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That was the prospect before
them. Behind them they heard the
uproar, as of an advancing sea, when
the posse from Elkdale swarmed
into the head of the ravine that held
them.

They were bottled up. Surrender
was all they had before them. And
when they surrendered, they could
contemplate the death of Hal Par-
son back there in Elkdale.

Joe Mantry was not the only man
who would hang for that murder.
The entire quartet would be strung
up.

The shrill, piercing voice of
Jimmy Lovell was heard yelling:
“Lister, you got us into ths blind
pocket, damn you!”

Lister turned in the saddle and
jerked his elbow into the face of
Lovell, knocking him headlong from
the saddle.

He got up with a great red streak
across his features, silenced.

Bray was already climbing the
talus of broken rock at the base of
the cliff, calling out:

“We’ll make a try, boys. There
may be a chance here. One for all,
all for one!”

They scanned the height and the
sheer, glistening face of the cliff with
despair, but it was better to try
something than to surrender.

Up the talus they ran. Bray,
leading, found a way of working up
a cleft in the rock to the left that
brought them within some seven or
eight yards of the top. Farther it
was absolutely impossible for any
human being to mount the rock.

But Bray shouted: “We’ll make a
ladder, boys! Ill be the first round.
Here, Lister. Climb up over me.
Come on, Mantry, and stand on Lis-
ter’s shoulders. Now, Jimmy Lov-
ell. You don’t weigh anything. Up
you go, boy. Up like a squirrel. If
one of us can get away—and the

loot with him—he can buy us out
with a smart lawyer, maybe. Up
with you!”

They formed the living ladder as
their chief commanded.

Bray was the base of it, standing
with bent head, submitting to
weight after weight as Lister first
clambered up and stood on his
shoulders. Lister found a handhold
on the rock to steady the pile as Joe
Mantry in his turn climbed up the
ladder and stood on the shoulders of
Lister. Last of all came Jimmy
Lovell, whining, clumsy with fear.
And as at last he stocd on top of
the living ladder, he cried:

“I can’t reach it!”

“Jump!” commanded Joe Man-
try.
“T can’t—T’ll fall and break my
neck,” groaned Jimmy Lovell.

“Jump, or T'll throw you down
with my own hands!” threatened
Joe Mantry.

So threatened, Lovell finally gath-
ered courage enough to leap up.
The force with which he sprang
nearly tore the clinging fingers of
Mantry from the rock. But Lovell
had hooked his hands over the upper
ledge, and now he scrambled to
safety on the ledge above, while a
bullet thudded against the chiff close
to Phil Bray’s face.

Down came Mantry and Dave
Lister, while Bray grabbed that pre-
clous canvas sack and, with a whirl,
hurled it high up into the air, where
the hands of Jimmy Lovell reached
out. Then Lovell disappeared
among the rccks and brush of the
upper floor of the valley.

ELOW came the men of Elk-
dale, with pale-faced Oliver
Wayland riding at the head

of them all. He was no expert with
horses, but the consuming passion
of his shame and his desire to strike
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Bad luck again!

The Murphys, next door to him,
were still sitting around the dining-
room table. The window was open.
1le could see old Murphy sitting
with the sleeves of his shirt turned
up to the elbow, and the sleeves of
the red flannel undershirt turned
down to the wrist. Old Murphy be-
lieved that red flannel keeps away
rheumatism.

But what was important was that
a dim pallor of lamplight was shed
through the open window, and stole
across the very fuace of the well and
its wooden cover.

Lving stretched out on the
ground, trembling, Lovell waited for
a time. Three men and three guns
might be, must be waiting for him
i the black darkness of his house;
but half a million dollars was inside
that well!

He crawled on. Life was worth
a lot, but what man’s life was worth
as much as half a million dollars?

He got into the field of the lamp-
light. Fear sickened him. As he
crawled forward, his arms kept sag-
ging and shuddering at the elbows.
Then he reached the well.

Ile hoped that he could push up
the edge of the wooden cover and
rcach down inside. But the cover
was stuck in place. He had to rise
to his knees in order to get greater
lifting power. And when he rose,
three guns might speak from the
blackness of the empts door of his
shack.

Suddenly he stood up. If voices
hailed him, he would say that he
was simply there to get a drink.
Then he would run.

He gripped the edge of the
wooden well cover, and lifted it,
rolled 1t to the side. He dropped
flat, reached down inside the well,
and found the loose stone at the
side. six inches above the level of

WS—3A

the water. He pulled that stone out,
laid it on the ground beside him,
and reached into the cavity that ap-
peared to his touch. The slickness
of oiled silk rubbed against the tips
of his fingers.

He pulled out the parcel with a
sick feeling that it was about to drop
from his fingers into the deep waters
of the well. Then he dared not lift
his head for fear he should see three
dark figures standing beside him.

One of them would laugh. That
would be Joe Mantry. One of them
would grab him by the back of the
neck. That would be Phil Bray.
He remembered the hands of Phil
Bray, and how the fingers were
square at the tips, and how the hair
grew thick down to the first joints.
It was a saying that no man in the
world was stronger than Phil Bray
in the hands.

Lovell raised the treasure to the
ground level. He lifted his head—
and there was no onec near!

Suddenly a vast confidence came
over him.

He got up, walked into his shack,
into the dreadful, thick, warm dark-
ness, lighted a lamp, and looked
around him with a silent, sneering
laugh.

O one else was there. He was
N in no danger. He felt as

though it had been another
man who had crawled with those
trembling precautions through the
cold of the grass like a snake.

That was what the three would
call him in their thoughts—a snake!
Well, snakes are hard to catch.
They know how to go to earth. He
would show them some more snaky
tricks before he was through with
them. And now what should he do?

Well, the mountains were deep
and wild.

But the patience of Phil Bray
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the slope, halting whenever the ani-
mal stopped to pluck at a good bit
of grass.

They came to more woods, passed
through them, and as they came
toward the farther side, through a
gap in the trees he saw a man rid-
ing a horse at full speced across the
open ground beyond.

The rider was rushing away from
him, crouched low over the pommel
of the saddle, and into the dream-
ing, unhappy mind of Wayland
came the thought that he had seen
this picture before, of just such a
rounded stoop of the shoulders as a
man fled for his life.

Then he remembered. It was
when he had stood before the bank
in Elkdale and watched the four
fugitives; it was when he had led
the posse up the mountain trail and
identified the three men who had en-
tered the bank—and the fourth man
who slunk so low when he tried to
get speed out of his horse.

And yonder—he knew it per-
fectlv—was the man that he pur-
sued!

CHAPTER XIV.
HAND TO HAND.

WAYLAND got out his re-
volver. He found his fin-
gers gripping it so hard
that the whole gun shook in his
grasp.

Iirst he grabbed the burro and
pulled it back a little farther inside
the trecs, for through them he could
sce that the stranger was amusing
Limself by putting his mustang
through its paces, racing it back and
forth, taking the air, and riding cru-
cliv with whip and spur to get the
most out of the gelding.

When Wayland saw the face of
the man, he was sure that the stran-
ger could not have been a member
of the bank-robbing gang. He

looked too much like a little rat; all
the features ran out to a point. The
eyes were set in close to the long
nosc. Those eves glittered and
shone uneasily. To be sure, the fel-
low looked like a beast of prey, but
he seemed too small, too weak, too
sneaking to have associated with
such a man as Phil Bray.

So Wayland held his hand and
watched the other put the mustang
through figure eights, and every
time the man rode toward him,
Wayland was sure that it was not
the fellow he wanted, and every time
the back of the man was turned,
Wayland was confident that this
was the fugitive he had followed be-
fore.

In the midst of the evolutions of
the horse, a rabbit jumped up from
a big tuit of grass and started kit-
ing across the green open ground.
At this, the stranger jerked his mus-
tang to a halt so suddenly that it
almost squatted on the ground, and,
while it was still down, before it
could rise, the man snatched out a
revolver and fired.

The rabbit landed against the
stump of a tree with a heavy thump
and fell back to the ground, dead,
and blurred over with red.

The mind of Wayland changed
again. He had thought the little
man too inoffensive to be a bank
robber; now he felt that the stranger
was certainly too formidable with
guns to be tackled by a novice like
himself.

He watched his quarry dismount
and pick up the rabbit in one hand.
Wayland, in the meantiine, slipped
down the edge of the woods and
came suddenly out bekind the other.
He was not five yards away as he
said:

“Ilands up!”

The bleeding rabbit dropped out
of the hand of the stranger. His
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the hunt, and I took a bee line for
Elkdale.”

“Where does Elkdale lie, Dave?”
asked Mantry.

“Straight ahead,” said Lister.
“He might be telling the truth. I
dunno what clse there is for him to
tell. Listen, Phil, do we let him go
through us again?”

Phil Bray jerked up his head and
breathed out a cloud of smoke
slowly.

“T don’t care,” he said. “I don’t
carc what you do with him.”

Ile turned his back and began to
tighten the cinch of his horse, which
he had loosened. Mantry and Lis-
ter exchanged glances.

“Aw, what’s the use?” said Lister
fina)ly.

“Yeah, what’s the use?” agreed
Mantry. “I’d sort of like to take a
fall out of this big hunk. DBut
what’s the use. Let him run?”

“Yeah, let him run.”

Mantry jerked a thumb over his
shoulder.

“Get out!” he commanded.

Wayland nodded. “Thanks,” he
said. “This is white of you fellows.
You can depend on me not to blow
any news about you.”

He walked on, pulling a bandanna
from his coat pocket to wipe his
face. And as he did so, a little piece
of paper came out with the silk and
dropped with a rustle to the ground.

He knew what it was—the bit of
brown paper that he had placed in
his pocket from the saddlebag, with
the sum of money neatly inscribed
on the top of it. He was minded to
stoop and pick it up. On second
thought he decided that this would
attract too much attention to it.
The wind, after all, would soon roll
it out of the way.

