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i

but hereafter T'li be the hero.
probably make a million dollars.”

T two o’clock we all met at the

town hall while folks who
thought they were funny gaped at us
through the windows. Brenda Axe
came, looking cool and pretty in a
blue dress.  Willie Peeler blushed at
sight of her and got all flustered up
and stumbled over his own feet.

Chauncey  Gillingwater  pulled
down the windows and shut the
doors and explained the play.

“*The  Rancher’s Dilemma  or
More Wronged Than Usual,”” he
hegan, “is the story of an unfortu-
nate rancher. There are six charac-
ters. George,” he informed me, “you
are the unfortunate rancher. Miss
Brenda, yon are the rancher's pure
and mmmocent and  very beautiful
daughter.  Gallegher, vou are a
wicked banker.  Willie Pecler, you
are a poor but honest cowhand in
love with Brenda. Mr. Donnelly,
vou are the ranch foreman. You
would like to press your suit with
Brenda, but you realize it is hopeless.
I, Chauncey Gillingwater, am a
humorous cowboy who is full of
wheezes and funny sayings.

“Now for the story. George, the
rancher, is in a fix. The banker,
Hep, is about to foreclose on his
spread.  George's prize bull, worth
a lot of money, has been run off

with.  Money he has hidden has
heen stolen.  His cattle are being
rustled.  Iis fences have been cut.

Ihis springs have been dynamited.
All he has left is his beautiful daugh-
ter, Brenda.  The only solution he
can see for his difficulties is to marry
Brenda off to the skinflint banker,
Iiep.”

“All these misfortunates,” T said
“are loo much for me. I've got to
have a drink.”

“I'm with you,” the boss chimed

in. “Seeing that T can’t press my
suit with Brenda I've gotta have a
drink, too.”

“Fine guys you are!” Hep said
angrily.

Nevertheless me and Jim Don-
nelly went over to the Pitchfork and
took on a couple more. This gave
us courage, so we decided to take
another twirl at acting and went
back to the town hall. The play
didn’t seem to make an awful lot of
sense or mebbe it was us.  Gilling-
water had some of 1t writlen down,
but most of it was in his head. Ap-
parently it was a sad story. Brenda
wanted to save me, her father, from
bankruptcey by marrving Hep. Wil-
lie Peeler didn't like this, of course,
and got sarcastic about it. He had
a few hard and uncomplimentary
things to say about the poor girl. It
appeared he had the notion that
true love was everything and that
money and beel critters didn’t count.
And besides it seemed that Brenda
had once promised to marry him
while they were sitting on the corral
fence and he was inclined to hold
her to her bargain.

About this time me and Donnelly
got discouraged again and went back
to the Pitchfork. In about an hour
Hep and Chauncey jomed us.
Chauncey had, likewise, developed a
thirst.

“Too much rehearsing will not be
necessary,” Gillingwater said. “You
are all natural actors and T don’t
want to destroy your pristine fresh-
ness. If you understand what 1
mean.”

None of us did, but we let him get
away with it.

“But tomorrow,” Chauncey con-
tinued, “we must really get down to
business.”

Next day we learned how the play
turned out. Tt seemed that Willie
Pecler saved Brenda from Ilep just
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lowed by darkness. Yet in the
gloom Lannister was fighting, strug-
gling with a ficure which he had
dragged from behind the stuifed
image of the lynx.

Close nfighting it was, and the
Mounty was handicapped by his in-
jured arm. The sharp bite of burrcid
powder hung chokingly in the ..
Therc were thudding sounds, mum-
bled curses, and then a wailing ery
of defiance such as no white man
could ever make. i’hen Bill Lannis-
ter, still battling with some unseen
cnemy, was crawiing out of the tun-
nel, dragging a kicking, scrcamimg
thing behind him.

Qutside, Lannister rose to his fect.
By some miracle of will power lLe
had foreed his left hand to ohey him
once more. In it he clutched the
service rifle, while in his right was
the weazened figure of an evil-look-
ing old Indian. Lannister’s face was
badly seratched, his parka was torn,
but there was the light of triumph
in his cyes as he looked at his cap-
tive.

“Got you!” he exclaimed jubi-
fantiy. 1llc knew this was the killer
of three Tahltans. Ile could even
guess the meaning of it. Tahltans
had come into the Liard country
and had been trapping lynx, regard-
less of the fact that the gray cat of
the Notvth 1s one of the strongest
tolems of some branches of the Liard
tribe.

Lannister cursed himself for not
thinking of it before; he had citen
heard of this strange worship of thic
lynx, whose cunning secins to mmply
an alliance with the forces of witch-
craft in winch the savage Liards be-

lieve. Tohably the Tahltans had
been captured, forced to crawl
through this same lunnel from

which Lannister himsel{ had just
emerged, At the far end of it, con-
fronted suddenly by the figure of

the stuffed lynx they had suffered
wonnds from which they had later
dicd—a symbolic end under the
paws of the big cat which they had
huited in defiance of Liard tradi-
tion. Bill Lannister knew he was
richt the instant he had seen the
ficure of the lynx—because its up-
lijted paws had claws extended,
ready to ki, instead of being re-
tracted normally within the soft fur
of its pads!

He shook his prisoner again.
“You tried to kill me because I shot
that lynx!” he charged. “You

picked up that cat and packed it
off. That’s why I could find no fur-
ther trace of it!” "The Liard, oniy
half  understanding his  words,
snarled back at him.

