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RIVALS THE BEAUTY OF THE SCARLET TANAGER

“It’s Worth Twice as Much
in the Hand 

as it Costs in the Show-case”
and they’ve written with the Duofold

8 hours a day for about two years
The Full-Handed Pen with that Extra Big Ink Fount and guaranteed 25-year Point

[" NOTE: Recently in a Duofold advertise- 'I 
ment, we ^printed the following from Los

I Angeles: I signed 1067 checks in an hour I 
L and30minutes withone fillingofmy Duofold.” J

“That’s not much of a record for the 
Parker Duofold pen,” replies Fred P. 
Reynolds, one of the four dispatchers 
at Ft. Wayne, Ind., who help keep the fast 
trains moving on the Pennsylvania Railroad.

“We four dispatchers work 8 hours a day, 6 
days a week and are all owners of the Duo­
fold pen. Our Duofolds all write like new 
although we have 
written with them 
continually for about 
two years. We have 
never found any other 
that would stand this 
gruelling pace like the 
Duofold.”

Yes, if any one on 

Same except for size With ring for chatelaine

earth writes like greased lightning, it’s a good 
train dispatcher.

When the Broadway Limited is coming 
there’s no chance to tinker with a pen that 
won’t take orders.

“We would not take a couple times $7 for 
the Duofold if we could not get another,” sayf 
our good friend the dispatcher.

Let idle folks putter with pens that fail in 
the crisis, but as for the man who works 
against the clock, and a little ahead of it — 
give him this super-smooth 25-year point 

and full-handed grip, 
with that extra ink 
capacity which tides 
him over until the 
job is done.

Step in to the nearest 
pen counter and put 
your writing on even­
terms with the best.

THE PARKER PEN COMPANY • Factory and General Offices, JANESVILLE, WIS.
Parker Duo fold Pencils to match the pen, $3.50; Over-size, $4
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Tested and Approved by the Good Housekeeping 
Bureau of Foods, Sanitation and Health

Successful Breadwinners
Know the Value of Internal Cleanliness

IF you spend your day indoors, 
you are facing the problem of 

every indoor worker—insufficient 
exercise. Leading medical author­
ities agree that unless you main­
tain internal cleanliness, your 
health will eventually break down. 
Your mind will lose its keenness. 
Your ambition will be dulled. 
Others will win the rewards you 
strive for.

Internal cleanliness means com­
plete freedom from constipation. 
It is responsible for your physical 
well-being. Moreover, says a noted 
specialist, if you lack internal clean­
liness you are working under a 
severe handicap. Internal clean­
liness is the secret of a clear eye 
and an active brain. With it work 
becomes a pleasure; without it, a 
drudgery.

Your doctor will tell you laxatives 
and cathartics only aggravate constipa­
tion and often lead to permanent injury.

Physicians Advise Lubrication 
Medical science has found in lubrication 
the best means of maintaining internal 
cleanliness. Nujol lubricates and soft­
ens the food waste. It enables Nature 
to secure regular, thorough elimination. 
Thus, it both prevents and overcomes 
constipation.

Enjoy abundant health and an attrac­
tive appearance all the time. Take Nujol. 
Hospitals use it. Physicians all over the 
world are recommending it.

Take Nujol as regularly as you wash 
your face or brush your teeth. Nujcl 
is not a medicine. Like pure water it is 
harmless. Nujol makes internal clean­
liness a habit — the healthiest habit in 
the world. For sale by all druggists. 
Made by Nujol Laboratories, Standard 
Oil Co. (New Jersey).

Nujol
REG. U.S. PAT. OFF.

For Internal Cleanliness

I 
I4-DAY

Nujol, Room. 826-V, 7 Hanover Square, N. Y.
For this coupon and ioc (stamps or coin) to cover packing and postage, send trial botth 
and 16-page booklet, "Internal Cleanliness”. (For booklet only, dieck here □ and send 
without money.)

TRIAL FREE] j Na™................ ....................................................   J

Mail Coupon Today ■■■ B^M HM MM MM MM MM I— — J
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Be a "COOKE "TRAINED 
ELECTRICAL EXPERT

Get the Bi£ Jobs 
in Electricity! I

oWeeK/orVou
This is tho training you hear men 
talk about the original “Cooke” 
Training—PRACTICAL training 
by a PRACTICAL ENGINEER. 
Thousands of big, successful, 
highly paid men boost “Cooke** 
Training because“Cooke”Train­
ing boosted them.When you seea 
man doingelectrical work.askhim 
what he knows about “Cooke” 
Training, and what he thinks of 
your chances in this great field. 
Let me send you the names and 
addresses of hundreds of men I 
have trained and helped. Write to 
those nearest you and ask them 
which is the best home study 
Electrical Course in the World. 
My best adveitisements are the 
men I have trained.

I Will Train 
You at Home 

and help you earn 
EXTRA MONEY 
while learning

You can turn my training 
into money quick. In a 
few weeks after you en­
roll for my courie I show 
you where and how to get 
spare time electrical 
work and teach you how 
to do it. I give you a com­
plete outfit of tools and 
apparatus to work with. 
My training paysforitself 
many times over, eyen 
while you are learning. 
Hundreds of my boys 
earn $25 to $35 a week 
in their spare time, while 
they are getting ready for 
a big job — all without 
losing a single hour 
from their regular work.

Use My Money to Go into 
Business for Yourself

Every month I start two of my stu­
dents in business for themselves. 1 
ffiuc them all the money they need, 
help them get started and help them 
to a big success. Let the detail of 
this great offer the greatest in his­
tory of home-study schools from my 
big FREE book.

Get into Electricity. The world’s big­
gest and most fascinating business needs 
you. Ordinary electricians earn $8 to $10 a 
day, but thousands of the biggest jobs—the 
ones that pay $12 to $30 a day are going 
begging for want of trained men to fill 
them. Why stick to your small-pay, no-fu ure 
job? Ina few short months’ time with ray train­
ing you can be an Electrical Expert earning 
$70 to $200 a week and not work half so hard as 
you (io now
Why Trained Eleetricat

Men Are Needed
Thousands of new power stations—Millions 
of autos—the wildfire spread of Radio and 
an undreamed [of demand for electric light 
and power—all these things demand more 
and more trained men. The industry will be 
sadly crippled without these men—they 
must be had at any cost. That’s why 
salaries are high and why they will stay 
high in Electricity.

I Can Train You Best
I am an Engineer with college training and 
20 years of practical experience. I have em­
ployed and directed the work of thousands 
of electrical men. I know what a man needs, 
to be a big success in Electricity. That’s 
what I give you in my course—20 years of 
practical experience simplified, and made 
easy for you to understand. My Course is 
the recognized best and most successful 
training of its kind in America.
JOBS—How I Get Them

For My Students
I am spend in go ver $25,000 a year to get jobs 
for my students. This money is actually 
spent on Employment Service alone. And I 
do get jobs for my students, even before 
they finish my course. They don’t have to 
wait until they graduate. It is easy for me 
to do this because employers of electrical 
help know “Cooke” Trained Men KNOW 
Electricity. They know that “Cooke” 
Trained Men are the best men they can get.

L. L. Cooke, Chief Engineer 
Chicago Engineering Works 

2150 Lawrence Ave., Dept. 73, Chicago

L. L. COOKE

*act L. I. COOKE,

My 14 Big Guarantees
I don’t promise you anything—I guaran­
tee it with a pigned bond backed by a 
Million Dollar Institution. It says'’you 
get your money beck if yon are not satis* 
fled.” There are no strings to thia guar­
antee—you alone are the judge. Among 
the things I guarantee.besides Free Em­
ployment Service are—use of my big 
Laboratory—Accommodations when you 
visit Chicago—Lifetime eubacription to 
Engineering Journal—Consultation and 
Vocational Service—a big outfit of Tools 
and Apparatus—a II Free. Most ol these 
things are exclusive with my training— 
you can't get them anywhere else.

Investigate! Cet the Proof!
Big Electrical Book FREE

You want proof! You want facta! These I Rive you in my Dig book—The “Vital Facts'' about 
Electricity — proof that opportunities .more 
wonderful than you ever dreamed of await you —proof that “Cooke'’ trained Men do get the big jobs in Electricity and that I can do more 
for you than anyone else. Send for my book now.Bea'*Cooke’ ’Trained Electrical Expert— 
earn $70 to 1200. a week.Mail the coupon NOW.

Mail 
Coupon 
SorMy 
FREE 
BOOK .

Chief Engineer, 
Chicago Engineering

Works : Dept. 73 
2150 Lawrence Avenue

Chicago
your book “The Vital 

it Electricity.” fullpar- 
y o u r Home Study your 14 guarantees tn- 

, eluding your plan for helping ire earn _ extra money while learning and details 
■ cf your Free Employment Service. This Fdoes nut obligate me to enroll for your 'Course.

Name

Tlie'CookcJra inert Man is the'Big Pay Man !

Address.

V City.............. State.

Occupation



“Here’s Where We 
Got Our Start”

“Look, Nell—this coupon! Remember the night you 
urged me to send it in to Scranton ? Then how happy 
we were when I came home with the news of my first 
promotion? We owe it all, Nell, my place as Manager, 
our home, our comforts—to this coupon.”

Thousands upon thousands of men now know the 
joy of happy, prosperous homes because they let the 
International Correspondence Schools prepare them in 
their spare time for bigger work. You will find them 
in city, town and country—in office, factory, shop, store, 
mine and mill, on farms and on railroads. There are 
clerks who became Advertising Managers, Salesmen and 
Executives; carpenters who became Architects and Con­
tractors; mechanics who became Engineers and Elec­
trical Experts; men and boys who rose from nothing 
to splendid, responsible positions.

Thousands of men and women in the last 33 years 
have advanced themselves in position and salary through 
I. C. S. help. Over 180,000 are studying right now. 
You can join them and get in line for promotion.

The first step to success in the I. C. S. way is to 
choose your career from this list and mark and mail 
this couf-G.i here and now.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 2085, Scranton, Penna.

Without cost or obligation, please tell me how I can qualify for 
the position or in the subject before which I have marked an X:

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

I
 Business Management 
Industrial Management 
Personnel Organization 
Traffic Management 
Business Law1 Banking and Banking Law 
Accountancy (Including C. P. A.) 
Nicholson Cost Accounting 
Bookkeeping 
Private Secretary 

"Spanish □ French

□ Salesmanship
□ Advertising
□ Better Letters

H
Show Card Lettering 
Stenography and Typing

□ Business English
□ Civil Service
□ Railway Mail Clerk
□Common School Subjects

B
liigh School Subjects
Illustrating □ Cartooning

TECHNICAL AND

I
 Electrical Engineering 
Electric Lighting 
Mechanical Engineer 
Mechanical Draftsman 
Machine Shop Practice 
Railroad Positions 
Gas Engine Operating 
Civil Engineer 
Surveying and Mapping 
Metallurgy ' 
Steam Engineering 
Radio

INDUSTRIAL COURSES
□ Architect
□ Architects’ Blue Prints
□ Contractor and Builder
□ Architectural Draftsman
□ Concrete Builder
□ Structural Engineer
□ Chemistry □ Pharmacy
□ Automobile Work
□ Airplane Engines
□ Navigation
□ Agriculture and Poultry
□ Mathematics

Name....
Street 
Address. 3-6*24

City. .State.

Occupation.......................................................................................
Persona residing in Canada should send thia coupon to tkf Interna­
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal. Canada.

YOU TOO CAN PLAY THE
HAWAIIAN GU1TAI
JUST AS THE HAWAIIANS D

PLAY ALL THE LATEST HITS

FREE! i
THIS

GUI
r. r kR'ImaL'

Special courses on Vio­
lin, Tenor-Banjo, Ban­
jo-Ukulele and Ukulele

used in playing 
the fascinating 
Hawaiian Gui­
tar. Our native 
Hawaiian instruc 
tors teach you to master them 
quickly. Pictures show how. 
.Everything explained clearly. 
PLAY IN HALF HOUR 
After you get the 4 easy mo­
tions, you can play harmonious 
chords with very little practice. 
40,000 students have learned to 
play in this easy, pleasant way.

The 52 printed lessons with a great 
many pictures make it easy to learn 
quickly. You don’t have to know how to read notes. No previous mus­
ical knowledge necessary. You learn to play any kind of music, and 
pay as you play.
FREE GUITAR 
As a special offer to new students 
we give this full size, high grade in­
strument free of charge, it is sent 
at once without red tape or delay.

Send your name at once and let us tell you ail about the 52 easy lessons 
and the free guitar. You have every­thing togain. Don’t put it off. A 
post card will do. Ask for new spe­
cial offer and easy terms.
First Hawaiian Conservatory- 

of Music, Inc.
233 Broadway (Woolworth Bldg. 

Dept. 39. New York. N.Y.

ft I AfiOO EARNED BY YOUNG 
#IUU= ARTIST IN 2. DAYS

Well-trained artists earn splendid 
incomes. The Federal home­
study Course is a proven result- 
getter. If you like to draw, send 
6c in stamps for 56-page book, 
“Your Future.”
State your age and present occupation. 

FEDERAL SCHOOL OF COM’L DESIGNING
1218 Federal Schools Building, Minneapolis. Minn.

SENSATIONAL Sale
GUARANTEED TYPEWRITERS

Limited quantity fully guaranteed stand­
ard make Typewriters. 5 Days Free Trial. Low­
est prices ever offered. Some at $45.35. Easy 
payments as low as $3 monthly. Send today for 
FREE booklet of Valuable Typewriter Infor­
mation and Special Sale Bulletin.
SMITH TYPEWRITER SALES CO. 
266-360 E. Grand Ave. Chicago, Ill.

AB STUDY AT HOMEa Legally trained
win the highest positions and 

biggest sncccss in business mid public 
'de. Bo independent. Greater oppor- 
tu nit Ies now than ever before. Big 
corporate headed by men with

MHB legal Earn
$5,000 to $10,000 Annually

W We guide you atep by step. You can train at 
home during spare time. Degree of LL. B. conferred 

LaSalle Students practicing law in every state. We furnish all 
text material, including fourteen-volume Law Library. Low cost, easy terms. Get our valuable 108-page “ Law Guide,’ and 
“Evidence” books free. Send for them NOW.

. . < LaSalle Extension University, Dept. 365-1— Chicago 
■■■■■■ The World’s Largest Business Training Institution

Railway Mail Clerks
$133 TO $192 A MONTH

«* Franklin Inst., Dept. A279, Rochester, N. Y.

Sirs: Send me without charge:
© (1) Specimen Railway Postal

Clerk Examination questions; (2) 
© Sample coaching lessons; (3) list 

y of Government jobs now open.
Name ..................................... -..........

Address ...................................................



YOUR OWN .INITIAL IN •J.ORS ON EVERY PIECE!

^7
a

aS

Isjt

b%

This superb 110-piece set, with your own initial on 
every piece, decorated in blue and 18-carat coin 
■old, with gold covered handles, consists of:
12 Dinner Plates, 9J-tj in.
12 Breakfast Plates,)7X in.
12 Soup Coupes, 7;V in.
12 Cereal Dishes, 6Af in.
12 Bread and Butter 

Plates, 6.!it in.
12 Fruit Dishes, in.
12 Cups
12 Saucers

1 Platter. 11X in.
1 Platter, 135< in.

1 Covered Vegetable 
Dish (2 pieces) |

1 Baker. 8J& in.
1 Nappie. 8^ in.
1 Sauce Boat
1 Sauce Boat Stand i
1 Bowl <
1 Covered Sugar Bowl 

(2 pieces)
1 Creamer

1 Pickle Dish 1 Butter Dish. 6’4 in.

Fl M

□FREE 2G-Piece
Initialed

Silverware Set

,w
Exclusive WM. A. ROGERS, Limited, 
design. Set includes: 6 knives, 6 forks, 6 
teaspoons, 6tahlespoons, 1 sugar shell, 1 
butter knife. Each piece haa your own 
initial to match dinnerware.
Four Own 

initial 
on Every 

Piece r

ApW Brings 110-Piece 18-Carat Coin Gold 
at Decorated DINNER SET BOTSSSSSsi'guarantees

absolutely

'i

It’s easy to get thia superb 110-piece 18-carat 
coin gold-decorated Dinner Set with your own 
initial in beautiful colors on every piece. Read 
offer from Hartman, the Largest Home Furnish­
ing Concern in the World. Then send while

i®

first quality — no “seconds.” The 
18-carat coin gold decoration ia 
guaranteed not to wash or wear 
off. Thia is a standard or “open”pattern. Replacement piecea may 
no had of us for 3 years. Excellent packing to prevent breakage.

bargain price holds good, and receive with it, absolutely FREE, the 
। beautiful 26-piece Silverware Set, made exclusively for Hartman’s 
I by WM. A. ROGERS, Limited, initialed to match dinnerware. 
I Just pin a dollar bill to the coupon below, and mail today.
I Newest and Finest in DINNERWARE, Blue 1 and 18-Carat Coin Gold Richly Decorated

EDC ^Bargain 
■ ItC UC;j talog 
Hundreds of pages cf,the world's greatest bargains 
in Furniture, ruga, car­
pets. home furnishings, etc. — all Bold on easy 
monthly payment terms; 
30 days’ free trial.
FreeGifts^~ 
Glassware, Silverware, 
Jewelry, Table Linens, 
etc.. FREE with pur­
chases. Send penta) now.

“Let Hartman 
Feather YOUR Nest”

Both Sets Have Your Own Initial on Every Piece r| . D.~ n .. D... . -L™*~**
The quality of this set, its snowy white lustre and decorations JUStlHI 3 UOllRT Dill 10 vOUpOR' 
compare with the finest imported ware. Your own initial in i ■ - ........... ...
colors on every piece surrounded by gorgeously colored deco- j HARTMAN FURNITURE & CARPET CO.

MAIL I
■TODAY |

rations. All handles covered with 18-carat coin gold, and each Dept. 7208 
piece has 18-carat coin gold border and rich blue follow band. 11 enclose $1. Send the

. . _____ I 110-Piece 18-Carat Coin Gold DecoratedFDET INITIALED SILVERWARE SET TO MATCH 1 Dinner Set No. 322GMA18, Price $39.98, 
F MADE B¥ WM. A. ROGERS, Limited 1 .nd with it; (he 26-Hee. Silverware Set abjo-... i o. . - , . , ... .. |lutely FREE. I am to pay nothing further forOnly ?1 with coupon brings complete IIO-piece set and with It jgoodson arrival-only the small freight charges. ■—
FREE, the 26-piece initialed Silverware Set. If not satisfied Jam to have 30 days' free trial, if satisfied, i will «end you $4 
after 30 days’ trial, return both sets and we refund yourSl and I monthly until full price ofDinner Set. «:9.!W,i« paid. Will pay 
pay transportation charges both ways, qtherwise.takenearly | ’"f, S ,,^6 hl'tf.ii. .‘fn'r M dor?

Print Initial
YouWantHere

a yearto pay balance due on 110-piece set only—a little । 
every month. Silverware is free. State initial wanted. I
Order by No. 322GMA18.
Bargain Price of llO-Piece Dinner Set, $39.98. 1
$1 with Order. $4 Monthly. Silverware Set is FREE. j

U A DTM A M FURNITURE & CARPET CO. I s'»fl AK I in AM Dept. 7208 Chicago, III.
The Largest Home Furnishing Concern tn the World 1 1

Name..—.-_____
R. F. I).. Box No.

State.



Classified Advertising
Agents and Help Wanted Agents and Help Warned—Continued Help Wanted—Female

WE START YOE IN BUSINESS. fur­
nishing everything: men and women $30 to 
$100 weekly, operating our "Specialty 
Candy Factories" anywhere. Booklet free. 
W. Hillyer Ragsdale, Drawer 29, East 
Orange, N. J.

MAKE $25 to $50 a Week representing 
('lows' Fam mis Philadelphia Hosiery, direct 
from mill—for men, women. children. 
Every pair guaranteed. Prices that win. 
Free book "How to Start" tells the story. 
George (/lows Company, Desk 66, Philadel­
phia. Pa.

BIG MONEY AND FAST SALES. Every 
owner buys gold initials for his auto. You 
charge $1.50. make $1.35. Ten orders 
daily easy. Write for particulars and free 
samples. American Monogram Co., Dept. 
170, East Orange, N. J.

WE START YOE WITHOUT A DOLLAR. 
Soaps, Extracts, Perfumes, Toilet Goods. 
Experience unnecessary. Carnation Co., 
Dept. 225, St. Louis, Mo.

AGENTS—WRITE FOR FREE SAMPLES. 
Sell Madison "Better-Made" Shirts for 
large Manufacturer direct to wearer. No 
capital or experience required. Many earn 
$100 weekly and bonus. Madison Mills. 564 
Broadway. New York.

SELL Union Label All Wool Suits made 
to measure direct to wearer for $24.50. 
Scott System, Inc.. Wholesale Tailors. 99 A 
Bedford St., Boston.

SELLS LIKE BLAZES! New, instant 
stain and rust remover. For clothing, table 
linen, etc. Fine premium with every sale. 
Rig, Quick Profits. Free Outfit. Write to­
day. Christy, 506 Union, Newark, New 
York.

LIGHTNING STRANGE BATTERY 
Compound. Charges discharged batteries 
instantly. Eliminates old method entirely. 
Gallon free to agents. Lightning Co., St. 
Paul, Minn.

AGENTS:—Something new—Wonderful 
invention. Ford Owners wild over it—Dis­
tributors profit 300%—thirty-day trial offer. 
Write S. Super, 1304—Fondulac, Milwaukee, 
Wis.

CLOTHING SENSATION: New line of 
men’s clothes. All wool suits all at one 
low price of $23.50. We pay biggest com­
missions cash with order and supply finest 
silling outfit. ExjK’rience isn't necessary. 
If you're honest and willing to work we’ll 
train you. Address Dept. 287. William C. 
Bartlett, Ine.. 850 West Adams Street, Chi-

MAKE $17 DAILY—Finest Extracts, 
Fond Products, Toilet Preparations, House­
hold Necessities, Credit; Sample case Free. 
Write for amazing offer. Perkins Products, 
B-22, Hastings, Nebr.

DINING AND SLEEPING CAR conduc­
tors (whiteI. Exp. unnecessary. We train 
you. Semi for book of Rules and applica­
tion. SupL Railway Exchange, Sta. C, 
Ijos Angeles.

$60—$200 A WEEK. Genuine Gold Let­
ters for store windows. Easily applied. 
Free Sampbs. Libera! offer to general 
agents. Metallic Letter Co., 428 B North 
Clark, Chicago.

AGENTS WANTED TO ADVERTISE 
Dur Goods and distribute samples given to 
consumers; 90c an hour; write for full par­
ticulars. American Products Co., 2391 
American Bldg., Cincinnati, Ohio.

AGENTS: $11.80 daily in advance (send 
for sworn proof) Introducing New Insured 
Hosiery. 47 styles, 35 colors, guaranteed 
seven months. 1925 line now ready. No 
capital or experience required. You simply 
take orders. We deliver and collect (or you 
can deliver, suit yourself). Credit given. 
Pay You Daily, monthly bonus besides. We 
furnish samples. Spare time will do. Maco- 
ehce Textile Company, Station 4503, Cin­
cinnati, Ohio.

$133.00-$192.00 MONTH. Men, 18 up. 
Railway Postal Clerks. Candidates coached. 
Particulars free. Franklin Institute, Dept. 
W2, Rochester, N. Y.

$100 WEEKLY—PLEASANT WORK: Ap­
pointing local agents to introduce Mother 
Hubbard Foods: no canvassing: no deliver­
ing : no money invested. Adam Inthout, 
556 Congress, Chicago.

AGENTS: Sell two shirts for price of 
one. Walton Duplex shirts are reversible. 
Make $15-$25 daily. We deliver, collect. 
Write for "Your Opportunity." Walton- 
Duplex Co., 116 Brooks Bldg., Chicago.

EARN MONEY at home. Addressing, 
mailing circulars. Experience unnecessary. 
No selling. We pay weekly. York Supply 
Co.. Dept. 138, 309 Fifth Ave., New York.

Help Wanted—Male
ALL Men, Women, Boys, Girls, 17 to 65 

willing to accept Government Positions 
$117-$250, traveling or stationary, write 
Mr. Ozment, 308, St. Louis, Mo., immedi­
ately.

BE A DETECTIVE:—Exceptional oppor­
tunity; earn big money. Travel. Big re­
wards. Established 1909. Particulars free. 
Write C. T. Ludwig, 426-C, Westover 
Bldg., Kansas City, Mo.

EARN $110 to $250 monthly, exjtenses 
paid as Railway Traffic Inspector. Position 
guaranteed after completion of 3 months’ 
home study course or money refunded. Ex­
cellent opportunities. Write for Free Book­
let. f'M-28 Stand. Business Training 
Inst., Buffalo, N. Y.

SILVERING MIRRORS, French plate. 
Easily learned; immense profits. Plans 
free. Wear Mirror Works. Excelsior 
Springs, Mo.

MEN—Age 18-40, wanting Ry. Station- 
Office positions, $115-$250 month, free 
transportation, experience unnecessary. 
Write Baker, Supt., 49 Wainwright, St. 
Louis.

AGENTS: World's greatest Accident and 
Health Insurance Policy. $5,000 death; 
$25. weekly benefit; premium $10. yearly. 
$300. a month easily made. Permanent re­
newal income guaranteed. Easy to sell with 
our "Direct-By-MaiI" Plan. Write quick 
for territory. Address Underwriters, 720 
Bonnell Bldg., Newark N. J.

Farm Lands
20 ACRES OR MORE OF OUR BEST 

land in Michigan: $20 per acre. Terms 25c 
per acre down, balance your own terms. 
52-page book free. Swig art Land Com­
pany. XI265 First National Bank Building, 
Chicago.

Educational

RAILROAD POSTAL CIzERKS start $133 
month, railroad pass. Send stamps for 
questions. Columbus Institute, B-3, Co­
lumbus, Ohio.

$6—$18 a dozen decorating pillow tops at 
home, experience unnecessary; particulars 
for stamp. Tapestry Taint Co., 110 La­
Grange, Ind.

Patents and Lawyers
INVENTORS desiring to secure patents 

should write for our guide-book. "How To 
Get Your Patent." Send sketch or de­
scription for our opinion of its patentable 
nature. Randolph & Co., Dept. 412, Wash­
ington, D. C.

PATENTS. Send sketch or model for 
preliminary examination. Booklet free. 
Highest references. Best results. Prompt­
ness assured. Watson E. Coleman, Patent 
Lawyer. 641 G St., Washington, D. C.

PATENTS—Write for free Guide Books 
and "Record of Invention Blank" before 
disclosing inventions. Send model or sketch 
of invention for Examination and Instruc­
tions free. Terms reasonable. Victor J. 
Evans Co., 767 Ninth. Washington, D. C.

INVENTIONS COMMERCIALIZED. 
Patented or unpatented. Write Adam 
Fisher Mfg, Co., 223, Enright, St. Louis, 
Mo.

Detectives Wanted
MEN—Experience unnecessary; travel; 

make secret investigations; reports; salaries; 
expenses. Write American Foreign Detec­
tive Agency, ill, St. Louis, Mo.

DETECTIVES EARN BIG MONEY. 
Travel. Excellent opportunity. Experience 
unnecessary. Write. George Wagner, former 
Government Detective, 1968 Broadway, 
New York.

Business Opportunity
BE YOUR OWN BOSS. $100 sufficient.

Handle your own cash. Dept. 113. Paul 
Kaye, 149 Broadway, N. Y.

Home Weaving
LOOMS ONLY $9.90 and up. Big Money 

in Weaving Colonial rugs, carpets, etc., 
from new or waste textile material. Weav­
ers are ms bed with order. Send for Free 
Loom Book, it tells all about Home Weav­
ing and quotes reduced prices and easy 
terms on our wonderful looms. Union Loom 
Works, 266 Factory St., Boonville, N. Y.

How to Entertain
PLAYS, musical comedies and revues, 

minstrel music, blackface skits, vaudeville 
acts, monologs, dialogs, recitations, enter­
tainments. musical readings, stage hand­
books, make up goods. Big catalog free. 
T. S. Denison & Co., 623 So. Wabash, 
Dept. 132. Chicago.

Stammering
ST-STU-T-T-TERI NG And Stammering 

(’tired at Home. Instructive booklet free. 
Walter McDonnell, 80 Potomac Bank Build­
ing. Washington. D. (’.