So he walked on, with a chill tin-
gling passing up his spine. His heels
lightened and rose from the ground

of his own will. He walked as
though he were expecting a hullet
at any moment through the middle
of his body.

But not until he was rounding
the next corner of the ravine, at a
little distance, did he venture a
glance back, and then he saw Phil
Bray leaning to pick up {rom the
ground the paper which he had
dropped!

He could not, of course, stop to
discover what the three would make
of that wisp of paper, or whether
they would at once recognize the
thing as the wrapping which had
once been around a good, thick wad
of greenbacks. But he could take it
for granted that their wits would be
a little sharper than those of ordi-

nary men.
IHe was out of sight now.
He had to flee. They would

doubtless be after him scon. And
they had horses, while ke was on
foot with cnly a burro, which any
man could outrun!

To his right, the wall of the ravine
consisted of a great rubble of bro-
ken stone, gravel, small rocks, big
ones, boulders as big as a house. It
was a sort of giant’s staircase, but it
would have to serve him now. He
snatched the saddlebag from the
side of the burro, turned, and bolted
up among the rocks as fast as he
could run.

After him, thin and small, wa-
vered the voice of Lister, loudly
shouting: “Wayland! Hey, come
back here!”

He ran c¢n, his heart thundering
so fast that already he was weak
with fear. He looked down after a
moment and saw three riders sweep
around the elbow turn of the can-
yon. He dived for shelter behind a
great rock, but their wild yell of ex-
citement told him that they had
spotted him with the first giance.
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denly and yawned his red mouth
open, and showed Lovell the pearly
whiteness of his teeth. And a mo-
ment after that Silver was standing
inside the circle of the trees, with
Parade a little behind.

The silence of those comings and
goings of Silver always annoyed
Lovell. He knew that there were
no idle tricks m Silver, and that the
man acted merely as nature bade
him; his secrecy of movement was
a necessity, when there were so
many rascals in the world eager to
put a knife between his ribs, or a
bullet through his brain. Neverthe-
less, Lovell hated all his ways, and
his quict stealth above all things.
He could not look at Silver without
feeling that the big man was an ex-
ample of human nature as God in-
tended it to be. In the gentle and
fearless face of Silver he was able
to see his own wretched meanness of
soul. The more obligations were
piled upon him, the more he de-
tested his benefactor.

WIIEN at last Silver came
into the camp with his
noiseless step, and Parade
like a great, brilliant, drifting ghost
behind him, Lovell was sitting on a
fallen log, his hands still bound be-
hind his back, and his head bowed.
He gave Silver no greeting, and
waited for an exclamation, for an
expression of concern. His heart
swelled with rage when Silver spoke
not a word, but, stepping behind
him, drew a knife and cut the rope
that had held Lovell helpless.

Silver slipped the hunting knife
back into its sheath, leaned against
a trec, and made a cigarette.

That was all. He permitted no
questions to escape his lips.

Frosty glided to him, looked up
into his face, and then disappeared
among the trees.

The anger and grief in the heart
of Lovell swelled higher than ever.
There seemed to be a silent language
by which the man and the wolf com-
municated with another, shutting
him out, making him a futile eaves-
dropper in that camp. No doubt
Frosty had asked permission to go
off hunting on his own, and his mas-
ter, with some imperceptible gesture,
had let him go.

“Well,” said Lovell, “you don’t

care. I might ’a’ known you
wouldn’t!”
Silver said nothing at all. His

calm eyes considered Lovell without
favor or distaste. There scemed to
be no passion in Silver. He was like
a rock that could not be budged. At
least, Lovell never had been able to
move him—and yet he knew that
this was the man who had raged like
a storm on the trail of Barry Chris-
tian and other great criminals.

Silver took off his hat and
dropped it on top of a small shrub.
IIe put back his head and let the
wind go ruffling through his hair.
The content of the wilderness and
the free life was in his eyes.

“I’m the fool of the world!”
groaned Lovell suddenly. “Here I
been trusting everything to you—
and I’ve been robbed! Robbed right
here under the nose of the great Jim
Silver! I've been hawked at right
under the nose of the eagle, and he
sits on his perch and blinks, and
doesn’t care!”

“I’'m sorry,” said Silver calmly.

“No,” declared Lovell, “you ain’t
sorry. If you were sorry, you'd do
something about it. If I was Taxi,
or one of your other friends, you'd
be raging along on the trail of the
thug that grabbed me. You'd be
right after him this minute. But
you don’t care. What’s a promise
to you?”

“Promise?”’ said Silver, startled.
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Frosty went on at a skulking walk
until they came out of the utter
blackness of that entrance into a
wider valley inside. Before them
they saw the dim outlines of a rocky
hummock.

Silver dismounted at once.

“T'hat’s the sort of a place that a
man might use as a fort,” he said.
“P'm going to take a look at it.”

Take a look at it, thought Lovell,
in the black of the night, not know-
ing what danger or desperate men
might be concealed? He himself re-
mained well to the rear while Silver
ran ahead with Frosty. They slowed
as thev came near to the rocks.
Then they disappeared from view.

Lovell gradually let his mustang
drift in pursuit. And after a mo-
ment, Silver and the wolf came in
sight, once more, rounding the side
of the hummock. Silver mounted
Parade; Frosty turned off to the
side.

“More than one trail goes away
frem here,” said Silver. “Only one
trail came up to it, so far as we
know. Now watch Frosty go
through the night!”

The wolf, in fact, no longer held
to any settled direction, but re-
peatedly shifted to this side and to
that, eventually settling down on
one trail, as it appeared.

HEN the pursuers came to
a place where the grass
was thin and the ground

soit, Silver dismounted again, and
ligchted more matches. His survey
was quickly made.

ITe said, as he remounted: “The
line that Frosty is following is that
of a man on foot. There are two
men on foot, in fact. And there are
twe horse trails through the grass.
Three men, and they’ve got Way-
land. Three men that he ran away
from, 1 suppose.”

“Three?” cried Lovell, in an agony
of excitement and of fear.

“That’s the way I make it. Is
three the right number?”

“They’ve got him,” groaned
Lovell. “They’ll slit his gullet and
take the coin. Listen to me, Jim
Silver. Youre the feilow that’s
famous for doing right by innocent
men. Well, here’s a good chance for
you. Here’s Wayland. He’s inno-
cent, all right. He’s never done any
harm—except to me—and now three
of the worst thugs in the world have
him. They’ve cut his throat by this
time—if they have half the brains
that they used to own. He’s a dead
man. There’s my money to get
back, and there’s the bloed of an
honest man on this trail. You hear,
Silver? Does that make you cock
your ears?”

Silver said nothing at all, for a
moment. Then he asked:

“Are the three of them cronies of
yours? Old cronies that you've
broken with?”

“They’re a flock of jailbirds,” said
Lovell savagely.

“Well,” said Silver, “you’ve been
in prison yourseli, I’'ve scen.”

“What makes you say that?”

“There’s a down twist to the
mouth and a way of whispering that
men learn only from a few years of
the lock step,” said Silver.

“I don’t talk like that,” exclaimed
Lovell.

“No, you don’t talk like that. But
when you’re thinking a thing out,
you whisper to yourself that way.”

A bubbling sound arose in the
throat of Lovell. He thanked his
stars that Jim Silver had not
reached out a hand for him, no mat-
ter from what distance. All possi-
bilities of conversation were dried up
in the throat of Lovell. He could
merely gasp out:

“I tell you, Silver, even if you can
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self clear of the water, unheeded,
and so like a snake to twist and
wriggle himself forward until he was
instde the nest of rocks.

There was still both flame and
spreading heat from the camp fire.
T'he heat itself was a blessing to Sil-
ver. He had a great, mad impulse
to rise to his knees, guns in hand,
and murder sleeping men, so that he
could safely extend his arms around
that fire and be warmed to the core
of his heart.

One man lay on his back, with
lean, long face looking as pale as
stone. Another lay with his head
resting on his saddle and looking
very uncomfortable. But he was
snoring softly, regularly in his sleep.
Silver blessed that noise of snoring.
It might cover a thousand other
guilty noises of his own making, be-
fore long.

The third man was the prisoner.
He was tall, also, and even in sleep,
Silver thought that he could see pain
and resolution in the face of Way-
land.

With all his heart he was ready
to believe what Lovell had said—
that this was an honest man.

He crawled closer until he could
whisper in the car of the prisoner:

“Wake up but don’t move. Wake
up but don’t move. Wake up but
keep still.”

He kept repeating that over and
over. Aund finally there was a little
tremor that ran through the body
of Wayland. He opened his eyes
and heard:

“Wake up, but don’t stir.”

He did not stir. Ile merely rolled
his eyes and saw the body of the
man beside him, the wet clothing
faintly glimmering in the starlight,
asnd by the uncertain rays of the
flickering fire.

He raised his head a little and was
able to see, at last, that the stranger

was shuddering in an ague fit with
the intensity of cold. His hands
were unsteady. His head strained
back on his neck. His wet face was
red as blood.

Yet there was no disguising the
features.

Suddenly the mind of Wayland
went back to that other diy when
he had so calmly nailed up the pic-
turc of Jim Silver and Parade on
the wall of the bank, to bring home
fo every man working there the ex-
ample of a hero, unafraid to stand
for the right thing.

Had not the thought of that same
face forced him, perhaps, to take
up the uncertainties of this trail,
when he dared to match his wits
against the bandits? For the sake
of what Silver stood for in the world,
Wayland had tried to act the part
of a hero—and won in exchange the
probability of an obscure death the
next morning.

But he had won something else.
Jim Silver in person was there to
succor him.