“Back, you devils!” Lannister bel-
lowed at the other Liards who were
crowding too close, “or I'll take
along the lot of you single-handed!”
It was a prodigious threat, utterly
nnpossible of fulfillment, but there
was somecthing so terrifying about
this indomitable white man, who
wore under his parka the awe-inspir-
mg uniform of the Mounted, that
the courage of the Indians wilted.
Nor did they threaten him as he
started off in the gloom with his
prisoner, bound for Benoit’s past as
the first leg of his long trek back
to Fort McLeod. So it was that
captor and captive came to Benoit’s
nearly five days later, both more
nearly dead than alive.

T} 1} door of the post opened, but
instcad of Benoit, the tall figure
of Inspector Hamlin was framed in
the opening. De:pite his weariness,
Constable Bill Lannister straight-
cned in surprise. Then, remember-
ing himself, he lifted his right hand
in what was intended for a brisk
salute.

“Reporting,” he said thickly,
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where thev disembarked and went
mland with their grubstakes.

If you make a trip to this Cariboo
Road country, George, you will be
in a land whose compelling beauty
will make you gasp for breath. When
you go up there to pitch your camp
you will find a place which you can
leave only with regret.

While we are in the Canadian
Northwest, we will answer a request
from Arthur J., of Detroit, who
wanls to know what chances a man
with limited means has to settle in
western Canada. Ile is interested in
the arca between the Rockies and
Prince Rupert.

Well, Arthur, T can tell you right
off that this arca which you men-
tion offers mighty fine opportunity
for mixed farming to the man and
his family who «re seeking independ-
ence on their own farm. No other
area in British Columbia offers such
a combination of advantages so at-
tractive to the settler with limited
capital.  The various districts com-
bine fertility of soil, a rapid growing
season, moderate and healthful
climate, fine hunting and fishing,
timher for fucl, fences and building
material.

This territory is particularly
adapted to mixed farming. Soil and
climate are favorable to the grow-
ing of wheat, coarse grains and
grasses.  Livestock thrives on the
forage crops of this arca, and there
is plenty of shelter and water for
them when they are turned out to

STREET & SMITH'S WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE

shift for their own food, which 1s
important in cutting the cost of feed-
ing.

Several of the hardier fruits are
raised in this district, and fine crops
of strawberries are produced. The
growing season is particularly rapid
on account of the fact that they
have such long days. This makes
plants mature more rapidly than
they do in the more southerly areas.

The temperature in summer very
rarely goes higher than 85 to 90 de-
grees, and the sheort nights are usu-
ally very cool, so you can get a good
pleasant rest after your day’s work.
In winter there arc a few cold snaps,
but they usually don’t last very long.
It is very rarely that they have any-
thing like blizzards or bad electrical
storms.

Another important factor in
selecting a farm is water, and in this
district you will find many of the
farms located on open streams, which
usually means that besides the ample
supply of stock water you can find
waler for wells at a very shallow
depth, cutting the expense of dig-
ging or drilling to practically neth-
ing. Those farms without open wa-
ter can usually strike it digging or
drilling at anywhere from ten feet
to not more than fifty.

A newcomer with little money
should stand a fine chance here to
find himself a good home and grow
up with the comgmunity, Arthur, so .I
advise you to look into it very ser-
ously.

® We aim to give practical help to readers.
answer specific questicns about the West,. its ranches, homestead lands, moun-
tains and plains, as well as the facts about any features of Western life. He
will tell you also how to reach the particular place in which you are inter-
ested. Don’t hesitate to write to him, for he is always glad to assist you to
the best of his ability. Be sure to inciose a stamped envelope for your reply.
Address all communications to John North, care of Street & Smith’'s
Western Story Magazine, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y. -

Mr. North will be glad to
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for himself and the devil take the hin-
dermost.”

It was the cue for other Gorst men
to take up the erv. “To hell with
the ratlroad!” one roared. “I'm go-
i’ to feather my nest while T can,
No sense in workin® for wages when
vou can take a fortune out of the
ground.”
busted any-
“I'm off for

“The railroad’s goin’
way,” another shouted.

Ruby Creek!™

Stuice-box  Charley was left sit-
ting on the Dbar, while the men
stormed into the night to arouse

storekeepers.  Everyone knew there
wasn't enough grub to outfit them
all, and it would be a case of first
come, first served.

Marcia watched the excitement
spread.  Men were running wildly

around passing the news to close

Ariends and urging them to get in
i on the ground floor.

In the morning
the crews would be so depleted, Cal

Jessup couldn’t move a yard of earth
nor lay a rail.

to Cal’s
shortly

she

In despair Marcia ran
cabin.  He had turned
after imdnight. “Cal, wake up!”
called, banging on the door.

“Coming, Marcia,” he answered.
“What 15 1t? What's all the talking
about?”  The blending of move-
ments, of shouts and answers had
created a steady uproar.

“Calt™ she cried in desperation,
“some old prospector struck gold on
Ruby River, and your crews are
stampeding!™

“A stampede?” he groaned. “What
rotten luck! All hell can’t stop ‘em
now!”

With his men stampeding to Ruby River,
how can Cal expect to complete the rail-
schedule?

road on Has Gid Riley gone

broke in the widdle of his most ambi-
tious wventure?  What has happened to
C'aboose?  Read the answers to these ques-

tions in the fifth installment of this thrill-
ing serial, appearing in next week's wssue.