Coins and Stamps
OLD MONEY WANTED. We paid 

$2,500,00 for one silver dollar to Mr. Man­
ning of Albany, N. Y. We buy all rare 
coins and pay highest cash premiums. Send 
4c for large Coin Circular. May mean 
much profit to you. Numismatic Bank, 
Dept. 440, Ft. Worth, Tex.
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In less than a day 
Your order is on its way

What Robinson Crusoe Needed
Robinson Crusoe, stranded on his 
desert island, could have had the 
world at his service if he had found 
a Sears-Roebuck catalog For it would 
have brought him all the things he 
needed to make life worth while.
Today, nearly nine million families 
everywhere in the United States use 
our catalog whenever they want to 
buy at the lowest prices.
If you are not now in this great 
family of thnftv buyers, we would 
like to send you “THE THRIFT 
BOOK OF A NATION" so that 
you may see the endless opportu­
nities it offers for savings on every­

thing you and your family need. 
The WORLD’S LARGEST STORE 
is yours to command. Our buyers go 
everywhere good merchandise can be 
bought at prices that will insure you 
the biggest savings; we maintain 
stores and warehouses throughout 
the country to give you the best and 
quickest service; 99 out of every ico 
orders we receive are shipped in le;;. 
than twenty-four hours. We sell 
only dependable goods, honestly 
described and illustrated.
Your copy of our New General Cata­
log for Spring and Summer is ready. 
Just fill in and mail the coupon!

Sears, Roebuck and Co
PHILADELPHIA • DALLAS

Send for
Your FREE 

Copy

New iiig Gen-

day. This con- “ 
venirnt con- ■ 
pon will bring ■ 
you free our “ 
great Spring ’ 
and Summer ■ 
book, with its ■ 
35,000 bar- ■ 
gains. “

eMail the ■ 
coupon today■

eMail the coupon Today to the store nearest you

Sears, Roebuck and Co. 73A69
Chicago Philadelphia Dallas Seattle 

Send Latest General Catalog.

Name

Postcflice

Bex No.....

Street and No...
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SOAP

The 
scientific basis

Her face, her hands, her hair
this simple care safeguards their beauty

oung skin has marvelous powers of recu­
peration. It will resist the damaging in­

fluence of dust and weather if it is cleansed 
daily with warm water and Ivory Soap.

Dermatologists agree that constant strenu­
ous treatments and the use of "foods” and 
"revivers” tend to enlarge the pores, stretch 
the tissues, and make the skin tender and 
supersensitive. They advise simple cleansing 
with pure soap.

So, instead of adopting all these artificial 
and often dangerous methods you will find it 
wiser and safer these winter days to confine the 
care of your skin to daily face-baths with warm 
water and Ivory Soap. This is as fine a treat­
ment as it can have. Proper rinsing, a dash 
of cold water, thorough drying, and a bit of 
pure cold cream complete the simple oper­
ation. If Ivory is used, you are sure of thor­
ough, yet safe and gentle cleansing, for Ivory 
is pure—as fine a soap as can be had at any price.

For youth, maturity and age; for face, hands, 
scalp and bath, Ivory Soap offers all that you 
can rightly expect from any soap. Yet its cost

IVORY
SOAP

99 44/iuo % Pure 
It Floats

is negligible. "Trocter &■ Gamble

Thefollowing set of 
principles has been en­
dorsed by 1169 physi­
cians of highest stand­
ing and is offered as 
an authoritative guide to 
women in their use of 
soap for the skin:
1 The function of soap 

for the skin is to 
cleanse, not to cure or 
transform.

2 Soap performs a very 
useful function for nor­
mal skins by keeping 
the skin clean.

3 If there is any disease

soap irritates, a physi­
cian should be seen.

4 To be suitable for 
oral daily use, a • 
should be pure, i 
and neutral.

5 If the medicinal

gen- 
soap 
mild

con-
tent of a soap is suffi­
cient to have an effect 
upon the skin, the soap 
should be used only 
upon the advice of a 
physician.

rained before treatment 
is attempted.

6 In all cases of real trou­
ble, a physician’s ad-

New Size
Quest Ivory

the dainty new cake of Ivory, SC 
made especially for face 
and hands, costs but 5 cents.

Cincinnati
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AT BEAR COULEE.

1 was September at Bear 
Coulee, and the poplar 
bluffs were painted with 
splashes of crude yellow 
ocher on the chocolate­
colored hills. In the little 

hollows of the hills rose-scrub burned 
like fire. Rvery night for weeks past 
there had been a frost, and the weather 
showed signs of breaking; it would not 
be long before the first snow. ‘'Old 
W oman" Rambert came to the door of 
her shtick and looked up at the beauti- 
fullv dying vegetation with an inexpres­
sible pain in her eyes. It was like see­
ing one’s dearest friend pass. She 
thought ol the coming snow with a

The Shanty 
Sled

Hulbert Footnor

shudder. Six unbroken months of it 
to face! It was like the hand of death 
at her heart.

She shook her head like a terrier, and 
trotted back to her work. She had six 
loaves of bread in the oven, and that 
was 6Bi.lv the first of several batches that 
had to be baked that day. Three of the 
boys were starting next morning on the 
four-hundred-mile journey outside. 
Throughout the whole country the men 
of Bear Coulee bragged of their "old 
woman's homemade bread." A lot of 
good that did the baker, she thought 
with a wrv smile. They were good 
fellows, all of them, but what did they 
know, what did they care about the 
sore heart of the lonely old woman who 
went to bed every night with a gnawing 
pain in her side, and got up with it.



She was only forty-eight years old, 
but for many a year now she had been 
the Old Woman. She ran the “kitchen” 
at Bear Coulee; that is to say, she fed 
the gang, which consisted of Maccub­
bin, the trader, and the half dozen or 
so of farmers, all batchelors. There was 
a fiction current that she was putting 
by enough to retire presently, and live 
with her daughter outside. Only she 
and Maccubbin knew that that prospect 
yearly grew more remote.

She was an odd-looking little old 
woman with her scanty white hair 
screwed into a hard knot at the back 
of her head, and a bright red flannel 
dress. Year by year the style of it 
never changed. When she needed a 
new one she simply cut another piece 
from the bolt of red flannel which Mac­
cubbin kept for her in the store. She 
had dark eyes full of a gloomy fire, and 
her mouth was surrounded by hundreds 
of tiny wrinkles, due to her continual 
pursing and twisting of it. In "all her 
movements she was as quick as a 
squirrel.

Bear Coulee was at the end of the 
wagon trail in that direction. Their 
nearest white neighbors were at Spirit 
River Crossing, one hundred miles 
south, Maccubbin was a “free” trader. 
The settlement at Bear Coulee was his 
idea and his own making, and he en­
joyed whatever profit there was in it. 
These particulars are related in order 
to explain the isolation of the place. In 
the most remote of “Company” posts 
there are at least the visits of the doc­
tor, the inspector and the missionaries to 
look forward to. Maccubbin made no 
provision for missionaries. Hence there 
was no occasion for any white person 
ever to visit Bear Coulee, and none ever 
did.

Hearing footsteps outside, the Old 
Woman drew a mask over her face. 
None of the men ever saw her without 
that mask; the mask of a gallant fighter 
who conceals his wounds. She was 

never the one to take refuge behind her 
sex. As she would have said, she 
always tried to keep her end up.

Maccubbin came in, a handsome, 
strong, dark man in the prime of life, 
with another sort of mask over his face. 
He was better dressed than you would 
expect to find a man in the backwoods; 
Strathcona boots, whipcord breeches, 
tweed coat, and the inevitable stetson. 
This outfit was the insignia of his of­
fice ; he was the boss.

“You want to see me?” he said.
“I sure do," she answered brusquely.
“What’s the idea?” he asked, run­

ning up his eyebrows.
The Old Woman knew exactly why 

he had assumed this high and mighty 
air, and she was not in the least in­
timidated. “In the store the clerk is 
always about. I wanted to see you by 
yourself.”

“What about?”
“You know perfectly well.”
Maccubbin sat down, frowning still. 

The Old Woman gazed at him with that 
look of long-tried exasperation that 
women are so often obliged to bend on 
men. She was looking at his hat. In 
her twenty years in the country she had 
not been able to overcome her resent­
ment over the fact that they did not take 
off their hats when they came into her 
kitchen. It hurt her in the beginning, 
and it was still hurting her—but she no 
longer spoke about it. She drew a long 
breath for patience, and began :

“The boys are starting out to-mor­
row, and I shall send mv letter to my 
daughter by them. I want a draft from 
you to inclose in it.”

“Oh, of course,” said the trader, as 
if he had not known it all along. “I 
don't remember the exact- figures, but 
there’s a little over a hundred dollars 
due you.”

“A hundred dollars nothing!” said 
the Old Woman energetically. “The 
child can’t get through the winter on 
le^s than four hundred.”



“That’s not my fault.” said Mac- 
ctibbin.

“Nor mine either.”
“Four hundred dollars!” cried Mac­

cubbin with a cold, hard stare.
“That’s what I said!” she returned, 

squarely meeting his cold eyes with her 
hot ones.

“That’s ridiculous!”
The Old Woman waggled her head 

and pursed up her lips, and said noth­
ing.

"You can’t have it.”
“Then I’ll go out zvith the boys,” she 

said promptly. “And you can cook for 
yourself.”

“That’s ridiculous too,” he said coolly. 
“You know you can't go.”

“ And why can't I ?”
“Because I won't allow it—in the 

first place.”
This was what she was waiting for. 

“Are you the Lord himself?” she cried, 
brandishing her hands over her head. 
“Have you the power of life and death 
over us ?”

“Don’t be silly, old woman. You'll 
bring on a fit of coughing if you 
screech so. This is merely a matter of 
business, and you understand it as well 
as I do. You owe me over a thousand 
dollars. Out of consideration for you 
I have funded it, and I never say any­
thing about it, as long as you pay me 
the trifle of interest yearly.”

“Oh. you can always make the figures 
come out on your side.”

“The team that takes the men out to­
morrow is my team.”

^Everything hereabouts is yours!”
“And I’m certainly not going to let 

my team carry my thousand dollars out 
of my reach.”

“Then I’ll walk!”
“A hundred miles?”
“I’d like to see anybody try to stop 

me!”
“Now come, Old Woman, you’re just 

talking wildly. Suppose you did go 
out, what could you do at your age?

You couldn’t make a living for your 
daughter. You’d only starve together.”

“I’m not making a living for her 
here.”

“Quiet down, and talk to me like a 
reasonable being. You must remember 
that you’re getting on, and your health 
isn’t what it was. I stand to lose the 
whole amount. But I want to do all 
I can for you. I’ll do what I’ve always 
done before, advance still a little more 
to you. I’ll make it two hundred.”

“Four hundred!”
And so the battle was joined. They 

went through this every year.
“If you were a square man,” cried 

the Old Woman desperately, “you 
would take the responsibility of this 
boarding house and pay me a fair wage, 
but you make me stand the risk, and I 
always lose! Always lose ! Because I 
have to buy everything from you!”

“It was your idea in the beginning.”
“Because you persuaded me I could 

make money this way.”
“I’ll make it two fifty just to quiet 

you.”
“Four hundred!”
“I’m not made of money. I’ve had 

a losing season.”
“The Lord forgive you for that lie!” 

cried the Old Woman. “You lose! 
Look at these poor wretches of farmers 
here; all in your debt. You take 
precious good care that they never get 
out. They have to buy everything they 
eat and everything they wear, and their 
seed, and their implements from you at 
your price, and when they’re not frozen 
out and they get a crop, they have to sell 
their grain to you at your price. And 
the Indians, they’re all in your debt 
too. You grind the grain into flour and 
sell it to them at your price; and they 
have to sell their furs to you at the 
price you set. Four profits on every 
transaction, and you dare to tell me 
you’re losing money!”

Maccubbin’s dark face turned darker 
still with rage, “Whilsht, Old Woman!” 



he cried. “I’m not obliged to give you 
anything more than your hundred and 
eighteen dollars. And not even that, 
because you owe me a thousand! 
You'll do yourself no good by angering 
me 1”

She marched up to him with arms 
akimbo. “And who are you that you 
must not be angered? You’ll never shut 
my mouth while I have breath. You 
may break me, but you’ll never tame 
me!’’

Thus it raged for more than an hour. 
When Maccubbin strode out of the 
shack with knotted brows, he left a 
draft for three hundred dollars lying on 
the table. The Old Woman, her head 
still up. and her eyes flashing, bowed 
him out with polite sarcastic remarks, 
each of which had a sting in it. When 
he was gone she dropped into a chair 
exhausted, all but fainting, pressing her 
hand hard to her side. But there was 
thankfulness in the weary old eyes that 
she lifted to the yellow and brown hills. 
She had got more than she expected.

In the intervals of putting the bread 
in the oven, and looking to see how it 
was gettng on, and taking it out again, 
the old woman sat down at the table to 
write her letter to her daughter—her 
letters rather, for she always wrote two. 
The first, and the longest wrote itself, 
one might say: the pen fairly raced 
across the paper line after line without 
a pause, and the Old Woman’s tears 
splashed down and spread the ink. 
When it was finished, she stood up and 
read it to herself in a low voice, hold­
ing a hand ready to press against her 
wrinkled lips when they trembled too 
much.

My Darlingest, Darlingest Child: I 
love you! Oh, how I love you ! The thought of 
you is never absent from my heart! Those 
are my red-letter nights when I have a dream 
of you. The photographs you have sent me 
are my most precious possessions. I am never 
too lired to go over them one by one. The 
little ones are almost worn out. But it is 
the later ones that I love best. You have 

become such a beautiful woman that I can 
scarcely believe you were born of me. That 
sweet woman’s face that I have never seen is 
engraved on my heart. Oh, I should know 
you among a thousand!

Two months have passed since I wrote you. 
I shall not speak of them. Nothing is changed 
here. It is a long nightmare. The land is 
beautiful in the summer, but I hate it, how 1 
hate it! Because it has taken from me every­
thing that I hold dear. It took my husband 
from me, and it forced me to put my child 
away from me. It has wrecked me, this land; 
I am not old, but I am done for, my darling. 
It has forced me to live among men, and long 
ago I lost my womanly gentleness. It has 
turned me into a hideous, coarse old hag. If 
the miracle should happen, and there ever was 
a chance of my seeing you, I should put it 
from me, though my heart broke in two. I 
could not bear to have you see me. You could 
not help but turn from such a one. It would 
be preposterous for me to set up to be your 
mother, my darling lady daughter. I would 
not risk losing your dear, dear letters which 
you write to the mother you have imagined.

But, oh, my darling! How I hunger and 
thirst for you; for a little love and tender­
ness and gentleness which have been denied 
me for twenty yeajs! I continually forget 
myself and pray God to let me see you once 
before I die—that won’t be long now. When 
I come to myself I fall on my knees and im­
plore Him not to listen to my prayers, I am 
so terrified lest He put an intimation into 
your heart that I need you, and you should 
come here. That would be too terrible! You 
might be trapped here as I was. This coun­
try wrecks women, wrecks women, wrecks 
women 1 My last and final prayer will be that 
my child may never know what it is to be 
trapped in a womanless country.

The pain grows slowly worse. I don't know 
what it is. It doesn't matter. It is certainly 
a mortal pain; but slow. I can stand it if 
only I am able to keep going until I have set 
you on your feet, my darling. My great fear 
is of dying among these men. I must not 
think of that. If I am not taken too sud­
denly I shall have the courage to steal away 
before it happens to a place where they will 
never find me.

Good-by, my darling, my pretty one. May 
God and His angels guard you. Ah 1 My 
heart is breaking for you, my courage is gone. 
I just want you, want you, want you! Come 
to me, my child ! Mother.

The Old Woman kissed her letter 
passionately, and going to the stove, 
lifted one of the lids, and dropped the 



sheets on the flames. As the paper 
blazed up she whispered:

“That is my heart."
Then she brushed her hand across 

her eyes; shook her head like a terrier, 
and stiffening her little back, sat down 
to write her second letter with serious 
look, and pursed-up lips. This was a 
matter of much greater difficulty. The 
sentences came slowly. She had often 
to pause and bite her pen.

My Dearest Daughter: Mr. Maccubbin 
is sending out three lads to Miwasa Landing 
to bring in the three new teams that will be 
needed for next season's work, together with 
our winter’s supply of grub, and that gives me 
an opportunity to write you for the last time 
this year. You may expect to hear from me 
again next April. That is, I will write in 
April, but it will be May before you receive 
it. But you can write to me again upon re­
ceipt of this, for the boys will be obliged to 
wait over at the Landing until the winter 
road forms. Horses can only be brought into 
this country over the ice. Address your let­
ter to me in care of Hugh Bell, Miwasa 
Landing, Athabasca. Bell is the most depend­
able of the three. We expect them back here 
at Christmas or shortly after. For a Christ­
mas present you may send me six pictures of 
yourself, all different. I like snapshots best; 
they are so unexpected.

One of the breeds will drive the lads to 
the crossing, where they will get a lift with 
the freighters over the long portage, and our 
team will come back. It will bring the August 
and September mail, and then I shall have two 
long, long letters from you I hope, and maybe 
a picture or two inclosed. It is silly for you 
to talk about sending me a little camera so I 
can take a picture of myself. Nobody here 
would know how to use it. You must just 
imagine what your mother looks like. You 
mustn't spend your money on any more books 
for me, either,, for my eyes won’t permit me 
to read by lamplight in the winter evenings. 
I must just defer my reading until I come 
outside, and can have my eyes seen to. That 
won’t be long now.

I inclose Mr. Maccubbin’s draft for three 
bundled dollars. I trust this will be enough 
to see you through, together with what you 
are now earning. I am delighted to hear how 
well you are getting on. When your work be­
gins to appear in the magazines, you can send 
me the magazines, and how proud I shall be 1 
This money I send is only a part of my earn­
ings of course, and you must not stint your­

self any necessaries. Should you run short 
through sickness or anything, write to me for 
more in the spring. I am saving every cent 
against the happy, happy day when I shall be 
able to leave here and join you. They say 
that the route which passes through Bear 
Coulee has been decided on for the new trans­
continental railway. That will make us all, 
well not rich, but comfortably off. I have a 
hundred and sixty acres of land right on the 
location. Of course it’s mortgaged to Mr. 
Maccubbin for a small sum, but that will be 
a mere fraction of its value when the railway 
comes through.

You must never speak of coming up here. 
The expense would be terrific, and there would 
be nothing to see when you got here. I as­
sure you it’s the dullest hole on earth. Why, 
it’s two months since11 wrote you, and I can­
not think of a bit of news. We had a crop 
this year, and the farmers are correspondingly 
elated, but most of it will go to pay tire debts 
they contracted because of the freeze-up last 
year. When more farmers come in and a 
larger area is cultivated, we will not suffer so 
much from summer frosts. You ask me to 
ttll you about the men, but they would not in­
terest you, my dear; well-meaning fellows, but 
only rough, crude farmers. I am more for­
tunately placed than the farmers, because they 
all have to eat just the same, bad years and 
good.

My health continues to be excellent, I am 
happy to say. Everybody remarks on how 
well I look. I do not have to work as hard 
as you seem to think, for there is always na­
tive help, such as it is. I just direct things. 
You needn't fear the effect of the long winter 
on me. We do not have the extreme cold 
that they have to endure farther East, for 
the Chinook wind modifies our climate. In 
the middle of the winter I have seen the snow 
melt right off the prairie. The winter cli­
mate is dry and bracing, and seems to suit me 
very well.

That is all now, my dear. I have to see to 
the supper, and early to-morrow the lads will 
be gone with this. I will start another letter 
right away, and jot down a line or two from 
time to time. Sometimes in the winter we 
have to send men out to the crossing on snow­
shoes. Who knows perhaps you will hear 
from me before spring, after all. As soon as 
we have twenty people in this place, the govern­
ment has promised us a regular mail service 
summer and winter. Good-by, my darling 
child. Take great care of yourself, and write 
me a long letter on receipt of this. Do not 
worry about me, for everything is going 
splendidly here. Much, much love from

Mother.



CHAPTER II.
SUPPER AT THE OLD WOMAN’S.

LIJGH BELL and Billy Penrose sat
1 on a bench outside the Old 

Woman’s shack, waiting for the sum­
mons to supper. The sun had gone 
down and a chill was falling on the 
valley, but inside the shack it was a 
little too warm, for the Old Woman 
was in one of her “stews.” When 
that happened, they all kept close to the 
ground.

What there was of Bear Coulee was 
spread before their - eyes. There was 
the old woman’s shack, and a hundred 
yards away, Maccubbin's group of 
buildings: store, dwelling, mill and 
stables; two or three more shacks at in­
tervals of a quarter mile or so down the 
little valley. That was all. All the 
buildings were of logs with sod roofs. 
Musquasepi or Bear Creek, a small 
stream, threaded its way down the val­
ley to meander away to the northwest 
where it fell into a great river, they 
said. Nobody had been out there. The 
fields of golden stubble stretched along 
both sides of the creek.

“We’ll have a fine day for the start,” 
remarked Hugh.

It had cleared at sundown, and the 
sky was a lucent sea of aquamarine and 
topaz above the western hills. The sur­
rounding hills were not hills really, but 
merely the escarpments of the prairie. 
On top it was bald and gently rolling 
for hundreds of miles in every direc­
tion. Bear Coulee was a place where 
the deep trough cut by the little stream 
in the prairie had widened out to some­
thing less than a mile. The rich bot­
tom lands of this hole in the prairie 
stretched along the stream for six miles.

“The richest land in the North!” 
Maccubbin would cry. “Twenty-four 
inches of black loam!”

Unfortunately the bottom lands were 
even more liable to frost than the bench 
above.

“What matter?” said Maccubbin. 
“The land is so rich that one crop out 
of three will pay you.”

Well, to the involved farmers it didn’t 
quite seem to work out that way.

The door to the shack opened, and 
the angry voice of the Old Woman 
came out with a burst.

“What do you s’pose started her off 
to-day?” asked Billy with an anxious 
glance through the window. Billy was 
the youngest member of the community, 
a stripling of seventeen with the rosy, 
innocent face of a child, and a man’s 
length of limb.

“I suppose she’s had a scrap with 
Maccubbin,” said Hugh scowling. “It’s 
a shame 1” Hugh was some eight years 
Billy’s senior, a big fellow; blond, slow, 
and diffident. The two batched together 
half a mile down the valley.

“What about ?” asked Billy.
“What about? You know. She was 

trying to get money to send out to her 
daughter.”

“Whv does she stav here?” asked 
Billy.

“For the same reason that we’re all 
chained here. She has a quarter sec­
tion of land that her husband left her, 
and it’s all she has in the world.”

“It's a rotten shame!" said Billy.
“She and her husband were among 

the first to come in twenty years ago,” 
Hugh went on. “I’ve heard say that she 
was above him in station. They had a 
baby just able to walk. The first spring 
after they came in. the man was killed 
by the fall of a spruce tree he was cut­
ting. Seems they had put every cent 
they possessed into their outfit, and she 
didn’t know what to do. Maccubbin 
persuaded her to stay, with his talk of 
the future of the country—-you know 
his style. What he was after really, 
was a cook. He would have been glad 
to marry her then, but she wouldn’t. 
She was one of these fierce widows; 
all other men were horrible to her 
alongside the memory of her husband.



But she sent the child outside to her 
sister by a missionary’s wife from the 
crossing, and she stayed to cook. She’s 
never seen her daughter since. She’s 
still here cooking; you see what she's 
got out of it.”

“It’s a shame!” said Billy.
“So we don’t mind if she gives us 

the rough side of her tongue occasional­
ly,” said Hugh. “I’d do anything to 
serve the Old Woman. Only she won’t 
let me. Proud as Lucifer!”

The well-dressed Maccubbin presid­
ing with dignity at the head of the table; 
the Old Woman in her red flannel dress 
at the foot; four men in more or less 
nondescript garments down each side: 
such was the entire white population of 
Bear Coulee. There was a soft-footed, 
big-eyed, breed boy to fill the cups and 
bring the pie. All the men were in an 
excellent humor, for the meal was a 
special one in honor of the departing 
travelers; there was a haunch of moose 
meat with onions and potatoes, and a 
wild-cranberry pie. The Old Woman 
had quieted down. She kept her bead 
up, and her mouth tightly pursed. She 
was Johnny-on-the-spot with her sharp 
remarks, but her glance was somber. 
There was always this emotional strain 
when anybody departed for the land of 
promise—outside.

“Bring me two whole cartons of ciga­
rettes !” cried one. “I want to kill my­
self smokin’.”

“Bring me a store suit with peg-top 
trousers.”

“Aah! Peg tops went out ten years 
ago.” .

“Bring me a little phonograph and a 
dozen records. Oh, my Lord! That 
would make the winter nights pass.”

“Bring the Old Woman a five-pound 
box of candy for me. None of your 
cheap stuff out of a wooden pail, but 
real outside candy in a box with a rib­
bon around it.”

“Much obliged, Wilkie,” said the Old 

Woman dryly, “but I’m thinking after 
a month on the trail, my old teeth would 
hardly be equal to it.”

“Bring me in a Stilton cheese.”
All this was mere comedy, of course. 

They knew they would get none of 
these things. Maccubbin might im­
port them, and they could buy them at 
the store. It was the Old Woman who 
got in the slyest dig at the trader.

“Bring me in a mail-order catalogue.” 
There was a great laugh.
“Well, I hope there’ll be room on the 

sleds for a little bacon and beans,” said 
Maccubbin, undisturbed by it.

Maccubbin was the first to leave the 
party. He shook hands genially with 
Hugh, Billy, and Lester Morrow, the 
three travelers-to-be. “I shan’t see you 
fellows before you start. You’ll have 
to be off by five, if you want to spell at 
the water hole by the big spruce. Well, 
you know what you have to do. You’ll 
find my outfit stored in my own ware­
house at the Landing. Trudeau has the 
key; and Trudeau has the horses. 
Check up the inventory when you ar­
rive, and again when you load the sleds.

“Start back as soon as you are able, 
but do not be foolhardy. Don’t be the 
first party to start over the ice, but the 
second. Once you arc started, push 
through without delay. You know’ as 
well as I do. that most years after Jan­
uary fifteenth, there is too much snow 
on the prairie for you to get through 
with horses and sleds. And we’ll be in 
need here for sugar and beans and tea 
by that time.”

When Maccubbin went a certain con­
straint was lifted from the gathering. 
The Old Woman sat dowm away from 
the table with her mending. She had 
a small lamp on a dresser beside her, 
with a tin reflector to cast down the 
light on her work. But her eyes were 
bad to-night. After an ineffectual 
struggle, she put down her sewing and 
sat quietly in her corner.



"Old Woman, have you written to 
your daughter?” asked Lester. He was 
a tall, handsome lad as dark and spare 
of frame as an Indian. And like an 
Indian’s were his keen, close-set eyes. 
Unlike most Indians he was a great 
talker, and was generally the life of 
the party. He was reputed to be a 
favorite of Maccubbin’s, but in the 
North a man finds his level, and there 
was a general feeling that Lester, good 
hunter and tireless on the trail though 
he was. was less dependable say, than 
the diffident Hugh.

‘‘Why, of course,” said the Old 
Woman.

“I’ll carry it for you,” said Lester.
“Much obliged,” sad the Old Woman, 

"but I calculate giving it to Hugh.”
Lester’s eyes seemed to draw closer 

together. “Can’t you trust me?” he said 
with the frank laugh which was one of 
his recommendations.

“Surely. But it just happened I 
spoke to Hugh about it first.”

“Old Woman, did you give her our 
regards?” asked Wilkie Beach, a slack­
looking, hairy farmer.

“Surely,” she said, with more than a 
trace of dryness.

“Not meaning any disrespec'," said 
Wilkie deprecatingly, "but just because 
we feel we know her, having talked 
about her so much, and looked at her 
pitchers.”

“Tell us about her. Old Woman.” 
said Sandy Govans cajolingly. He 
was a wistful little fellow on whom 
Maccubbin’s stock sizes of shirts and 
pants hung a world too big. “What's 
this about her being an artist ?”

The old woman could not resist this. 
She said with a quickening eye: "She 
draws pictures such as those you see in 
the magazines.”

“But I thought them was printed,” 
said Sandy.