He saw the gleam of Silver’s
knife. He felt the light pull at the
cords as the knife edge sheared
through them. And then his hands
were free.

They were free, but almost help-
less. He moved them toward the
saddlebag which still contained
every penny of the treasure.

Bray had said: “Use this for your
pillow, Wayland. Maybe it’ll give
vou happy dreams, eh?”

Bray had grinned, making that
sardonic remark, and Wayland had
remained awake for a time wonder-
ing how they would kill him—knife
or gun. Or perhaps savage Joe
Mantry would be able to devise some
better scheme. He was a man of
devices, was Joe Mantry.

The whisper of Silver said: “Give
me the bag. Follow me!”
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.the saddle and put Parade between
“him and Lovell.

“I’'m taking Silver off the horse,”
he said. ‘“Watch the mouth of the
ravine. We’ll talk things over.
We'll try to find a way out, man!”

He took the weight of Silver over
his shoulder, as he spoke, and low-
ered him from the saddle. Silver
stood beside him, one loose, big arm
cast over the shoulders of Wayland,
and his head sagging down. The
tremor of his weakness Wayland
could feel. And the irregular breath-
ing of Silver told of the pain that
he was enduring.

Off to the side, there was a sort of
natural penthouse, where the bot-
tom of the rock gave back. And
into this, Wayland supported Silver
and stretched him on the ground.

Lovell followed, still arguing, but
Wayland had slung the saddlebag
over his shoulder and now he
dropped it between the prostrate
form of Silver and the rock wall.

Lovell said, his voice whining as
he strove to make it persuasive:
“We going to throw ourselves away
for a dead man. We’re going to——"

“Wait,” said Wayland. “I’'m not
fool enough to throw myself away
for a dead man. We’ll tie up his
wound. That’s all. We’ll tie him
up and see how he is. Then we’ll
talk. Give me a hand, Lovell!”

“And waste the time that might
save our necks—and half a million
dollars. T tell you, it ain’t right to
throw away a chunk of coin like
that!”

But he fell to, with his little, rapid
hands, to make bare the wound of
Silver.

HE slug had torn right
through his body. The mark
where it entered, under the

breast, was comparatively small.

But there was a great hole in the
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back. Certainly it seemed that
there was no way of keeping the life
from flying out through such an
aperture. Wayland turned sick as,
by the dim moonlight, he saw the
truth of things.

“You see?” snapped Lovell.

“We’ll just tie him up!” urged
Wayland.

“Oh, well ” said Jimmy Lovell
through his teeth.

But he helped, nevertheless. With
dust they stopped the mouths of the
wounds. Then, with torn-up shirts,
they made a big, clumsy bandage.

What chance was there for Silver,
who lay with closed cyes, his face
Lke a stone? How much life was
flickering in him like a dying fire?
Now and then his mouth pinched
in a little, but there was no other
way in which he expressed the agony
that must be wringing him.

Beside him crouched the great
wolf, making strange sounds in the
base of his throat. The smell of
blood, even of his master’s blood,
made the slaver of the brute start
running, and increased the fire in his
eyes. But the sound in his throat
was like a queer mourning. Some-
times he showed his great fangs, as
though he would sink his tecth in
the hands that worked over his mas-
ter and gave him pain, but he
seemed to realize that this work
might be, beyond his comprehen-
sion, in behalf of Jim Silver.

Wayland could see, in the back of

-his mind, a picture of the dead man

stretched here, unknown to the
world, with the wolf keeping guar
over the corpse, and the stallion lin-
gering, starving among the rocks,
unwilling to drift away from the
body of Jim Silver.

Somewhere, in an old poem, there
was such a picture. Somewhere in
an old ballad. As though to prove
that beasts may be truer than men.
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know it,” he said. ‘“Nothing will
ever stop me from hating it. But
here’s my hand, and I'll stand by
what I do with it.”

Lovell took that hand with a
namcless relief in his heart. Lister
gave his next, silently. Bray said,
as he shook hands:

“T never expected to do this. But
you're a bright fellow, Jimmy.”

“Sure T am,” said Jimmy Lovell
confidently.

Then he made another cigarette
and lighted it.

“They’re in there,” he said.
“Wayland’s in there, and the half
million in the saddlebag. And Jim
Silver!”

There was a quick, subdued cho-
rus of exclamations.

“Silver!”

The three looked at one another,
and Lovell enjoyed their dismay for
a moment. The half million that
had secemed to be in their hands was
now Jerked off to a distance, as it
were.

Then Mantry said: “We gave our
hznds on condition that the half
million should be handed over.
There was no talk of any Jim Silver
then.”

T.ovell laughed.

“The horse and the wolf and the
man—they’re all in there,” he said.
“But maybe you boys will be glad
to know that after Silver stole Way-
land away from you—what a lot of
dumb birds you are to let him snake
a man right out of the lot of you!—
after he’d done that, a slug of lead
happened to rap him. It tore right
through him. He’s lying now on his
back, pretty nearly deud. He can
just about open his eyes, and that’s
all. I thought that maybe you’d
be glad to know about that!”

He looked at them and relished
the sighs of relief.

“We can go right in, boys,” said

Jimmy Lovell. “I’ll lead the way.
They’ll be down there at the head
of the valley. They’re laid up under
a big rock—a cut-back at the bot-
tom of a cliff. You can find ’em by
yourselves, but I'll show you the
way. Bray, lend me a gun.”

He got a gun. Not a revolver.
He wanted no nonsense like that in
this sort of light for shooting. What
he wanted was a rifle, and he got
it.

“Now,” said Jimmy Lovell, “I
want you saps to understand that
that fool of a Wayland is in there
with Jim Silver. Fool is the right
word. And he’s ready to die for his
partner, Silver. I tell you, fellows,
you’'d better shoot straight at him.
He’s the one that matters. Silver
don’t count. We can blot him out
of the picture any time, as soon as
Wayland is out of the way. And
when we’ve blotted out Jim Silver,
will we have something to talk
about the rest of our lives? Yes, we
will. And a plenty lot, too!”

He laughed again as he said that.
To blot out Jim Silver! Why, it
would malke heroes of them all. Tt
hardly mattered that Jim Silver had
been wounded and made helpless.
It really mattered not at all. No-
body would ever know about that.
All that other people would know
would be that the great Jim Silver
had been blotted out finally by Lov-
ell and his three cempanions. In
such a killing there was more than
enough glory to serve them all
around. Every crook in the West
would heave a long, long brecath of
relief. No matter how the actual
fight went, there would surely be
enough talk afloat to make it into
an epic battle. People would point
out Jimmy Lovell hereafter. They
would whisper to one another:
“There goes the man who killed Jim
Silver!”
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he was out on a limb and that it was
up to him alone to get himself down
before it broke.

San Scbastian was a small place
of a hundred or so inhabitants. The
three HA riders took their prisoner
in through back yards unobserved
by the citizens and to a room in the
rear of the saloon. One of the men
went out and in a moment returned
with Sid Snow, the deputy.

“This voung buzzard shot your
old boss,” announced Prettyman.
“Donovan is as dead as a mackerel
up by the Three Forks Trail. The
three of us saw him do it. The case
15 open an’ shut—nothin’ much to
do except hang him.”

“The devil!” exclaimed Snow, as
a smile played back and forth
across his mouth.

“It’s a lie!” repeated Jim, not that
he expected anybody to believe him,
but he could think of nothing better
to say.

“If these gents saw you do it,”
said the deputy, “I guess you must
have.”

“Mecbbe we’d better discuss the
arrangements,” put in Prettyman,
speaking to the deputy. “I’ve fig-
gered ’em out on the way down.
T’ll mosey back to the ranch an’ pick
up the boss an’ half a dozen of the
boys. To-night about eight o’clock
we’ll come  sneakin’ into  town.
You'll be down in front of the
lockup. We’ll overpower vou, take
away the keys, bust into the jail,
an’ take this rat down by the creck
an’ hang him. Mebbe we’ll even
aive you a black eye so you can have
it to show to folks.”

“Think you're pretty smart, don’t
vou!” whispered Snow. “Sounds all
richt to me. Not a word about it
to anybody now! Afterward I'll tell
folks that T was holdin’ him in se-
cret until T got the evidence, but
that somebody beat me to it. Dono-

van had such a lot of friends that
parties unknown took the law into
their hands an’ strung Jim up.
Sounds reasonable an’ it ain’t got no
flaws.”

“If it has,” added the foreman,
“it won’t make no difference, be-
cause Donovan an’ OReilly won’t
be around to profit by ’em. An’ any-
way, people’ll believe what you tell
’em, because you're an honest guy!”

“Don’t make me laugh,” said
Snow.

OR upward of an hour, Jim

stood and listened while the

four men discussed the man-
ner of his death. The subject was
of great interest; he never missed a
word of it, although it made him
somewhat dizzy.

Shortly, one of the men went out
the back door of the saloon to sce
if the route to the lockup was free
of home folks. It was, so Snow
hustled Jim down and put him in
the same cell with Kid Spain.

The Kid was glad to have com-
pany. He stood eying O’Reilly with
a look of surprise and interest on
his face, while the deputy slammed
and locked the door and then went
back to the saloon.

“Howdee,” said the Kid. “Say,
if it wasn’t for the fact that I’'m an
orphan, you an’ me might’ve been
brothers. Your map an’ mine are
quite a lot alike. Am I mistaken,
or is it a fact?”

“I guess you're right,” admitted
Jim,

“Say, where’d you get them
clothes?” continued Xid Spain.
“Arc you a preacher or somethin’
or mebbe an undertaker? Is it that
vou’ve come to save my soul or
mebhe to get me ready to be bur-
ied?”

“I’m not interested in your soul,”
said Jim, as he stood at the barred
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noisy enough to deaden whatever
sound might arise.

