rea-
son toconceal anything I would
have found some
posing of the gold | purchased from
Cheng. | assure you | am not stupid.”

To learn that the gold had been
sold tothe mint, where it was cer-
tain toundergo a careful scrutiny,
was a little too much for Rainbow.

“1 don’'t know how stupid you are,

(Continued On Page 92)
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Lee Duck,” he rapped, “but I propose
to find out!”

CHAPTER XIV
Evidence to Convict

44 W VE BEEN here twenty-two
Hi years; some of ray associates
JHL longer than that,” Superin-

tendent Holden told the partners, as

they sat at his desk in Carson City
the following afternoon. “The story
about the lost bullion is one of our
old standbys. You are mistaken in
thinking it was being shipped across
the plains from here. As a matter
of fact, Abe Curry didn't complete
this building for the government un-
til eighteen sixty-nine, six years aft-
er that bullion train was attacked.

That gold was smelted up in Virginia

City in the Ophir mill and purchased

by the United States from them. It's

been less than ten years since one of
the men who helped to pour those in-
gots passed away. | knew him well.

He often told me they were clearly

stamped: ‘Property of the U. S. A/

But when you speak of turning to

the old records, gentlemen, 1 can

only tell you regretfully that if any
were ever made they have long since
been destroyed. There is no way in
which we can scientifically identify
this piece of bullion and establish
its connection with the lost hoard.”

“But reduction methods have im-
proved with the years,” Rip argued.

“Wouldn't a careful test of gold that

was smelted back in the Sixties re-

veal impurities, or traces of other
metals, that you wouldn’'t find to-
day?”

“Certainly!” Holden agreed. “1 was
going to suggest that we cut this
piece in two, which will leave you
enough for what evidence value it
may have, and conduct some experi-
ments with the rest. If we can’'t do
anything else, we can establish the

approximate time at which it was
smelted.”
Rainbow was relieved. “That would

be good enough for me if 1 could
prove that this stuff dated back
thirty, forty years. As we told you,
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I'm confidant we will. If it's all
there, and it totals anything like
half a million dollars’ worth of bul-
lion, and we can be sure it's of Civil
War vintage, it wouldn't leave any
room for doubt as to what it was.”

“It would be a fabulous ending to

one of the most intriguing mysteries
this state has ever known,” said Hol-

den. “Suppose you give me a little
time and come back about three
o'clock. I'll put a good man on
this.”

“That'll be fine,” Rip assured him.
“Before we leave, there's another
matter | wanted to mention. | un-
derstand you have purchased about
ope hundred ounces of this gold- in
the past sis months. It was coarse
dust, similar to what | have here.”

Holden leaned back in his chair
and laughed heartily. “I've heard the
boys downstairs having some red-hot
arguments over it, Ripley! When
they bought it, they recognized it for
bullion. But what had them puzzled
was where it came from, and why it
had been cut. The only thing they
could agree on was that it had been
stolen somewhere.” He shook his
head. “Wilkins will certainly be re-
lieved! 1 wouldn't have connected it
with what we've been, talking about
if you hadn’t brought it up. We've
bought gold over the counter from
Sam Lee Duck for many years. We've
come to regard him as a reliable
character. Is it possible you suspect
him in connection with the murder of
the cook?”

“Definitely,” said Rainbow. He de-
clined to go further.

“1 can understand your reticence,”
the superintendent remarked. “Sup-
pose you wait a minute; I'll have
Wilkins come up. | think he tested
that stuff Lee Duck sold us.”

S assistant appeared in a few

Mmoments. Holden introduced
he partners.

he asked,

“Henry,” “do you rec-
ognize this gold?”

Wilkins smiled. “Naturally!” he
said, glancing at the cuttings. “It's

some more of the cut bullion we

bought from Lee Duck.” He picked

up the cube of gold Rip had found
(Continued On Page 94)
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in the keg. “This is some of the bar,
eh?”

“Yes. Mr. Ripley is convinced that
it is a piece ,of bullion from the train
that was robbed way back in '63.”

“1 can believe it,” said Wilkins. “It
wouldn't surprise me a bit. | know
the metal is old; | made some tests
and found distinct traces of anti-
mony and manganese under the blow
torch. That dates it definitely to the
Sixties or Seventies.” He gazed at
the partners with mounting excite-
ment. “A wagon-load of gold! In
my dreams, I've found it a thousand
times! Do you mean to say you've
actually located the cache?”

“We believe we're close to it,” Rip
answered. “We're not saying much
about it for the present.”

“You can understand why,” Grumpy
added. “Does Sam Lee Duck come
to Carson in person to sell you this
gold?”

“Yes, he's been coming for years.
It was some time early in March that
he arrived with about a hundred
ounces of these cuttings.”

Rainbow had caught what the little
one was after. “Then that was the
only time he offered any of it for
sale?” he queried.

Wilkins nodded. “I'm positive
about that. | can give you the date
by looking at the books.”

“Let us go downstairs,” Holden
suggested. “We can finish this up
now, Ripley, and you can get back
up to Rsno in time to catch a train
east tonight. That is unless you want
us to make further tests.”

“No, I'm satisfied,” Rip replied. “I
would like to know the date when
Lee Duck was here.”

Investigation proved it to have
been the fifth of March. Rainbow con-
sidered it as important a bit of evi-
dence as anything they had uncov-
ered. He thanked the superintend-
ent and Wilkins for their courtesy,
and hurried Grumpy out of the build-
ing and down to the Virginia and
Truckee station. The little man had
been as quick as he to catch the
significance of the date of the fat
man’s visit.

“It makes purty plain readin’, don't
it?” he growled. “He’s here on the
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Fifth; they take the gold without
queltion. So he hot foots it back
to Nevada City, and two days later
Cheng is knocked off. It's almost
enough to na'il him, Rip!”

“Almost, But he’ll hit back hard
before he’s licked. 1 wish we were
in Nevada City this minute. The
best we can do now is to land there

about five in the morning. The first
thing I'm going to do when | get
there is to see Burling. He’'ll have

to line up with us openly. I'll ask
him to deputize most of the Rocking
Chair crew and go up to Horsethief
w ith US;”

“Yeh?” The little man gave him a
dour glance. “W&at does that mean?”