“You blooming idiot, they’ve got to 
be drawn before they can be printed," 
said Lester.

“Oh! Well, how was I to know? 
Well, anyhow, I never see no pitchers 
anywhere as purty as herself. Show 
us her pitchers to-night, Old Woman.”

She got up with an air of great con­
descension, and, pulling open the top 
drawer of the dresser, took from it a 
little packet carefully wrapped in a 
handkerchief. The handkerchief open­
ed, a little pile of photographs was re­
vealed, including several of cabinet size, 
and many snapshots small and smaller.

“Let me see your hands,” she said 
sternly to Sandy.

He wiped them furiously on a very 
grimy bandanna, before venturing to 
exhibit. The others, more or less fur­
tively, also wiped their hands. The 
Old Woman, carryng the precious 
packet, returned to the foot of the table, 
and the men drew up again. With a 
sharp admonition to handle the pictures 
carefully if they ever wanted to see 
them again, she began to pass them 
around the board.

“This is the first picture they sent 
back to me after she had gone,” she 
said. “Age two years, nine months and 
eleven days. At that time her hair 
curled all over her head as you can see, 
in ringlets as soft as the finest spun 
silk, and in color like pale sunlight. In 
this one they have put her hair in a 
ribbon for the first time. She is wear­
ing a red-and-black plaidie. They sent 
me a sample of it. She was very proud 
of it, they said, and went about to every­
body holding out the skirt and saying: 
‘See! See! New dress.’”

And so on, and so on. They all 
knew the Old Waman’s tender, simple 
spiel off by heart. Nobody thought of 
laughing at her. They were not merely 
humoring her either; for this charming 
baby, child, girl, woman, had come to 
fill a big space in their empty lives. 
They handled the pictures reverently, 
and something of the mother’s own rapt 
air entered into them as they looked. 
That is, into all but Lester. He was no 



less keenly interested than the others, 
but he kept his slightly conceited air.

“Well, Old Woman, it is something 
to have had a beautiful child like that, 

'even if it was by proxy sort of," said 
Wilkie Beach.

“Oh, the pretty little miss!" said 
Sandy with his face all softened. “See, 
in this one she looks as if she was just 
goin’ to start dancin’. See! Sec!”

“She’s somepin more than just a 
pretty child, too,” said another. “See 
how she looks out at you so serious and 
all. She’s got good sense.”

“Hurry up with the ones where she’s 
grown up,” said Billy. “Those are the 
ones that get me. Oh, boy!”

Hugh said nothing at all, but his too- 
candid eyes betrayed him. Lester 
looked sideways at him with a slightly 
derisive smile. These two being young 
and of the same age. were great rivals 
in everything.

When at last they had all been passed 
around, and had returned to the Old 
Woman again, and she carried them to 
the dresser to put them in the handker­
chief, something prompted her to count 
the pictures. Having done so, she 
whirled around to the table with a ter­
rible face.

“There’s one missing!” she cried.
They all looked slightly aghast, and 

started to look in the most unlikely 
places; under the dishes that remained 
on the table ; under the table; under the 
chairs, they even got up to see if by 
chance they were sitting on the lost pic­
ture. It was not to be found. Mean­
while the Old Woman agitatedly went 
through the pile.

“It is the one taken on her nine­
teenth birthday,” she cried accusingly. 
“A snapshot. She is sitting on the 
grass with a bush behind her, and her 
feet at one side. She has on a hat wth 
two wings, and she is smiling. Who 
had that last?”

Her tone made them all look guilty.
“I remember that pitcher,” said

Sandy hastily. “I looked .at it, and 
passed it along to Dan here.”

“And I passed it on to Wilkie," the 
next man hastened to aver.

"That’s right, and I passed it to 
Hughey,” said Wilkie.

Before Hugh could speak for him­
self, Lester, who sat on the other side 
of him, said softly: “It never came to 
me.”

Everybody looked at Hugh.
"Bell, have you got my picture?” the 

Old Woman demanded in an awful 
voice.

The hanging head, the crimson face 
told their own tale. Hugh had never 
a word to say for himself.

“Hand it over!”
Hugh arose, and with wretched eyes, 

slipped his hand in his inside breast 
pocket and produced the missing card. 
He carried it to the Old Woman, with 
a hang-dog air. The feelings of the 
company were mixed. Lester led off 
with an enormous laugh, in which one 
or two others joined, but some, like 
little Sandy Govans, looked at him with 
a curious compunction. Billy, his pal, 
was of course quick with his look of 
sympathy, and he glared at the laugh­
ers. The Old Woman felt no com­
punctions.

"How dare you! How dare you!” 
she stormed. “You miserable thief! 
You snake in the grass! When I let 
you look at the pictures out of kindness, 
you would rob me, would you? Well, 
I’ll take precious good care you never 
get your itching palms on them again. 
Out of my house, you thief, before I 
forget myself!” In her temper she 
forgot that she had asked Hugh to do 
her a service.

Hugh took his hat and left the shack 
without a word. Billy made haste to 
follow, with defiant backward glances 
at those who laughed. Outside the man 
walked along with his head down; the 
boy slipped his arm through that of his 
friend, but there was no answiering 



pressure; Hugh's arm hung straight 
down.

In their own shack Hugh sat on the 
edge of the bed and looked at the floor. 
Hugh and Billy shared a big home-made 
bedstead filled with straw. Lester’s 
bedding roll was lying on the floor; for 
he was to sleep with them that night, 
that all might get up together.

“Aw, don’t take it so hard.” said •Billy 
in distress. “It was only a kind of a 
joke like. The Old Woman don’t mean 
all she says when she’s mad.”

“It wasn’t a joke,” muttered Hugh.
“Well, let on it was, anyhow.”
“I was a fool—a fool! I thought 

she’d never miss it. There was another 
one almost the same.”

“But what did you want it for?” 
asked Billy.

“I’m going to be away 'for three 
months,” said Hugh very low. ‘‘I shall 
hear nothing, see nothing all that time.”

The boy stared uncomprehendingly.
“Come here,” said Hugh peremp­

torily. He let his hand fall heavily on 
the boy’s shoulder. “You’re only a 
kid,” he said, “but you’re a good part­
ner. I want to tell you this, so you 
won’t always be looking and wonder­
ing. There is no woman in my life. 
There never will be. How could there 
be with me stuck in a God-forsaken hole 
like this, and up to my neck in debt at 
that? Yet I’m young. I started to 
dream about this girl just to cheat my­
self, see? And it went on and on, and 
before I knew it it had got me. Yes, 
a girl I have never seen, and never will 
see. She is more real to me than life 
itself. Now, there never could be 
another woman for me. not if I was 
set in the midst of millions of themI”

“Oh. Hugh—oh. Hugh!" the boy 
murmured, half scared.

“Well, that’s that,” said Hugh, rous­
ing himself. “I made a fool of myself, 
but I suppose it’ll blow over. We won’t 
speak about it again. Let’s get to bed.”

They left the lamp burning for Les­

ter. When that lad entered the shack, 
a sharp look at the two on the bed 
showed him that they were asleep. 
However, in order to make sure, he 
went close to the bed. There was no 
move from Hugh or Billy. With every 
inhalation they were filling their lungs 
to the bottom. Hugh’s coat was hang­
ing from a hook on the wall at the foot 
of the bed. Lester stole to it, and, 
keeping his eyes fixed on the sleeping 
Hugh, he felt for the inside pocket. 
From it he drew a thin packet wrapped 
in newspaper. Within it was the Old 
Woman’s letter. Lester took it out of 
its wrapping, studied the address upon 
it, rewrapped it, and returned it to the 
pocket. He then wrote down the ad­
dress in his own notebook, and started 
to make ready for bed. He was think­
ing:

“I might write her a little letter my­
self. No harm in that.”

CHAPTER III.
AT THE LANDING.

pOUR hundred miles from Bear 
1 Coulee—that is to say, across the 
prairie, over the long portage to the 
head of Caribou Lake, down the lake 
by boat, and down the “little” 
river and the "big” river to Miwasa 
Landing—the three travelers were now 
batching it in a shack of a more pre­
tentious description, being built of 
rough pine boards, and roofed with 
tarred felt. The Landing was the first 
outpost of civilizaton, the place where 
one emerged from the wilderness; to 
men fresh from Bear Coulee it might 
seem quite citified, with its piece of 
plank sidewalk, its company store with 
plate-glass windows, and its two-storied 
hotel that boasted both a piano and a 
billiard table. Hugh and Billy were 
satisfied; but Lester, thinking of the 
honest-to-goodness city and its delights, 
only one hundred miles farther to the 
south, chafed continually. They had 



plenty of grub, and credit to a certain 
extent with Trudeau, but the canny 
Maccubbin had not provided them with 
any money.

The long journey had ended with re­
lations a little strained among the trio. 
Nothing positive had happened, but 
there was a temperamental difference 
between Lester and the other two, and 
the closeness of the relations between 
Hugh and Billy emphasized it. The 
selfish, conceited Lester got a little on 
the nerves of his mates, and presumably 
they got on Lester’s nerves also. At 
any rate when they reached the Land­
ing. they flew apart. They had to sleep 
and eat together in Maccubbin’s shack, 
but Hugh and Billy rarely saw Lester 
at other times. Lester shirked his part 
of the work of constructing the sleds 
for the return journey, but they didn’t 
mind that, for they expected to have to 
wait five or six weeks for the ice, and 
they had little enough work to filll in 
the time.

From the Landing the various routes 
into the North radiated like fingers; 
consequently there was plenty of com­
pany coming and going. Hugh and 
Billy spent all their spare time at Tru­
deau’s yarning with other travelers. 
Trudeau’s was on the river front with 
a glorious prospect from the front plat­
form over the Miwasa where it made its 
wide sweep in front of the settlement, 
and turned north again. But it was 
mostly too cold to sit outside now. 
They gathered around the big stove in 
the common room. After the empty 
months at Bear Coulee how good it 
was!

“You want to keep your ears open, 
young Billy,” said Hugh. “It’s a sort 
of education for you. They’re a rough 
lot, but they’re real. Up North every 
tub stands on its own bottom. What a 
man knows, he has doped out for him­
self. Whereas in the cities, men are 
apt to be like newspapers, all printed 
alike.”

Billy couldn’t believe all he heard, be­
cause there was an incorrigible tendency 
among the men to josh the inexperi­
enced stripling. He didn’t mind so 
much, because they made it clear that 
he was a prime favorite with them not­
withstanding. One of the men was 
Mel Delsher, a brawny Hercules with a 
black beard that overspread half his 
chest. He was a mail carrier with a 
route six hundred miles long. This was 
Mel’s style:

“Waal, they say they ain’t nothin’ in 
nature but what has its proper uses, but 
I swear sometimes it’s hard to see it. 
Take skeeters and black fly and mus­
kegs. Or take sawr-grass. To the west 
of Great Deer lake there’s thousands of 
miles of sawr-grass, I guess. ’Tain’t 
fit to burn; ’tain’t fitten for the lowest 
of God’s critters to eat. I never could 
see no manner of use to sawr-grass ex­
cept to tear the clo’es often a man’s 
back, when he was forced by the wind 
to make a landing on that side. But I 
learned better, boys. Even sawr-grass 
has its uses.”

“What’s that, Mel?” somebody asked.
“Waal, I’ll tell you. One time in the 

spring of the year I was travelin’ along 
the bench to the westward of the lake, 
when I saw far ahead, a curious pro­
cession like, wending its way toward 
the bottoms. Imagine my surprise 
when I come close to see that it was 
composed of mountain goats as far as 
I could see. You may well stare at me 
disbelievingly, men, but I said it and I 
stick to it. A whole procession of ’em; 
hundreds. And they didn’t pay no more 
attention to me than if I wasn’t there, 
but kep’ straight on—the rarest and the 
shyest of all animiles. Strange ain’t no 
word for that sight. They didn’t pay 
no attention to me, because their minds 
were concentrated on somepin more im­
portant to them. Their glassy eyes was 
fixed on the distant sawr-grass.”

The mail carrier paused to shave a 
plug of tobacco with great care not to 



spill a shred, and Billy, all worked up, 
asked eagerly:

“What for, if they couldn’t eat it?”
“They cut their whiskers with it, 

son,” said Mel gravely.
A great roar of laughter went up, and 

Billy perceived that he had bitten again. 
He blushed, and wished that he might 
sink quietly through a hole in the floor. 
These fellows had such a dry manner 
you never could tell when they were 
preparng to sell you.

Lester never came home until very 
late; and since these days were not filled 
with strenuous labor, sleep did not come 
so promptly as usual to Hugh and Billy. 
They always spent an hour or so lying 
on their beds on the floor of the shack 
“talking,” before they dropped off. 
They both cherished these talks more 
than they would have cared to admit. 
They had been friends for more than a 
year now, since Hugh had picked up 
Billy, a forlorn little derelict, at Spirit 
River Crossing; but Hugh, conscious of 
his superior years, had always treated 
the boy with a certain condescension. 
Their real intimacy dated from the 
night when Hugh had confessed his 
hopeless passion for a dream girl. Hugh 
had said they would never speak of that 
again, but of course they did. It eased 
Hugh’s mind to speak of it. He could 
open his heart to the boy in a way that 
would have been impossible with a fel­
low his own age. As for Billy, well, he 
had always regarded Hugh as some­
thing between a god and a hero of ro­
mance. Nobody but Billy knew what 
was concealed beneath Hugh’s quiet, 
slow exterior.

“She'll have her letter by now,” Hugh 
said one night. “But she’ll never know 
that I kept it warm inside my coat for 
three weeks. I wonder what the Old 
Woman has told her about me.”

“Not much, likely,” said Billy, “be­
cause the Old Woman rates her so high, 
you see. Alongside o’ her, you and me 
are like dirt to the Old Woman.”

“Yes, that’s right,” said Hugh. “It’s 
natural. I hope to Heaven in her next 
letter the Old Woman won’t say any­
thing about me trying to pinch the 
photograph.”

“Well, I don’t know,” said Billy. “If 
she did, it might start the girl wondering 
about you. Women are shrewd that 
way.”

“That’s just childishness.” said Hugh.
“We’ve got to face the facts.”

“Well, you’re a fine-looking man,” 
said Billy, “and she’s a woman.”

“Cut it out!” said Hugh peremptorily. 
“I don’t like it!”

Billy mumbled something to himself 
obstinately.

Hugh presently went on dreamily: 
“Measuring by distance it isn’t so much, 
but measuring by time, we’ve come 
close to her. Two days by stage from 
here to Prince George; and four days 
by train from Prince George to New 
York. Less than a week would do it.” 

“Don’t think of that,” urged Billy.
“I like to think of it. I’d like to go 

to New York just because she’s there, 
even if I didn’t see her.”

“Do you mean to say you’d go to 
New York without trying to see her?” 

“Sure. I don’t want to see her. 
That is, I know it wouldn’t do me any 
good. That would start something that 
I—that I couldn’t handle. That would 
do for me, kid. But as it is, I got things 
straightened out in my mind. I can 
think about her----- ”

“You’re too humble minded,” said 
Billy. "After all, a man’s a man.”

“Stuff and nonsense,” said Hugh. 
“Face the facts 1”

One night toward the end of Octo­
ber, when they returned to the shack, 
Lester’s bed roll was gone.

“Oh well, he’s found a bunk house 
more to his taste,” said Hugh. “He’ll 
turn up for grub.”

But at breakfast there was no sign 
of him. Sallying out afterward they 
met Mel Delsher, with whom it was a 



point of pride to know everything that 
went on.

"Seen Lester?” asked Hugh.
"Why, sure,” said Mel, "didn't you 

know? He started out for town at 
sunup with ‘Chocolate’ Jimmy in his 
demmycrat. There’s style for you 1”

Hugh merely shrugged. When they 
were alone, Billy asked anxiously: 
“Hadn’t we ought to do something? 
The two of us can’t take in three 
teams.”

"He’ll be back,” said Hugh.

Lester had not been content to sit 
gossiping away the lazy hours at 
Trudeau’s. After having been im­
mured for a year at Bear Coulee, he felt 
as if he was full of coiled springs, and 
he told himself he had a right to have 
some fun while he was outside. So he 
went prowling about the settlement to 
look for it. There were other less 
reputable places of entertainment at the 
Landing, such as Pete Bridge's retired 
shack a piece down the river bank, 
where they played seven-up for high 
stakes, and rattled the bone cubes. Here 
.Lester made his hang-out—but he had 
no money! That fact was ever present 
in his galled breast. He could only 
look on at the play, and Pete Bridges, 
he thought, looked at him sourly when 
he came in. A young man in his pride, 
and no money to fling awa'y! Lester 
found it unbearable.

Providence threw Chocolate ' Jimmy 
Beeston in his way. Chocolate Jimmy 
was quite a character in the country. 
With his meager frame encased in a 
“much-bepocketed” hunting suit, and 
his wrinkled face with big, credulous 
eyes, he looked like a middle-aged little 
boy. He was not of the country, but 
termed himself “explorer.” He had 
gone in several times armed with an 
elaborate and impracticable outfit, but 
had never got very far from the Com­
pany posts. Altogether he was quite a 
joke among the old-timers. It was 

rumored that he wrote books about his 
travels, but nobody had any proof of 
it. He had gained his sobriquet from 
the amount of chocolate he packed.

Chocolate Jimmy came up the river 
from Fort McMaster in a canoe with 
two native paddlers, and he had to wait 
over at the Landing for a few days for 
his conveyance to town. He disdained 
the ordinary stage, and he had sent for 
old Dave Gregg, a Scotch half-breed to 
come for him in a democrat. This made 
a lot of talk. Chocolate Jimmy was 
hailed with cheers by the crowd at 
Trudeau's, but he fancied that there was 
a lack of respectful sympathy in their 
greetings. He was leary of the crowd. 
He and Lester had come together like 
the magnet and the steel, for Chocolate 
Jimmy had money, and- Lester had 
plenty of sympathy for a traveler with 
money.

They hobnobbed in Chocolate Jimmy’s 
room. The explorer opened bottles of 
rare old Scotch, and recounted his ex­
ploits. Respectful sympathy caused 
the little man to gobble like a turkey 
when he talked, and wag his head like 
a walking beam.

“Yes, sir,” he said, “the enraged she- 
grizzly was squarely between me and 
the setting sun, and I was dazzled. 
There was not a second to be lost. I 
dropped to one knee, and with a bow­
ing motion, threw the tail of my coat 
right over my head to keep the sun out 
of my eyes. The bear looked surprised 
at this maneuver. I let her have it 
between the eyes, and she dropped. 
Somersaulting two or three times under 
the force of her impetus, she fell dead 
at my feet,”

“Gosh! That showed presence of 
mind!” said Lester with a perfectly 
straight face.

“Nothing at all! Nothing at all!" 
said Chocolate Jimmy with a wave of 
his hand. “One has to learn to think 
quickly, the sort of life I lead.”

Finally Old Dave arrived in the 



democrat. He brought one of his boys 
along for company on the way up, but 
even so, this left a vacant space in the 
four-seated rig. Lester thought about 
it longingly, and redoubled his atten­
tions to Chocolate Jimmy. He let fall 
several little hints about having a bit of 
business to do in Prince George, and 
after several drinks of the generous 
Scotch, Chocolate Jimmy asked him to 
come along. Lester fetched his bed, 
and lay beside old Dave that night to be 
ready for an early start.

And so they went. On the way down, 
Lester confided to his host, with that 
frank and engaging laugh of his. that 
he was stony broke; consequently 
Chocolate Jimmy had him on his hands. 
Willingly or unwillingly he paid Les­
ter’s score in Prince George, but on the 
third day he departed for the East in a 
drawing-room compartment, and as he 
had not suggested paying Lester's way 
back to the Landing, the young man was 
left flat. He went to Maccubbin’s agent 
in Prince George, and, identifying him­
self, said that he had an errand to do 
for his boss in town, and had run a 
little short. He got a small advance, 
and used it to prolong his stay in town, 
trusting to his luck to send him another 
windfall.

One night he went into the bar of 
the Athabasca Hotel where he had 
scraped acquaintance with a bartender. 
His friend seeing him, turned to a party 
of gentlemen at the bar, and said :

“Here’s a lad what knows bosses."
One of the gentlemen turned around 

and looked at Lester from his head to 
his feet. Lester knew him at a glance 
for one of “these real tony sports;" he 
had a look of command in his eyes that 
inspired Lester with respect, though 
Lester could have picked him up with 
one hand and dropped him over the bar.

“What’s your job?” he asked.
“I farm at Bear Coulee in the Spirit 

River country, five hundred miles north­
west," said Lester.

“Five hundred miles!” said the gen­
tleman with a laugh. “That’s a goodish 
way to come for a drink.”

“I came down to take in new teams 
and an outfit for the trader up there,” 
said Lester.

“Teams, eh? Then you know 
horses ?”

“I was raised with them.”
“Flow'd you like a trip to New 

York ?”
New York! The heart seemed to 

puff up in Lester’s breast. But he an­
swered cautiously: “I don’t know; I 
got to go back home.”

“New York’s only a four-day trip. 
You could be back here in eight or 
ten days.”

“Well, I could spare ten days or two 
weeks to it,” said Lester carelessly. 
“We’re waiting for the ice. What’s the 
idea ?"

“I’ve got a string of polo ponies that 
Pm shipping to a gentleman on Long 
Island. They're loaded in a car on the 
siding here. I've got one man with 
them, but my second groom has gone on 
a tear and left me flat. Do you want 
it?”

“What is there in it?”
“All expenses, your transportation 

back to Prince George, and twenty-five 
dollars.”

“I couldn’t see much of New York 
on twenty-five.”

“I can get plenty who would do it 
for the trip alone.”

“Make it fifty, and I'm your man.”
“Can you give me a reference ?”
“Sure. There's my boss's agent 

here.” Lester named him.
“All right. It’s a go !”
Lester left the place treading on air. 

New York! New York! New York! 
The words were singing through his 
mind. What a chance; what a chance! 
Lucky he put down that girl’s address. 
He’d show her a time in New York. 
What would Hugh say when he heard 
about it!



CHAPTER IV.
IN NEW YORK.

IN a bare, workmanlike studio on 
West Eighth Street, two girls clad 

in smocks well spotted and streaked 
with paint, were hard at work at their 
easels. The one in the faded green 
smock was a very pretty girl with a mop 
of light brown hair, and the deep blue 
eyes that are generally called violet. She 
was working at a picture that looked as 
if it might be intended for a magazine 
cover. The figure had been completed 
from the model, and she was painting in 
the background. Her friend in the 
rusty black smock was somewhat older, 
and not at all pretty; a sharp-nosed, 
dark little thing; but she looked intelli­
gent. She was painting a bunch of 
chrysanthemums in a Chinese jar in a 
bold, free style that signified a consider­
able talent. Both were deeply absorbed 
in their work, and apparently oblivious 
of each other.

After a while the dark-haired girl put 
down her brushes for a breather, and 
looked around at her pretty friend. She 
saw that her friend likewise had stopped 
work, and had averted her head from 
her picture with rather a discontented 
expression.

“What’s the matter. Selina?" she 
asked.

“Oh. nothing in particular,” was the 
answer. “I just feel dull.”

“What 1 And only yesterday a 
magazine offered 'you a story to illus­
trate ! All day you were capering 
around here like a wild thing.”

“I suppose this is the reaction setting 
in.”

“Why should it? It’s just as fine a 
thing to-day to earn your living as it 
was yesterday.”

“Oh yes. I know.”
“What’s the matter then?”
“I was just wondering if that was 

all there is in life.”
“Mercy! If what is all?”

“Work.”
“Suppose you were a salesgirl or a 

stenographer. We’re lucky.”
“I’m not kicking against my work. 

I’m crazy about it. But I’d like a little 
fun, too.”

“Sure! We all would. What do 
vou mean by fun ?”

“Well—fun.”
“But everybody has their own kind, 

my child. Do you mean fellows hang­
ing around, and going out to dinner and 
dances and so on ?”

"Yes!" said the pretty Selina with a 
defiant look.

"Well, you don’t have to glare at me.”
“I thought you would think I was 

foolish.”
“Sure, you’re foolish. But who 

isn’t? I would enjoy that kind of fun 
first rate myself. But I made up my 
mind long ago that it wasn't for me.”

“Ah, you have real talent, Clara. I 
have not—though I can support my­
self.”

“It’s a good thing I have something,” 
said Clara dryly. “If you want that 
sort of fun, why don't you have it? I 
know at least three men who would fall 
all over themselves to take you around, 
if you so much as raised a pretty eye­
brow in their direction.”

“Artists,” said Selina, making a little 
face.

“Well, what’s the matter with 
artists ?”

“Oh, I like artists as artists, but not 
as men.” She struggled to explain her­
self. “Artists are too knowing, too 
sophisticated. They treat us like men, 
and talk shop all the time. How could 
romance ever creep in? Besides, they 
generally despise us, because they con­
sider themselves better artists than we 
are—even the worst artists do. Oh, no! 
Decidedly I must keep the two things 
separate. I must look outside my busi­
ness for a man.”

“There’s sense in what you say, kid.”
“Anyhow, city men don’t appeal to 



me,” Selina went on. “I wish I knew 
a man, simple, strong, and direct in his 
nature.”

‘‘That's the ideal of all of us,” said 
Clara. She turned around from her 
easel. ‘‘Let’s talk about men. The 
fascinating creatures I”

Selina smiled quickly at her friend’s 
droll manner. When she smiled one 
saw that she was more than pretty; she 
was beautiful. “I don’t know anything 
about them,’’ she said. “I was brought 
up by an unmarried aunt, a grand­
mother, and a great-aunt, and there was 
no man around our house. As you 
know, my father died when I was a 
baby. My mother, who had gone up into 
Northern Athabasca with him to make 
a home, sent me out to her relatives to 
be taken care of. Living with three 
women, two of whom had never mar­
ried. I got the notion that men were 
worthless creatures, who were much 
better left to their own devices.

“I never knew any young men until 
I came down to New York to study art. 
At the Art Students' League I had 
plenty of opportunities to meet them. 
But I had no time. I felt that my peo­
ple had all made great sacrifices to en­
able me to obtain an art education, and 
I must not lose a day in learning to 
earn my own living. So it was grind, 
grind, grind. Now that I have turned 
the corner. I feel that I have missed 
something. I’m nearly twenty-three.”

“And youth has fled!” said Clara.
"Oh, go on! Seriously, Clara, there 

is a horrible weakness, a vice in my 
nature that you do not-suspect. I long 
to be a butterfly. I want to be courted. 
1 crave to be admired.”

‘‘Well, if that is sinful,” said Clara, 
“there won’t be many women in 
heaven.”

“But the trouble is, that the men I 
know don’t seem to be worth attracting. 
Such featherweights!”

On another day when Selina and 

Clara had stopped work for lunch, there 
came a knock at the studio door. The 
two girls paused in the act of biting into 
sardine sandwiches, and looked at each 
other inquiringly; nobody was expected.

“Come in!” Clara sang out.
But no one came in. They heard 

some one cough in an embarrassed man­
ner behind the door, and the knock 
was repeated. Clara, with her quick, 
birdlike walk, hastened to open the 
door, and Selina looked with curiosity 
to see who was behind it. But it was 
dark in that end of the room, and she 
could see only a tall dim figure. She 
heard a resonant voice say:

“Oh! I was looking for Miss Selina 
Rambert."

“Well, she lives here,” said Clara.
A young man strode into the room. 

Selina caught her breath in astonish­
ment, for he was like a figure of romance 
—like a character that she might have 
drawn from a magazine story. To be 
sure he was wearing an ordinary store 
suit which clung rather awkwardly to 
his tall figure, but his shirt was of blue 
flannel, and the hat he carried in his 
hand was a broad-brimmed, high- 
crowned affair such as is seldom seen in 
the streets of New York. It was the 
hat which provided the touch of ro­
mance. Then, too, Selina saw that he 
was wearing boots, though his trousers 
came down over the tops. He walked 
somewhat stiffly in them.

He was uncommonly good looking, 
with the sleek black hair of an Indian, 
and an Indian’s piercing gaze. He was 
very tall, with broad shoulders and a 
waist like a girl’s. He bore himself like 
one accustomed to the saddle. There 
was a sort of pantherlike grace in his 
movements, of which he was well aware. 
What a figure to stray into West Eighth 
Street! At present he had rather an 
embarrassed air, due to the strangeness 
of his surroundings. His eye darted 
sidelong glances at the studio ap­
purtenances.