When he saw the rider silhouetted
against the stars, the man was al-
most upon him. Lafe was prepared.
The wild gale and the excitement
were fanning his brain with a fever-
ish pitch. Things happened with
the precision of clockwork. To
Lafe’s clutiered mind, it was like a
dream which quickly resoived itself
into a nightmare.

¥rom the swaying branches of the
brush, he stepped into the trail and
commanded the mounted man to
throw up his hands. The horse
snoried, and the rider made a down-
ward shift with his right hand. Then
Lafe’s gun roared twice. The rider
swaved in the saddle and fell as his
herse reared.

Lafe grabbed at the bridle, but
the lunging nag broke the reins frcm
hix grasp.  With hands clutching air,
he stumbled over the fallen rider as
the wheceling mount plunged back
along the trail. He felt an awful
forehoding.  All the odds were
agaimst him unless he could catch
the horse. In a cold sweat of dread,
ke fumbled over the victim and
lifted a filled wallet from an inside
pocket of the man’s leather jumper.

The man was still breathing, he
perceived; then he ran down the
trail.  With agonizing pain, his foot
came down on a dead mesquite
hrairch—the  long-thorned, purbie-
flowering variety. He stumbled to
his hands and knces. The thorn
snapped off in the bLall of his {oot,
having penctrated the thin leather
scle like a lancel. Hoarse gasps rat-
tled in his threat as he ran on, grit-
ting his teeth. Ife had to cateh that
horse or be left helplessly afoot. He
almost ran past the animal stand-
ing quietly in the brush at one side
of the trail, the broken bridle reins
entangled and holding it.

I rode south by a route

known to’the “border rats.”

In Split Butte, there was an
old smuggler’s hide-out, a spring
there, known only to a few. He
reached it as the false dawn was fad-
ing the stars in the east. The in-
sufferable pain in his foot was creep-
ing up his leg. 1c tottered and
stumbled as he dismounted. There
was a weak side to Lale’s make-up,
a fear which made him cringe at
what his imagintion pictured. He
was sure that he was being hunted
by this time. If caught, it would
go hard with him as a murderer.
But he didn’t intend to be caught.
Nor had he intended to do murder.

It was long after he had leit the
hidden spring that the sun was
scorching the air oul of the canyon
down which he rode. He was casing
his swollen leg over the saddle horn.
If only he hadn’t forgotten his knife,
he could cut out the thorn. The
tired horse shied at a rattler and lost
its footing on the loose stones. Lafe
was pitched onto the rocks and
stunned. Before he could get io his
feet, the horse was running back up
the trail. He limped after it. The
escaping mount teased him along,
keeping just ahead of his stumbling,
suffering effort to catch it.

Insane with torture and fear, he
gave up the chase and again turned
south. He was within six or scven
miles of the border. His leg dragged
and threbbed as he loiled and
panted on with feverish thirst, re-
alizing {rantically that he was mak-
ing scarcely any progress.  After an
indefinite time, he also realized that
he had a follower.

A rider leading a -addled horse
had topped a rise where the trail
lifted out of the rough canyon floor.
Lafe rccognized the riderless horse
as the one that had thrown him, and
he saw that the man leading it was
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he identified the remains of one Pete
Zale, border rat and smuggler.

But an article of the dead man’s
apparel struck his memory foreibly.
1t was that leather jumper! The
saome sort of a jumper—no, the ac-
tual jumper worn by the man whom
he had shot and robbed! His own
2un had administered the lingeringly
fatal wound entering low under
Z2le's left shoulder.

Ali at once, he understood what
the sheriff had meant by saying that
it had “looked” as if Badden had
walked about a mile back toward
town after being fatally wounded.
The Sheriff had wanted Lafe to un-
derstand, now, what really had hap-
pened. Ainsley had figured it out
siminly that Lafe had unknowingly
robbed the robber of Jim Badden,
the cattle buyer. This man—~Pete
Zale—had robbed and killed Bad-
den, and then he had been held up
on the trail by Lafe! Although
moriniy wounded by one of Lafe’s
shots, Zale had semchow managed
to find the horse of the man whom
he had killed. And he had also rid-
den south, not very far behind Lafe.

Sheriff Ainsley had followed the
old sinugglers’ rouie and here at the
spring he had come upon Zale either
dead or dying. And something else
was hecoming clear to Lalfe’s reeling
brain.  The sheriff hadn’t told him
what he would find here.  Ainsley
had wanted him to show some cour-
age, in order to deserve whatever
lenieney  inight be awarded him.
St Lafe realized that he had been
a robber in intent!  What was Ains-
leyv nlanning to do?

That question was answered with-
in u hour.

VWWhen the sherift conducted a
parly of men to the hidden spring,
ke didn’t have to veice any false-
hoods in explaining Lafe’s presence
there with the body of Pete Zale.

To the posse, the circumstantiz! evi-
dence indicated that the cowboy had
captured Zale after a hard chase. It
was correctly assumed that Zale had
robbed and had killed Badden, for
he had been previously seen at the
pool room {rom which Badden had
phoned to Osburn.  Undoubiedly
Zale had overheard the cattle buy-
er’s end of the conversation, just as
Lafe had overheard the rancher’s
end of it. He, instead of Lafe, had
waylaid Badden.

The sheriff did not correct the
faulty assumption that Lafe had
come upon the body of Badden, had
taken the murdered man’s horse, and
had pursued the murderer. This
conclusion, of course, was right in
effect. By holding up and wound-
ing Zale, Lafe had been the blind
instrument of justice,

In guiding the posse to this hide-
out, the sheriff had exhibited two
sets of tracks leading down from
Split Butte, also two sets of tracks
returning to the hidden spring by
the same trail. He didn't explain
that his own horse had made one
set of those tracks, both ways, fol-
lowing Lafe and returning with Lafe
to the point where he had told the
fugitive to ride on alone.

He did say that he believed they
would find Lafe at the-cpring with
the man who had actually (one the
robbing and killing of Badden. For
in trailing Lafe, the sheriff had also
come upon Zale, who was dying.
And Pete Zale had confessed com-
mitting one rcbbery and being the
victiin of another. After being held
up by Lafe, he had ridden away on
Badden’s horse, after walking hack
down the trail to where he had tied
the horse in the brush to keep it
from returning to town.

By the comments directed al him,
Lafe understeod that the yposse
members regarded him as the cap-
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along the way. The best way to do
is to hire a horse and ride up. But
I'll say this much—not a drop of
water that fell in the back country
got by the dam. She’s water-tight.”
Mentally Ace salved his conscience
by adding, “The water’s sceping
down through the bottom instead.”

ROBABLY Ace Reese and Jim

Kelland were the only men

who realized the water was
all but gone through seepage. Bott-
man knew it was going and he had
informed Harrington Ballard, but
no one else. When the time was
ripe, when it would be too late to
save the situation, Buzzard would
spread the news generally. But for
it to have the greatest effect, he
must first undermine Jim’s standing
and make these ranchers believe he
deliberately and knowingly de-
frauded them. Ace was thinking
that he planned to discuss the mat-
ter with Jim, but the latter had al-
ways been away fishing when the
stage driver was in town.

Ace continued on to the Kelland
ranch. Betty and Ballard were
there to greet any one who might
put in an appearance.

“Where’s Jim, Betty?”

“Fishing again,” Ballard snorted.
“Confound him, he’s fishing these
days when he should be on the job
attending to business and answering
questions. I can’t tell ’em what an
acre of this ground will produce, or
how much water an inch of rain in
the back country will put behind
the dam.”

“Fishing, eh?”

The leader of the

group of prospective merchants
looked  both interested and dis-
gusted. “We’re here to do business,

but first we must look around.”
“Ace,” Ballard snapped, “see if
vou can find Jim!”
“No use. Don’t know where to

look for him. Sometimes he fishes
one place on the Deschutes, some-
times another. But I’ll show these
people around if you don’t mind.”

“Go ahead,” Ballard answered,
then whispered, “and if you sell that
row of false-front stores to ’em for
fifty thousand dollars, T’ll give you
my half of the stage line, Ace.”

“Watch my smoke, Mr. Ballard.”
Ace drove the group to the town
proper. In the midst of his eloquent
picture of the town’s future he be-
came keenly alive to the fact Buz-
zard Bottman was in the offing.
And what was worse, Ace’s voice
had carried the distance.

“Settin’ on the rim rock, waitin’
as usual,” the driver told himself.
“He’s probably wise by this time,
but I'll lower my voice for luck. I've
got to put this deal over. It means
the stage line for me and it means
another breathing spell for poor old
Ballard.” Then suddenly he remem-
bered the empty dam. Was it fair
to take advantage of these men’s
1ignorance? “Fair or not, I've got
faith in Jim Kelland. He knows all
about this country. He knows that
dam’s leaking water and he wouldn’t
stand idly by, tzking in money from
a lot of poor people unless he ex-
pected to beat the water game in
the end. More power to you, Ace.
Now talk turkey to these gents and
get their names on the dotled line.”

It was a rosy picture Ace painted.
He knew he had won them a half
hour later when they did not seri-
ously object to the price asked.

“Dirt-cheap,” he insisted. “After
the crops come in, business property
in Thunder Basin is going clean out
of sight.”

Slowly, Bottman moved toward
them. The loose skin about his
throat was white this morning. He
was not particularly aroused and
for that reason suggested a rather
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more importance to you than Bal-
lard’s money, the success of Thunder
Basin, or anything else. Frankly I
helieve complete defeat will throw
Aiss Ballard into your arms. And,
again frankly, I'm here to pick the
bones. Politics make strunge bed-
fellows, so does business. This is
business. Are you with me?”