“We're going after that gold, and
knowing it was taken in by wagon
ought to give us an idea of where
to look for it.”

Nevada City was not yet astir
wh”n they stepped down from the
tsain the next morning. It was the
first time they had seen the doors of
the Bucky Boy Saloon closed.

“Burliftg won’t be showin’ up at
his oifice before seven,” Grumpy re-
marked, as He and Rip turned the
corner arid started, up the main street.

“l don’'t suppose so0,” Rainbow
agreed, “If the' dining room is open,
we’'ll have breakfast and get up the
horses.”

JEFORE they reached the hotel,

however, Marsh Burling ran
out into the street in front of his
office, half a block away, and mo-

tioned for them to join him at once.
With surprise tearing at them, they
lengthened their stride, and as they
approached the office their astonish-
ment deepened on finding Hoy Gee
and two other sober-faced Chinese
waking a few feet away. They fol-
lowed Marsh inside. At his desk sat
Mei-lang. Rainbow’s startled glance
ran from one te the other.

“What is the meaning of all this?”
he demanded brusquely, his face hard
and ffat with unconcealed anxiety.
“What are you doing here at this
hour, Mei-lang?”

“Waiting for you,” she replied,
with a reassuring smile. “Mr. Burl-
ing thought you might be on this

(Continued On Page 96)
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early train. We didn’'t know where
to reach you last evening.” She
glanced at the sheriff. “Do you want
me to do the talking?”

“Go ahead, Miss Seng,” Marsh
urged.

“Lee Duck has left town, Rainbow.
He rented a buggy at the livery last
evening and was seen driving north.
His place is closed. The four Chi-
nese who worked for him took the
late afternoon train west.”

“And Daggett’s gone, too!” Burling
interjected. “He wasn't even on hand
for Mullhall's funeral yesterday aft-
ernoon. These rats are running, Rip-
ley!” Rainbow shook his head.

“l don't believe it, Marsh. 1 think
they're going after that gold. They
know it's a case of now or never.”

“You must have been followed to
Carson City,” Mei-lang said.

“We were sure of it,” Rip replied.
“Lee Duck doesn’'t know what we
learned at the Mint, but he was un-
doubtedly informed by telegraph that
we were conferring with the of-
ficials.”

“Was the superintendent able to
tell you anything?” Burling asked.

“We had better luck than we ex-
pected.” It did not take the tall man
long to acquaint them with the re-
sults of the trip. “When Lee Duck
told me he had been selling the gold
to the Mint, he thought he could
bluff us out of going to Carson.
When that didn’t work, it didn’t take
him long to realize that if we ever
found the cache that the evidence
against him would be overwhelming.”

“We may be too late, Rip,” the lit-
tle one muttered. “They’'ve had fif-
teen, sixteen hours.”

“l realize that. We won’t waste
any more time. We’'ll grab a cup of
coffee and be on our way. 1 want
you to ride with us, Marsh. We'll
need men. You can swear in the
Rocking Chair crew.” He turned to
Mei-lang, only to have her anticipate
what he was about to say,

“Hoy Gee and the others will see
that | reach the quarter safely,” she
said. “I'll be anxiously waiting to
hear how things go for you.”

Rainbow went to the door with
her.
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her
man.

“Be careful,” she whispered,
eyes seeking his. The tall
nodded a silent answer.

With the feeling strong in them
that a showdown was at hand, the
three rode no.rth fifteen minutes later.
Their arrival at Rocking Chair threw
the ranch into excitement. Nightwind
insisted on riding with the posse.

“l want you with wus,” Hip told
him. “just leave a couple good men
here. We won’t waste any time work-
ing the lower cveek; we’ll strike right
up Horsethief Canyon.”

He spoke with Glenna briefly and
did not deny the dangerous nature
of their mission. She took it brave-
ly, even when they rode out of the
yard and she waved good-bye at Jim.

The Rocking Chair men took it as
a lark at first, and there was the usual
extravagant talk and grim joshing
tossed Hack and forth between them
that Rainbow expected from a bunch
of punchers turned loose on an er-
rand of this sort. It did not fool
him; he knew the men realized that
some of them might not come back
alive, and that under the surface they
were already keyed up and alert. By
the time they were out of sight of
the house, conversation had died away
to only an occasional muttered word.

On reaching the read that ran up
the canyon Rip pressed in, close to
Burling. “You hold up here five min?
utes, Marsh, and the little fellow and
I wil-J go ahead and scout the road.
That bunch may be in here right now
get-ting the stuff out. If they are,
they’ll fight it out. If they've been-
here and gone, we’'ll see some sign
of it.”

AND Grumpy pulled ahead at
I\/[once. They had moved along

autiously for a mile and half
more, when a rifle cracked viciously
ahead of them. The whining slug
cut the little one’s bridle rein an
inch below his hand, With the faint
puff of smoke to guide him Rip raced
at the bushwhacker, stitching a ring
of shots around him. Grumpy let
out a wild screech and closed in,
too, his .45 barking. They failed to
catch a giimpse of the man. It was
only a moment or two, however, be-
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fore they heard a horse break away
with a rush. Grumpy took after him
at once and was in time to see the
fleeing rider swinging around a curve
in the road.

“Follow him
“They're here!
as a guard!”

They had not chased the man more
than five hundred yards, when they
whipped around a rocky point and
found themselves almost on top of
Speed Daggett and seven or eight
others, feverishly loading a wagon. A
few feet away Sam Lee Duck sat
in his rented buggy, a pistol in his
hand, and superintending the opera-
tion. Rip and the little one pulled
their broncs into the air and spun
them around. A fusillade of shots
spattered around them as they fell
back.

“The cache was right alongside the
road!” Grumpy cried. “No wonder
we didn't find it!”

“Drop back!” Rainbow vyelled at
him.  “Burling will be here in a
minute\

The sheriff and his possemen came
up quickly. In a sentence, Rip told
them what they had seen, Burling
was about to bark out an order, when
four riders swung around the point.
When they found better than a dozen
men facing them, instead of just the
partners, they swung back in frantic

up!” Rip vyelled.
That bird was posted

haste. Shep Rockingham’s snap shot
slapped into one of them.