Selina was standing in the full rays 
of the skylight, and as soon as he saw 
her he broke into a wide, engaging smile 
that revealed dazzling teeth. "There 
you are!-’ he said. “I'd have known 
you anywhere!’’

Selina opened her eyes wide. "But 
I don’t know you !"

“Of course you don't!’’ he said with 
a delightful laugh. His embarrassment 
was only superficial. Selina perceived a 
man’s boldness and assurance in the 
bright black eyes. Well, she did not 
like him any the worse for that. “I’m 
Lester Morrow,’’ he said.

The name suggested nothing to Se­
lina. “I’m sure I never saw you be­
fore.” she said. “How is it that you 
know me ?”

“From the photographs that you sent 
the Old Woman.”

Selina still looked blank.
“That’s the name we fellows have 

for Mrs. Rambert, your mother.”
“Oh!” said Selina. She was a little 

affronted. “She isn’t so very old.”
“Sure she isn’t!” said Lester. “It’s 

just in the way of affection, see? Oh, 
we think a heap of the Old Woman! 
She’s the only white woman about.”

"Well, sit down.” said Selina.
Of the two, Selina was the more em­

barrassed now. Clara had seated her­
self quietly in the chair before her 
easel, and was watching them both.

“What a beautiful pair!” she was 
thinking. As they paid no attention to 
her, she began to sketch Lester on a 
piece of bristol board.

“Did my mother send you to me?” 
asked Selina.

“No," said Lester. “She didn’t know 
I was coming to New York. I didn’t 
know it myself,” he added with his 
laugh. “I didn’t expect to come any 
further than the Landing to get horses 
for Maccubbin.”

“Yes, my mother said in her letter that 
three of you were coming out; but she 
only mentioned one name, Hugh Bell.”

"Oh, Hugh, yes,” said Lester care­
lessly. “He’s up there. I went down 
to Prince George while we were wait­
ing for the ice,” he went on with a 
casual air, “and I happened to meet a 
friend who asked me to oblige him by 
bringing a string of polo ponies to New 
York. So here I am.”

So far so good. But at this point 
the conversation suddenly broke down. 
Neither could think of anything more to 
say. Clara watched them with the hint 
of a smile clinging around the corners 
of her lips.

Lester was not to be downed for long. 
“This is a strange life to me,” he said, 
glancing around the studio.

“Well—and you are strange to us,” 
said Selina.

They looked at each other, and Lester 
Suddenly broke into his frank, boyish 
laugh. Selina had to join in it. That 
broke the ice.

Clara spoke up. “We were just 
finishing our lunch. It isn’t much—just 
what two women would pick at. But 
if you’ll join us----- ”

“Thanks ever so much,” said Lester, 
“but I was going to ask Miss Ram­
bert----- ■” and he hesitated, betraying a
boyish confusion that was very' attrac­
tive. “Of course I don’t know the rules 
and regulations here in the East. But I 
thought maybe since I’d come so far— 
and knowing her mother and all—I 
thought maybe she’d come out to lunch 
with me.”

Selina glanced at Clara, who kept her 
head down and made believe not to get 
it. There was an obstinate dimple in 
Clara's cheek.

"Why. surely!” said Selina with a 
touch of defiance. “I’d be delighted to. 
Half a moment while I tidy' up.”

The back part of the studio had a 
curtain hanging across it. Behind the 
curtain was the girls’ dressing room. 
Selina disappeared.

Lester glanced at Clara cautiously. 
He was a little afraid of her.



“I don’t bite,” said Clara in her sharp 
way.

Lester laughed, but it had rather a 
forced sound. This girl was too sharp. 
“Can 1 look at your work?” he asked 
politely. “It’s wonderful to me how 
you are able to paint pictures.”

Clara held up the little sketch she had 
been making.

“Why, that’s me!” said Lester amazed. 
“Gosh! Can she do that too?” he 
asked with a jerk of his head toward 
the curtain.

“Surely,” said Clara.
“But not as well as she can.” said 

Selina from behind the curtain.
“Oh, but she’s been at it much 

longer,” said I.ester quickly.
Clara bent over her work again with 

a dry smile.
When Selina reappeared in her pretty 

dress and smart little hat, Lester was 
sharply taken aback. “Gosh!” he ex­
claimed. “Gosh!”

“What’s the matter ?” asked Clara 
wickedly.

“In her working clothes I thought she 
was out o’ sight!” said Lester. “But T 
wasn't prepared for this. A photograph 
doesn’t tell you anything. She’s wonder­
ful—wonderful! It’s enough to strike 
a man dumb.”

Selina blushed and made believe to be 
having difficulty with her glove.

“You seem to have all your powers 
of speech,” said Clara dryly.

“Come on,” said Selina.
When the door closed behind them 

Clara sighed, and tossing the sketch 
aside, got down to serious work.

Pagliariello’s, an old Italian restau­
rant, was only a few doors from the 
studio, and within a few minutes, Se­
lina and Lester were seated one on each 
side of a tiny table, overlooking the ani­
mated panorama of Eighth Street.

“Can you eat another meal ?” asked 
Lester anxiously.

“Oh yes,” said Selina frankly. “We 

only eat enough at lunch to keep our­
selves going, so we can work after­
ward.”

They were well pleased with each 
other. Lester showed his pleasure, and 
Selina hid hers. Each saw in the other 
the incarnation of a secret dream. Les­
ter looked across the place. There 
wasn’t a girl there that could hold a 
candle to this girl. Amid great laugh­
ter Lester struggled with the national 
dish of Italy.

“You mustn’t cut it,” said Selina. 
“It’s never done.”

“Then I ought to have a funnel to 
lead it in,’ said Lester.

Between courses he leaned his elbows 
on the table and gazed at her ardently. 
“You don’t know what this means to 
me,” he said. “Try to imagine it. 
There isnt' a white girl within four 
hundred miles of Bear Coulee. When 
I come out, most any white girl looks 
good to me. Just as girls, you under­
stand. But you—you are the girl to 
me. From looking at your photographs 
so much I have put the image of you 
away inside me. I never expected to 
see you face to face. It's like a miracle. 
It’s almost too much. It makes me 
light-headed.”

“Well, if you feel like that,” she said, 
laughing a little uncertainly, “I wish 
you’d keep it to yourself. It puts me 
out of countenance.”

But it was music to the girl’s ears, 
and he knew it. He didn’t stop. “It 
comes right out of me,” he said plead­
ingly. “I can’t help it. You must 
excuse me. Those photographs of 
you,” he went on, “I know them all by 
heart from the ones with the ringlets 
and the plaid dress on.”

“Fancy that!” murmured Selina.
“And the Old Woman has told me 

so much about you. That’s why I feel 
as if I knew you so well.”

“Does she show them to the others, 
too?”

“Oh, well, maybe once in a while,” 



said Lester carelessly. “But the Old 
Woman and I are special pals. She 
wouldn’t tell the others everything.”

“Fancy, having your photographs 
make friends for you like that with peo­
ple you will never see 1”

“Look, I’ll only be here a couple of 
days or so,” said Lester, leaning closer, 
“before I have to go back and bury my­
self. Come out with me often, will 
you? Spend all the time with me. You 
don’t have to work.”

“I’ll come as often as I can," said 
Selina demurely. “And you must 
come to the studio."

“Your friend don’t like me,” said 
1 .ester.

“You can't tell. She’s like that to 
everybody.”

After they had finished their meal, 
Selina said: “We must stop talking 
about ourselves now. I want you to 
tell me about my mother.”

“What can I tell you that you don’t 
know from her letters?” said Lester.

“I know next to nothing,” said Se­
lina, “because she will not write about 
herself. Her letters are all about me. 
She says that there’s nothing at Bear 
Coulee to write about."

“She’s right enough there,” said Les­
ter. “It's a dull bole. And she has a 
rotten time, it's natural she wouldn’t 
want to talk about it.”

Selina looked up quickly. “A rotten 
time? What do von mean by that?”

“Don't you know?”
“I told you I knew nothing."
Lester would have been glad then if 

he had not spoken, but there was no 
help for it now. He could not foresee 
the result of his speaking. “It’s Mac­
cubbin,” he said. “He's a sort of Czar 
of Bear Coulee. He hasn’t got anything 
on me.” he lied, “because I don’t owe 
him anything; I stand on my own feet. 
But he's got all the others sewed up 
with debts.”

“My mother too?”
“Sure. She’s the worst off of any.

Because Maccubbin needs her so bad, 
see? He likes to eat nice. So he’s fixed 
it so she's got deeper and deeper in his 
debt every year, and now she can’t ever 
get away.”

“The man must be a monster!” cried 
Selina.

“Oh no,” said Lster simply. “He’s 
a hard man, but square.”

“I thought the business paid,” said 
Selina. “My mother has sent me money 
every year.”

“I know that,” said Lester. “Every 
year she has a stand-up fight to get it 
out of the old man. It’s quite a joke 
with the boys.”

“Oh, heavens!” murmured Selina. 
“Is there no way she can get out?”

“No way but by Maccubbin’s teams.
He isn’t going to carry her.”

“How much does she owe him?"
“Oh, nobody but the Old Woman and 

Maccubbin knows that.”
Selina plied him with one searching 

question after another. Lester, bored, 
but wishing to be agreeable, answered 
as best he could, and truthfully—except 
where he was concerned in the story.

“It’s told a lot on the Old Woman 
the past year,” he said thoughtlessly. 
“She has fallen away to almost noth­
ing.” .

Selina quickly lowered her eyes at 
that, and for a while said nothing. 
When her voice came, it was a mere 
whisper. “Anything special the mat­
ter ?”

“Who knows?” said Lester. “There 
isn’t any doctor.”

Something new came suddenly into 
Selina’s face. Lester, enamored of its 
beauty, failed to mark it. “When are 
you going back?” she asked.

Lester silently calculated his money. 
“In three days.” he said.

“And you will be pushing right 
through to Bear Coulee?”

“I expect so.”
Selina caught her breath. Her eyes 

seemed to have grown almost black in 



their remoteness. “I am going with 
you," she said quietly.

Lester looked at her clownishly. All 
his assurance was gone at a stroke. At 
first his vanity suggested that the girl 
was throwing herself at his head; hut 
a glance in her face dissipated that idea. 
She was not thinking of him at all. 
Then a swift panorama of the winter 
journey passed through his mind, and 
he was staggered.

"But—hut you couldn't!" he stam­
mered. “It’s four hundred miles from 
the Landing. N month's journey maybe 
—driving on a sled without shelter 
through the snowstorms and the zero 
weather. It would kill you! You 
couldn’t stand it.”

To be continued in next week’s issue

"If a man can do it, I can,” said Se­
lina. "I’ve got to do it!”

One by one she calmly overruled 
every objection that he brought up. “It 
doesn't matter. I’m going. Thank 
Heaven I didn't have to spend the 
money my mother sent me. That will 
be more than enough for expenses.”

The thought of the sweetness of the 
long, long journey with her stole into 
Lester’s mind, and his blood began to 
race. “Oh, well," he thought with an 
inward shrug, “if she’s determined to 
go, it isn’t my funeral.” He leaned 
toward her across the table.

“Oh, it will be great, great to have 
vou,” he murmured ardently.

But Selina’s glance was far away, 
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THE ORIGIN OF OIL
A CCORDING to John H. McFarlane, formerly professor of botany at the Uni- 

versify of Pennsylvania, without fishes the world would have no petroleum.
He finds his starting point in the appearance of fossils of entire fish, -scales, spines, 
and teeth in oil-producing' rocks known as shales. He, builds an edifice from 
other known facts and concludes that the fish was the original oil well. Of course 
the fish go back into prehistoric times—millions of years ago. But find shales 
of fossilized fish remains and vou invariably find oil.

INDIANS HAVE RADIO
A LONG the coast of British Columbia are several small reservations set aside 
** bv the Canadian government for the Siwash Indians. The Indians along 
this coast are the wealthiest inhabitants in this section of the country. Nine 
months out of the year they work in lumber camps, trap for fur, et cetera. 
During the other three months they have their own way of making money. They 
fish for salmon which are taken by the canneries in the vicinity.

Sockeye salmon in these waters run about even in size and weight, each 
fish being about sixteen to twenty' inches long and sufficient to fill three or 
four full-size cans. They are among the best fish for canning purposes, and 
the companies pay at the rate of thirty-five cents per fish. It is said that in 
the course of two hours many' of these Indians often make as much as twelve 
dollars per man. As a consequence the Siwash along the coast of British Colum­
bia sleeps in a brass bed and listens nightly on his radio to the news and music 
of the country.
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1DDEN from view in a 
rocky cove high up on the 
side of a deep canon, two 
men lounged in the shade 
of the rocks late in the 
afternoon and carried on 

a desultory conversation in low tones. 
Two or three yards away lay a third 
man, apparently wrapped in deep 
slumber. The sleeper was an .Indian, 
short of stature, and verv dark even for 
one of that race. The manner of wear­
ing his hair, and his meager garb of 
hand-woven cloth were proof that he 
belonged to one of the Pueblo tribes, 
a Hopi of the arid mesas.

Of the white men one was roughly 
dressed, and puffed away at his cig­
arette with careless abandon. His com­
panion. taller and older, was nervously 
impatient as he shifted uncomfortably 
about on the bare rocks, turning his 
glance every few minutes in the direc­
tion of the sleeping Indian.

“Looks like it was time he was corn­
ing out of that—ten hours without so 
much as a wiggle of his toe I" the tall 
man exclaimed with an impatient 
gesture toward the Indian. “Don’t 
suppose vou dosed him too heavy, do 
you?”

The younger man tossed away the re­

maining stub of his cigarette and spat 
at a crack in the rock before he replied 
with languid deliberation: “Reckon you 
ain't ever been drunk on mescal, Pren­
dergast, or you wouldn't expect a feller 
that’s been soaked good to come alive 
much under a whole day an’ night. An’ 
a Injun that’s wore hisself out at a 
snake dance is goin’ to take on a con- 
sid’able jag when it’s offered to him 
free gratis for nothin'. You wanted me 
to bring this hombre along quietlike, 
without stirrin’ up any disturbance, an’ 
I figgered the best way to do it was to 
fill him with mescal, which I done with­
out no big trouble.”

“I’m not complaining about your 
method of getting him. Potter.” the 
man called Prendergast by his compan­
ion replied, “but it looks as if you 
might have overdone the job. To be 
worth anything to us this Indian has 
got to be able to walk—and talk pretty 
soon. We are likely to have the whole 
tribe down on us if we hang around 
here too long.”

“Ain’t no danger of them rustlin' out 
to hunt one missin’ Injun under two- 
three days, an’ he'll be soberin’ up be­
fore night so’s he can walk. I ain’t 
pretendin’ to know how to make a In­
jun talk; I reckon it can’t be did.”



“I know how to make him talk all 
right—enough to tell us how to find 
what we’re looking for,” Prendergast 
replied, his thin lips drawing still 
thinner across his teeth in a cruel smile.

‘‘Reckon you might cut an Injun’s 
arm off an’ still he wouldn’t tell unless 
he was a mind to.”

“Cutting off an arm would be mild 
torture compared with what I could 
give him.”

“Anyways, I ain't got any too much 
faith in makin’ him lead us to a place 
where we c'n scoop up a fortune in a 
minute that’s been layin’ there two- 
three hundred years-.”

“I’m still willing to give you the hun­
dred dollars cash to stay with me until 
the finish if you’d rather have that than 
take a chance on half the loot,” Pren­
dergast offered eagerly.

“No, I'd ruther gamble on the big 
thing, even if I lose. A hundred dol­
lars ain't goin’ to last long, an’ if they's 
a quart of pearls an’ rubies an’ the like 
in that hide-up you figger on us findin’, 
half will be a plenty to keep me till I 
get too old to have a good time; but 
just the same, it stands to reason that 
some other white man would have done 
that before now if it could be did.”

“Lots of them have tried, but they 
didn’t go about it right,” Prendergast 
countered. “You see, there is only one 
family in the whole tribe knows the se­
cret that has been passed down from fa­
ther to son through a dozen genera­
tions. They wouldn’t touch a one of 
these stones for fear of the curse said 
to go with the contact, but they keep 
on guarding the hiding place until such 
time as the curse is removed. Now all 
this stuff about an Indian suffering all 
kinds of torture rather than reveal a 
tribal secret is pure bunk. Just let me 
put him through the third degree mag­
nified about ten times, and he’ll be glad 
to lead us to the place where these 
precious stones are hidden. From what 
I can learn after a long study of the 

subject, the hiding place is not many 
miles from here, and I am absolutely 
sure we've got the right Indian.”

“How come they got so many 
precious stones hid away? I ain’t never 
see anything but turquoises amongst 
these Hopis.”

“Supposed to be the crown jewels of 
some ancient Aztec prince from Mex­
ico, who was killed in a battle with the 
Spaniards. Whatever it is that is to 
remove the curse from them hasn’t hap­
pened yet. . When it does, this old 
Hopi’s family will be rich.”

“If somebody else don’t beat ’em to 
itI”

“Yes. and if we don’t make a slip 
from now on we ought to be the lucky 
ones.”

“I’m plumb willin’. What good’ll it 
do a Hopi Injun, anyway? He don’t 
know how to spend money, an’ it ain’t 
nothin’ but right this should be put in 
circulation bv some white man, ’stead 
of lettin’ it lay there a thousand years.”

“That’s my view of it.”
“If torturin’ this old Hopi makes him 

come across. I’m in for tryin’ it. 
Wouldn’t be no partic’lar loss if we 
should bump him off,” Potter declared.

“Last thing we want to do, though— 
a dead Indian wouldn’t do us any 
good.”

“Just as you say, you’re runnin’ that 
part of the job,” Potter agreed. “Me, 
I figger if I can spill Hopi lingo so’s 
this old Injun won’t make no mistake 
about what we’ll do to him if he don’t 
come across with news of this hidin’ 
place, I’ll be keepin’ up my end of the 
bargain.”

“That’s right. You did a good job 
when you got him off here so quietly, 
and now if you can interpret what I 
say to him so he won’t have any doubts 
about my being in earnest, we’ll call it 
even and split fifty-fifty on what we 
get-”

Thus Felix Prendergast, eager to add 
a few thousands to the little fortune he



had already amassed through divers 
questionable projects, and Jeff Potter, 
with visions of wealth without labor, 
had devised the diabolical scheme of 
torturing the old Hopi into revealing 
the secret hiding place supposed to hold 
the ancient treasure.

The two renegades became suddenly 
silent as the old Indian stirred, turned 
over, and finally sat up, blinking daz­
edly at the white men.

“Ugh, mescal!’’ he muttered.
Potter held a canteen to the old 

Hopi’s lips, jerking it away before he 
could take more than one good swal­
low.

“Been too much trouble gettin’ the 
old cuss awake to let him have enough 
to get drunk again. A drink or two 
to sober him up quick, an' we'll be 
ready to m'ove.” said Potter.

Revived by the draft of fiery liquor, 
the old Indian glanced quickly about 
him, his beady eyes sweeping the op­
posite wall of the canon and finally rest­
ing inquiringly upon the two white 
men.

“Looks like he is sober enough to un­
derstand now; tell him what he is up 
against.” Prendergast suggested.

Speaking in the old Indian’s native 
tongue, Potter laid before him the rea­
son for his presence in this isolated 
spot. No word or gesture was spared 
to make the recital impressive. With 
gruffly spoken threats and grimaces 
meant to strike terror to the heart of 
his victim. Potter strove to drive home 
the argument for a quick response to 
his demand that the Indian lead them 
without delay to the ancient hiding 
place of his people, where reposed the 
treasure.

Through it all the old Hopi remained 
impassive. Not by so much as the 
movement of a muscle of his wrinkled 
face or the lighting of his dark eyes 
did he betray the faintest emotion. 
From outward appearances it was as 
if he understood no word the white man 

had spoken. It was when Potter had 
ceased that the Indian stood up, and, 
extending his arms, brought his palms 
together in front of him.

“A curse be upon any who would 
touch the precious gems of the Hopi,” 
he said with calm emphasis.

“Tell him we are not afraid of the 
hoodoo; we'll take chances on the anger 
of his guarding spirits,” Prendergast 
replied when Potter had rendered the 
old Indian’s statement in English.

“The Great Spirit has clouded the 
eves of the Hopi so that he sees not the 
way to the secret place. So it will re­
main until the curse be removed,” was 
the old Hopi's reply.

“Tell him he’s an old liar; that we 
know how to remove the cloud from his 
eves!” Prendergast exclaimed impa­
tiently when Potter had interpreted the 
reply.

Tn spite of the threats of his captors, 
the old Hopi drew himself up proudly 
and refused to utter a word or take a 
step toward divulging the secret of the 
hidden gems. He no longer denied nor 
did he admit that he knew of the place.

“No use to waste any more time talk­
ing to him." Prendergast announced as 
he got up. Scrambling down the bank 
a little way. he returned after a few 
minutes with a dead cedar larger than 
his arm. tough and sound.

"A trick 1 learned from an old 
Chinese pirate,” he explained. “Worse 
torture than scorching the soles of the 
feet. He'll be glad to talk when he gets 
a good taste of it, or I miss my guess. 
Let's tie him up first.”

The old Hopi offered no resistance 
while the. two white men bound his 
hands and tied his legs together at the 
ankles. At the direction of Prender­
gast. he was laid across the edge of a 
big rock and one end of the cedar pole 
was thrust between his bound thighs. 
If the Indian guessed their purpose, he 
gave no sign.

Again at the direction of the older 



man, Potter sat on the helpless Indian 
while his companion bore down with 
slowly increasing weight upon the end 
of the pole. A little pressure would 
bring pain; increased sufficiently, it 
would drag the thigh bones from their 
sockets. No man could endure such 
torture.

For a moment the Hopi remained 
silent, then a muffled scream rose to his 
lips. Prendergast eased the pressure 
slightly at that, then again threw his 
weight on the slender pole. Even the 
brutal Potter objected' weakly to this 
second administration of torture to the 
all but speechless Indian.

'‘Better give him plenty while we are 
at it, then he won’t be likely to forget 
how it feels and make another dose 
necessary,” Prendergast insisted.

So intense was the pain that the In­
dian was nigh to fainting, a gurgling 
gasp coming from his lips as Prender­
gast cased the pressure on the pole.

‘‘He’ll talk now.”
Trembling and unnerved, the Hopi 

was unbound and lifted to his feet. 
When threatened with a repetition of 
the torture he had just undergone, he 
shuddered and hastily replied:

■ “I will lead you to the place of the 
hidden jewels, but the curse. of the 
Hopi god, it is----- ”

“Never mind about that, you can’t 
scare us off,” Potter interrupted him. 
“But mind you, don't play any tricks, 
or we’ll give you more of the same 
medicine.”

“We start with the coming of dark­
ness,” Prendergast presently announced. 
“How far is it, Hopi?” he asked 
through the interpreter.

“But half of the night,” the Indian 
replied.

They began preparations for the 
start, eating of the cooked food they 
brought, giving the Indian a portion 
of it.

“An’ I seen that old Hopi dancin’ in 
the kiva with a snake in his mouth— 

a live rattlesnake,” Potter mused in­
credulously. “He’s got a heap more 
•nerve than I have to hold a live, bitin' 
■rattler in his mouth, but he give in to 
■that torture quick—pretty nigh too 
quick for an Injun.”

“The best and nerviest of them will 
give in when you put that thigh-bone 
torture to them,” Prendergast re­
sponded. “But we’ll have to watch the 
old savage, may have to try it on him 
again if he shows signs of double cross­
big-”

The expression brought to the eyes 
of the old Indian by the torturing pain 
had given way to relief and resignation. 
Had the white men been looking at him 
while they talked, they might have de­
tected a malignant gleam of hatred and 
a curling of the old lips that would have 
passed for a smile—not a smile that 
was pleasant to see, however.

When the sun sank below the western 
rim of the mesa, the men started. The 
old Hopi, his hands bound securely, 
walked between the others. For an 
hour they traveled at the bottom of the 
canon. They left it by way of a short 
side canon, crossed a ridge, and entered 
a wide basin where huge rocks reared 
themselves from the barren floor. 
When they had traversed this basin 
they entered another canon and fol­
lowed up its tortuous bottom until it 
ended in a circular cove inclosed by 
high walls of jagged rock. The moon 
had risen, and the weird light added 
to the appearance of utter desolation 
about them.

“We wait here for the coming of the 
sun,” the Hopi calmly announced.

It was now after midnight, and the 
two men decided to take turns at guard­
ing their captive, so that each of them 
might get a little sleep before the com­
ing of daylight. The old Indian lay 
upon the bare ground and slept with­
out fear.

With the coming of dawn the men 
were astir. They gathered such bits of 



dry fuel as they could find, and built a 
fire over which they made coffee in a 
can they had brought with them. They 
shared the food and drink with the In­
dian.
' By way of a reminder, Prendergast 
pointed suggestively toward a slender 
sapling that might be hacked down with 
a heavy knife. The Indian signified 
his understanding, but there was no 
fear in his eyes.

“He’ll be good." Prendergast ob­
served with confidence.

He failed to see the gleam of triumph 
that lurked for an instant in the savage 
eyes, quickly masked by the rigid ex­
pression of unconcern.

“Likely looking place to hide any­
thing,” Prendergast observed. “I 
couldn’t have picked a better myself, 
tucked away in here among the rocks 
where nobody ever comes. Luck seems 
to be with us so far."

“Uh-huh. an’ the old Hopi seems 
plumb satisfied to show us the place," 
Potter returned. “Somehow I’m afeard 
of the old cuss, though. Anybody that 
can carry a live rattler in his mouth 
without gettin' bit, ain't all human.”

“You’re superstitious: I believe you 
take stock in that tale about the curse 
of the Hopi gods.”

“No, it’s just a hunch I got that that 
old mummy face is laughin’ at us.”

“Let him laugh, that’s all he can 
do. I’m more anxious than ever to get 
my hands on the stones.”

“Reckon I won’t let you back me out 
from fingerin’ my half of ’em.”

The sun was shining dazzlingly bright 
on the face of the high rocky wall when 
they reached the top of the smooth 
slope and took to a ledge but a few 
feet in width. When they had followed 
this for a little way they passed under 
an overhanging rock, beneath which 
was a shallow open cave ending in an 
irregular fissure. The floor of the cave 
was uneven, a huge boulder barring the 
way near the back.

The Indian stopped here, and, point­
ing a bony finger toward the boulder, 
said: “Here lies the secret hiding place 
of the Hopi. If the white man would 
anger the spirits, let him roll back the 
big rock and look upon that which he 
seeks. Rather than bring the curse 
upon my people, I will endure death and 
torture first.”

“It's big talk you’re makin’, old- 
timer, but you can’t scare us off,” Pot­
ter declared as he stepped toward the 
boulder, closely followed by his com­
panion. “Stand where we can see you, 
though, till we find out if vou’ve lied.”

The old Hopi folded his arms on his 
breast and stood at the entrance while 
the two men went toward the big rock. 
They put their shoulders against it and 
heaved. It moved a few inches, and 
they let it rock back to gain momentum. 
At the third trial it started. The two 
men set their feet against the rocky 
floor under them and pushed until the 
big rock toppled and rolled back.

They had but a momentary vision of 
the black hole where the rock had lain, 
like a keystone binding together the flat 
rocks that formed the floor upon which 
they stood; for at that moment the sec­
tion of floor beneath them tipped like a 
trapdoor, and they shot downward.

They fell little more than ten feet, 
alighting upon something that rattled 
and crumbled—a mass of human bones. 
Given time, they could easily have 
climbed out. Armed as they were, they 
could have defended themselves against 
a visible foe.

But they had barely touched the bot- 
ttom of the dark, narrow pit when an 
angry buzzing greeted their ears and a 
sickening odor filled the air. Potter 
screamed with terror when he felt the 
needle prick of a rattler’s fang in his 
arm, while Prendergast cursed and 
fought against the darting heads of half 
a dozen venomous reptiles he could not 
see.

There are those who will tell you that 



an Indian never laughs; but it was 
something like a weird chuckle that 
came from the lips of the old Hopi as 
he heard the last evidence of struggle 
from the bottom of the dark crevice in 
the rock.