“Am I with you in beating Kel-
land, in running him out of the coun-
frv, In turning a lot of created
ranchers loose on him?” Trent in-
auired.,

“Iixactly The slit of a smile
cawe into play. The loose skin at
the throat reddened with pleasure.
“I understand, of course, vour inter-
est in Olive Underwood is a mere
pastime. Miss Ballard holds the real
place in your heart, Trent. I ad-
mire the strength of purpose you
have displayed in never once losing
sight of your goal. Many people,
possibly, have forgotten you ever
cared for the girl in a serious way.”

“IU 1s possible,” Trent suggested,
“there may be a hanging?”

“It 1s possible if Kelland is fool
enouch to remain in the Basin. No
doubt he’ll run for it. He may be
stubborn as his chin indicates, but
he's no fool'! Yes, hanging is quite
possible. A mob generally regrets
too late.” Bottman awaited a defi-
nite reply.

“Let me know when the fun
starts,” Trent said, “so I can get
ready. There will be some agreed
stenal, [ presume?”

“Probably. T'll suggest ringing
the school bell,” Buzzard replied.
“Kcep your cars open. This thing
may break in a hurry.”

“The school bell,” Trent mused.
His thoughts went back to another
day when Betty Ballard had heard
the bell ring as she looked upon the
abandoned ranches. The girl had
shuddered, said something about

")

b

the bell being a requiem to dead
men’s hopes and then asked Ace to
stop ringing. Ace had replied he
often rang the bell to get their re-
actions. The people who thought an
empty schoolhouse was a joke were
stamped by him as shallow. Those
who sensed the tragedy were regu-
lar folks in the stage driver’s estima-
tion. Ior such he would go the
limit.

“I guess Betty never dreamed
that bell might ring to mob Jim
Kellund,” Trent mused. He looked
at the unfinished ditch, then walked
leisurely into the house.

Jim Kelland returned home late
that night and met the group of
prospective merchants. A powerful
man with deep-set, thoughtful eyes
particularly interested the rancher.
His name was Kraft, and to him Jim
addressed his remarks. He gave
statistics on every question that was
asked him, and as they finished talk-
ing. Kraft said:

“I'd like to see you in the morn-
ing. Kelland.”

“Sorry,” Jim replied, “but I'm go-
ing—fishing.”

In an adjoining room, Harrington
Ballard swore. “Going fishing when
he has a chance to make a sale! Ace
Reese almost landed ’em. I weonder
what stopped Ace. Did you happen
to hear, Betty?”

“No, Dad, T didn’t. Bul I do
know that it takes plenty to stop
Ace.”

Her eyes were troubled. 1t
seemed as if Jim and she were very
far apart these days. Yes, and Jim
was thinner, too. Once he almost
confided in her, then an interruption
had come, and the big moment
passed.

She waited until the others were
gone, then said:

“Don’t you think you should stay
home to-morrow, Jim, and sell a few
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right, depending on which happened
to be the weaker member at that
particular moment.

The group went immediately to
the Ballard home. Betty greeted
them.

“1fow is your father this morning,
Miss Ballard?” Kraft inquired. “He
looked rather under the weather the
eveninz we called.”

“He's not well. I'm worried!” she
rephied.

“This should put him on his feet.
We'll take most of Thunder Basin
business sites,” Kraft stated.

Harrington Ballard heard the good
news. For a brief moment, he was
elated, then a twinge of conscience
smote him.,

“I can’t go on like this, knowing
Thunder Basin land is worthless,”
he moaned. “The hope in the
ranchers’ eyes gets under my skin.
Women singing as they work and
watch the crops grow. Men slaving
in the fields with the promise of a
reward they’ll never receive. Happy
chiidren. Oh, I should have stopped
this thing at the beginning. And
yet I needed the money to save my-
self. T'm old and can’t work.
They're young, most of them. Their

hands are strong. I'm I've
got to go through with it. Fach

right I pray it will rain enough to
see them through. Iach morning
I look for a clouded sky and see only
blue sky. Sometimes there’s a buz-
zard soaring about to remind me
Bottman is among us—waiting.”

He gathered his courage and
stepped into the outer room. His
conscience was stifled. Once again
he was a business man with some-
thing to sell. Cavcat emptor—Ilet
the buyer beware!

They talked briefly, and when the
men departed, Harrington Ballard
held their checks. Betty smiled.

“Now please cheer up,” she

pleaded; “between your long face
and Jim’s long face I’'m almost crazy.
Even Ace Reese is serious thcse
days, but I think Ace is in love.”

CHAPTER XVII.
THE VOICE OF THE MOB.

N thinking Ace Reese’s serious-
ness was due to being in Jove,
Betty was cnly half right. IHe

was In love and he was worried.
When the ranchers had first entered
Thunder Basin, they had journeved
up the canyon to see the dam. They
had taken due note of its substantial
structure and the fact that a vast
supply of water was behind it. Rains
had added to this supply, they knew.
No one, aside from Ace Reese, Jim
Kelland, and Bottman had taken the
trouble to check up on the supply.
Being occupied with the tremendous
task of making homes and caring
for growing crops, they had taken it
for granted there would be ample
water when needed.

Bottman naturally did not care to
be too much in the foreground. He
left this to those he hired for the
purpose. The first of these had heen
shipped out of the country by Ace
Reese. When he had been released
from a cattle car a thousand miles
from Thunder Basin, he had written
back something had happened, he
knew not what, but ke did know
that he was not coming back. It
had talken some time to bring in an-
other satisfactery man. During this
period Kraft had appeared and
bought property despite Bottman’s
warning.

Buzzard Bottman was worried. It
seemed incredible that Jim Kelland
could magically produce water.
First there was none behind the
dam, and secondly the wells dried
up late cach summer. But the dry
spell was near, and already some
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fact Jim was going to lose out and
could never marry Betty was a small
matter now. His business affairs in
Maldwin he regarded as so impor-
tant were small when compared to
all this. This was tremendous In
scope whether one considered the
land itself or the number of families
involved.

“Dealing with the lives of many
people,” the old man muttered, “and
I've never done it before. We
brought ’em here. Jim’s promises
and my money. And now we’re go-
ing to pay for it—unless it rains.”
He looked into the sky and saw only
blue: A pain stabbed him in the
breast. It was almost physical, yet
he knew it was mental—anguish.
“Yet what can I do? I need every
dollar to save myself.”

quiet air. She was singing as

she bent over a washtub and
washed in the old-fashioned way. A
baby was playing in a yard near by.
He could hear the song of many hens
and an occasional cackle. Ballard
lifted his cane and shook it at the
woman.

“Stop it!” he screamed. “Stop it!
I can’t stand your happiness know-
ing it’s all going to end.”

But the woman neither heard nor
saw. Her world was the washtub,
the baby, the growing things, and
the hens producing eggs. All those
—and the big rancher who labored
in the field near by.

As Ballard watched, the rancher
known as Jed rode up, spoke briefly
1o the woman’s husband, then rode
on, leaving the husband standing
there like a statue. Jed continued
to Sylvester Trent’s ranch, stopped,
and again rode on. The furrow
Trent had been digging on the occa-
sion of Bottman’s visit was still un-
finished. Silly was letting things

Q- WOMAN'’S voice came on the

slide or visiting Olive Underwood
when the girl would permit it, which
was often.

The afternoon was unusually
quiet—as if it were the lull before
the storm.

Suddenly Betty Ballard grew
tense; the color drained from her
face, then she stepped quickly to
the door and looked across the val-

lev. The school bell was ringing.
Dang-dong!  Dang-dong!  Dang-
dong! She picked up a pair of bin-

cculars and leveled them at the bel-
fry. A man was beating the bell
with a hammer or iron bar, she
could not tell which. Dang-dong!
Dang-dong! Dang-dong!

The valley was becoming alive.
Men were riding toward the school-
house with one exception. He gal-
loped toward the Kelland ranch. It
was Ace Reese.

“Any sign of Jim yet?” he asked.

“None!” replied Betty.

“Gosh, I don’t want him riding
into this. I've been sort of feeling
the pulse, as you might say. This
isn’t blind rage. It’s cold, deter-
mined fury. They’re goin’ to do
something.”

“Have you seen Sylvester Trent?
Will he help us?” she asked.

“I haven’t said a word to him.
He’s decided on his own plans—he’s

that sort. Talkin’ won’t change
him. I’'m savin’ my breath! We’ve
got to beat ’em to the draw.

Therere two places Jim’s likely to
crawl out of the Deschutes Canyon.
I’ll take one, you take the other.”
A few minutes later the pair gal-
loped away. A mile from the ranch
they separated. Ace’s keen eye
picked up a fresh hoofprint. It sug-
gested the possibility Jim had gone
that way for reasons best known to
himself. To the stage driver’s
amazement he saw Buzzard Bott-
man’s saddle horse tied to a juniper.
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Side by side they galloped toward
Thunder Basin and trouble. Some-
how, with the husky, quick-thinking
stage driver along, Betty felt better.
No matter what happened, Ace
Reese would not desert Jim. She
wished there were more like him.
Then, Jim would have a chance.

For one desperate moment, she
thought of appealing to Silly Trent
for heip. Slowly she rejected the
idea. “Silly’s a man and can reason.
He must take whatever stand his
conscience dictates. I can’t influ-
ence him, because he owes me noth-
ing. A queer man, is Siliy Trent.
Whoever thougnt he’d stick to his
ranching—even to be near me. Yes,
a queer man, who develops amazing
strength at times.”

It scemed an cternity before she
finally rode into the Basin proper.
Most of the ranches were deserted
except for half-irightened women
and children. Even children can see
the change when a man shakes off
the gurh of reason and peace, dons
the garb of fury and rushes like a
wolf to join the pack. These women
and children knew.