“Come on!” big Marsh cried. “Go
after 'em!”

“Wait!” Rainbow protested. “We

can't get around that point without
losing two or three men. It'll only
take two or three minutes to reach
the rim from here. We'll have them
dead to rights then,”

The wisdom of this maneuver was
apparent to the sheriff. “All right,
Ripley! Lead the way!”

mThey climbed out of the canyon
without drawing another shot, but
only to find the wagon gone and Sam
Lee Duck as well. Down below, they
could see Daggett and his gang
posted in the rocks.

“That wagon is goin’ up the can-
yon, hell bent for leather!” Grumpy
growled. *I can hear it!”
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“Forget it for a minute!” Rip
snapped, “We’'ll go after this bunch
first1”

CHAPTER XV

Trail Without End

BELLOW of rage from be-
A low them told them that Dag-

gett's gang had discovered
the trick that had been played on
them. Immediately, a rain of slugs
began to spatter the rim rock. Marsh
waved his men back a few feet and
made his way over to Rainbow.

“1f we didn’'t, want that bunch of
snhakes alive, we could pick 'em off
easy enough,” he growled. “They
can’'t stay there long.”

“They’ll run, and we’ll herd them
out of the canyon,” the tall man an-
swered. “Crawl up to the rim gn
your bellies and show them we mean
business!” he called out to the crew.

Shep, Melody and the others could
ask for nothing more to their liking.
Their guns began to talk in earnest.
It was a convincing argument, and
after returning a scattering fire, Dag-
gett and his men fled up the Korse-
thief.

The posse had only to stick to the
rim to keep them moving.

"Rip, we’'ll lose them when the
creek turns into mountains!” Night-
wind called out. “We’ll have to go
down then!”

“We won’'t do it till we see them
climbing up the slope to the Open-
ing!” Rainbow answered, “I don’t
care where the chase takes us, we're
rounding up that bunch!”

He put his glasses on the fleeing
men when he saw them pounding up
the short, steep grade to the level of
the plateau. He recognized Quinn
River Bill, Hanaford and several
others.

“That was Hanaford you nicked,
Shep,” he told Rockingham. “He’'s
in bad shape. When we get up there
we ought to see something of the
wagon.”

They crossed the creek quickly and
toiled up the slope. The quarry
could be seen heading toward the
ridge and Mullhall’'s ranch. The wag-

(Continwed On Page 100)
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(Continued F;Vjm Page 99)
on and Lee Duck’s buggy were not
to be seen.

Burling ordered the men to fan
out. “That bunch is making for the
house,” he told them, “'We've got to
throw a circle around 'em before they
get there, or they'll fort up on us!”

“Just get us to the house ahead of
them, Marsh/’ Rainbow countered.
“It’s too late for anything else. We'U
lose sight of them as soon as they
reach those trees.”

“Follow me!” Burling snapped.
“We’'ll cross the ridge right here the
mihute they're beyond seeing what
we're doing!”

For all of his years, he set a pace
that the others were hard put to fol-
low. Half an hour’'s hard riding
brought them in sight of the ranch
buildings. It was the partners’ first
glimpse of the place. It was an ugly,
down-at-the-heel outfit,

“We're here in time,” Grumpy
ground out. “If we put that barn be-
tween us and them, they’ll ride right
into our hands.”

“That’s what | propose to do,”
sheriff informed him.

When he had his force disposed
according to plan, he had only a few
minutes to wait before he saw the
others coming.

“What's happened to Daggett?”
Grumpy exclaimed at once. “He ain't
with 'em!”

“I'll._ wager he’'s heading north
with Lee Duck 8 the tall man ground
out with bitter disappointment. -“Is
there any other way you could go
in a rig, Jim?”

“North, or back down the canyon/
Nightwind answered. “This bunch is
getting close!” he warned.

Quinn River and the others rode
into the yard and flung themselves
from their sadcfles. Carrying their
rifles with them, they started to run
for the house. At a signal from
Burling the posse broke cover. Be-
fore the cornered men could fire a
shot they were surrounded.

“Throw down your guns!”
barked. “The jig is up!”

Only Jensen hesitated.

“Come on!” Grumpy growled. *“I
owe you a little attention, and you'll
git it in a second!”

ths

Marsh
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ILL let his rifle drop and un-
B buckled his gun-belt. Rocking-

ham and Melody gathered up the
guns.

The sheriff called the partners and Of the LATEST

Nightwind aside. “What are we go-

ing to do with these fellows, Rip- Popular Song Hits

ley?”
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geared to ensue between them. Lee
Du.ck took over tffl reins an4 drove
on, but without lashing the.horses
mvith the whip, Whbe'n the sheriff
hailed him, He pulled the team to a
halt.

“They’re both armed,” Rip warned.
“Look out-!”

Daggett betrayed signs of going to
pieces. Sam Lee Duck was his
phlegmatic self. Rainbow had to ad-
mire the man’s cool nerve.

“I'S have to asls; you to get out of
that i% and put up your hands,” said
Burling, and taking his cue from
'what Rip had told him, he added,
“And before you remind tne that |
haven’'t any authority up h<?re, let me
tell you 19%n taK”] yo'4into custody
for the U. S. Immigration Service.”

Only for a second did the fat man’s

~Ja&e betray arty sign of leaf. “I'll bs

glad to get dbwn,” he s3itf. “There is
rtt) reason why | shouid object to be*
irfg questioned by the imreigr'ation
authorities. Mr. Daggett an# 1 were
not ruritSftig apay fr&m anything; we
had some business at the sprirtgs with
Fujrey.”

“That'll have to wait for another
day,” the sheriff said curtly. “The
,two of you are turhing back here.”
He ran his hands over Le,e Duck and
foftnd his pistol. He took D-ag gett's
gun, too. “Turn the team around!”
he ordered.

“Marsh, you start back with them,”
said Rainbow. “The little fellow and
| are going to see old SSfewt. We'll
catch up with you between here and
the Opening.”

They parted there, and the partners
went on.

“Cool about it, wa'n't he?” Grumpy
muttered.

“Yeh, but he knows his finish is in
sight. | think we can make old
Newt talk. We're going to ta”™e him
back with us whether he stands on
his legal rights or not.”