Perhaps when another came to in­
vade the sacredness of the Hopi hiding 
place, there would be other bones—dry 
and crumbling—for the intruder to fall 
upon. The old Hopi knew this, only 
too well.

AN EMERALD ISLE IN ALASKA
IZODIAK in the Katmai district of Alaska occupies a situation in the Pacific 

similar to that of Ireland in the Atlantic Ocean and may rightly be callod 
an emerald isle. Although it is one hundred miles from Mount Katmai, a 
volcanic explosion of Katmai in June, 1912, buried Kodiak nearly a foot deep 
in ashes. The gray blanket of ashes transformed the green Kodiak of other 
days into a gray desert of sand, but after a period of two years the ash-laden 
hillsides were again covered with verdure as fine and green as any Irish sham­
rock.

“Never was such grass known before, so high or so early,” said a resident 
of Kodiak. “No one ever believed the country could grow so many berries, nor 
so large, before the ash.”

Kodiak owes its climate to the tropical ocean current which washes its shores. 
The eastern half of the island is occupied by a forest of spruce whose trees 
reach a great size. Then comes luxuriant grass land equal to any grazing land 
in the United States. It is equaled only by the “guinea grass” of the tropics. 
Of the berries, the most important is the salmon or Molina berry, which is allied 
to our blackberry, but has something of the taste of the raspberry. There are 
also high-bush blue berries which are famous for their flavor. Shelikof Strait, 
at Kodiak, is a treacherous bit of water.

A VOLCANO THAT NEVER ERUPTED
A N incipient volcano which never became a live volcano is found in the Apishapa 

**• region of Colorado. This district of Colorado is part of the semiarid plains 
and mesas which lie at the east foot of the Rocky Mountains near Pueblo. The 
rocks at the surface are soft shales and thin limestones which give rise to flat­
topped mesas and bad lands. In the center of the area thick sandstones rise 
in a low dome, into which Apishapa and Huerfano Rivers and their tributaries 
have cut deep, vertical-walled canons. Small vertical dikes of ancient lava cut 
these rocks at many places and point toward the towering Spanish Peaks, to 
the southwest, once a center of volcanic activity.

In the sharp dome in the midst of the nearly flat strata of the area some 
of the lower rocks of the region are exposed, and'it is believed that this doming 
of the strata was caused by an injection of lava beneath rocks now exposed, 
which if it could have burst through this cover, would have formed a volcano. 
Not far distant in the great plains are similar domes which have been eroded 
deeply enough to expose the intrusive lava. These volcanoes which never reached 
the eruptive stage are common enough in many portions of the West.
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Blackie’s 
Last Stand

CHAPTER I.
BLACKIE IS IT AGAINST IT.

E looked like a rat. and he 
was a rat. He had a yel­
low skin and a smoky 
black eye with yellowish 
pupils. His clothes were 
“snappv,” with a Broad­

way cm, and the material was cheap 
enough to make a tailor see a profit. 
He wore dirty gray spats over shoes of 
scratched calf. He carried a stick and 
wore his hat rather far back on his head 
and pushed rakishly to the side. Per­
petually he was fumbling for a ciga­
rette and finding it. and holding the 
match which he lighted until the flame 
seemed about to sear his fingers. Then 
he ignited the tobacco and snapped the 
match contemptuously away.

Such was Lew Bender as he arrived 
in Jackson Corners, and every man and 
every child in Jackson Corners knew at 
a glance that this fellow was "bad medi­
cine” with a vengeance. He looked, as 
Si Jenkins said afterward, like equal 
parts of rat and snake.

And Si was right.
This was the man who asked where 

he could find Lewis Jason Connell. He 
asked it of Dan Harper, of the Circle 

Y Bar. And Dan spat in the dust be­
fore he answered.

"I dunno that I ever heard of a bird 
by that name. Say it over again, will 
you ?”

“Lewis Jason Connell----- ”
“Connell? Andy Connell lives out 

on the road, but Lewis Jason? Why 
the devil, man. 1 have it now. You 
mean ‘Blackie!’ ”

“I've never heard him called that," 
said Lew Bender. “Maybe he packs 
that moniker in these parts.”

“Sure,” said Dan Harper. “He don’t 
pack no other. Might you be a friend 
of his—from back East?”

“Maybe I am,” said Lew.
“I seen Blackie around the corner; I 

guess that you’ll find him there now.”
Lew Bender was glad to pass from 

under the searching, disagreeable eve of 
the stranger; he turned the corner and 
there his eye fell at once upon none 
other than Blackie himself, reining a 
spirited horse and holding another horse 
by the bridle until presently a girl ran 
out from the post office and sprang into 
the saddle on the led horse.

Then: “Are you sure that you can’t 
come, Lewis?"

“I’m sorry that 1 can’t.”
“You’ll come over soon, though?”



“Of course, if I may.”
“Good-bv, Lewis.”
“Good-by, Beatrice. Remember me 

to Mr. Greenough.”
She whirled away down the street on 

her horse; and Lewis Jason Connell, 
turning in the opposite direction, found 
himself almost on top of Mr. Bender.

The latter leaned against a hitching 
rack, his feet crossed, one jaunty hand 
resting on his hip, and his broad, dis­
agreeable smile was turned up toward 
the young horseman. As for Blackie, 
his start was so violent in the saddle 
that his fiery horse reared and danced. 
Blackie controlled him with a cruel, 
strong hand.

“What brought you here?” he gasped 
out at the other. He added, without 
waiting for an answer: “Didn’t you 
get my last letter?”

“Was there a check in that letter?" 
snapped out Lew Bender.

“I explained in the letter----- ” began
LUackie heavily, and growing paler every 
moment.

“Was there a check in that letter?”
“No, but----- ”
“Then the letter wasn’t worth wait­

ing for. And I came back here to get 
some action out of you, young feller!”

Two or three people, in passing, eyed 
the stranger curiously.

“Let’s get out of this,” suggested 
Blackie. “I’ll meet you at the end of 
this lane----- ”

He twitched his horse around and 
galloped to the end of the cross lane. 
There was only one main street in Jack- 
son Corners, and the town was so nar­
row and long, that a hundred yards 
from the pavement of the main street 
one could be out in the open again. 
Under a broad old oak tree, Blackie 
dismounted.

If he'made a dashing figure on horse­
back, he was yet more' notable on foot. 
Bor then one could see the careful 
workmanship which had been lavished 
upon the making of this youth. He 

stood, to a fraction of an inch, at ex­
actly that romantic height which, it has 
been agreed, is neither too tall nor too 
short for a man. He was six feet tall 
in his stockinged feet. His face was 
such as one might expect to find, here 
and there, among the people of south 
Italy, dark, olive-skinned, and almost 
too handsome and smoothly perfect for 
the face of a man. He was twenty-one 
years old. There was more fire in his 
eye than in the eye of the young stallion 
he rode. No girl in the world could 
have looked into his face and felt his 
eye upon her without a leap of the heart.

However, Mr. Bender came toward 
this brilliant figure with a baleful ex­
pression and a sneering lip. He said, 
as he drew closer :

“Too good to be seen talkin’ to me 
in the street, Connell?”

“Why should we stand out in the sun 
when there’s shade here?” answered 
Blackie, but he flushed a little. “Now 
tell me what’s wrong. What brought 
you here, Bender?”

“Take it easy,” said Bender. And he 
sat down on a stump and removed his 
hat, so exposing a small head covered 
with hair which was wrell slicked and 
brilliant with vaseline. “Who was the 
swell dame?”

“A friend of mine,” said Blackie 
vaguely. “What I want to know----- ”

“I said,” remarked Bender, raising 
his voice harshly, “Who is the swell 
dame ?”

Blackie bit his lip and flushed. “She 
is Beatrice Greenough,” said he.

“The devil she is 1” murmured 
Bender.

“Do you know her?” asked Blackie 
anxiously. “Do you know who she is?”

“Sure I do. I’ve looked up the people 
around this burg. Her old man is the 
bird with all the spare millions. You 
ain’t making a dead set at the Green­
ough dough, are you?”

“Certainly not,” said Blackie.
“Certainly not I” mimicked Bender.



“The devil, kid. lose it, will you? I 
know you, and I know your kind. Cut 
out the bunk and talk straight to me, 
will you? It might do you some good!”

Blackie said not a word.
“Cornin’ back to the other thing,” 

said Bender, “I want to know about the 
dough that you owe me.”

“I explained in my letter,” began 
Blackie nervously.

“Darn the letter. Lemme hear you 
speak your piece now.”

“Bender, I—I’ve struck rather on a 
rock----- ”

“You have, have you? A rock?” 
snarled out Bender.

"What I mean to say is—a temporary 
difficulty----- ”

“The devil, kid, talk out! You can’t 
get the coin to pay me?”

"Bender, I’m frightfully sorry, but I 
can’t! If you’ll only give me time to 
turn around----- ”

“What’s the matter with Connell 
himself ? I’ve looked him up. He’s got 
money to burn. What would two thou­
sand be to him?"

“Two thousand!” exclaimed Blackie.
“Sure,” said Bender smoothly. “It 

was fifteen hundred. When you wanted 
that money, I looked you up and made 
pretty sure that your old man had plenty 
of money to stand behind that. But I 
got to have the price of my ticket out 
and back and money for my time. too. 
That’ll' bring the fifteen hundred up to 
two thousand flat!”

“It’s not fair!” groaned Blackie. 
“Now that I’m down, you’re taking ad­
vantage of me!”

“I say, why can’t you get two thou­
sand out of the old boy. Is he a tight­
wad?”

“Bender, I’ll tell you the truth: He 
gives me this allowance. He thinks that 
it’s a big allowance. He looks back to 
the value that money had when he was 
my age. He doesn't see that times have 
changed. But if I asked him for 
more----- ”

“Well?”
“He’s a Tartar! He’d laugh in my 

face! Besides, how could I explain 
why I need the money ?”

“He’s a Tartar, is he?” sneered 
Bender. “Well, kid, I can be a Tartar, 
too! A darned red hot one! And if 
you can’t explain how you come to owe 
me that money, I'll do the explaining 
myself! And when he finds that you 
been playing the ponies-----

“Wait a moment.” broke in Blackie. 
“Do you mean that you’d do that?”

“Don’t I ? I do !”
A yellow glint of danger came in the 

eyes of Blackie, and he looked so 
steadily upon the tout that the latter 
leaped suddenly to his feet and turned 
white.

“Look out, kid!” he gasped out. 
“Don’t do nothing foolish that you’ll 
hang for 1”

The hand of Blackie dropped away 
from his hip. “I wish to Heaven that 
I’d never seen you!” he groaned.

“Well.” said Lew Bender, “there's 
another way out. Suppose that you go 
to this friend of yours—this rich Green­
ough ! Suppose that you go to him and 
tell him that you’re in a hole. Wouldn’t 
he kick through with the dough?

“No, no!” shouted Blackie. “Man, 
he detests gambling. I’d be ruined with 
him. It would be better to go to Con­
nell !”

Lew Bender sat down on the stump 
again. “That was what I wanted to get 
at.” grinned he. “You and the girl are 
pretty thick, eh? Thick enough to get 
your hopes up?”

But Blackie merely bit his lip again.
“It has to be your old man. then ? 

It’s him that I have to talk to?”
“Listen to me,” said Blackie, in des­

peration. “If you talk to Andy Con­
nell, I’m done for. You understand 
that I'm only an adopted son?”

“Is that right?”
“It is. He’d pay the money. I sup­

pose, but he’d put me down for a worth­



less dog. And he’d cut me off without 
a penny. That’s his way!”

“A hard old bird, eh?”
‘‘He’s all of that.”
“Look here, Connell, I ain’t such a

bad guy. I’ve been in the hole myself,
and I know what it’s like. Well, kid. 
I’ll give you a chance to turn around. 
I’ll give you till td-morrow morning. 
But if I don’t get the coin by that time, 
I go to Connell and spill the beans. 
Y’understand ?”

CHAPTER II.
THE WHITEST FELLOW IN THE WORLD.

ALL the joy was gone from the heart 
**■ of Blackie as he rode away from 
that oak tree and took the trail home­
ward. In a swirl before him he saw a 
thousand dark possibilities. If the race­
track tout reached the ear of Connell 
with the tale, Blackie was ruined for­
ever, beyond a doubt. He would be so 
completely cut off that he would no 
longer be able to hold up his head and 
play the part of the gentleman, and 
therefore he would be unable to con­
tinue that courtship of Beatrice Green­
ough which, it seemed to him, opened 
golden possibilities for the future; pos­
sibilities far more golden than even the 
complete inheritance of the Connell for­
tune, even should that fortune turn out 
to be greater than Blackie suspected it 
might be.

His whole future, therefore, rested 
upon his ability to raise that sum of 
two thousand dollars—a paltry sum 
compared with his expectations! But 
to whom could he turn for it? Some 
money lender might give him that 
amount at a frightful rate of usury. 
But there were no money lenders near 
Jackson Corners—none of those gam­
blers in futurities. And he had only 
until to-morrow morning 1 Who else 
could he turn to ? He looked over the 
list of possible friends. But, indeed, 
what real friends had'he? There were 

the Greenoughs, attached to him in the 
first place by a bit of sham in which he 
had taken certain credit which really 
belonged entirely to “Red”—there were 
the Greenoughs, but if he went to 
Chalmer Greenough with such a story 
as this which he would be forced to tell, 
he well knew what the answer of the 
millionaire would be. Doubtless he 
would give the coin, but doubtless he 
would despise Blackie forever after. 
Even this, however, was better than to 
allow the tale to come to the ear of 
hard-headed, hard-hearted Andy Con­
nell.

A bitter choice, at the best! But 
there were no other real friends to 
whom he could turn. There were scores 
of acquaintances, to be sure. There 
were many people whom he could meet 
pleasantly. But there were among all 
those acquaintances not one man or 
woman whom he icould take into his 
heart and' to whom he could tell his 
troubles.

On whom could he lean? He could 
think of only a«single person, and that 
was his somber rival, his bitterest and 
oldest rival—Red Hardwick !

Many a year, now, the chiefest emo­
tion in his life had been his hatred of 
Red. And yet, time and again, Red 
Hardwick, out. of strange largeness of 
the heart which Blackie could not really 
comprehend, had come to his assistance. 
Still they remained what they had al­
ways been—rivals in everything! It 
was in vain that Blackie had secured 
for himself the legal position of son to 
Andy Connell. The heart of the old 
miner, he well knew, was still as ever 
linked in affection to Red. And now, 
as a final touch. Red was beginning to 
show a great interest in Beatrice Green­
ough. He had watched them at the last 
dance in the village; Red danced badly 
enough, and he talked little enough. 
But Blackie could see that he was happy 
with the girl. And so was the girl happy 
with Red. Partly, no doubt, because of 



the stories of Red’s football prowess in 
college. Though, for that matter, were 
there not far more brilliant stories to 
be told about Blackie, himself, on the 
gridiron? But, above all, she had been 
flattered because Red, who never paid 
the slightest attention to any girl, had 
at last come to her feet among the rest 
of her admirers.

Blackie, thinking the matter over, 
wondered at the lightness of the minds 
of these women.

However, it was still possible that 
Red might do something for him. It 
was a weakness of Red’s. He did not 
know how to say “no.” and Blackie 
despised him for the very folly of the 
thing.

He found Red in the big new corral 
behind the Connell house taming a five- 
year-old mare which Joe Hooker had 
caught and given to him. She had run 
wild until this year and become as tough 
and as hardy as a mustang. Now she 
was a creature all fire and danger. Red 
had found an odd name for her, but it 
never seemed trite when one had the 
mare in sight, with her trembling, dilat­
ing nostrils, and her glittering eyes, and 
her wild beauty, and her ears twitching 
back and forth.

Spitfire they called her. Joe Hooker 
himself sat on the top bar of the fence 
and gave directions while Red worked. 
It seemed to Blackie a ridiculous and 
rather contemptible thing that an edu­
cated young fellow, such as Red. should 
submit himself to the direction of a 
rough cow-puncher like Joe Hooker. 
But there was Joe, using a specially 
caustic tongue on this day.

“Ease up the rojfc to her head—is 
that easing up the rope? I didn’t say 
yank her head off—I said ease up to 
her. Hive her some slack, now, and 
start' all over ag’in. You got a gentle 
hand like an Indian! Here you been 
working five days and making her worse 
every day. Steady, Red. Now go at 
her again. Not so fast; not so fast!

The devil, kid; work like you had a 
thousand years to do it in; not five 
minutes. If you want to break her, go 
ahead with the rough stuff. But if you 
want to tame her, treat her like she was 
a lady, and a lady she’ll be!”

Blackie could endure no more. He 
had an overwhelming desire to repay 
the puncher with some of the edge of 
his own tongue, but he restrained the 
impulse because he knew that it would 
anger Red more than it would the cow­
puncher. Besides, if the latter were 
really irritated, he had a ready and a 
deadly gun.

So Blackie merely stepped into view 
around the corner of the bam and 
watched Red going inch by inch toward 
the head of the frightened, shaking 
mare.

“Red!” he called. “I want to talk 
to you!"

“Can’t you wait, Blackie?”
“It’s important.”
“So is Spitfire.”
“I tell you, I mean it. Red.”
“All right, then. Say, Joe, will you 

try your hand with this fool mare while 
I talk to Blackie?”

“If you figger she’s a fool,” said Joe 
Hooker coldly, “I’ll take her back and 
get you another boss with more— 
sense!”

“No, no, Joe. I wouldn’t trade her 
for a dozen of those whip-trained 
brutes.”

“Then do the training yourself. It 
ain’t your hoss unless you’ve trained it 
yourself. Y’understand ? It ain’t your 
book unless you’ve wrote all the words 
in it.”

“All right,” sighed Red, submission 
itself. “I’ll come back and try you a 
little later, Spitfire!”

He came to Blackie, red-faced from 
his labors in the sun. The dust had 
mingled with the perspiration and 
streaked his face with mud.

With every year he had grown more 
and more unlike Blackie—stockier— 



wider of shoulder, shorter—-with long, 
dangling arms and the blunt jaw of the 
natural fighter. Now his blue eyes 
twinkled at Blackie.

“What’s up, Blackie?”
“Red, I’m ruined I”
“The devil!”
“I’m flat, Red.”
He had made up his mind that no lie 

would serve his purpose as well as the 
truth.

“Flat? Is it really bad. Blackie?"
“Worse than you could imagine."
“What can I do?" said Red, without 

too much friendliness in his tone.
“First give me your word that what 

I say to you stops with you.”
“Of course.”
"I’ll take your hand on that, Red.”
“You’re a suspicious devil!” said 

Red, and gave his hand carelessly 
enough.

Here Blackie breathed more freely, 
for he know that the pledged word of 
Red was more binding than an oath 
sworn on the Bible by another man.

"Now let’s have the story.”
"Red, last year in school I knew a 

chap from the South who used to make 
some money by playing the ponies----- ”

"I see. You tried the same thing 
and were trimmed. Is that it, old- 
timer?”

“Trimmed pretty deep.”
“Well, how much?”
“Two thousand bones!"
Here Red whistled by way of com­

ment. “That’s the devil, Blackie."
"And now the rat that got the money 

out of me in the first place has come 
on to Jackson Corners and he swears 
that unless I get the money to him by 
to-morrow morning, he’ll blow the whole 
news to dad!”

“D’you mean it? It would finish you 
with him, all right. He’d cut you off 
like a mangy dog—that’s how he hates 
gambling!’’ o o

“And you’d have the whole deal left 
to yourself, Red. It’s hard to ask you

to stand by me, when you stand to win 
everything and lose nothing----- ”

The thought made the face of Red 
flame. He dropped an impulsive hand 
upon the. shoulder of Blackie.

“Darn it, Blackie, I’d never stand by 
and see you sink like that. But what 
can I do ? Two thousand looks like a 
lot of money to me.”

“Haven't you saved anything? The 
old man is a lot more generous with 
you than he is with me.”

“I know that he is. Yes. I’ve got 
about seven hundred salted away. You 
can have that, of course. But that’s 
only a starter."

“And I can’t finish the collection, 
Red. There isn’t a friend I could bor­
row from except Greenbough, and 
he----- ”

“Oh. I understand. You couldn’t do 
that—-not if you were starving. Wait 
a minute, Blackie. I may have some 
friends who’ll corral some coin for me. 
I could try them, anyway.”

“Fleaven bless you, Red, if you could 
do that!”

“I’ll do my best with them. But I 
don’t know—I’ll take a whirl at them 
as soon as I can gat a saddle on a 
horse.”

“Red, you’re the whitest fellow in 
the world!”

“Bunk!” grinned Red, touched by 
this praise, and whirled away to get a 
horse. Blackie sighed with vast relief, 
and then he smiled. After all, a foo! 
like Red deserved to enjoy nothing but 
the fruits of folly and labor for others 
all the days of his life.

CHAPTER III.
THE MONEY IS RAISED.

\I7HEN Blackie went back to the
house, Red pondered the matter 

carefully. His problem was quite dif­
ferent from that of Bladkie. For 
whereas Blackie had a thousand ac- W7 2 
quaintances and no real friends, no real " Q
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enemies, Red had a thousand enemies 
and perhaps some score or two of 
friends who were bound to him, it might 
be said, with bonds stronger than steel. 
Among those friends he could go as he 
would and ask what he chose to ask. 
But there was this great trouble. Most 
of them were poor men—as poor, say, 
as common cow-punchers and laborers 
are apt to be. For the best companions 
of Red Hardwick were not among the 
upper classes even of that rough com­
munity. The men he loved, lived by 
their hands.

He went back slowly to Joe Hooker, 
who was still sitting on the fence, sup­
porting his lean face between his hands 
and staring at Spitfire. She, rejoicing 
in her freedom from the hand and the 
rope of man, was gamboling like a mad 
thing through the little corral and rais­
ing a dense cloud of dust.

“Ain’t it a shame?” remarked Joe 
Hooker.

“Ain’t what a shame?” said Red, fall­
ing sympathetically into the same vein 
of grammar.

“Look there at Spitfire. Don't she 
look like she was floating on a bubble of 
air? And here I’ve caught her and 
dragged her in where she’s gunna be a 
slave instead of running free, out yon­
der—ain’t it a shame, Red ?”

“I don’t know that I've ever thought 
about it,” said Red.

At this, the cow-puncher turned his 
head and looked with a sort of sad re­
flectiveness upon his youthful friend.

“Look here, Red,” he said, “with all 
the studyin’ that you been doin’ back 
East in that school, how much thinkin’ 
have you done?”

At this Red, without a trace of pride 
or secretiveness, rubbed his chin and 
frowned as he summed up the total.

“Nbt a darn bit,” said Red. “We 
get some books shoved at us, Joe. We 
grind through them. We memorize a 
bit. We get so we know what the pro­
fessors want us to answer. They give 

us passing grades, and that’s about all 
there is to it! The only thinking I’ve 
done in college, I guess, was out on the 
football field.”

“Why, Red, you might as well have 
been out here wrastlin’ with steers and 
bulldoggin’ the yearlin’s.”

“I might as wrell,” admitted Red with 
perfect simplicity, so that Joe Hooker 
grinned broadly upon him.

“Darned if you ain’t an honest man, 
Red,” said Joe. “And that’s why some 
of us love you and some of us hate you. 
Well, kid, no matter what happens, 
you’ll come out on top. Honesty wins !”

“Are you on top?” asked Red. “And 
ain’t you honest?”

At this, Joe Hooker scowled toward 
the distant horizon. “Well,” said he, 
“I guess that’s thinkin’ a jump ahead of 
me, at that. Besides, maybe I been 
honest, but I been mighty foolish, too. 
I've done my talkin’ with bullets. And 
the last word that’ll be said to me will 
be with bullets, too! Now what’s ailin’ 
you. Red ?”

“I'm busted.” admitted Red. “I’m 
flat, and I haven’t the nerve to go to 
Andy Connell for any more dough.”

“Why not?”
“He’s old-fashioned about money, 

you know. And what I need is too 
much. He’d figure out that I’d been 
throwing my life away. I need thir­
teen hundred dollars, Joe.”

“Is that askin’ me for it?” said Joe.
“It is. old son.”
Joe Hooker grinned. “You'd take 

me for an ornery maverick that didn’t 
have a cent in the world, I guess?” sug­
gested he. “Well, kid, I can pony over 
eight hundred cold simoleons right 
pronto.”

“Good heavens, Joe. How’ve you 
managed to save eight hundred dollars?”

“Don’t ask me no questions,” said 
Joe grimly. “I got the money for you 
in my breeches pocket. And here it is. 
You don’t need to count it. Take my 
word that it’s eight hundred dollars.”



He drew out a bill fold and handed 
it to Red. The latter had flushed a 
little.

“This is taking a pile from you, Joe.” 
“Not half as much as I wish it was. 

Mind you, I ain’t askin’ how you come 
to run into that much debt—a kid your 
age—but I wouldn’t mind knowing!”

“From being a fool,” said Red. “I’ll 
tell you the story some other day. Now 
I’m figuring who I can hit next.”

“Your next best friend,” said Joe.
Who was the next best friend of Red 

Hardwick, prospective heir to the 
largest part of the Connell millions? 
Red found him in Jackson Corners with 
the hind hoof of a work horse hooked 
up between his legs and resting upon 
his leather apron. The thick odor of 
burned hoof hung in the place, and little 
blue pools of smoke were gathered 
among the shadows of the upper cor­
ners ; and broad streaks of sunlight 
broke through the generous cracks in 
the walls of the smithy, cleaving through 
the mist in the old shed.

“Hello!” said Red.
“Oh, darn your heart!” said the 

smith.
“How’s things. Si?” asked Red.
“Now, blast you!” concluded the 

smith, and drove the last nail home, 
and rasped off the outside of the last 
hoof.

“1 never seen such a way as the 
Cameron boys keep their hosses,” said 
the smith by way of greeting. “Darned 
if they don’t come in here without a 
tatter of a shoe on any foot of their 
bosses. One hoss’ll have his hoofs wore 
to the red. Another has ’em all growed 
out of shape, and I got to carve away 
like I was makin’ a darn statue before 
I can find the foot to put the shoe on. 
Sit down, Red; and tell me what’s 
what. Have you been boxing to-day?”

“No,” said Red.
“That’s bad,” sighed Si Jenkins. 

“When I was your age, I was working 
every day and working hard. It’s 

every day’s work that counts the most. 
And you need it—how you need it! 
That left of yours ain’t no more 
straighter than the back of an old 
woman. You got a right cross like a 
greaser swatting flies. Oh, Red, you 
need a lot of training! When I was 
your age—why, you couldn’t of put a 
glove on me. I would of stayed away 
out of the smash of that all-fire shift 
of yours—Lord knows where you found 
that punch! And I'd of pecked you to 
pieces with long distance jabs!”

“Maybe you would,” said Red.
“Don’t be so modest,” said Jenkins, 

“when you know that I’m lying ! What’s 
the matter? Have you come to ask me 
for a favor that you act so dog-gone 
polite ?”

“That’s the long and short of it, Si.” 
At this, the blacksmith sat up a little 

from the box of nails which he had 
chosen as a chair. He drew forth a 
handkerchief and with it mopped away 
the soot from the fore part of his face, 
so that he looked oddly like a man peer­
ing through a hole in the fence. It was 
a face not beautiful in the beginning, 
and beaten frightfully out of shape by 
many bitter battles in the prize ring of 
another day.

“Well, well.” said he more gently, 
“what could I be doing for you outside 
of teaching you how to hold Up your 
mitts, kid? What could a sooty old 
fellow like me do for Connell’s smart 
kid?”

There was irony in the words, but 
nothing other than the tenderest love in 
the voice. The Westerner is strangely 
diffident in the expression of any emo­
tion, and most of all he scorns and de­
rides professions of fondness, man to 
man. He speaks in the softest tones 
and musters his most polite language 
for the foeman he has determined to 
kill if he can. He treats the man with 
whom he is about to fight to the death 
with more diffidence than he treats the 
woman he loves.



And Red answered: “You can do for 
me what Andy Connell would sweat a 
lot in doing. I need five hundred dol­
lars. Joe Hooker handed me eight hun­
dred a while ago. Can you hand me any 
part of the rest?”

“Five hundred simoleons,” said Si 
Jenkins. “Ten thousand beers,” he 
translated. “Well, kid, that’s a lot of 
money for a gent like me to lay hands 
on. But I’ve laid away some coin. The 
old woman has it.”