Betty wanted to jein them, bhe-
cause she was one of them., Yet be-
cause she was Jim’s girl and Bal-
lard’s daughter, she must now he
regarded as an enemy. She rode on
alone.  As she neared her own home,
the hoois of many horses stirred the
dust of the Basin. The dust cloud
moved rapidly toward Jim Xelland
and Ace Reese. TFrom the cloud
came the voice of the mob.

CIIAPTER XVIII.
JIM KELLAND SPEAKS.

HERE he is! There’'s Kel-

I land!” yelled Jed. “Get the
crook!” He backed the de-

mand up with profanity. “Let’s

string him up!”

“Shut up!”

It was Trent who spoke. Other
riders glanced at the biond tender-
foot in surprise.

“Who elected you leader of this
gang?” Jed snarled. The man
feared something might go amiss at
the eleventh hour. He did not want
water thrown on the flames.

“Nobody elected me
Trent retorted.

“You’re playin’ a game of your
own. We’re fightin’ for our rights,
but you’ve got your eye on Betity
Bal—”

The words were driven down Jed’s
throat by Silly’s big fist. A cougple
of teeth went with them. The blow
was sufhicient to knock the man com-
pletely out of the saddle.

“Nobody elected Trent leader,”
Underwood shouted, “but ’mi string-
in’ along with him.” The rancher
had never forgetten Trent had made
a down payment for him on the
ranch. He was with the Easterner
against the world if need be. ile-
sides, as he put it, Trent was “shin-
in’ round his daughter Olive!”

“I’'m for Trent,” another yelled.
“So am I!” added a third. All it
needed was for some one to sugzest
the name. The rest were quick to
follow. Had some other nanie been
suggested, they would have fallen
in line as quickly.

The party split and surroun-ied
the two riders to make certain that
they would not escape by some sud-
den bolt. Ace Reese ieaned over to
Jim.

“It looks as if Silly was bossin’
the show. You see how it’s going
to work out? 1If they strung you
up or beat you nearly to death,
you’d have Betty’s sympathy.
Silly ain’t goin’ to let anything like
that havpen. He’s goin’ to save yvou
from the mob and give you a chance
to escape. That’ll put him in the

WS—-8A

leader,”
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that, water for domestic use had to
be hauled. I noticed one thing. The
year Bottman experimented with a
dam, they had well water all sum-
mer. I putin a small earth dam the
first year I was here. The water
seeped away, but I notice the wells
held up fairly good. That suggested
to me that if the water could be
stopped instead of it rushing away
over the surface as most of 1t did
after each rain, it might store itself
underground. When the dam was
built, I expected enough would re-
main to partly irrigate the basin. In
this I was wrong. DI've kept this
theory to myself because the few
people T mentioned it to laughed at
it. The next question was, what
had become of the immense store of
water behind the dam?

“Offhand the answer was, ‘It
seeped underground and empties

into the Deschutes!” To check up
on this, the first year I was here, [
fished a lot and studied the river
bank. In no place could I find a
spring. There are plenty of them,
mind you, but not on this part of
the river. Thus I reasoned the
water must be held underground.
An examination of the various
strata showed, among other things,
that a layer of clay extended to the
Deschutes River. Any one passing

down the stream can see the out-
croppings. And if you look farther
along the cliffs, you’ll see that this
clay formation tilts towards the
Basin so that water seeping to that
level would have a tendency to flow
underground to Thunder Basin in-
stead of emptying into the Des-
chutes Canyon.

“I’ve measured the flow of the
Deschutes dozens of times this
spring and summer. There is some
shight increase as I worked down-
stream, but not anywhere near
enough to account for all the water
we had behind the dam. Gentle-
men, that water is under Thunder
Basin. All we have to do is pump
it out. The dam catches the waler
and holds it so that it can scep un-
derground instead of running away
in a torrent. In other words our
water is stored underground instead
of above ground. We’ll have to
pump it, that's true, but we’ll have
the satisfaction of knowing we're not
losing a vast quantity by evapora-
tion.”

Jim relaxed somewhat. He couid
see they were undecided whether to
believe him or not. One instant the
proposition seemed incredible, yet,
backed up by the facts he had ob-
tained while supposely fishing, the
explanation seemed logical.

To be continued in next week’s issue.

BIG GAME IN MOTION

Sighting big game at a distance, it is interesting to be able to de-

I YVASCINATING to watch is the natural gait of almost any animal.

termine from its movements the animal seen.
Moose and caribou normally trot, the mechanics of their motion

being those of the trotting horse.

Elk, antelope, white-tailed and black-

tailed deer, mountain sheep and goats gallop when at speed. For their
size, their stride is much longer than a horse’s stride. * Mule deer have a
bounding gait all their own. Twenty-five feet to a leap is known. In
jumping, a deer works almost exactly like a steeplechaser. The cougar gal-
lops, but with a distinct leaping action. The bear and its small cousin, the
racoon, are inclined to pace.
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Yuma’s climate, J. W, from the fact
that it is called the “Sunshine Capi-
tal of the United States.” Its cli-
mate is a desert product differing
from that of most sections of the
country. Summers are very hot,
but, due to the extremely low hu-
midity, thousands of people live,
work, play, and keep well in it. In
winter a fire is welcome morning and
evening. The town has a population
of about eight thousand; there are
several good hotels and modern
auto camps to accommodate visitors.
Crops are harvested each month
of the year. On the delta lands,
pecan, lettuce, cantaloupes, all vari-
eties of winter vegetables, dates, figs,
alfalfa, and small grains are grown.
In fact, any commodity adaptable
to a semitropical climate can be
superabundantly produced in this
rich alluvial soil. The mesa, or table-
land, is adapted to citrus culture,
producing grapefruit without a rival.
Cattle raising and dairying are in-
cluded with the successful industries.
As to points of interest, there are
the ruins of the old Arizona Terri-
torial Prison, at Yuma; Laguna
Dam, about twelve miles from the
town on the Colorado River; petri-
fied wood, scattered over several
hundred acres of desert some thirty
miles away, and the Fort Yuma In-
dian  School. A settlement in
Mexico, San Luis, on a paved road
twenty-six miles south of Yuma, and
ancther Mexican resort, Algondones,
which is eight miles from the city,
are both attractive to visitors.
Yearning for the Pacific coast, and
especially interested in the orange

belt of California, S. G., of Buffalo,
New York, asks about it.

“Mr. North, I’'m one of those fel-
lows who'll never be satisfied until he
sees California. I want so much to
go through the orange belt in the
southern part of the State, and I
wish you’d give me a little specific
data on it.”

The name of “Golden State” is
truly reflected by the extensive
groves of golden citrus fruit and at-
tractive, prosperous communities
scattered all along the foothills of
the Sierra Madre, San Bernardino,
and Santa Ana Mountains.

Some seventy-five miles from Los
Angeles the city of Redlands, sur-
rounded by orange groves, is famous
for its floral and scenic beauty.

San Bernardino, “The Gateway
City,” and home of the National
Orange Show, is the largest city of
this inland empire. Riverside is also
a typically California community,
and its famous Glenwood Mission
Inn 1s reminiscent of old Spanish
days. Its museum of curios and art
treasures, its cloisters, chapel, patio,
and romantic atmosphere make it
the mecca of every southern Cali-
fornia visitor.

In the center of the orange belt
the neighboring cities of Ontario and
Pomona hold many attractions.
Beautiful Euclid Avenue of Ontario
and Upland is lined with graceful
pepper trees and attracts many, as
does Ganesha Park at Pomona.
Other interesting communities in-
clude Colton, Corona, Covina, Glen-
dora, Clarcmont, Azusa, Montovia,
and El Monte.

CAMPING IN THE WOODS: A vacation spent camping in the woods is both

inexpensive and enjoyable.

On this sort of trip, however, the vacationist must

travel light and yet he must have the proper equipment for happy outdoor living.
A well-planned list of the articles necessary on a camyping trip may be obtained from
John North, care of Street & Smith’s Western Story Magazine.
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'l'hlt department is offered free of charge to our readers.” Its purpese s to aid
n getting in touch with persons of whom they have lest track.

While it will be hetter to use your name in the notice, we will print your request

“bllnd" it you pnfor. In sending ‘‘blind’’ notices, you must, of eourse, give us

ight mame and address, so that we ean forward promptly any letters that may
come for you. We reserve the right to mm -ny notice that seoms to us umsuitable. Because ‘‘copy’ for a magazine must
g0 to the printer long in advance of publication, don't expeet to see your notice till a considerable timo after you send it
11 it ean be avoided, ptease do mot send a ‘‘General Delivery’’ post-office address, for experience has proved that those
porsons who are not specific as to address often have mall that wo send them returned to us marked ‘‘not found.” It would
be well, also, to notity us of any change in yeur address.
ulml'::"n;et“"" help those whose friends or relatives are missing, as you would like to be helped If you were In a
ition.
WARNING.—Do not forward money to any one who sends you a letter or telegram, asking for money ‘‘to get home.”’
ot cetera, until you are absolutely certain that the author of such telegram eor letter is the person you are seeking.
" Avddr:uNall your communications to Missing Department, Street & Smith’s Western Story Magazine, 79 sovomh Avenue,
ow Yor

HAWKINS, OLLIE and ABLE EMES.—They were last McCURDY, DANIEL.—His home was in Eagle, Nebraska,
heard from in 1924 at Atako, Oklahoma. Any information but he left there some years ago and has not been heard from
regarding _ them would be murh appreciated by their half since. His brother John was my father. Daniel Is the only
brother, Furbis Sinely, R. 1, Lorenzo. Texas. brother still living, and he would be between slaty and sixty-

five years of age. He had llue oyos and brown hair, which

YOUNG, IDA M.—Of Oklahoma. Have some news of in- is probably gray by now He weighed around one hundred

terest to you. Get in touch with your old Fresno, California, and sixty-five pounds. Was cngaged in farming in Nebraska.
pal.  Address Charles R. Ex., 1062 American Avenue, Long I had a letter from him four years ago. but 1 lost the
Reach, California. ?dd{ess‘h A‘ny one \knuumg his_present address, kindly got
n touch w M. M., ca R azine.
BRUCE. JOHN GUY.—Tis estate awaits the heirs. th M. M. care of Western Story Magasine
Write 1o Andrew Streift, R. 5, Box 115, Fortland, Oregon, ACKERMAN, JESSIE.—1 haven't seen you since you
for particulars, were in Hornerstown, New Jersey. Write to me. J. A.
GRAHAM. ALBERT.—Tle is my father's only brothor. SCHAEFER, MAX, and his mother. ANNA.—They
Mar dark hair and eyes. Is heavy-sct. Would now be  fornierly resided at 176 Davidson Avenue. HBrooklyn, New
about thirty-four years of age. In 1917 he wax in Mince.  York. “That was some time in 1927. In 1929 they gave
Oklahoma. — His niece is asking for news of him. She is 216 Kast Tenth Street, New York City, as their aiddress.
Mrs. A. Rippetoe, 308 West I’lno Avenue, Sayre, Oklahoma. All letters sent there have been returned. Max Nchaefer ls

five fcet nine inches tall. Is dark-complexioned, with dark
ROEMER, ARTHUR.—War last beard of in 1932 in  eyes and halr. Weighs about one hundred and forty pounds.