MANUREY eyed them with his usual
JS7 suspicion as they pulled up at

his door. “Company, eh?” he cack-
led.
“Yeh,” Rip answered, relieved to

find that the man was not armed.
“There was a couple other fellows
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headed this way, but they didn't
quite make it, Newt.”

Grumpy and he swung down,

“ls that so?” the old man queried
without any show of interest, “What
happened to 'em?”

“The sheriff was herdin’ them back
to Nevada,” the little one informed
hmi,” They was a couple of impor-
tant' gents, too—Fat Sam and that
great health specialist Speed Dag-
gett.”

Furey’s eyes said he didn't believe
it. “What's the law got ag’in them?”

“1'll tell him,” Rainbow cut in,
“Things have been happening, Newt.
Did you know Mullhall had been
murdered?”

“Yeh,” the old man answered, and
then seemed to regret having spoken
so quickly. Rip found it enlighten-
ing.

“1f Lee Duck saw to it that some-
one got word to you, then you can't
have any lodgers on your hands
now.”

Furey gave him a crafty glance,
“What do yuh mean by that?”

The tall man gave it to him
straight from the shoulder. With-
out waiting for Furey to deny his
connection with the gang, he said:
“We're taking you along. You've got
a horse. Toss a saddle on it and lock
up. It'll be a long time before you
get back, if ever.”

Newt tried to keep his wits to-
gether. *“1 ain't broke no law!” he
protested indignantly. “I didn’t have
no hand in them Kkillin’s, nor know
nuthin’ about 'em till after they hap-
pened! |1 didn't bring no Chinks into
the country. | couldn’t see no harm
in iettin’ 'em stay here overnight and

feedin’ 'em a meal or two. | got a
little livin’ out of it, and that's all!”
“1 believe you, Newt,” Rip said,

“But that’'s not the way the law is
going to look at it. You knew who
killed Cheng and Mr. Gordon, By not
coming forward with the knowledge,
you made yourself an accessory after
the fact, and it'll go hard with you.
As for the smuggling, you were just,
a cog in the wheel. But you'll get
ten to twenty years for that alone, |
know you’'re a lawless old bugger, |
think you’'re'rather harmless, though.
(Continued On Page 104)
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ins In subjects checked fcciow. Ki> obligation on my park
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YOU SENT FOR THIS F8EE INFORMATION*
V/omer* from oySr the Nation write us oflJ-helr
Joy in bedo‘fttfn$ motfrecs- atSast! FOR FStEE copy
wrffe to Warner Co., 418 W. take St., Miilneap-
offs 8, Minnesota.

(SIDELINE Salesmen and Agents).

Sell -our illustrated Coiptc Booklets, and other novelties,
Each booklet size 4*7? fay 2% . The different sample kosk*
lets sent for SOc, or assorted for $1.00. Shipped pre*
pptdf. W holesale novelty pr.ice list sent with order only.
No C. ©i 0. orders. Send Cash or Stamps. Print eame
and at?efress.
REPSAC SALES CO.
1 West 1m St., D»4( New York, H. Y,

ABE YOU LONELY?

If you are sincerely seeking « sweetheart, or mete, we
can help you. Thousands h”ve found happiness through
our method. £feii$a$ibnal proven results. All ages,
religions. Many wealthy. Confidential, prompt,
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164

Real Western

(Continued From Page 103>
If I could help you, | would; you're
an old man. | hate to see you die in
some federal prison. But | can’t do
anything for you if you won’t talk.”

It was not until they were abreast
of Sentinel Butte that they saw Bur-
ling moving along with Daggett and
the fat man. Rainbow calculated the
effect of it on old Newt. *“If that
pair thought they could save their
skins by turning on you, they
wouldn't hesitate a second,” he as-
sured him.

The old man swallowed hard and
kept his dogged silence.

“He’'s tough,” Grumpy muttered
under his breath.

“He’'ll come through,” Rainbow an-
swered confidently.

Jim Nightwind had important
news for them when they reached
Mullhall's house. In a hidden cellar,
entered through a trap door in the
kitchen floor, he had found five
frightened Chinese.

“lI've got them cooped up in the
bunkhouse,” he told them. “Hana-
ford was dying, | thought. 1 took it
on myself to send Melody to town
with him.”

“That was all right,” said Rip. “If
you'll put the cuffs on that pair in
the buggy, Marsh, we’'ll see if we
can't find the wagon. We don't need
a dozen men here to guard these
prisoners.”

Daggett had no more fight or vitu-
peration left in him. Lee Duck still
maintained his flinty silence. Even
the news that the Chinese had been
found in the cellar, damaging as it
was, had not dented his impenetrable
calm. Rainbow pretended to ignore
Newt Furey, but the glance he flicked
at him gave him reason to believe
that the old man was almost ready to
crack.

N HOUR'’S searching resulted in
A the discovery of the wagon and
its precious load. It had been
over a cliff. It lay shattered in a
ravine, the gold bars scattered about.
“1 want you to take charge of this
stuff,” the tall man told Marsh. “I'd
get it to town before dark and see it
placed in one of the banks.”
(Continued On Page 106)
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Sure, that Saturday night pay
envelope’s bulging. But let me
tell you something, brother, be-
fore you spend adime ... That
money's mine too!

I can take it. The mess out
here. And missing my wife
and kid.

What | can't take is you
making it tougher for me. Or
my widow, if that's how it
goes. And, brother, it will make
it tough—if you splurge one
dime tonight.

You're working .. .and I'm
fighting . . . for the same thing.
But you could lose it for both
of us—without thinking. A guy
like you could start bidding me
right out of the picture tonight.
And my wife and kid. There
not being as much as every-
body'd like to buy—and you
having more green stuffthan I.
But remember this, brother—
everything you buy helps to
send prices kiting. Up. UP.
AND UP. Till that fat pay
envelope can’'t buy you a

square meal.

Stop spending. For yourself.
Your Kkids. And mine. That,
brother, is sense. Not sacrifice.

Know what I'd do with that
dough ... if I'd the luck to
have it?