“You can’t ask it from her, Si, Not 
for me.”

“Can’t I ?” said Si calmly, the dan­
gerous calm of one whom nothing can 
stop. “Oh, but I can. though! You 
wait here!”

He rose and left the shop and when 
he was gone, Red made a wry face. It 
hurt him more than he could have put 
into words to make these requests of 
his friends, and to make them for one 
whom he detested in his heart of hearts 
—Blackie. He felt, too, that it was a 
great weakness, deserving of no com­
mendation. For of all the people in 
the world, Blackie was the only one of 
whom he would have unreservedly said 
that the man was evil. So far as he 
knew, the only virtue in Blackie was 
courage, and he knew Blackie as no one 
else could hope to know him.

Presently Si Jenkins came back with 
a harried look which told how high the 
voices must have been raised in the 
house before he was able to extract the 
needed coin from his wife. But he 
counted into the hand of the youngster 
five hundred dollars in wrinkled bills.

“There you are, Red,” said he.
“You’ll get interest for this,” said 

Red, greatly moved.
“I’ll get the devil!” declared Si Jen­

kins with warmth. “The interest I want 
is to- see you practice with the gloves 
every day. Oh, Red,” he went on, step­
ping back again and eying the deep 
chest and the sinewy arms of the boy, 
“when I think of what you might do in 

the ring if you was to give your mind 
to it, it makes me sad. Darned if it 
don’t! But here you are with the mak­
ings of a middleweight champion in 
you, and here you are tied up to a bunch 
of money that old Connell is sure to 
give you. I say it’s a sad thing, Red!”

“You never can tell,” murmured Red. 
“I might come to it, Si. And if I do, 
you’ll be my manager, eh?”

“Kid,” said the blacksmith solemnly, 
“I’d make you champeen inside of a 
year. That’s all! How’s the foot­
work ?”

“I’m jumping rope.”
“That’s right. It’ll keep you shifty 

and light on your toes. The best way 
to break the weight of the other bird’s 
wallop is to be light on your feet. When 
he hits you, he thinks that he’s smash­
ing at a bag of feathers, and it takes 
the heart out of him. If you’re fast, 
you’ll hit him while he’s standing flat 
and break him like he was made of 
sandstone. And he’ll hit you while 
you’re on the move. Keep at the rope 
jumping, old son!”

“I’ll do that, Si. So long. I hope 
to get this money back to you pretty 
pronto.”

“Forget it. If you was to give it 
back to me too soon, it would break the 
old woman’s heart. She wouldn’t be 
able to say that she told me so. How’s 
Andy?”

“Wishing he could break away and 
get out among’the mountains with a 
burro and a hammer again.”

“Ah? You see what money does!” 
sighed Si. “It’s not having it but get­
ting it that’s the fun. If I had a million 
dollars, wouldn’t I lie awake nights 
wishing that I was back here at the forge 
shifting the hammer in my hand? I 
would! Being poor is a tolerable 
healthy thing, kid. Well, so long, if 
you got to go.”

“So long, Si.”
“Does Joe Hooker know that Larry 

Rawson is in town?”



"The devil!”
"He is, though, and talking pretty 

black about Joe.’’
"1’11 tell him.’’
"You better. Larry is a hard one. 

He says that Joe killed a cousin of his 
up in Montana last year.”

“Joe wasn't even in Montana last 
year.”

“You can’t tell Larry that. So long.”
“So long. I’ll pass the word along 

to Joe.”
He mounted his horse and cantered 

down the street, and Si Jenkins watched 
the dust trail hook out of sight around 
the next corner.

“What deviltry has he been up to 
now?” murmured Jenkins to himself.

CHAPTER IV.
GOSSIP.

| T was hardly a scant five minutes 
after this that Mrs. Tom Cuttie 

knocked at the back door of Mrs. Sim 
Burton with a cup in her hand.

Mrs. Burton presently opened the 
door.

“Have you half a cup of brown sugar. 
Mary?” said Mrs. Cuttie.

“Sure I have. Come in and rest 
yourself while I get it.”

Mrs. Cuttie sat on a stool by the 
stove, smiling politely, but her eye was 
filled with fire, and Mrs. Burton saw it. 
She brimmed the cup with moist brown 
sugar and brought it back.

“You’re makin’ one of those wonder­
ful coffee cakes that your Tom loves 
so," suggested Mrs. Burton.

"Hmph,” said Mrs. Cuttie. “Yes. I 
am. If men take a liking to a thing, 
they never get tired of it.”

“Now, that's a true thing!”
“Dogs or whisky or both, when they 

take to ’em. they never leave ’em!"
“That’s right,” nodded Mrs. Burton. 

She knew that her neighbor was work­
ing up to a bit of gossip which would 
be worth hearing, but she swallowed her 

impatience. When gossip is on foot, it 
is the height of tactlessness to ask a 
direct question; and one of the first 
rules which a thorough gossip masters 
is that everything of importance should 
be brought in as a sort of aside.

So it. was with the strategy of Mrs. 
Cuttie on this eventful day.

“Dogs is a terrible nuisance,” was all 
Mrs. Burton could think of to help on 
the fray.

“Ain’t they?” said Mrs. Cuttie. 
“That white devil that the Harkeys 
own, it took after my Tibby, a while 
ago.”

“The little villain!”
“If that white dog was found pois­

oned one of these here days, I hope that 
they don’t come to me askin’ questions, 
because I’d tell ’em the truth.”

“You got a mind of your own. Mi­
randa. What happened to your cat?”

“Tibby went—scat! Right over my 
back fence, but the ugly brute of a dog 
shot through a hole in the fence and 
was right after her again. He almost 
had her tail in his mouth when she 
reached Si Jenkins’ shop and ran up the 
side of it to the roof.”

"What an escape!” said Mrs. Burton, 
wondering what all of this could be 
leading toward.

“And such a mouser.” said Mrs. 
Cuttie.

“The very best!”
“I went right out to get poor Tibby. 

The little thing was nearly frightened 
to death; and while I was trying to coax 
it down to me from the roof, it heard 
the voice of a man in Si's shop, and 
that voice frightened it back. I was 
sorry. Because while I was there try­
ing to coax Tibby down, I couldn’t help 
overhearing some of Si Jenkins’ busi­
ness, with young Oliver Hardwick!”

At last it was coming! Mrs. Burton 
folded her arms and prepared to listen, 
but first she threw the door wide open, 
to show that all news was good news 
to her.



“I never thought much of Si Jen­
kins,” she declared, “with his prize­
fighting past! A very poor sort of 
a man to bring up children next door 
to!"

“Ain’t I thought of that many and 
many a time?” said Mrs. Cuttie. “Oh, 
well, but my Tom swears by the man— 
because why ? Because he tells nasty 
stories of his old prize-fighting days, 
and then my Tom comes home and tells 
them all over to me. ‘Jenkins was down 
in the first round—but in the second 
round, he pretended to be all in and 
waited for a chance, and when Carson 
come tearing at him, Si let him have it 
—zam-m!’ That’s the sort of talk my 
Tom brings home from the Jenkins 
house. Speaking personal, I never go 
to see Mrs. Jenkins more’n twice a 
month!”

“Nor me—not if I can help it. But 
that Hardwick—-he’ll come to no good 
end. He’s a horrid fighting boy—a reg­
ular brute. I’ll never forget the first 
day my poor dear little Charlie met 
him—that was eight years ago. Charlie 
come home with his poor little face 
covered with black and blue. The 
frightful Hardwick boy had knocked 
him down and kej>t right on knocking 
Charlie down until he was in such a 
condition that I wanted to have the little 
brute arrested, but the sheriff laughed 
in my face.”

“Well,” said Mrs. Cuttie darkly, “I 
don’t w’ish no trouble on nobody.”

“Nor me!” breathed Mrs. Burton, 
her mouth agape with eagerness.

“But I guess that young Red Hard­
wick has enough trouble to last him for 
a time!”

“I hope not!” gasped out Mrs. Bur­
ton.

“I kind of fear so!”
“Fighting will take young men into 

mighty bad trouble.”
“Fighting—and women!" breathed 

Mrs. Cuttie.
“Women!” gasped out Mrs. Burton.

“What else! could a young man want 
thousands of dollars for? I ask you!”

“That he couldn’t ask from Andy 
Connell that’s so rich and so foolish 
about that boy!”

“That’s what I said to myself. What 
could it be that Red Hardwick was 
afraid to tell Andy Connell about, and 
Andy fonder of him than most men are 
of their sons! What could it be? 
Thousands of dollars, Mary!”

“Oh dear, oh dear!” breathed Mrs. 
Burton. “How terrible! Thousands 
of dollars, Miranda?”

“He’s been borrowin’ all over the 
town, I guess,” said Mrs. Cuttie, shak­
ing her head sadly over such perversity.

“How can folks lend to such as him?”
“Rough men, hard men, fightin’ men 

themselves—just think of Si Jenkins 
tearin’ five hundred dollars from his 
wife and givin’ it to that young Hard­
wick ruffian !”

“Miranda Cuttie, you don’t mean it!”
“I’m tellin’ you the facts as I heard 

them with my own ears. /Xnd Heaven 
knows that I didn’t go there on purpose 
to hear! And Heaven knows that I 
wouldn't be here this minute, except 
that I know that what I tell you is like 
tellin’ it to myself. Not a word would 
ever go past you. Mary.”

“I hope not,” said Mrs. Burton, 
breathing hard. “I hope to tell that 
I'm enough lady to keep a secret! I 
wouldn’t do young Hardwick no harm.”

“Nor me! No matter what he’s been 
doin’ by way of philandering around.”

“Except that we got a sort of a public 
duty to the women and the young girls 
of Jackson Corners, Miranda.”

“Mary, I suppose we have.”
“Ain’t they got a right to be warned 

what sort of a snake this Red Hard­
wick is ?’’

“They have a right. There ain’t a 
shadow of a doubt of that. Though 
what any girl could see in that ugly 
boy----- ”

“He’s got the Connell fortune behind 



him. People say that Andy will be fool 
enough to leave most all of his millions 
to Red Hardwick.”

“Instead of founding a school like a 
man of sense 1”

“Or paving the town streets 1”
“Or makin’ a park for the folks of 

Jackson Corners.”
“Or doin’ something like a man of 

public spirit!”
“Well, you and me know what sort 

of a person Andy Connell was until he 
come on gold on his own farm—that he 
hadn’t had the sense to see for all those 
years.”

“Some say that ’Rica Connell is the 
one that was really behind the discover­
ing of that gold.”

“I’d not be a bit surprised!”
There was a pause, and they stared 

at each other wistfully. How great 
could the story be upon which they were 
to agree?

“Would you say for sure that it was 
a girl that he needed that money for?”

“I dunno. It ain’t likely that he’d be 
trusted that high for gambling debts, 
is it?”

“Certainly not. Except by a fool! 
Besides, he needs the money!”

“He has to borrow all over the 
county. That man-killer, Joe Hooker, 
up and gave him eight hundred dollars 
—most likely robbed from some one!”

“Eight hundred dollars!”
“And five hundred from Jenkins. 

Thaf’s thirteen hundred dollars that I 
know about. And heaven alone can tell 
where else he has gone for money.”

“How can men be such fools?”
“Birds of a feather----- ”
“Of course!’’
“I think we ought to call in Mrs. 

Chandler. She’s had more experience 
than we’ve had!”

“Call her in by all means! To think 
that your Tibby should have brought 
you to news like this 1”

“I hope it will be the finish of that 
ruffian, Red Hardwick!”

“I’ll do my part, Miranda.”
They pledged themselves like tried 

and true comrades. And then Mrs. 
Cuttie and Mrs. Burton started off. 
One went up the street and one went 
down the street. They paused at each 
house not more than twenty minutes, 
say, and then as they left, those whom 
they had called upon were seen to issue 
forth. Sometimes they carried the red 
brand of gossip. Sometimes they re­
mained behind and speculated upon the 
details of the crimes of Red Hardwick. 
So, by direct process of logical gossip, 
within the course of a single hour, the 
tale had received important variations, 
all as definitely known and as definitely 
proveable as the first tale of all.

And, by noon, a great heap of ob­
loquy was raised towering above the 
head of poor Red Hardwick, for it was 
now known and established by the busy 
brains of more than half the women of 
Jackson Corners, that he was a young 
reprobate who not only had been guilty 
with some innocent girl, but who also 
had run up great gambling debts. And 
there was an interesting variant that he 
had found himself so in debt that he 
had swelled his allowance from Andy 
Connell by committing theft and that 
now he had been forced to borrow on 
every side to cover his crime.

Red Hardwick had no thought of the 
trail of disaster which he left behind 
him. He was merely cantering, at that 
moment, blithely to the door of the Con­
nell house, and waving to Blackie the 
glad assurance that the money had been 
raised and that all was well!

CHAPTER V.
BLACKIE A GOOD SAMARITAN.

1 T was the end of June, when the last 
of twilight and the first of dawn are 

only a stride apart; so that though the 
sky was already filled with the rose of 
the morning, no one was up when Lewis 
Jason Connell stepped out of the house 



of his adopted father; only, from the 
farther side of the hill he could hear 
the unending mutter of engines at the 
mine. All the nearer side of the hill 
was ripped and torn away and a few 
ruined shacks and disintegrating piles 
of stone rubble showed where the mine 
had begun, but in the process of ten 
years the shafts had been sunk through 
the hill and out of the other side and 
then the vein had dipped down again 
toward the bowels of the earth. Lew 
Connell paused a moment outside the 
door to enjoy the brightness of the 
growing morning and to listen to that 
distant sound, like the roaring of a sea 
far off. No wonder that rough music 
contented him, for the money they were 
tearing from the earth was sure to find 
its way into his pockets, at least all that 
part of it which did not go to Red 
Hardwick’s share.

Then he hurried on to the corral, 
caught a handsome brown gelding from 
the group of fine saddle horses which 
were kept there, and rode hastily toward 
Jackson Corners. By sunup, the way 
was half spent, and Blackie, singing as 
he whirled along at full speed, saw the 
blinding brightness of the sun strike on 
a wretched figure by the road. It was 
a Mexican who had fallen far into bad 
fortune. He was young, indeed, but 
there was an old misery in his face—a 
sullen, lined, haggard face. One could 
see despair and sheer hunger in that 
face, and the eye which looked up to 
young Blackie Connell through a ragged 
black forelock was like the eye of a wild 
beast, filled with savage envy. He sat 
on a hump of earth by the road; there 
was not even a cigarette in his fingers.

And Connell drew up in a cloud of 
dust. He was immensely gratified, for 
some reason, by the shocking face of 
poverty which he saw in this poor crea­
ture. If fortune had not come to his 
aid, he himself might have gone through 
his life as a pauper, and therefore be­
coming a drifter, a criminal unless luck 

befriended him. For he could look far 
enough and honestly enough into his 
own nature to see the weaknesses of it. 
The Mexican did not so much as glance 
up at him; not a word came from his 
lips in answer to the cheerful: “Good 
morning!” of Blackie.

“Here,” said Blackie. “This will 
cheer you up!”

And like the king to the leper, he 
drew out no less than a twenty-dollar 
bill and tossed it fluttering toward the 
man. It fell unregarded in the dust be­
fore the feet of the man. No, not un­
regarded, for the man was turned to 
stone, and in his face there was an ex­
pression of utter astonishment almost 
as strong as terror itself.

Words would come, in another mo­
ment. But Blackie did not even wait 
for the dirty hand of the poor fellow 
to snatch at the money; he loosed his 
rein and rode on again at a swift gallop. 
After all, he could well spare that 
twenty dollars when he had in his 
pockets two thousand dollars which had 
been given to him without security, 
merely for the asking. If Red ever 
strove to close in on him for the repay­
ment of that money, he would find it a 
difficult collection!

So Blackie laughed to himself in the 
greatness of his spirits! He felt far 
less gratitude to Red than mere amuse­
ment over the folly of his foster brother. 
For who but the greatest fool in the 
world lends such a sum of money in 
cash without taking in turn for it a note 
of some sort? And now, such was his 
affluence, that he had been able to ride 
like a god into the life of another man, 
toss him with a careless gesture renewed 
hope in life, and then ride on once more 
without having felt the gift he had just 
made.

It had always been that way in his 
relations with Red. For, though young 
Hardwick had many an enemy, Blackie 
understood well enough that not one of 
those enmities was founded upon any­



thing of importance. There was no 
cardinal fault in Red. And when the 
crisis came he could always be depended 
upon for absolute honesty, loyalty, cour­
age, devotion. There was a reckless 
good nature in Red which made him 
risk his very neck for the sake of an­
other man he despised. And yet he 
rarely reaped any great reward for the 
good things he did. Chiefly, no doubt, 
because the good actions of Red were 
performed as a matter of course, off 
hand, without posing and preparations 
to make them seem grander. And, once 
done, he never referred to them after­
ward. With Blackie, this was a far 
different matter. And he felt that he 
could look upon this morning and say, 
honestly, that he had never before given 
away money to a stranger! Not once 
before in all his life!

That was the real basis of his happy 
mood on this morning. Not the mere 
fact that he had in his pocket enough 
to pay the exactions of Lew Bender, but 
because he felt that these recent events 
went to prove, again, the invincibility 
of his cleverness. Only now and again, 
during his life, there swept over him a 
certain feeling of dread and a gloomy 
foreknowledge that fate would, eventu­
ally give to Red the great reward for 
his goodness and crush him, Blackie 
Connell, for the real evil in his nature. 
But, like many another sinner, Blackie 
allowed none of these thoughts to grow 
too great in his mind. And this morn­
ing, in particular, he felt that he sat on 
the topmost peak of the world.

When he reached Jackson Corners, 
there was only a beginning of a stir of 
life; but the busy little village was al­
most silent. Only here and there smoke 
was rising from a chimney; it would 
still be an hour before the bulk of the 
housewives rose to their breakfast 
cookeries. And, in the meantime, the 
sun was already high and bright in the 
east!

At the hotel, he found the proprietor 

newly up, still unshaven, bleared of eye, 
and chewing with distasteful writhings 
of the mouth at a cigar butt of the eve­
ning before.

“Well?” he said to Blackie, speaking 
around the odorous butt.

“Show me the room of Mr. Bender,” 
said Blackie.

The proprietor led him up the com­
plaining stairway. “You know this here 
Bender, I guess?” said he.

“Yes,” said Blackie, and he added de­
fensively: “Why not?”

“Why not ?” said the proprietor, halt­
ing and squinting at his companion. 
“Well, sir, everybody’s business is his 
own business. I ain’t askin’ you for no 
free information, Connell. Only, I’d 
like to give you some.”

“Very well,” said Blackie coldly.
“You might step out and tell this here 

friend of yours—this here Bender, as 
you call him—you might tell him that 
we’re mighty simple people in Jackson 
Corners, and there’s a lot of things in 
life that we. don’t know nothin’ about. 
And particular you might say to him 
that there’s a whole pile of things that 
we don’t want to know about. Y’under- 
stand ? And one of ’em is: How to 
talk to a pack of cards so’s they answer 
back to your voice !”

He paused and glared more savagely 
at Blackie. Then he added: “I’m only 
making a suggestion. If this here 
bunkie of yours wants to live peaceable 
in Jackson Corners, maybe it’d be a 
good idea for him to know. Some of 
the boys are sort of curious already. 
They even been talking about asking 
him what he says to the cards!”

He said this with a very significant 
sneer, and then guided his guest on 
down the hall to a door on which he 
knocked and then retreated. It was not 
until Connell had repeated that knock 
twice that he received a weak, groaning 
answer.

“Open the door.” said Blackie, trying 
the knob with a rude rattling. “It’s II”



"Oh,” muttered the other, and pres­
ently the bed springs creaked, and then 
the floor quivered under his step. He 
opened the door with a jerk and waved 
Connell in.

“This is about the time that you start 
stirring around, I suppose? This is the 
average beginning of a day for you, 
Connell ?”

“I’ve got the money,'’ said Blackie.
“What money ?”
“I guess you’ve forgotten about it. 

eh ?”
“Oh,” murmured the other, as the 

light poured in upon his brain at last. 
“You got the stuff!”

He ran back to the bed and sat up 
against the pillows. Then, with nervous 
fingers, he reached for a cigarette, 
lighted it, and began to smoke with a 
jerky rapidity, blowing forth the clouds 
in strong puffs.

“All right, all right!” he snapped out. 
“Lemme have it, will you? Are you 
paying a visit, or money? But you’re a 
good kid, Connell,” he went on more 
smoothly, changing his expression. 
“You ran into a lot of bad luck. The 
ponies ran like a lot of fools when you 
started playing them. The next time, 
better luck. And believe me. kid, I can 
show you the way to the better luck!”

“I have the cash here,” said Blackie, 
too disgusted to prolong the conversa­
tion, and he handed from his wallet a 
great mass of compacted bills.

“All in chicken feed !’’’ snarled out the 
tout. “What in the devil’s the idea? 
All chicken feed!”

He began to count the money with a 
lightning rapidity, simply letting the 
bills drift through his fingers, so it 
seemed. Presently he swept the crum­
pled heap together and glared at 
Blackie.

“Only seventeen hundred!” he 
snapped out.

“That’s it,” nodded Blackie. “I 
couldn’t raise a penny more for you. 
That's your ticket out and your ticket 

back, and your fifteen hundred with a 
little left over.”

“What about my time?” snarled out 
the gambler. “Ain’t that anything? 
Am I a fifteen-a-week bum? Do I 
count for nothing? No, kid, I’m letting 
you off easy as it is. Go back and col­
lect the other three hundred. You’re 
an active boy, and you got a lot of hours 
before noon. I want that three hundred 
back here then!”

Blackie made a wry face and drew 
out his wallet with a sigh. “All right,” 
said he. “It’s robbery, but you’ve had 
me under your thumb! Well, here’s 
the other three hundred.”

The tout grinned broadly as he 
counted it. “Trying to. pull one on 
me?" he suggested. “But I ain’t a boob, 
kid. Not yet!”

“Another thing,” said Blackie dryly, 
“and I’m giving this free. The boys 
are on to you already. You’ve been 
showing your hand too much, and if 
you want to keep good health, Bender. 
I advise you to drift along to new dig­
gings."

“Who filled you full of this line of 
chatter ?” barked out the other, scowling.

“The proprietor. He’s rather hard 
boiled. Bender. And so are some of 
the others in the town. They don’t like 
the way you make the cards talk.”

“A lot of tinhorn sports !” snarled out 
Bender. “I didn’t touch them for more 
than a hundred and fifty, last night!”

“No? .That means a good deal in 
this part of the world. But it isn’t 
what you do; it’s the way you do it 
that counts out here. Take my advice 
and blow, Bender!”

The other shrugged the bedding 
higher around his narrow chest. “I 
dunno,” said he. “This ain’t so bad. I 
figger this town is luck, for me. Here 
I am two thousand in, besides the 
chicken feed that I picked up from the 
boys last night. And maybe I’ll be able 
to pick up some more stuff—here and 
there—here and there !”



He added: “But if they try rough 
stuff, I'm the kid that eats it! I know 
their gun play. I ain’t so slow with a 
gat myself. And where they keep bean 
shooters, I keep a hose!”

He pulled out a shining automatic. 
“It sprays lead!” grinned Bender.

“I don’t see what you gain by staying 
on here,” said Blackie with a sudden 
touch of anxiety.

“You don’t?” chuckled Bender. 
“When I find a goose that lays golden 
eggs, am I going to turn loose from it 
so quick you’d think that my hands were 
burned? Not me!”

A dull flush ran over the face of 
Blackie. “You’ll stay here to dig gold 
in me?” he asked.

“Don’t be so rough, kid!”
“What have you over me?”
“Oh, I dunno. I might try talking 

to old man Connell, you know, and tell­
ing him a few yarns about what you do 
with your allowance. I’m not saying 
that I would, you know. But in a pinch, 
if I needed a hand-out and you were a 
little tight—I might try a line like that 
on Connell, kid. What would you say?”

CHAPTER VI.
THE MEXICAN RENEGADE PLOTS.

’T'HERE was, indeed, nothing for 
1 Blackie to say. and he remained 

quiet, staring at Bender.
A shiver ran through the smaller 

man.
“Don’t look at me that way, kid,” 

said - the gambler. “It gives me the 
willies. I ain’t a snake. I’m just sens­
ible. Put yourself in my place, and 
what would you do? I ain’t gunna 
bleed you white. But only in case that 
I’m down and out—a man likes to know 
where he can put his hand on a— 
friend!” He brought out the last word 
with another grin.

“You mean blackmail—as long as you 
can work it on me,” said Blackie. “But, 
as a matter of fact, I think it’s all a 

bluff. I think you wouldn’t have the 
courage to face Andy Connell with your 
yarn.”

Bender shrugged his shoulders se­
curely. “Maybe you’re right,” said he. 
“But if you lay on that, you’re betting 
long odds. Well, I ain’t holding you up 
to-day, anyway. Run along and have 
a good time. Only, don’t suggest that I 
leave Jackson Corners too quick ! I like 
this place. Sleepy looking, but a lot stir­
ring behind the face of things! Eh?”

Blackie went slowly from the room, 
and in the dining room of the hotel he 
ate his breakfast in dark and silent 
thoughtfulness. Now that he reviewed 
the whole matter he felt that he should 
have known in the first place what was 
coming. The ease with which the tout 
had bled his victim would keep The Rat 
on that trail until-----

Well, what would end it? After all. 
the story Bender could tell was not such 
a damning enormity. But if it were 
told to Connell, with that man’s strange 
semireligious obsessions and unreason­
able prejudices against gambling, par­
ticularly gambling for young men, 
Blackie had few doubts of the result. 
It might be many years before Connell 
died, and during all of that time, The 
Rat would be a constant menace to the 
life, liberty, and happiness, so to speak, 
of Lewis Jason Connell.

Finally he got up and took his horse 
from the hitching rack in front of the 
hotel and passed on down the street, 
but all the joyous sense of superiority 
was gone from him. And he was still 
letting the horse blunder along, head 
down, on a loose rein, when a thrilling, 
cheerful voice hailed him suddenly.

He looked up and saw before him 
none other than the ragged Mexican to 
whom he had given alms. But how 
changed was the man! Indeed, his face 
was hardly recognizable. Half of the 
seams had disappeared. His head was 
carried high. The hungry look was 
gone, and the despair was gone, also. 



His step was light, and the only sign 
that he was famished was the tightness 
of the belt that ate into his lean middle, 
drawn to the last hole. But the dust 
had been brushed from his clothes. His 
ragged forelock had been brushed back, 
and now as he waved his hat and hailed 
his benefactor, he could have stood for 
a picture of a man crying: “Gold!” or 
“The Promised Land!” All that was 
happy was in his face.

“Senor, senor!” cried he to young 
Lewis Connell. “It is the blessing of 
God that I have been permitted to see 
your face again so that I may give you 
my thanks.”

“It isn’t a matter for many thanks,” 
said Blackie mildly.

“To you, no,” said the Mexican. 
“But to me, it is salvation! Consider, 
senor, that an hour ago the world for 
me was filled with cruel devils, not with 
men. That there was nothing left for 
me except to kill or to die like a starved 
dog. And now. senor, God has sent you 
to me to save me. He sent you to me 
like a part of the bright morning. God 
bless you forever!”

Blackie shook his head with a melan­
choly smile, and the expression of the 
Mexican changed to one of the most 
tender sympathy.

“Ah,” said he, “your own happiness 
is gone. You have given it away to me 
with this money. Did you give me too 
much? Then take it back!”

He held out the bill, continuing: “It 
is not the money which saves me. but 
the kind heart behind the money, my 
benefactor!”

“Keep it. keep it!” said Blackie 
hastily, ashamed of the impulse which 
had made him make a half gesture 
toward receiving back the alms. “I am 
happy enough. Good morning, my 
friend.”

He would have ridden on. but the 
Mexican stood in the trail and barred 
the way with his arms eagerly stretched 
out to the side.

“I am your servant, senor. When 
my master is in trouble, what is my 
happiness except to serve him? And 
there is trouble in your face, senor.”

Blackie scowled gloomily down upon 
him. “What is your name?” he asked.

“I am Jose Ridal.”
“Jose Ridal, have you had an enemy?” 
“Ah.” said Jose. “Do you see me 

now in rags, without even a horse to 
ride, with an empty pocket, with a 
starved belly? Yes, senor, I have had 
an enemy! I have had an enemy!”