Broux, New York. Any information concerning him will be 1s Jewish and s % 3

. s speaks broken English. When last seen he

:{"P"_“"‘lw' by Jape Summerfield, R. 2, Box 16, Kennett, was driving a car. an FEssex coach, hearing license No.

Missourl. ; I;( Glt;;‘». 19‘.’7},‘ on Ntate highway near Montigomery, New
 Wac 1. : Cork. is mother was with him at the time. Nhe is a

IllIBnLoiA.-:.CK'NhE(-Tutfule Rnlljrx“l}e ‘.'X)aoull‘l:t';\rrftae:g\ o)‘ealrr: gr“::z_' woman of fifty-five or sixty. Is dark-complexloned and very

- N R A s stout, weighing around two hundred pounds. Any one hav-
Write to_your old childhood friend, Reedy. 7141 Chestout o 70, Tne rno Gon regarding these persons, please write to

Avenue, Hummond, Indiana, care of Raymond. Box 25, earc of Western Story Magazine
RUPERIGHT, W. C.—Who was last heard from in 1921.
At that time he was In Tulsa, Oklahoma. Any one knowing A-F-A-Q.—Ploase write at once to J. & A. W, I am
his present wheroahouts, kindly write to Mrs. Charles B. worried sick. I do not beliove that you are dead. It 18
Kincade, R. 2, Big Cabin, Oklahoma. impossible on circumstantial evidence we recoived. Write to
Betty Robinson, General Delivery, Buffalo, New York.
‘I"ABEL,lANNIE.;\rWhn lerl(‘Germany on Aprill 340, {3}:.
and arrived in San ancisco, California, on April 30, . WATKIN _
She marricd a wan named Percy Knight, a machinist by for the VewsYrﬁl:‘T(};r‘)Jtﬁlln}{almel ‘:jsn;d'i:]y“';g’?m‘;?g:ﬁr
trade.  She has six brothors and threc sisters living in He was last heard from In November, 192¢. At that time
Portland. Orcgon. All efforts to trace her in San Francisco he was working on the Moffet Tunnel in West Portal, Colo-
have ended in failure. Her bhrother Alfred would he grateful rado. He wrote that ho and another fellow were R(;ing to
{.0':, any help that the readers can offer. A,‘M""“*.l'"?" Tabel, L Stawe of Washington. His family have heard nothing
512 Kouth Grant Street, San Mateo, California. from him since. Arthur, if you are living and see this,

. . please let us know whore we can reach you. If you can’t
TABEL, CARL.—Who left Hamburg, Germany, on April 4, come home we will go to you. Emory died in February,

1914, uaccompanied by his daughter Anna Was last heard . h q :
from at Montica, near Stockton, California. He {s sixty lag\?&xw:ell):g;bc?ow?\;g Kgl g\sm:goa';m'r{l: ‘\%qo (;:Ii’ld‘rhe: ’::.
years old. 1Is fair-complexioned and five feet seven Iinches 8o nice. R. is 'xoir‘\g'm“bc married. Father and mother
tall. Is a landscape am greenhouse gardener by trade. are getting bld. Please don't let anyihmx happen to them
lgls son, Alfred Tahel, 512 Nouth Grant Ntreet, San Mateo, not knowinz where you aro. Write to Gene or mec. Love.
California, is anxious to hear from him. Grace. If any of the readers know anything eoncerning the

CURRENT, CLAYTON WILLARD.—Vour father is very  Jireabouls of this man. kindly write tv H. Eugeno Canon,

worried and anxlous about you. Won't you wrlllebm khlm

at the old address? He has lost his farm and Is breaking __ . . .

fast. L has been elght years since he has had any word hareo?oglg'mig(ggr AhL“:ER}" hg: l:ol]‘\c”l‘.;l’l‘!‘l’g:’h‘:l‘:!fél:;‘dlg

from you. Just a friend glm famt] ;‘houlq like lo“be zljlvis;d co'ncem:lna them. He is
THACKER., ELMER.—When last heard from he was ve feel four inches tall and about forty-five years of ago.

located at Groat Falls, Montana. Had planned on going to ~ Dres not drink or smoke. =~ He is Hght complexioned and

L very bald. Have not heard from him since 1932, He was
China. He has blue eyes and dark-brown hair. 1s five feet |
sly inches tall and welghs about one hundred and forty-five  1ast scen near Monirose, Peansylvania. =~ Any one knowing

pounds  Would appreciate it, Elmer, should you happen to 21':)rwh\e{r:abo;n.s. pleaso inform V. M. C., care of Western
sec this, if you would write to imne immediately. Address ) y Magarine.
Mrs. Evelyn Thacker, Box 203, Vanceburg, Kentucky.
NOTICE.—My name is Edward Douglass Donahue My
DANZIG, PAUL H.—He is a friend to whom I owe a mother was Sarah Emma Peckwell. She was married to my

small sum of money, which 1 should like to pay. He was father on April 7, 1870, by Reveren! Willlam C. Poole in
last heard from at Newark, New Jersey. Any onc knowing St. Ann’s Catholic Church in New York Cily. 1 was born
his present whereabouts, kindly notlfy Bertram Tilton, 3 on Deccember 15, 1873. My grandmother was Mrs. Emeline
I'age Strect, Grove [Hall Station, Beston, Massachusetts. Peckwell. An aunt of mine was Mrs. Maria Louls Carbino.

She bad two children, Maud and Sidney. I have lived in
NORTON, CLYDE.—He is a cowhoy from Mogallon, New the South for oser forly years, having moved to Savannah,
Mexico. He rxtopped at the Rush Creek tourist camp on the Georgia, in 1886. My mother died and is buried In

Fort \Worth-Dallas Pike in Febhruary, three years ago. Savannah. 1 would like Lo get in touch with any possible
Any one knowing his address, kindly write to Big Hat, care relatives, especially Mrs. Carhino and her children. When
of Weslern Story Magazince. last heard from they lived in Brooklyn, New York. Please

address any {information te KEdward Douglass Donahue, 416
AUSTIN, WILLIAM.—Who onco lived at Green Trec. North Twenty-eighth Avcnue, Hollywood, Florida,
He left Sparta before the Spanish-American War, going

West. If Jiving, he would be sorenty-seven yoars of age. CALDWELL, ARTHUR.—Who lised in Hugo, Oklahema,
Must get in touch with cither him or his children. An at one time. In 1928 and 1929 he operated a stuge line
estate of his mother's family must be settled.  Address between Hugo and Nurant. He was later sald to huve gone
TFarris, care of this magazine. to Wright City, Oklahoma. but a letter sent there was re-
turned, marked “‘not known.”” When lust seen he weighed

LAWSON.—When I was a small child T lost track of my about one hundred and sixyy pounds. Is five fect elght
people. T am marricd now and have four children of my inches tall, Hit hair is medium brown and he wears it

own It would make me very happy if I could hear frown pompadour. He is thirty-one years of age. IIis father,
my own brothers and sisters. Our mother's name was Sarah sister, and two brot.hers aro seriously worried over his dis-
and our father’'s was Arch. My maiden namec was Rosa nppearam:e and w be very thankful for any word of him.
Lawson. Kindly address any information to Mbrs. Clarence Address J. Dudlay Caldwoll, 120 1 Street, Bakersfield, Cali-
Stevens, 2985 South Sherman Street, Denver, Colerado. fornia.



144

MISSING DEPARTMENT

SELLERS, PAUL.—Who served overseas during the World
War in H*uefy A, Sixty-ninth €. A. C. Any one knowing
his present address, kindly communicate \ul‘n L H. Ntevens,
Ttox 2231. Wink, Texas. This is a matter of considerablo
importance.

NOTICE.—T would appreciate any information from any
one that wauld enable me to learn the whereabouts of my
mather.  Her malden name wis Maric M. Higgins.  Her

3 in West linion, Towa. My father was Charl

of Leavenworth, Kunsas. My mother i
and Tater married 2 man named Tom Cox,
roflroad ran from Amarillo. Texas.  He died in 1904, and
she moved to California in 1907. Please send any informa-
tlon resarding her to James B. King, care of Mrs. Marie
Nalzbrenner, Amana, lowa.

MOTHER.—DPlease writo to Bobbic at General Delivery,
Alamosa, Colorado.