I'd buy War Bonds—and,
God, would 1 hang on to them!
(Bonds buy guns—and give
you four bucks for your three!)
... 1I'd pay back that insurance
loan from when Mollie had the
baby ... I'd pony up for taxes
cheerfully (knowing they’re the
cheapest way to pay for this
war) . .. I'd sock seme in the
savings bank, while 1 could

. 1I'd lift a load off my mind
with more life insurance.

And | wouldn't buy a shoe-
lace till 1'd looked myself
square in the eye and knew I

couldn’'t do without. (You get
to knowin’— out here — what
you can do without.)

I wouldn’t try to profit from

this war—and | wouldn’t ask
more for anything | had to sell.

I've got your future in my
rifle hand, brother. But you’'ve
got both of ours, in the inside
of that stuffed-up envelope.
You and all the other guys
that are lookin’ at the Main
Street shops tonight.

Squeezethatmoney, brother.
It’s got blood on it!

Use it up
Wear it out mmm
fVBake it d® mm

or do without

A UNITED STATES WAR MESSAGE PREPARED BY THE WAR ADVERTISING COUNCIL; APPROVED BY

THE OFFICE OF WAR INFORMATION;

AND CONTRIBUTED BY THE MAGAZINE PUBLISHERS OF AMERICA



This wenderftt hook will help you
itaiKf cut «l a vital, attractive
|sep*cnality — quickly!

It's full of easy ways to win praise from those
anrtind you. You'll never be'at a iosj for witty
things to liveM) up a groug, anywhere. Men
atii! women will admire yollr charm and wit.
This if the very book you've been hoping far!
Alt# with it you get—absolutely FREE
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ACT NOW!
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Dept. 23-11,

y* US help you find teal nippiness, Join oar old tellable
club. 42 years of dependable, confidential service. Corre?
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hand made,
hand-engraved, in-
laid with simulated
pearl, is a KNOCK-
Shoe and
shank of everlasting

.rus$i your order! SEND
Pay postman only $3.98 plus
Return for refund in

Wheeling, W. Ya.

Re«d Western

(Continued From Page 104)

From where they stoed they could
see the road rising out tff Horse-
thief Canyon. Grumpy pointed out
two riders moving over it at a reck-
less ppce.

“That's ~elody in the rear!” Rock-
ingham exclaimed.

It was the o]her rider who held
Rainbow’s attention. H'is mouth
tightened as he recognized her.

“It's Mxss Seng']” Burling declared,
at his elbow. “Whars she doing

here?”
“We’'ll wait and let her speak for
herself,” said Mp.

“1 thought y#u mig™N.t need me
.here,” she told them. “I had'Soy Gee

posted on the bridge. Whgn Mr.
.Malene drove in with the wounded
man, | was quickly informed. |1

.talked with him, and when he told
eme some Ofanisse had been found
he™e, I knew you could question them
through me.”

Big M-arsh shook his head admir-
ingly. “You've got uncommon, good
sense and grit for a worrsail,” he told
h'er. “We’'ll see what you can get
otit of those fellows.”

Mei-lang’'s questioning of the five
Chinese brought the admission that
they were being smuggled into the
United States. It was the final straw,
as far as Newt Furey was concerned.
The confession that tumbled out of
him was no surprise to the partners.

“Bring Kim into the kitchen, and
I'll write down what he says and he
can sign it,” Burling ordered.

“Let me put a couple questions to
him,” Rainbow suggested, when they
were seated around the table with the
old man. “You say it was decided
right here in this room that Cheng
was to be Killed; that Lee Buck
agreed to have it done.”

“That's right. Daggett and Hana-
ford shewed up at my place the next
day and told me Fat Sam had taken
care of the cook.”

“Good enough,” said Rip. “Have
you any proof that it was Bill Jen-
sen who killed Gordon?”

“Proof?” Newt snorted. “Wa'n't
that what all the fight was about?
Mullhall had that done on his own;
that's what Sam gave him hell for!

(Continued On Page 108)
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Nio Musical Knowledge
Meeded— Your Ear ©Hides You

The LeRoy method is proven and tried. Le«
Roy has radio broadcasted from coast to coast
for’ 12 years. He believes everyone is musi-
cally inciined and shows you how through a
simplified method to sit down to the piano and

Fllli%itlti)/yn\?vagaten m{&'s almost uncanny how

THOUSANDS HAYi1 LEARNED
T© PLAY THE PIAMO BY EAR M 5 WEEKS!
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SaSio’s foremost piano teacher now offers Ms famous course for SI. Play anythiiur you can hum, whistle, or shag.

Don't say you never had a _chance to learn to play. . . don’t be a wall-flower. Here's your, opportunity
to know ‘how to play and gain popularity ... be the center of attraction. It's Easy! Yes, pfay anything
you can hum, whistle or Sing.

With my famous amazingly simple method, you can learn to “play” the piano “by ear” in just
5 weeks—at a total cost of only ONE DOLLAR! Play favorite swing tunes, lovely old folk songs, pop-
ular airs, all the late hit times, hymns — anything your heart desires—without notes or music, entirely
by ear—for your own pleasure; to delight your friends.

A A parties, to delight your friends, to amuse yeurself. The cost is

® No Tiresome Practice! If's All Fun! so small—the method so simple—the results so gratifying. Start
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learn silently—you can even keep ita secret until you are o E";I%Sﬁd find $1.00 (ca_sé‘| or money order.) Send LeRoy Course fi
ready co actually PLAY! Then sit down at a party andsurprisean art to me prepaid. 1Y

friends with your talent.
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LIVE AND STRONG
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(Continued From Page 106)

He held thar was no reason to Kill
Gordonl About a week later, | hap-
pened to be down here. 1 told Bill
I was goin’ to strike Buck for more
money, an’ if | didn’t git it, | was
goin 'to pull out. He told me to shut
up or he'd give me some of the same
medicine he handed Trig.”

He signed the statement Burling
made for him. Marsh glanced at his
watch.

“It's late,” he said. “I'll get these
fellows started for town at once. I'll
have to send some of your men in
with them, Nightwind. A coupie
more will have to stay on the place
till the court can appoint somebody
to look after it; there’s livestock
here. When I've got them on the
way, we'll go after the bullion, We'll
have to carry it out of that ravine
by hand.”