The concentrated malice of a great 
hate darkened his eyes. “I, too,” said 
Blackie, “have an enemy.”

The Mexican’s smile flashed eagerly.
“See. senor,” cried he, “how God in­

tended us for one another? You to 
save my life from despair and my own 
hands. I to find the enemy of my 
master and put my heel on the head of 
the snake! Is it not true?”

The malice in the heart of Blackie 
swelled in a hot wave into his very 
throat; and now he was looking greedily 
into the soul of the man before him. It 
was very true. The lean cut of that 
fighting jaw. the keen black eyes, the 
hawk nose, the light, athletic body, the 
long, nervous hands—all were the de­
tails which go to the making of a man 
of action. Here was one who would 
kill to-day and forget his killing on the 
morrow. Here was a man untroubled 
by a conscience! And, suddenly, it 
seemed to Blackie that the overruling 
fates which controlled his life had in­
deed offered this man into his hand as 
a weapon to be used in this crisis. And 
why should not the thing be done? 
Was it not safe?

Certainly, if the thing were attempted 
and the Mexican were caught before or 
after the act, he would never open his 
lips to speak against his benefactor of 
that morning.

“If it is a man,” Jose Ridal was say­
ing, “only tell me his name. Do not 
tell me any more.”



And, as he spoke, he slipped his hand 
into his belt. There was a knife there; 
Blackie did not need to see the weapon 
with his eye. The suggestion was too 
strong.

“I shall tell you his name,” said he, 
“but not because I want you to rid the 
world of the devil. He is Lew Bender, 
in Jackson Corners. If you find there 
a single human being who has a good 
word to speak for him----- ”

“He will be speaking about the dead 
before the night comes on this day,” 
declared the Mexican gravely. “Senor 
Bender is dead, and you. Senor----- ”

“I am Lewis Connell.”
“Senor Connell, think of this man no 

more. I have an assurance from 
heaven. It is not a sin to do this thing. 
It is intended; it is a necessary thing. 
And it is done! Adios, my master.”

“Adios, Jose.”
The Mexican whirled and passed him 

almost on the run, as he strode lightly 
off toward Jackson Corners, now lifting 
its roofs above the depression in which 
it stood.

Who would ever have selected that 
gay figure as that of a murderer? But 
Blackie already could see the knife 
strike home. He shuddered a little; 
but then he shrugged back his shoulders. 
At the most, how could he be con­
demned for this thing? Even if the 
Mexican were caught and testified 
against him, what was the word of a 
Mexican renegade compared to that of 
the adopted son of rich Andy Connell?

But his spirits revived, now. As 
quickly as he had fallen into black de­
pression, his heart now rose, and he let 
his horse break into a free canter, 
swinging him down the road toward the 
old Connell house. From the distance 
he could see everything that was hap­
pening. .Andy Connell was behind the 
house swinging the ax to cut up wood 
for the stove. It was a duty which he 
frequently had refused to turn over to 
either of the young men.

In the corral by the barn there was 
the inevitable Joe Hooker, who seemed 
to live and breathe only for the sake of 
being with Red Hardwick. Joe was 
now sitting on a fence and whittling 
wood while he watched Red work on 
Spitfire. And. certainly, Red had made 
great progress. He was seated on the 
back of the mare—without bridle or 
saddle to help him—merely perched 
aloft on her bare back, securing her only 
with a twist of light rope around her 
neck and nose. He was soothing her 
with his hand and doubtless with his 
voice. So much Blackie could make 
out from the distance. Then, as he 
drew nearer, he saw the mare grow 
restless, saw her take a few dancing 
steps—then a flick into the air and Red 
rose in a high arch, tumbled head over 
heels in mid-air, and landed heavily on 
the corral, while Spitfire flaunted her 
heels high and fled to the far side of the 
corral.

“She’s killed him!” muttered Blackie, 
half in horror and half hopefully.

But here Red arose and went stagger­
ing back toward the mare.

“He’ll cut her to bits with the black­
snake, I suppose,” said Blackie.

But no, with extended hand Red went 
slowly toward the mare. Now he had 
cornered her again. Now he stood at 
her head soothing her. As if she had 
done a good act and needed a reward! 
Blackie shook his head.

He could not understand. No, he did 
not even want to try to understand such 
insane folly! S<0 he pushed the gelding 
ahead. In the door of the shack stood 
Mrs. Connell, the one congenial spirit 
that he found in his home, because they 
understood one another and need not 
play parts when they were alone to­
gether.

He came up to the house whistling. 
And Frederica Connell met him with a 
grin at the door.

“What deviltry have you been up to 
now?” she asked.



“Deviltry?” said Blackie, making his 
face smoothly 'bland.

“Because,” said she, “I’ve never 
known anything else to make you sing.”

CHAPTER VII.
SHERIFF GUERNSEY TALKS.

HE sun of that day gathered 
strength as it rose in the sky. Al­

ready by nine in the morning the 
temperature was eighty in the shade; it 
was eighty-five at ten, at eleven o’clock 
it was past ninety, and by half-past 
eleven, it was verging toward a hundred. 
It was a dull, still day. Where the 
horse of Joe Hooker trotted down the 
street with sweat starting from every 
pore of its body, the dust rose from 
each step and hung in the air in separate 
little clouds, slowly dissolving; and 
when Joe stopped his horse in front of 
the hotel the dust cloud gathered thick 
around him and turned the hot. wet 
horse to a sudden gray.

Hirst he gave the animal two mouth­
fuls of water. Then he tethered it at 
the corner of the hitching rack, under 
the canopy of the shed which gave 
shelter from rain in winter and sun in 
summer. At this angle, whatever 
breeze arose .would blow upon his 
mount. Then he climbed the steps of 
the veranda and picked out a chair in 
the line of idlers. He loosed the ban­
danna around his neck. He blew his 
own breath inside the enormous neck­
band of his shirt to cool his baked body. 
Then he had recourse to the usual ciga­
rette.

“Where you been. Joe?” asked a 
neighbor.

“Out to the Connell place.”
“What they doing?”
“In the mine?”
“Sure.”
“I dunno. I was with Red. The 

mine don’t bother him none. He’s rid­
ing a new hoss.”

“Is he good in the saddle?”

“He ain’t bad. He can learn.”
“They say that he works out with 

you, using a Colt, every day. Going to 
make a fighter out of him?”

“Them that know how to handle a 
gun,” said Joe Hooker, “is the ones that 
don’t have no fights. Because they 
know that a gun pulling means a kill­
ing.”

“That's news to me.”
“Is it? Look over the list of killings 

that you hear about. Some fool gets 
drunk and starts waving his arms. Then 
he’s shot or he shoots somebody else. 
But mostly it's the young kids and the 
tenderfeet. They ain’t had their guns 
very long. They manage to hit a target 
a couple of times. Then they feel that 
the best way to talk is to talk with a gat. 
That’s the trouble with 'em ! They have 
their guns out instead of talking. And 
bullets make a sort of a sad conversa­
tion.”

“They do, at that. But somehow, Joe, 
I wouldn’t pick you for a plumb peace­
able man!”

There was a little murmur of laughter 
at this, and a young Mexican who was 
sitting on the farther side of Hooker, 
turned a bright, inquisitive eye toward 
Hooker—a ragged man, with a lined 
face from which recent privations were 
disappearing only very gradually. But 
he had a cigarette between his fingers, 
and his eyes were still half sleepy from 
a recent meal of unusual size. Now he 
studied Hooker attentively, and glanced 
down toward the butt of the gun which 
peered from above the edge of the 
holster at the cow-puncher’s hip.

There had been a little chuckle of 
agreement from the bystanders at the 
last remark, and now Hooker regarded 
them all with a slow, sad eye.

“When L was a kid,” he explained. 
“I used to love trouble. And the name 
still stays by me. There ain’t nobody 
that don’t think that I love a gun and a 
gun play. And that’s why I pack a gat. 
Some day I’m gunna take a ship and go 



off to some island where there ain’t such 
a thing as a gun known, and there I’m 
gunna settle down real peaceable, some 
day!”

Another murmur greeted this an­
nouncement, and there was a sigh of 
answer from Joe, as though he realized 
that it would be impossible to convince 
these people and therefore gave up the 
argument on the spot.

Here, however, a dust cloud appeared 
down the street and swept rapidly 
toward them.

“Who’s fool enough,” said one, “to 
ride a hoss like that in this sort of 
weather? Some fool kid, I guess.”

“Or Sid Guernsey,” suggested 
Hooker. “He’s always in a hurry, dog­
gone me if he ain’t!”

The dust cloud dissolved as the 
stranger drew nearer. Then it was seen 
that it was indeed the sheriff, and many 
heads nodded and many eyes turned 
toward Joe in approbation of his insight.

The sheriff jumped off his horse and 
threw the reins. The poor creature was 
black with running sweat which washed 
away the dust as fast as it settled; it 
was trembling with excitement and 
weariness, and its flanks were stippled 
with red' where the spurs of the sheriff 
had urged it along.

He was a little man. was Sheriff Sid 
Guernsey. He was about thirty, but a 
hard, active life full of burdens made 
him seem at least ten years older.

“Make Sid sheriff,” had been the cry- 
two years before. “He'll act like the 
county was a bank and he was the 
president of it.”

So they had made him sheriff, and 
he had lived up to every prediction. 
Nothing was too small for the attention 
of the sheriff. He not only apprehended 
criminals after their crimes, but he ex­
erted himself chiefly toward preventing 
the crimes themselves. He was like the 
father of a family, and went around 
lecturing those who were in the process 
of becoming dangers to society. He be­

came a sort of paternal tyrant, and the 
things he did could never have been 
upheld in a court of law. However, 
they were upheld in that county, which 
wanted peace at any price. They knew 
that the sheriff was honest; they only 
hoped he did not worry himself to death 
before he brought the whole society to 
a peaceful condition.

In the meantime, he brushed from his 
trousers the dust which had settled as a 
thick powder in the wrinkles as he rode. 
He turned his bandanna around so that 
the flap hung down between his shoulder 
blades, where his shirt was black with 
his own perspiration. Then he ran up 
the steps of the veranda and stood there 
for a moment, turning his head with 
quick little birdlike motions as he 
scanned face after face, nodding his si­
lent answers to their greetings.

“You,” said he, suddenly cocking and 
leveling a forefinger like a revolver at 
the sleek, sporty form of Lew Bender, 
“you, stranger, wear the name of Lew 
Bender, I hear?”

“I ain’t had the pleasure of meeting 
you,” declared Lew Bender.

“You’re lucky.” said the sheriff in 
his dry, snapping voice. “I’m the sort 
that gents hate to meet, and I hate to 
meet gents. And I hope that I don’t 
have to meet you, Bender. I’m sheriff 
Sid Guernsey, if you're curious.”

“Hello, sheriff,” said Bender, chang­
ing color a little, but then, shrugging 
his shoulders, he added: “You got 
nothing on me, old-timer.”

“I got nothing on you,” declared the 
sheriff, “and I don’t hope to have noth­
ing on you. I hate trouble! Only, I 
been hearing that you get pretty friendly 
with the cards. Y’understand me? 
They say that you got a sort of an in­
stinct for the cards. They talk to you 
—and you talk to them! Well, son, we 
hate that kind of language worse’n cuss­
ing in these parts. We like just one 
kind of talk. You remember that, and 
don’t start forgetting it. That’s all!”



He turned his back on Bender and 
walked with his quick, jerky step to tall 
Joe Hooker and stood right over him, 
with forefinger cocked and pointed 
again, like a gun.

‘■Joe, I hear that Larry Rawson is in 
town!”

“Maybe you do, and maybe he is,” 
said Joe Hooker, yawning. “But I ain’t 
seen him.”

“You don’t have to tell me that.” said 
the sheriff. “If you’d met up with 
him, I’d of heard the guns talking about 
it. Now, look here, Joe, I’ve got this 
to say: If you meet up with Larry and 
there’s a fight, I ain't gunna listen to no 
talk about self-defense. I’m gunna take 
you to the lockup and put you in. And 
I’m gunna see that you get a trial be­
fore twelve gents that ain’t your 
friends. I’m gunna see that you’re 
tried for murder, Joe!”

“You talk,” said Joe, “as though I 
was sure to fight with this fellow and 
as if I was sure to kill him if we did 
fight."

“That’s \yhat’ll happen. Rawson is 
here after you, and you know it.”

“If Rawson’s in danger, then go tell 
him. I ain’t hunting for him.”

“I've told him. But Rawson's a hard­
headed fool. He’s too young to know 
any better, and you ain’t. Joe, I want 
you to up and leave Jackson Corners 
for a few days.”

Joe Hooker growled deep in his 
throat. “I’m to side-step this here 
Rawson, am I?” said he. “Sheriff, 
you’re all right, and I’m for you. But 
you can’t go too far with me! If you 
got something on me. put me in jail. 
If you ain’t got nothing on me, keep 
your hands and your talk to yourself! 
I don't want to hear it!”

The sheriff turned purple with anger. 
He shook from head to foot with the 
pure excess of emotion.

“All right,” said he. “You got the 
right to stay here in town. But if you 
meet up with Rawson----- ”

“Ain't he a growed-up man? Ain't 
he got sense? Can't he handle a gun 
as good as the next man?’’

“He’s all those things, but he ain’t 
sure death and poison with a gun the 
way you are, Joe, and you know it. And 
if you kill Rawson, I’ll make Jackson 
Corners the hottest place for you that 
you’ll ever meet up with till you go to 
the devil. Y’understand me?”

But Joe Hooker’s temper had been 
growing every moment, and now his 
face was livid; yet the voice with which 
he answered had grown very soft.

“You’ve said your little piece,” he de­
clared. “Now just step out and set 
down and rest yourself. I’m tired of 
listening to foolishness. I don’t need 
no lessons in manners!”

For a moment the sheriff still stood 
over him, his face working, but then he 
decided that words would, indeed, be 
wasted in this place. He turned upon 
his heel and walked straight into the 
hotel, leaving a thick blanket of silence 
behind him. Even the wiping of per­
spiration from dripping faces was done 
with furtive movements; and the men 
looked at one another askance, like 
pupils in a schoolroom after the teacher 
has spoken words of stern reproof.

The first to stir was Lew Bender, 
who rose from his chair muttering: 
“Aw, the devil—what a guy!”

He received no response, however, 
and so he strolled off the veranda and 
into the scattering shade of the pine 
trees near by—and almost at once, the 
young Mexican rose also, snapped his 
cigarette out into the dust of the street, 
and went leisurely in the same direction 
that Bender had taken among the trees.

When he was well out of sight of 
the hotel, however, and deep among the 
trees, Jose Ridal stepped behind a sap­
ling and snatched out a revolver. He 
looked to it carefully, swiftly, seemed 
to make sure tlf&t all was well with its 
working parts, and then put it away in 
his clothes again.



Presently he started on, and after a 
moment he came in sight of Lew Ben­
der. who was walking slowly among the 
trees, pausing now and again to kick a 
pebble out of his path. Evidently all 
was not well with Lew Bender. And 
he needed something on which he could 
vent his emotion.

At that thought, the Mexican smiled 
with a mirthless enjoyment of the thing 
before him. Here he saw the gambler 
lean over to pick something from the 
ground, and as he did so. his clothes 
being drawn taut, Jose Ridal saw the 
outline of a gun stamped clearly in the 
back trouser pocket of Bender.

At this, he smiled and nodded again, 
and then hurried after the other until 
Bender turned at the sound of the ap­
proaching footfalls.

“Well ?” said Bender.
“I have a message for you, amigo 

mio." said Jose Ridal, “and here I have 
found you alone—which is the best 
place to know what I have to sav!”

('llAPTER VIII.
THE GUN FIGHTS.

| N the meantime, on the veranda of 
the hotel, the silence which the sheriff 

left behind him continued for a time 
uninterrupted, flowing like a dismal 
river through the minds of the men. 
They glanced at one another and they 
turned their eyes at last to Joe Hooker. 
At length it was decided by one of the 
older men that the talk should be turned 
on something else.

He got up and took a chair nearer to 
Joe-

“The sheriff is going too darn far!” 
broke out Joe hotly, mistaking the 
meaning of this approach.

At this, his companion nodded with­
out enthusiasm and let his eyes follow 
a spinning whirlpool of dust which was 
walking down the -jitreet, though no 
breath of wind was felt along the hot 
veranda. Everv instant that heat was 

increasing. From the white painted 
houses across the. street a terrible re­
flection beat against their eyes, searing 
them with brilliancy and with intense 
violence. And still the wind did not 
come; and still faces grew redder, and 
breathing more labored. Above the 
roofs of the houses waving lines of heat 
were springing up continually and dis­
solving into the flaring blue-white of 
the horizon sky.

“The darn flies!’’ groaned Joe’s re­
cent companion, slapping at his ankles. 
“They get teeth like bulldogs in days 
like this. Darned if they ain’t a hungry 
lot and a brave lot! What’s this news 
that I hear about your friend, Red 
Hardwick ?"

“Bad news, is it ?” asked Joe gloom­
ily. “Nobody ever asks to hear any 
news about the good things that happen 
to you or to your friends. Well, what’s 
up?”

The other lowered his voice. "It’s 
the yarn that they’re passing around 
town.”

“What yarn?”
“About the trouble that he got into.” 
“I don’t know about no trouble.” 
The other smiled wisely. “Sure, 

you’d keep mum. But it’s too bad. ain't 
it?”

"What’s too bad? Don’t talk so mys­
terious.”

“Why, about the girl that----- ”
“Red and a girl?”
“I dunno except what everybody says 

—and about how he went around bor­
rowing money from everybody to get 
out of his scrape. He got to you for 
about a thousand, somebody was telling 
me, or was it two thousand, Joe?”

Joe Hooker snorted- with rage.
“It was not,” said he. “I never said 

that he borrowed, a cent from me ! The 
other yarn about him is a lie, too. I 
know Red, and I know what goes on 
inside of his head. He ain’t that kind, 
and you can put up your money on it! 
And,” continued Joe with violence, 



"some of these birds that are talking 
about him will run into a pack of trouble 
if Red comes to the lee side of what 
they’re saying!”

The other grew blankly silent. "I’m 
only telling you what I hear----- ” he
began.

"Some folks,’’ said Joe bitterly, "have 
got the sort of ears that pick up rotten 
bad news. They’re like buzzards. They 
live on dead things, and they watch the 
dying things.”

A voice spoke up suddenly from the 
far end of the veranda—a voice half 
subdued but with a startled note in it 
that reached every ear:

“Rawson, by the heavens!”
And Larry Rawson himself came 

swinging slowly up the street, a tall, 
handsome young fellow, verv brown of 
face, very cheerful of eye. He came 
straight toward the hotel, and at his 
coming, men suddenly began to rise 
from either side of Joe Hooker and 
move away. Some crowded back 
through the door of the hotel and hung 
there in a dense crowd to watch. And 
some side-stepped to the very ends of 
the veranda. They formed in three 
groups, and thereby they forced the 
issue that might never have come to a 
show-down.

For Larry Rawson, advancing up the 
steps of the veranda, saw all the people 
cleared away from the center of the 
porch, and all eyes were pressing upon 
him. Something was expected of him. 
That was plain. And in the very center 
of the stage, spilled loosely back in a 
chair with his shoulders tilted against 
the wall of the building, he saw the 
other main actor besides himself—Joe 
Hooker 1

Something was expected of Larry, 
and he saw instantly what he would 
have to do if he wished to call himself 
a man thereafter in the West. But, in 
that moment, he cursed the “redeye” 
and the looseness of tongue which had 
made him repeat, with bitterness, cer­

tain dark things that had been rumored 
about the tall gun fighter in the last 
letters he had from his relations in 
Montana.

Yet. however much he might doubt 
the outcome of this engagement, he did 
not for an instant hesitate. His course 
was clear before him; he had a thing to 
do, and he knew just what that thing 
must be. So he went straight to tall 
Joe Hooker and stood above him, with 
an unsmiling face.

"You're Hooker.” he said.
"I’m Joe Hooker," admitted the cow­

puncher.
“D'you know me?”
“I guess I know you. You’re Larry 

Rawson.”
And then Joe made the greatest step, 

perhaps, that he had ever made in his 
life toward solving a difficult situation 
without the use of violence. He said :

"Set down. Rawson, and tell me how 
things are with you. Set down and 
have a smoke.” And he held out the 
makings.

Xow, for a vital instant, Larry Raw- 
son hesitated. He wanted with all his 
heart to accept that smoke and sit down 
with Joe Hooker and tell him, frankly, 
all that he had heard, and let Hooker 
defend himself from the imputation if 
he could. But the battery of many eyes 
of strangers was upon him. And, no 
matter how he yearned to do as he was 
bidden, he forced himself to shake his 
head.

“I'd like to do it, Joe,” he admitted. 
"But before I can do that, I got to have 
a little talk with you about some things 
that I've heard.”

Joe Hooker tucked the makings back 
into his vest pocket. "All right,” said 
he. “Lemme hear what you got to say, 
Rawson.”

“You was up in Montana last year?”
Joe Hooker pushed back his hat and 

scratched his head.
“I dunno that I was,” said he. “Well, 

I was up through Idaho—no. I guess 



that I didn’t get across the border into 
Montana. Why?”

Rawson had turned a dark red.
“You never seen the town of Somer­

set in Montana?” he asked sharply.
“No,” drawled out Joe Hooker, still 

in thought. “I never seen the town of 
Somerset.”

Rawson laughed harshly. “And you 
was never seen there by any of the boys, 
I guess?” he added.

Hooker shrugged his shoulders. “I 
dunno what anybody seen—or thought 
that they seen.”

“Maybe it was your ghost,” suggested 
Rawson with an increasing bitterness.

Hooker said not a word.
“Because,” said Rawson, “it’s sort of 

queer. I’ll tell you what happened. My 
cousin, Dan Rawson, the finest kid and 
the squarest shooter that ever throwed 
a leg over the back of a Loss—he was 
in his shack in Somerset cookin’ his 
supper. The neighbors seen him 
through the window, walkin’ back and 
forth. And then they seen somebody 
go up to the front door and walk into 
the cabin. And after a minute, they 
heard a gun go off—not two guns, but 
just one gun!"

“Ah?" murmured Hooker.
“You don’t remember nothing?”
“I'm hearing you talk, Rawson, I’m 

not remembering nothing, or I’d do 
some talking myself.” This with some 
asperity.

Larry Rawson moistened his dry, 
trembling lips and went on: “Then a 
gent was seen running out of the house 
and down the street—and some of the 
boys that seen him run, they said that 
he had the look of you, Joe Hooker!”

The tremor of his lips had become a 
tremor of his entire body. Then he 
added with a strained, deep voice of 
pain : “When they come into the house, 
and when they looked for poor Dan, 
where did they see him? Over by the 
sink, on his face, with a bullet through 
his back—he'd been shot in the back!”

“Wait a minute,” said Joe Hooker. 
“What time of day was it?”

“It was the evening; Dan was cook­
ing his supper, just the way that I been 
telling you!”

“It was sort of dark, was it?”
“I dunno.”
“Was the lamps lighted?”
“Yes, they was. It was by the lamp­

light that they seen Dan walking around 
in his kitchen.”

“Look here, old son, if it was near 
dark, how’d it happen that the boys 
was able to recognize me as I was run­
ning down the street—according to what 
you say?”

It was a puzziler for Larry Rawson. 
And, though his mind had been more 
than half made up during the recital of 
the tragedy, he found himself fumbling, 
now, and unable to make any answer.

“Only,” he said, “you ain’t a man 
that looks like other men. Hooker. You 
ain’t the same kind. It ain’t likely that 
folks would mistake you for another. 
Sam Hewitt, he passed right by on the 
street, and he said----- ”

And, at this instant, at the very mo­
ment when an amicable agreement 
seemed about to take place, fate inter­
vened cruelly. From the grove of pine 
trees which circled the Jackson Corners 
hotel on the one side, two revolver shots 
barked across the heavy air of the mid­
day, two shots chiming almost as one. 
Then on the heels of that noise came a 
scream of agony, of fear, that was cut 
aw^iy and died suddenly in the midst of 
the cry, as though a hand had been 
clapped across the lips of the tortured 
man. And no one who heard, it needed 
to be told that the hand was the hand 
of death!

And the shots and the cry made Joe 
Hooker bound to his feet—made Larry 
Rawson start back with a cry: “Hooker, 
you’re a murderer!”

“You lie!”
“And here’s paying you back in full!” 
Larrv Rawson was no novice. His 



gun came into his hand as a lightning 
flash comes into a storm-darkened sky; 
and yet, before he could press the trig­
ger, the gun of tall Joe Hooker had 
spoken.

Rawson, shot through the body, 
slumped heavily upon his side to the 
floor of the veranda. He raised the 
gun for a final effort, but Joe Hooker 
kicked it from the half-numbed fingers. 
Then he leaped for the street and his 
horse at the same instant that the shrill, 
sharp voice of the sheriff within the 
hotel began to scream: “Stand back— 
let me out—there's some devil’s work 
going on!”

Joe Hooker was in his saddle by that 
time and flying down the street as the 
sheriff burst through the tangled crowd 
in the doorway of the hotel. He saw 
the fugitive disappearing in a mist of 
dust down the white street; he saw the 
wounded man and leaped to him.

“How are you, Rawson he snarled.
“It was a fair fight.’’ gasped out Raw- 

son. “He beat me fair. I made—the 
first move----- Lord !”

His eyes closed, and then he lay still.
The sheriff did not wait to make sure 

that his man was dead. He turned with 
a scream of rage and grief on the others.

“You murderin’ cowards !” he shouted 
at them. “But I’ll have Joe Hooker 
for this. You hear me swear it—and I 
never leave his trail until I've got him 1 
Never 1”

CHAPTER IX.
RAWSON HAS HIS WAY.

O one could be blamed, at such a 
moment, with such a gun fight 

under their eyes, for failing to give heed 
to another tragedy not a hundred yards 
away where, among the little second- 
growth pines which the hotel owner 
hoped; on a day, would supply him with 
firewood, lay Lew Bender on his face 
with his arms cast out before him, each 
hand loosely filled with pine needles as 
he had gripped at the earth in his brief 

death agony. No one thought of Lew 
Bender then; and it was only afterward 
that Mrs. Tom Cuttie could remember 
how she had seen the form of the Mex­
ican as he skulked out of the wood at 
the rear of the hotel.

He went quickly toward the corrals 
behind the building and, while half a 
dozen other men worked there, saddling 
their horses and then rushing away to 
follow the sheriff in his pursuit of the 
first criminal, Jose Ridal found an old 
tattered saddle in a shed, and a little, 
ugly, roach-backed, lump-headed mus­
tang. He saddled that horse, for he 
saw in it certain qualities of toughness 
which, as he guessed, might stand him 
in very good stead in the days which 
were to come. Thus equipped, he 
patched up a broken bridle, and well 
after the main hue and cry had poured 
out of Jackson Corners on the trail of 
the luckless Joe Hooker, Ridal left the 
town in a different direction and headed 
straight for the northern hills. South­
ward lay his own land and his own 
people, but to return to them, for cer­
tain very strong reasons, would be put­
ting a noose around his neck—-or. more 
likely, sliding a knife between his ribs. 
So he rode north, wondering in his 
heart of hearts at the strange Provi­
dence which had provided such a diver­
sion and carried the wrath of the keep­
ers of the law upon other heads at the 
very instant when he committed his 
crime. No one followed him. He 
presently had the trail to himself and 
let the mustang jog comfortably along it.

He seemed, indeed, to be jogging 
without danger out of the picture; but 
he himself knew that the danger was 
gathering more terribly than ever 
around him, no matter how far removed 
it might be. For, on the day, he had 
become not only a man slayer, but a 
horse thief also. And he knew that for 
either crime there was only one ap­
proved penalty among the rough men 
of the mountain desert.



But, while the Mexican journeyed 
north, secured for the moment from 
trouble, and deliciously conscious of 
sixteen dollars and plenty of tobacco in 
his pockets, new things were happening 
at Jackson Corners, and the chief of 
them concerned young Larry Rawson.

The doctor, when he first saw the 
wound and leaned over the youngster, 
simply said aloud: “A goner! The 
boy is dying! He won’t live five min­
utes. He ought to have been dead five 
minutes before this!”