BAKER, MURIL CECIL.—Tn 1927 he was in training in
the (nited States navy at Norfolk, Virginia. His home was
in Eldorado, Kansas. A sister of his lives in Juarez, Mevxico.
He has a sailor'as grave tattoved on his left forexrm. Would
be glad to hear from lim. or usy one knowing where he
can be located. Ile is an old hullie of mine. Please
address Fred Ferguson, R. 1, Ben Hill, Georzia.

SMITH, EARI.—I know you left in a hurry. My sister
is lcartbroken. Nhe sent for me. We all love her so and
don't want anything to happen to her. \We know that she
loves you, so please lel her hear from you. She does not
know that I have advertised for you. At any rate send mo
rome kind of answer. Mrs, Agnes Sunnert, 1610 Main
Street, Buffalo, New York

POOLE, JOSEPH W.—Two years ago he was heard from
when in  Spokano, Washington Since then no word has
come. Ife Is five feet ten inches tall and weighs about one
hun!ved and ninety pounds Mas gray hair and is dark-
complexloned. Is sixty years of age. Any information will
he zrcatly apprecisted by Mrs. M. Poole, General Delivery,
Morse, Ashland County, Wisconsin.

HELEN.—Do you rememhsr the poem, ‘‘Her Past’’? That
still holds true with me to-lay. I want to hear from you
Just as roon as possihle. [Please, when you write, give me
your alilress—your own, not some cne c¢lse’s, like in the case

of Lee's. Aldo, pleaso scnd me the rest of the story. Lorve.
Alvin,

BLANCHE, ROSE. - -Wio left Lynn Mountain with her
daught-r. Anna, about fifteen years ago. She left two or

three years afer Ler younzest daughter was fatally wounded.
lier maiden name was Rosc Cota. Father died about eight
years axn.  Won't you please write to your sister Exilda?
We al! love you both dearly, and are very anxious about you.
If you (den’t want us to Know where you are, you can at
lerst srnd us some word as to how things are going for you
withoit giving us any address. Though 1 hope you won't
he so foolish. My children are all grown and would like
very much to see thelr Jear aunt and cousin, whom they do
ngl remomber.  Don’t you thipk [t is about time we all xot
together, before we are any older, (@ before fate prevents
our ever mceeting again? Yes, wy dears, we love you all very
dearly.  Write to Bister Lxilda and family, caro of Western
Story Maguazine.

CRA'!'G, ALFRED JAMES.—Who left Kingston, Ontario,
Canade, about twenty-tlve vears ago,  1s belicved to be some-
where in the United States. Only the thumb and a stump
of one finger remains on his left hand. Any onc knowing
his whereahnuts, please communicate with his sister, Emily
Cralg, now Mrs. T. P. J. Whitehead, 9 Razland Road,
Kingston, Ontarlo, Canada.

ARMBRUSTER, KATHERINE or VIRGINIA.—T last
heard from them last Jsnuarv. ‘They were then in Tucson,
Arizona,  Sent them four letters but have never receised an
answer.  Any one knowing how I can get in touch with either
of them, please write to Edward M. Figg, 1829 West Broad-
way, Louisville, Kentucky.

EDOWARDS, NORMAN MORRIS.—He was born at Lun-
nenburg, Nora SKcotia, Canada, in INSX or 1%80. His birth-
day is_April 11th. Tle left his home therc when a young

Tle Is my father. Mother wus Qrace Annie Coak.
home was in Norphlet, Arkansas. In November, 1925,
vther  1eft  heme and  has not heen heard from since.
Darling Daddy. we have prayed constantly for your returm.
Ti.e znuels called mother home on August 9, 1930 Dear
little sister Tressie is at the :tate Sanatorium at Boonvllle,
A NS She has tuberculosis We are going to lose our
Hsine  snon Please come home to us.  \We nced vou so.
Norman Ldwards has ize! eyes wid his hair was turoing
gray when ho was last seen. A leaf. with the ia'ls N.
M. L., it tattooed on onc arm. TIf any of the readers
where thiz man can he found, pleise help a down-hearted
orphan.  Address Marie Parnell, care of this magazine,

NOTICE.- Verne
They were last heard
Miller was feputy s
Do you remember a certain
frem anv and all of you.
magazine

Smoky Jteld, and Swmeky Green.
in 1 "un, North D
Where ar

kie'’ 7 Would like to hear
\ rlLe lo R. M., caro of this

JOHNSON, W.—Of Seattle, Washington. Do you remem-
ber our meeting in the Glorin Road. in Alaska, in 1926?
Have not forgotten you. Will you write? Address R. M.,
care of this magazine.

ATTENTION.—My father was Daniel J. \Wearc. ITis
father was John Weare. Father died last spring, and T am
trying to get in touch with other memhers of his rfamily.
Father was born at or near Danville, Drummond County,
Quebee, and died at Kentvilie, Nova Sci The relatives
1 seek are: Willlam V. Weare, who, when last heard from
was lving in Coiorado Springs, Coloradn; Rabert 8. and
Charles 8. Weare, located so:ncwhere in the Iastern United
States; Josenh G., whose home was In Danville.  Will they,
or any of their descendants, pleuse write to John D. Weare,
Kentville, Nova Scotia, (‘anada?

SELMAN, SAMUEL WELDON.— Gonerally known as Lee
Selmun. In 1930 he was a sailor o0 the U, S 8. “"New
Yo Any one knowing his present adiress, please write
immedl:\wly to A. S. R., ciarc of this magzazine.

OSBORME, MRS. PAULINE.—Mer maiden name was
Pauline Mina Daugherty. A year or so ago she lived in
Bakerstielll, *alifornia. Any one knowing her present where-
abouts, kindly write to Ditto, care of Western Story Magazine.

'

DOURNECY EDWARD.—When last he:rd from he was In
Rristow, Oklzhomua. He was forty-six years uld on July 11th.
Has Dblue eyes and dark-brown hair.  Any one Lnowing his
nrosen} address, pleuse communicate with L. M., care of this
magazine.

5

RICHARDS, ROY C.—Sailed many llne< on shins as a
workman, and frequently was employed on docks. Was last
heard from when in Yakima, Washington. He s thirty-six
years ohl. 13 ftive fecet teg inches tall.  Hus brown hair and
gray cyes. Ilis brother is asking help of the readers in his
eiforts to tind him. [’lease address Clayton Richards, 1001
Clay Street, McMinnville, Oregon.

LUNDY, JEWEL.—She is my sister, and 1 last saw het
8ix yeurs ago. At that time she was in Luling, Texas. OQur
dear brother passed away on .January S, 1932, 1 have lots
to tell you, so please write to me at once. {f you happen to
see this. Any one knowing lier whereabouts, please com-
municate with Mrs. J. J. Reed, Box 73, Dalinz, Texas.

McLEAN, LILLIE. —Formerly of Trum, Nova Scotia
Will she. or her descendants, please write to a very old
friend? Address Truro, care of this magazine.

EVANS., VIVIAN JAME.—In 1922 or 23 my stepfather
lett home. My inother, because of illness, was forced ta
place a sister and mysell in care of the Children's Ald
Society of Detroti, Michigan. Later my sister was sent to
Coldwater and then was placed with some family. 1 came
home in 1929. I have tricd very hard ta locate my sister,
but so far have been unsuccessful. My mother is in_poor
health and worries constantly about her lost child. —That,
of cuurse, is not good for her. Virian would now he eizhteen
yoars old. She was fair-complexioned with blond hair and
blue eyes. \Vas of slender bulld. The last letter T had
from her was in 1924. Any information concerning her
would be greatly appreciated. Address Frederiek (. Hull,
2073 Wabash Avenue, Detrvit, Michigan.

SELLERS, DAN.—Was last heard of in Los Angeles,
Callfornia, on October 17, 1930. He s six fect four inches
tall and weighed about one hundred and cighty-five pounds.
His eyes are blue and hair is dark. Was In ill health duo
to a serious Injury sustained a year bhefore. C(onsequently,
he worried over boing a rden to his family. A misunder-
standing arnse hecause of miscarriage of letters. Iis wife
and children are hearthroken over his dlzappearance and
would be deerly gratcful for any news of him. i'lease address
;}Irs. Dan Sellers, 203 West Bruckmuller Strect, Marshall,

exas.

MORRIS, MRS. JOHN.—She is my aunt. und she used
to live near the Red River, not far from Dallas. Texas.
Would like w hear from her. My address Is Funice Dun-
can, 568 South Rives Avenue, Downey, (alifornia.

ELLIOTT, DELIA and MOLLIE.—Who used to live In
Texas. They arc probably married now, but ir so I do nat
know their names. I woul! be very happy if T could have
some word of them. Please write to Lunice Duncan, 5G8
South Rives Avenue, Downey, C-.lifornla.

JONES, PAUL C.—\When last heard from. in 1929, he
was in Great Falls, Montana, working on the Great Northern
Raflroad. He is a Kentucklan. Has dark, curly halr. I3
twenty-ecight ycars ald.  Was known in the Rlack Hills as
“Dark’” and ‘‘Deadeye.” [Ie is a remarkable pistol and
rifle shot. Is six feet tall and weighod one hundred and
ninety pounds. e has worked for the H.mestake at Lead,
South Dakota, and later at Winton, Washington, on the
Great Northern Cutoff,  Is exreptionally clecan-minded. Very
amiable, hut hard to get acquainted with. Sketches well
and draws cartoons.  I1is aunt at Lead. South Dakota, would
like to hear from him.. Also his old friend “*Buckshot™" leyers.
Any one kuowing his presont whercabouts, Kindly et in
touch with George J. Beyers, United States Naval Iospltal,
B. 1, Monolulu, Territory of Wawaii,

PHIL.—I miss you so. Our separation wis a mistake.
Pleasc write to Mildred B., General Dellvery, San Francisco,

California.
WS—9A
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