There had been no denials from
Lee Duck, but he had become a flab-
by hulk. The sheriff permitted him
to make the trip back to town in his
buggy; the other prisoners were
shoved into a ranch wagon. Under
Shep Rockingham’s direction, the
cavalcade drew away from the ranch.

Rainbow turned to Mei-lang. *“I’'ve
arranged with Nightwind to have
Melody take you to the Rocking
Chair house,” he said. “Miss Gordon
will be glad to have you there for the
night.”

“Glenna will be honored,” Jim told
her. “We ought to be through hers

by dark. If you’'ll wait supper, we
should be there in time to sit down
with you.”

“A woolen shirt and jodphurs is
not my idea of visiting attire,” Mei-
lang replied, with a gracious smile.
“But if Miss Gprdon will take me in
as | am, | shall be delighted to ac-
cept her hospitality.”

They saw her on her way, while
Burling was having a wagon run out
from the barn. For a moment Night-
wind and Rainbow were alone.

“l want to thank you* personally
for what you've done,” Jim said so-
berly. “It means a great deal to me.
Glenna and | have wanted to get mar-
ried, but with this thing hanging over
me, | didn’'t feel we should.”

(Continued On Page 110)



IPo you want increased pay, larger re-
sponsibilities, a real career instead of
just ajob? Put the famous International
Correspondence Schools coupon to work
for yon!

Marked and mailed, the coupon will
bring you full information on 1. C. S.
training for success in the field of your
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TO WORK-

interest. It's a messenger prepared to
place you in communication with a
richly rewarding future.

Thousands who have employed it are
leaders of American industry and busi-
ness. What they have done, you can do.
Start now as they did by sending the
coupon on a mission for you.



Is Epilepsy Inherited? Real Westers
What Causes It? (Continued From Page 108)

A booklet containing the opinions of famous Rainbow gave him a friendly smile.
doctors on this interesting subject will be sent “There's nothing standing in your

FREE, while they last, to any reader writing : ;
to the Educational Division, 535 Fifth Ave., way now, Jim. | wish Grump and |
BB-4, New York, N. Y, could be on hand for the happy

event,”

HE sun was down by the time
TBurIing conceded that all of the
bullion had been recovered. Grumpy
offered to ride into Nevada City with
him. “Put a couple men on the wag-
on and between the four of us we’ll
see the stuff gits in safely,” he told
Marsh.
Learn to set up and run ANY kind of machine; MAKE WIORE Rainbow and Nightwind rode with

MONEY NOW by learning quickly HOW TO DO THINGS which

ually take years of study and practice. The demand for SKILLED h m f r h R kln h ir
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“Only a day or two. You'll be re-

CARDS—DICE turning to California?”

Inks, daubs, ink & tailor-made readers, three-way dies, Mei-lang nodded. “By the end of
togs, shades, books, Jokes, novelties. ~Magical supplies. . . .

Catalog Freé. the week. Her voice trailed away

VINE, HILL & CO.. Dept. D, Swanton, Ohio to a whisper, “It means good-bye

again.”

. . “Yes—but some part of you will

QUIft Usmg Tobacco! go with me, Mei-lang,” he said tense-

Results Guaranteed or Money .Refunded. Iy, “The sound of your voice and

Writo for Free Booklet and Learn How.

the memory of your face. It's so
much, and so little! A thousand
times I've thought of the little song
you used to sing. | can remember

h t i L H t d
LONESOME? s nygyrpes” e e
JON RELIABLE CLUB  e&f?Mied

Members everywhere—'beautiful girls, nurses, teachers,

widows, businessmen, farmers seeking congenial mates. |f you go' me Nno ean do_
Many claim wealth. Dignified, dependable and sure, we
get results. WRITE FOR BOOK OF PHOTOS AND

DESCRIPTIONS FREE. SEALED, She finished it for him:
The Exchange, 3827 E. Main St. Kansas City, Mo.

THE NEWELL COMPANY
140 Clayton Station- St. Louis, Mo.

“‘If you stay, me love you true—

“‘But me no cry, me only say—'"
110 (Continued On Page 112)



Anyone who lias learned fo write, can leant to draw

This book removes the mysticism that has sur-
rounded art. By reducing the elements of drawing
to its simple istetps, it teaches THE BEGINNER to
draw and tll&il .i>i pftanoe into snon'o difficult sub -
jects, No previous knowledge on your part is ex-
pected. Within iafew days you will be drawing- with
an ease and enjoyment yora never thought possible.

COVERS f BRANCHES OF ART

This ®ook guides! you from the first stroke -oil paper to
selling- the finished art. Includes specific instruction on:
Still Life, Animals, Anatomy, Human Figures, Faces and
Portraits, 'Lettering’. Layouts, Cartooning-, Advertising

Art, [Illustrations for Newspapers, Magazines, Books,
Use of Color, etc. Teaches you how to draw:—hands,
feet, heads, foodies, ears, noses, mouths, eyes — in

different positions, of different ages and sexes, and
from different perspectives, Shows you how to attain
and indicate:—action, shading, composition, balance;
&nd how to express:—laughter, anger, terror, grief,

surprise, and other emotions. Also how to orig-

t inate and draw caricatures, cartoons and comic
drawings. Also how to letter, with 37 Complete
Alphabets. Illustrated with over 1000 Drawings!

Knickerbocker ?als. Co., 120 Greenwich St.,
Dept. XD-2, Mew Ysrk 6, N. Y.
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and SUCCESSEtJL. Many eupsrstitiously helieyo that ona
root acts as a eo-called PQWEBFXJL I,TICK CHARM for
winning games_gTS help's in lov© affairs, the other allegedly
drives away evil ‘influences and wards off Bad luck. While wa
tnaiieno -supernatural claims, we guarantee thpss» roots to b&
of the very highest qualit}/. Largs size rootr, only $LS8
per pair postpaid, or C.O.[X, plua postage. Limited supply*
Busb your osder nof

PROPHET PRODUCTS C®©,, Dept. DA-1
iex 77, Station J, New York, N. Y.
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(Continued From Page 110)

The moment was too much for
Rainbow. He took her in his arms
and crushed his lips on her mouth.

“This is madness, Rainbow!”

“1 know it,” he admitted bleakly.
“A moment of madness in a lifetime
of longing!”

the morning. He found Grum-

py at the hotel. “I
stuff in from the ranch,” he told the
little man.

“Why, we ain’t leavin’ jest yet, are
we?” Grumpy protested. “I fig-
gered—"

“We're leaving this afternoon! I'm
pulling out of here while I've still
got the sense to go!”

The little man gazed at him under-
standing”, “l reckon yo're right,
Rip,” he muttered sympathetically.
“Where we headin’?”

“Back to Wyoming. I'm going to
see that you get the vacation you
were hankering for in Butte.”

KIP was in Nevada City early in

THE END

PAT STEVEKS,
SAM & ONE-EYED EZRA

Return in ct rip-

roaring new novel
by
PETER FIELD
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POWDER VALLEY
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It will appear, complete,
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are’s new amazing mouth comfort without risking? a single cent enjoy that feeling~of
iving your own teeth again. Its efficaciousness is attested to by hundreds of users who
ithusiastiealdy praise Crown Plate Reliner . . . you, too, will join this happy army if you will
st try Crown once. Satisfy your desire for food . eat what you want . yes, comfortably
t foods you have been deprived of such as steak, corn, apples, etc. Use Crown Plate Reliner
id again make eating a pleasure. Remember Crown Reliner tightens false teeth or no cost,
jrfect for partials, lowers and uppers.

IOT A POWDER OR PASTi CROWN PLATE RELINER is ecsy fo uie.

in't suffer embarrassment and discomfort caused by loose dental plates. Apply CROWN RKLINKit. In a jiffy
nr plate fits like new and stays that way up to 4 months. No old-fashioned heating to burn your mouth. .Tust
ueeze CROWN from tube and put your teeth back in. They'll lit as snugly as ever. Inventor is a recognized
thorlty in dental field. A patent has been applied for CROWN RELINKR to protect you from imitators. After
it rellne your plate with CROWN, take your false teeth our for cleaning without affectinK the CROWN
iLINKtt. CKOWN KELINEK is guaranteed it's harmless. NOT- A POWDER OR PASTE! DOES NOT
IRN OR IRRITATE. If not satisfied, even after 4 months, return partly used tube for full refund , CROWN
a scientific discovery that you use without fuss or bother. Just squeeze it out of the tube onto the plate and
a jif.y your plate wiil auain feel as tight and comfortable as it did when it was new. Order today and
i»y this new oral comfort right away. ~

WHAT USERS
TILL US — READ!
1 Clements of Algonac writes:
“My lPlates were so bad they
when | talked. Now 1
pan eat steaks, corn on the
lob." E, W. W._of .Yir inia
e ini .mn
Steliner all you claim for it
and more.” . . . Many more
attest to same excellent "re-
sults. Reline your plates with
I'ROWN. it's tasteless. Hits
that natural pink color. Order
a tube of CROWN RELINER
today . . . enough to last a

HERE'S"OUR FREE OFFERT
CKOWN offers you a two-way protection for your plates. Order CROWN
RELINKR and imdve t-REE with your order CROWN DKNTAI, PLATE
CLEANER. The DKNTAI, PLATE CLEANER is easy to use and restores
that new freshness to your plates to help keen your mouth €™
ckowijj eliminates without brushing foods that collect in
Piute corners and erevires, Jlelps protect plates because no brushing is
necessary and therefore the dange'r of scratching is avoided. You will enjoy
the feeling that your breath is sweet and is not "false-teeth offensive”. Order
today and get your CROWN CLKANKR FREE with the CROWN DENTAL
PLATE RELINER remember you don't risk @ single cent. You mu&t be
Ifitk* satisfied, or your money back.

SSAS MO MQHEY

Try it for 4 months and then return it for a
full refund if not satisfied. Order at once and
we will include FREE with your order a tube
of CROWN DENTAL PLATE CLEANER.
You'!l] be delighted with both...and the
CROWN CLEANER will make your mouth
feel refreshed. Eush coupon sending name and
addre3S. Pay'postman one dollar for combina-
tion plus postage, or send cash and we pay
postage. Act now and enjoy this new happiness.

CROWN PLASTIC CO., D6PT. 3404

Crown Plastic Co., D»pt. 3404

43S8 Wo FhiledeSphie Ave.
D-a”ro5t. 4, Mich.

-§353 W. Philadelphia Ave., Detroit, 4, <iich.

Sendwont!i-rfui  Crown Dental Plate
include the KItEK Crown Denial Cleaner.
one dollar plus postage on arrhal. If

Kellner and

i will pay postman

am not satisfied after

4 months. | may returji partly used u*be for full refund.
(Q 1 am enclosing one dollar in full payment same guarantee.)

IADDRESS.

ICITY/ j. ezttk-...-*,..-r
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SICKNESS or ACCIDENT

Don't allow Hospitalization expense to ruin your wSm
liie savings. Insure NOW at low cost . . . before it's

too late! The famous North American Plan provides p
that, in case of unexpected sickness or accident, you
may go to any Hospital in the U. S. or Canada
under any Doctor's sare. Your expenses will be paid
for you in strict accordance with Policy provisions.

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION

One individual er entire family (birth to age 70)is
eligible. Unusual features of the North American
Hospitalization Plan are its provisions for Doctor fees
in case of accident and a liberal $1,000.09 Acciden-
tal Death benefit. Also, as a civilian, you get. War Risk
coverage at no extra charge. For solid, dependable,
economical protection North American has wfe the
approval of leading- Hospitals and physicians
throughout the TJniied States. The company is under
the supervision of the Insurance Department. No
agent will call. .J f

WX
MAIlL-'CaU PON FOR
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«CHITA EXENES 8§ P» /3 A ft
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FRACIDENT P TO

«1000.00

WAR COVERAGE INCLLDED

fw *1. AMBUIANCE SERVICE eXRINSE . . .
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NORTH AMERICAN MUTUAL INSURANCE CO.
B®pf. D4-4, WiimingfoH, Del,
piease send me, -without oW lgation, details aljout
your “3c A Bay Hospitalization Insurance Plan.”
NAME .. e
Aadress
(o State ...

(Fill In and clip this coupon. Mail in envelope or
paste on penny postcard}



YOU LOVE!

with WOHderful letters
full of tender affection!

THIS BOOK 5HDUJS VOU HOmi! |

Are you far away from the one you love? Don't let distance cool his or
her affections! Keep the fires of love burning by writing warm, interesting,
loving letters!

HOW >WRITES

%E? MU IFJTERS

Here at last « a book cnat sHows you
how—tells you in a marvellously simple
way how to express your tenderness in
words that thrill! No matter how diffi-
cult you now find it to write the things
you. want to say, this book can help
you! You don't have to be a great
writer to make your letters leap with

make it easy for you to keep thoughts of
love magically alive!

This gives you only a hint-of the valuable
information and instruction you will find in
this book. Numerous other subjects are .cov-
ered — all to help you make vyour letters
sparkle with your inner feelings so that youf
loved one can.react the way you want!-

excitement— you just have to know a few
of the easy ‘'tricks™ of writing, as ex*

plained in this wonderful book! OUT OF SIGHT. OUT OF MIND?

Do you. know that you can “"pay a, n
visit with a letter” ? Yes. actually make-, |

it seem as if you're together with your
r- | | |

loved one! It's all* in the way you
write— and this volume *hows you the
rNOT IF Yyou seND Zlrillithd LeTTERS]

way!
Do you know that you can express the
same loving thought in many different
| ways? “ Variety is the spice of love let-
Lters.” In these pages you will find rev*
lelations of letter-writing ideas that *will

AMAZING SECRETS OF PUTTING
REAL INTO YOUR LETTERS

LJon*t envy the people who write thrilling  magic touch and what a difference it makes
love letters— find out how you can write  when your beloved receives a letter of this
them also! Just a few amazing secrets puts’ kind! Gel this book at oncel Let it help
you on the right trackl. Once you know you keep that love-light burning!

these secrets, your letters can fiave a new

> How fa
L analyze
| handwritingJ

Hete's a book eontafni.w
hundred* of the world™
greatest quotations on a
wide variety of subjects,
including love, romance,
marriage, etc., etc. Just
what you need when you
want to say exactly the
right thing in the right
place! Uie these Quotation*
as much as you like. A
copy of this book — WIT
, AND WISDOM — Is your*
j absolutely FREE when you
| order a copy of the letter-.
* writing book on approval.

OF WORLD'S GREAT LOVERS
Do vou know.tnat Napoleon wrote passiofo* are also the uncensored love letters of Henry
-ate love letters? Yes, even in the midst of VIIIl's Kathryn, Jane Welsh, the Brownings,
freat battles he penned tender notes to his Madame de Stael and other lovers whose
osephine. And you will find some of those  jmpassioned words scotched pen and paper!
masterpieces of affection in this book! There
&I b no I I IO n ey \Sfreld Publishing
All you hove to do to gef this book for fr | *o4r
trial is'mail the coupon with your name and
address. Don't send any money now. Just de-
posit $1.98, plus a few cents postage, with
the-letter carrier when the book.arrives. Take

New York 3, N. Y

Please send me for free trial a copy of
"How to Write Interesting Wartime Let-
ters,” including my free copy of "Wit and'
Wisdom.” I
I will pay postman $1.98 plus postage charg-
es. If not satisfied I may return How to

ten full days to make-up your mind. Test the Wrife Interesting Wartime Letters” and
letter-writing “tricks’’ in the book. See for you will refund, my money. "Wit and
yourself how marvelously they can. help im- Wisdom” is mine to keep. —— I
prove your letters. If for any reason at all Name
you are not completely satisfied, return the
: Address

book and your money will be refunded.

Zone... St. I

If you enclose payment, we will pay to
postage charges. Same retur* and r<- =
Uw~rivile&cS* Mark box.

TRY IT EDCC :.

FDR1I0DRVS r n * »



Super Power
Crusher Grip—
“MOULDER OF

iker
The amazing super
power Crusher Grip
pictured in the four exercises, made
of Y¥' high' tension steel, has been
used by some of the strongest men in
the world! America today has no place for
weaklings. America needs STRONG MEN, who
will build the better world of tomorrow. Prepare for
tomorrow by developing crushing strength today!
Complete illustrated instructions with Crusher Grip.

Get Strong This Professional Way!

Follow the footsteps of professional muscle men to
develop a superb body and muscles of steel. This fast-
moving muscle developer gets you there in four easy

steps. Simply follow the simplified instructions and use yourSuperPower

CHEST, BACK AND BICEPS

Here is your chance to develop a body
packed with rock ribbed man-muscle,
surging with vibrant, dynamic power . ..
a body that men and women must admire.
Just these four easy steps,
practised only a few min-
utes a day, will help build
inches of power packed
muscle on your frame, de-
velop crushing biceps, husky
forearms, super-strength
back, chest, stomach and
leg muscles, make a new
man of you ALL MAN I

Crusher Grip which is free with this offer. Act now while the entire outfit

is available at a low price... the supply is limited,

DOUBLE Money Back GUARANTEE

If these muscle builders dofi't bring you satis-
factory results in an amazingly short time, WE
WILL GIVE YOU DOUBLE YOUR MONEY

BACK. SEND NO MONEY

Just fill in and send coupon. When postman delivers
your SUPER POWER CRUSHER GRIP, your FREE
copy of “HOW TO FIGHT” and a pair of FREE
SUPER POWER HAND GRIPS, pay him only $2.98
plus postage. Develop champion strength as cham-
pions do. Rush coupon , . . NOW!

MUSCLE POWER CO.

Cept. 3604, P.O. Box 1 Station X, New York, 54, N. Y.

SOPER * °WE* \0n gronl

| gers . ==

MUSCLE POWER CO.
Depf. 3604, P. O. Box No. 1, Staiion X# New York, 54, N.Y.

Send SUPER STRENGTH CRUSHER GRIP and FREE copy
of “HOW TO FIGHT,I al~o SUPER POWER HAND GRIPS.

O Send C.0.D. {2.93 plu* pcjtas# 0O $3.00 enclosed, full payment.

(SPECIAL) If you are aboard ship or outaid*
the U.S.A. please »end money order for $3.15,