That was the last important tidings 
of Rawson which the late riders from 
the town carried out to the sheriff where 
he was toiling on the trail of Joe 
Hooker. Rawson, they announced, was 
dead.

“Now,” said the sheriff to them, “are 
you willing to shoot, and shoot to kill 
when you sight Joe Hooker?”

And they admitted that they were. 
It was not that the thing had not been 
fair fight. It was not that Rawson, in 
a way, had not forced the fight upon 
Hooker; but Joe was too old a hand, 
and these gun-fighting stories had been 
told about him too often.

But, in the meantime, with the in­
finite strength of youth, Larry Rawson, 
back on the veranda of the hotel where 
he had first fallen and where his blood 
had first made the crimson smear on 
the porch, had sighed, groaned, and 
opened his eyes.

But they were dull eyes, and the lips 
which had framed the sigh hung limp 
and lifeless, agape.

“That's the death struggle of poor 
Rawson,” said the doctor.

“His eyes are open!” whispered an 
awed onlooker.

“Why, youngster, the eyes of a man 
always open when he dies.”

“You lose.” gasped out a choked and 
whispering voice from the floor of the 
veranda. “I ain’t dead!”

The doctor was properly taken aback. 
He looked, for an instant, as though he 

were hearing a voice from the grave. 
But he dropped on his knees beside the 
sufferer and took his pulse with skillful 
fingers.

“Rawson,” he said, “I’m sorry to tell 
you that you are not long for this world. 
You are about to die, young man, 
and1----- ”

“You lie !” gasped out the young cow­
puncher. “I got—fifty—years of livin’ 
ahead of me! And—I’m gunna live— 
to clean up on that Hooker 1”

The doctor could not help grinning. 
“All right,” said he cheerfully. “If you 
say that you’re going to live, Larry, you 
are. If that bullet twisted its way 
through you without tearing your vitals 
to bits, you will live. But if it did go 
through without killing you, it’s a 
trained bullet and you ought to save it 
for a charm ! Now, son, keep your mind 
fixed on that: If you say'that you can 
live, you can live, and I’m going to help 
you out!”

So he had them lift young Larry 
Rawson and bear him into the hotel, 
very gently, very tenderly. Twice the 
youth fainted; twice he recovered his 
senses and groaned with the agony be­
fore they put him on a bed on the first 
floor of the hotel. There keen hunting 
knives were put to hand. The boots, 
the clothes of the sick man were sliced 
from his body, and when that shell was 
removed and the doctor saw the lithe, 
powerful body and the great, arching 
chest of the stricken puncher, he nodded 
his approval.

“That young man will take a good 
deal of licking, and a good deal of kill­
ing,” said he. “But—what the devil 
could that bullet have done to avoid 
killing him?”

And he went to work to save this man 
who refused to die. There were more 
nurses volunteering than could be used. 
And every moment more were arriving. 
The doctor established two sensible 
women. One was to see that his orders 
concerning food were carried out to the 



letter. One was to see that the nursing 
instructions were carried out with a 
similar fidelity. And there were two 
active workers under each of these 
heads. So, under the direction of the 
doctor, Jackson Corners furnished a 
corps of six patient laborers to take 
care of Rawson.

They lodged him in a better room, so 
soon as he could be safely moved. On 
the next day the doctor located the 
bullet and took it from the thick muscles 
in the small of Larry Rawson’s back.

"Now,” said the doctor, "he is sure 
to die. Nothing can save him. That 
wound was enough to kill ten giants!”

But still Larry Rawson refused to die. 
He slept a great deal, and when pain 
grew too much for him, he opened his 
eyes, and cursed with an enormous vio­
lence and a fluency which astonished 
and shocked his poor nurses.

"Let him go on." said the doctor. 
"He helps himself that way, and if he 
can forget the pain by cursing it. I won’t 
have to give him so much dope to re­
lieve the torment. Let him he! He's 
doing very well!”

On the second day Doctor Chandler 
Marrow was forced to announce that 
he himself began to have some slight 
hopes. On the fourth day he declared 
that since the young devil had 'lived this 
long, he would be surprised if Larry 
Rawson died! And, on the fifth day, 
Larry Rawson opened his eyes and 
blinked at the ceiling with a perfectly 
clear mind working behind those eyes.

"Chief,” said he to the doctor, "tell 
me in the first place what’s become of 
Joe Hooker?”

The doctor shook his head. “You 
think about yourself,” advised the doc­
tor.

"What,” exclaimed the wounded man 
in a louder voice, "has become* of Joe 
Hooker ?”

"Steady! Steady !” said Doctor Mar­
row. “Keep still and I’ll tell you every­
thing I know which is, simply, that since 

the sheriff and about twenty of the boys 
dived into the hills five days ago, we 
don’t know what happened.”

"The sheriff is after him, then?” 
asked Rawson.

"Of course. Like a bulldog.”
"It's too bad,” sighed the stricken 

man. "Does old Guernsey know that 
I'm not killed?”

"How could we send him news when 
we don't know where in the mountains 
to find him ?”

"He's got to be found!” said Rawson 
through his gritted teeth. “Who has 
gone out to trail the sheriff?”

“Nobody that I know of.”
"Tell them to get some one. They’ll 

find money in my clothes to pay his ex­
penses. Otherwise, the sheriff will 
catch up with Joe and Joe will never 
surrender till he's dead, and----- "

"I see," murmured the doctor. "You 
want to save him for your own gun 
later on—you want to get laid on your 
back again? Well, son. the next time 
would be the end for you.”

“Oh,” muttered Rawson, "1 don’t 
know about that. But I’ve lain here 
thinking, all the time, and every time I 
think about Joe Hooker I understand 
better that I was wrong. A man that 
would stand up to another man the way 
that he stood up to me, ain’t the sort 
that would shoot a fellow through the 
back. Am I right, doctor?”

"You're right, and darned right!” ad­
mitted the doctor heartily.

"Then get somebody on the trail to 
carry the good news about me to the 
sheriff—and let ’em tel! the sheriff what 
I think about Joe. That tall, skinny 
guy is straight!"

"Well do it,” admitted the doctor. 
“We should have done it before. Be­
cause now it’ll be a hard job to catch 
up with the lot of them. They’ve gone 
a long way into the mountains; and 
Hooker and young Red Hardwick are 
not the kind who stand still in one spot, 
very long.”



“'Hardwick? Good heavens, how 
does he come with Hooker?"

“Hush up. You’ve talked enough. 
I’ll tell you the rest to-morrow.”

And the other, with a submissive 
groan, closed his eyes.

CHAPTER X.
TREACHERY AFOOT, 

f?ATE was still working into the hands 
of young Blackie Connell. In order 

to understand, we must go back to the 
day of the double shooting—-the shoot­
ing which left Larry Rawson desper­
ately wounded and much cared for, and 
Lew Bender dead and utterly unre­
garded.

But, in the meantime on that eventful 
day, Red Hardwick had continued to 
work over the gallant mare. Spitfire, 
until at last she allowed him to sit on 
her back and guide her gently and 
smoothly around the corral merely by 
the pressure of the rope against her 
neck. And he began to understand, 
now, that the reason she had fought 
against him was not really hatred, but 
simply a consuming fear of the damage 
that might come to her at the hands of 
this man if she submitted herself to him. 
And, the instant he came to understand 
that he was dealing with dread and not 
with malice, it seemed to the sweating, 
much-bruised Red, that he had opened 
a door to her inner nature with a key 
of magic. After that, he was able to 
do as he pleased. It needed only a 
great deal of gentleness of hand and of 
voice, and she responded soon enough.

Yes, and when he had dismounted, 
and Blackie appeared around the corner 
of the barn, the mare, starting at the 
sudden appearance of the stranger, 
jumped close to Red as though for pro­
tection. Blackie swore with surprise.

“She’s eating out of your hand at 
last,” said he. “I never thought that 
you’d do it, Red!”

“Neither did I,” sighed Red, while 

he stroked her sleek neck, “But she’s 
worth the trouble, eh?"

“She’s a beauty. Red, I came out to 
tell you something else.”

“Well, Blackie, what’s the bad news 
now?”

“You’ve guessed right. It’s bad news, 
and very bad news. That old fool, Mrs. 
Munding----- ”

“I know her. She’s the one who sent 
for the sheriff when we stole her water­
melons—■—”

“That’s the one. She showed up to­
day—left about five minutes ago—with 
a long yarn about some stuff that she’d 
heard in town—about you, Red, going 
around borrowing a lot of money be­
cause you----- ”

“Where the devil did she hear that?”
“I don’t know. Would Hooker or 

Jenkins tell?"
‘“Never in a thousand years! It was 

some one else. Who could it have 
been ?”

“I can't guess. You may have been 
overheard by some one talking to Joe 
or Si.”

“That must be it.”
“The worst of it is that they hitch 

another rotten thing up with the money. 
They say that you’ve gotten into trouble 
and that you had to get the money or 
go to jail.”

“The devil! How does the old man 
take it?"

“Connell is crazy. He’s walking up 
and down the house swearing that it’s a 
lie—but if it’s true—he’ll throw you 
out of the house and never look at you 
again!”

Red bit his lip and turned white.
Blackie hastened to add: “Of course 

if it comes to a pinch, I’ll step in and 
confess everything.”

“Only in the worst sort of a pinch,” 
said Red. “But I love the old man, 
Blackie. It would break my heart to 
fall out with him completely.”

“You love him, and I suppose you 
don’t care a rap about his money?” sug-



gested Blackie dryly. “Well, come 
along with me. He sent me out here 
for you. He’s pretty hot, Red 1 Think 
up something as you go along!”

“I’ve got to admit borrowing the 
money. I suppose," said Red.

“I don't see why.”
“Because I could not lie well enough 

about that to get away with it. I’ll tell 
him it was for a friend—I’ve got to 
tell him something like that.”

“Red, he’ll corner you.”
“You trust me,” said Red. “I’ll hold 

out to the last ditch. I didn’t go through 
all the trouble for you yesterday, 
Blackie, for the sake of turning you 
down to-day.”

They went back to the house in a 
strained silence. And at the door they 
looked in on Mr. and Mrs. Andy Con­
nell in the kitchen—she fussing vaguely 
at some dish of fruit which was stewing 
on the stove—Andy himself in his shirt 
sleeves seated behind the table with his 
elbows resting upon lit, his thin, silver 
hair bristling up in every direction to 
tell of how his fingers had been thrust 
through that hair time and again in his 
excitement. His face, in which age ap­
peared in the drooping eyelids, was 
brightly flushed. And he stretched out 
both his calloused hands to Red.

“Red,” said he, “Blackie has told me 
the whole lying yarn. Now you tell me 
the truth I”

Red hesitated only an instant. “I 
don’t know how a lie like that could 
have started,” said he.

“It’s all just malicious lyin’, ain’t it?” 
cried old Andy Connell eagerly.

“It's a lie and a big lie, all right.” 
said Red. “I suppose somebody started 
it for a joke.”

“I knew it!” cried Andy Connell, 
sinking back in the chair. “Oh, Red, 
if I’d' a thought that you done a thing 
like that—the sort of a crime that they 
tell about—-so’s you didn’t have the 
nerve to come to me and ask for help, 
but had to borrow from your friends— 

I’d of plumb died, Red, if anything like 
that had happened!”

Blackie flashed a glance of relief at 
Red, as much as to say: “It’s over, 
Red, and thank Heaven for it!”

But here Mrs. Connell, who did not 
appear so well pleased with the quiet 
termination of the affair, said gloomily: 
“Seems to me, Andy, that it’s mighty 
queer that there should be such a lot of 
smoke where there ain’t no fire at all!”

“You women,” said her husband 
sternly, “hate Red so’s you caru’t help 
but wish him a harm. But I tell you 
that that sort of a thing ain’t in him."

Here she turned upon Red. “Red 
Hardwick!” cried she. “Can you say 
that you didn’t borrow any money from 
Si Jenkins and Joe Hooker—to say 
nothing of any others?”

The denial came up in his throat and 
stuck there.

He had to admit: “I got some money 
from them.”

Andy Connell was struck gray by the 
admission, and Blackie winced.

“You did get money!” cried Mrs. 
Connell. “I told you that there was 
fire behind all of that smoke!"

“Red. you got money for what?” 
asked Andy Connell in a shaken voice. 
“How much money did you get?”

“I got—quite a bit!”
“You got quite a bit?” echoed the 

miner. “How much!”
“Thirteen hundred dollars,” said Red, 

his head falling.
“Thirteen hundred dollars!” shouted 

Connell. “For what? For what could 
you want a—a fortune like that?”

“For a friend,” gasped out Red, turn­
ing whiter as he saw the ridiculous im­
putation.

“For a friend!” repeated Mrs. Con­
nell, and broke into shrill laughter. 
“Red, don’t talk like a fool. If you’re 
gunna tell a lie, tell a good lie!”

Andy Connell had hurried around the 
table and now stood before the boy. his 
face working with a great emotion.



‘‘Red,” he said, “for Heaven’s sake 
tell me the truth! You know what you 
mean to me, Red. You know that what 
I got I hold more for you than I do for 
myself. I ain’t wanted you to get the 
habit of a spendthrift. That’s the only 
reason I don’it give you fifty thousand a 
year to spend! That's the only reason. 
Red. Will you believe me? And if 
you had a friend that was in a hole, 
why didn’t you come to me and tell me 
who he was and what he wanted? 
Wouldn’t 1 of give the money to you as 
quick as a wink? Red. come out and 
tell me the straight of everything.”

Red cast a desperate glance at 
I Mackie, but the latter studiously avoided 
the appeal.

“Answer up," begged Connell. “A 
straight answer is the answer that comes 
the quickest.”

■'There’s nothing that I can say,” 
murmured Red. “Except—if you had 
known for whom I wanted the money, 
it would have made you angrier than to 
have me ask it for myself!”

Mrs. Connell laughed again. “That’s 
likely,” said she, sneering broadly.

“Red,” said Connell, with a flash of 
open anger, “who was the man ? Could 
it have been Blackie, here?”

Red started to speak a denial, but he 
could not make the words come.

“Blackie!” shouted Connell. “By the 
heavens, I might of knowed----- ”

But, as he himself faced the young­
ster, he found that his suspicions were 
brought to a sudden halt. For the face 
of Blackie was the face of a master 
actor. Only astonishment appeared 
there at the first, and then astonishment 
was supplanted by bewilderment, by 
anger, by injured virtue.

At last he said sadly: “Red, why do 
you stick a knife in me. when I haven’t 
harmed you?”

“Oh, the wicked young devil!” ex­
claimed Mrs. Connell.

But in Red, rage and wonder took 
the very face of guilt. For he grew 

white, and his lips trembled, and his 
eyes started from his head.

“Guilty!” groaned Andy Connell. 
“Oh, Red—Red, if you got anything to 
say—if you got any word to speak, 
speak it now I”

“Blackie!” cried Red in his agony.
“I’ll do what I can,” said Blackie. 

And he caught the hand of Andy Con­
nell.

Andy Connell brushed him away.
“I always told you I” cried Mrs. Con­

nell. “I always told you that Blackie 
would come out on top! I always told 
you that Red was a snake! I hope 
you’ll listen to me once in a while after 
this! Poor Blackie, he’s all broke up 
over the thing!”

Blackie had sunk into a chair and 
dropped his face in both his hands, as 
though, indeed, the consummate wicked­
ness of his foster brother was more than 
he could endure.

“You got nothing else to say, then?” 
cried Andy Connell.

And Red could only be silent, won­
dering how God permitted such wrong 
on the wretched earth.

He finished his musing very briefly. 
“I got nothing to say,” he admitted.

“Get out of the house—out of my 
sight! And God forgive me for havin' 
raised up a snake in the place of a 
man!”

So Red, with one wild glance around 
him, ran stumbling through the door­
way and, still stumbling, across the open 
toward the barn; and behind him, from 
the door, the wild, broken voice of Andy 
Connell followed him with curses.

It was the end of the world, the 
downfall of all right, the kingdom of 
wrong!

CHAPTER XI.
RED STICKS.

|_| E would take with him, he deter­
mined, only those things which were 

his of his own right and not the gift of 
Andy Connell. So he hurried first to 



the shed where he had left his rifle and 
revolver, after Joe Hooker’s last lesson 
in marksmanship of that morning. 
There he belted them on. Then he went 
to the barn and took the saddle which 
he had won at the bucking contest two 
summers before. So he continued to 
the corral where Spitfire remained by 
herself—and behold! the bright-eyed 
mare came up to him uncalled, unper­
suaded, and began to sniff at the burden 
of leather and of iron which he carried.

Yes, she stood even without a rope 
on her neck while he placed that saddle 
on her back.

“It's my luck!” said Red gloomily to 
himself. “When I’ve lost everything 
else, the horse comes to me. God bless 
her!”

When she felt the bite of the cinches, 
she snapped her head around and laid 
hold on his arm; but at the first word 
she relaxed her grip. So he completed 
the saddling and raised himself gently 
and settled in the saddle. She went off 
at a gentle trot with pricking ears like 
the best trained saddle horse in the 
world!

Indeed, it seemed like a stroke of 
fate that she should have become so 
suddenly manageable. She went off 
through the hills with her head in the 
air and her gait as light as blown foam 
across the trails. The sullen pain in 
the heart of Red began to lessen. For 
it seemed to him, after all. that this was 
the life for which he was intended—a 
lonely life, unshielded by friends or 
money from the country itself, with 
one or two bosom companions—like Joe 
Hooker I

And as for work, why not begin as 
a cow-puncher, and then work, perhaps, 
into an interest in some small ranch, and 
all that he owned have as the product 
of the work of his own hands, while 
Blackie reveled in the unearned millions 
which he would inherit from old Andy 
Connell. It was a prospect which satis­
fied Red Hardwick, and as he rode, he 

wondered that such a solution had never 
come into his mind before. He had 
looked forward to the inheritance from 
Andy Connell as a necessary thing—a 
thing without which he could hardly 
live. Now that the blow had fallen, he 
felt that he was above being affected by 
it. The concern of it was all removed 
from him.

So thought Red Hardwick as he sent 
Spitfire spinning along the crest of a 
narrow ridge, and then flew her down 
the easy slope beyond. He had worked, 
gradually, up into the mountains, and 
now he headed instinctively toward a 
place where he and Joe Hooker had 
often ridden. It was a dry valley sev­
eral miles in length, with steep walls on 
either side, but these walls were carved 
away on both hands by narrow ravines. 
There were three ravines on either side, 
running at a leisurely angle up from the 
floor of the valley. Joe Hooker had 
often pointed out that valley as a place 
where a man should ride if he were 
pursued by numbers.

“Because.” Joe had said, “the whole 
floor of the valley is covered with flint 
so hard that it won’t show the dent of 
a horse’s hoof, and once you get into 
the valley, you can ride straight through 
it—it’s the easiest way through the heart 
of the hills—or else you can turn to one 
side or the other, three chances on one 
side and three chances on the other. 
Why. man, you got seven things to do, 
and the boys after you would have 
seven things to think aboutI”

They had often ridden into the valley 
and taken cognizance of its possibilities. 
And now Red Hardwick let his mare 
saunter gently toward the place—gently, 
until he saw over the rim of a western 
hill the shadow of a flying horseman 
printed for an instant against the sky 
and then dipping down the nearer slope. 
He did not need to look twice. Even at 
that distance, he knew the splendid gray 
of Joe Hooker; even at that distance, he 
knew the singular seat of Joe Hooker 



in the saddle, with a way of twisting 
his right shoulder far forward, riding 
slanting. He loosed the reins of Spit­
fire and she flew on toward the mouth 
of the black valley. A shout and a 
wave of the hand made the approaching 
rider take note of him, and as he took 
note, a gun winked into the hand of 
Hooker.

It told Red what from the speed of 
the horse and the desperate earnestness 
of the rider, he had been able to guess 
before. Joe Hooker had at last “kicked 
over the traces” and now he was flying 
for his life.

At the very entrance of the valley 
their horses met, and Red shouted:

“What’s up, Joe?”
“Hell fire!” answered Joe, and waved 

behind him.
They were already in view. Over 

the crest of the hill where Hooker had 
ridden, a half dozen riders came pour­
ing, and now, at a distance behind, still 
others. Hooker and Red pushed their 
own horses into the mouth of the valley 
and out of sight.

“Take my horse, Joe!” begged Red. 
“Take my horse. I’M tell them that you 
held me up and made me give it to 
you.”

“I’ll live or die with the gray,” an­
swered Hooker tersely.

“But with you on the gray, Joe, 
what's let them keep so close?”

“When they got to Mooney’s, they 
found that he had his horses all bunched 
in his corrals, ready for a try at selling 
them. They hopped into those corrals 
and picked out the best of the lot—and 
you know’ that Mooney has some good 
nags. So they’ve got fresh horseflesh 
under them and they’re driving me into 
the ground!”

“Joe. which way'll you turn?”
“This way, maybe!” snarled out Joe 

savagely, and he swung about in his 
saddle and stared behind him, his rifle 
held at the ready.

He continued: “You get out of this, 

kid. This is my own little job. 
Vamoose!”

“I’ll stick with you, Joe,” said Red 
with emotion, “until you sink a bullet 
in me. But don’t use the rifle, Joe. 
Don’t use it until they have you cor­
nered. What in the world has hap­
pened?”

“A fool came along begging me to 
kill him. And at last I done it.”

“Who ?”
“Young Larry Rawson.”
“The devil! He’s a fine fellow, Joe.”
“He was fine, maybe. But he ain’t 

now. I never done a thing that I hated 
worse. But the fool kid drove me back 
and drove me back. I’d of had to take 
water before all of Jackson Corners to 
keep away from a fight with him! 
Here!”

As he spoke, he swung the gray— 
which was now almost black with run­
ning sweat—into the throat of a gully.

“Wrong, wrong!” cried out Red. 
“They expect you to head south toward 
the border. Take the other side of the 
valley and ride north----- ”

“You’re right, kid. By the heavens, 
you’re right!”

And Joe Hooker swung the gray 
squarely about and spurred it cruelly 
across the volcanic floor of the valley 
and into the mouth of a ravine on the 
opposite side. Red Hardwick, flying 
half a stride behind him, thought that 
he saw the head of the pursuit come 
into view at the same moment. But he 
could not be sure.

In another instant they had turned 
around the first shoulder of the twisting 
ravine and were again lost from the 
sight of the pursuers. Here Joe Hooker 
flung himself from his horse and led it 
forward. He commanded Red to do 
the same thing.

“Because if they hear us,” said 
Hooker, “it’s the same as if they saw us 
—and a horse makes twice as much 
noise with its feet with a man on its 
back.”



Out of the main floor of the valley 
behind them they heard a turmoil of 
shouting, all the voices sounding dream­
like in distance, but they went plodding 
steadily on, looking at each other with 
big eyes, now and then, but saying noth­
ing, as if merely a whisper might betray 
them. And then, right behind them, 
filling the narrow pass with thunder, 
they heard the roar of the hoofs of 
galloping horses 1

“They’ve found us, Joe!” cried Red. 
And he caught his mare by the bridle, 
preparatory to swinging onto her back.

The lean hand of Joe Hooker caught 
and held him.

“Maybe they’ve found our trail— 
maybe they ain’t. Maybe they’re just 
doing a little exploring. Wait and see!”

He turned and rested the rifle in the 
crook of his arm. Up the ravine, the 
noise of the pursuit washed like a great 
wave that crowds a shoaling beach with 
thunder and pushes far up a rocky inlet. 
It stormed almost upon them—and then 
paused. There was only a single elbow 
bend of the ravine between them and 
the danger.

“I’ll be darned,” said one, “if I go 
another step. We’re killing our horses 
running up mountainsides; and the 
sheriff ought to have better sense. Be­
sides, Hooker ain’t here. He rode right 
straight through the valley. I think I 
had a peek at him as he turned out at 
the end of the valley.”

"He wasn't that far ahead. He 
couldn’t have got to the end of the 
valley before we seen him.”

“He has a fast boss under him.”
“But his hoss is spent. Let’s go a 

ways farther up this draw----- ”
“Not a step. I’m not going to kill 

my hoss for the sheriff.”
“Stay where you are, then. Come on 

boys.' We’ll have a look at----- ”
“He ain’t up this way,” answered an­

other voice. “There ain’t no sign----- ”
“He wouldn’t leave none on rock as 

hard as this here.”

“I’m through. Come on back, Billy. 
Unless you want to try him by your­
self !’’

There was a protesting oath from 
Billy; then the sound of the horses re­
ceded. And Red drew a long breath as 
he saw the ready rifle dropped from the 
arm of Joe Hooker.

“That,” said Joe, “is the closest I 
ever come to killing, and if I’d had to 
shoot----- ”

“Whether you drove them back or 
not. it would have been the end of you I”

“Unless I could have gotten clean out 
of the country,” admitted Hooker. 
“This Guernsey is a bulldog. He’s 
gunna give me trouble ! And now, Red, 
you nearly got in the same hornet’s nest 
with me. Hit the back trail, kid!”

“Not in a thousand years!” said Red.

CHAPTER XII.
PURSUIT.

HEY drifted over the crest of the 
hills slowly, making north. And

still Joe Hooker walked at the side of 
his gray horse, with the cinches loos­
ened.

“Suppose that they rush you—the 
whole gang of them?” suggested Red 
anxiously.

“Look at Jim,” said'Hooker. “Look 
at Jim Dandy. He ain’t blowing his 
head off any more. He ain’t trailin’ his 
feet. He’s pickin’ his head up a mite. 
Well, old son, if they do sight me and 
rush me, I don’t mind tellin’ you that 
I’ll have time to hop into the saddle and 
then—jest blow away from ’em, son! 
They've give me a bad time with their 
fresh hosses. But now I’m ready to 
run with the best of ’em! Another fif­
teen minutes and Jim will be all blowed 
out and about as good as ever. But 
boy, boy, how they come hoppin’ over 
the hills after me! I thought that I’d 
never see that old valley, and if I did, 
I thought that they’d be so close onto 
my heels that I wouldn’t have a chance 



to dodge and hide! It was a sort of a 
jumpy time. But you, Red, what the 
devil brings you out here, makin’ a fool 
of yourself hangin’ around with a man­
killer like me?”

To him, Red told the story of his loss 
of a home, told it all as briefly as it 
could be crammed into terse words.

“Only,” said Joe Hooker, “I want to 
know if what you said was the truth. 
Did you go around and raise that money 
for a friend?”

“On my word.”
“What friend?”
“Blackie.”
Joe Hooker gasped.
“You really mean it, Red? You 

really mean that you did give that 
money to the sneaking, double-tongued, 
poison-carryin’ son of a gun, Blackie?”

“I did,” said Red.
“Then,” said Joe Hooker, after a 

moment of profane comment, “you de­
serve everything that’s coming to you 1”

“I do,” said Red, “and I know it! 
Look, Joe, they’re coming!”

Sheriff Sid Guernsey had started 
every man of his lot cutting around the 
valley to find sign of the fugitive, and 
now the sign had been found and the 
whole posse came humming over the 
hills after the gun fighter. But Joe 
Hooker’s prophecy was more than borne 
out. He had time to draw the cinches 
tight, swing into the saddle, and when 
the gray horse started away, it was with 
a light and easy stride that dropped the 
posse far and farther behind every in­
stant.

In a scant hour the pursuit had dis­
appeared from the horizon. There, in a 
rocky tract between two hills, Joe 
Hooker paused to construct a trail puz­
zle that would have troubled the keen 
wits of a grizzly bear. Then he went 
on again, and Red with him, into the 
yellow light of the end of the day, with 
the sun hanging low on their left hand.

The sun had turned crimson and 
squatted1 on tbp of a western peak when 

they came in sight of a solitary man 
moving before them down the heart of 
a shallow valley. He was not walking, 
but striking out at a steady dog trot.

“A Mexican,” said Joe Hooker at 
once. “And a Mexican will do me no 
harm. He may give me news that I 
want to know.”

So they freshened the pace of their 
horses and hurried on at a round canter. 
When the pedestrian, however, heard 
the sound of the hoofs behind him, he 
turned, and then started off like a rabbit 
toward the nearest brush. He was far 
too late for an escape, however.

“He’s been up to some deviltry,” 
shouted Joe to Red. “That makes him 
meat for us!”

When they came closer, the other sud­
denly whirled and flung himself flat 
along the ground, with a rifle pitched 
into the hollow of his shoulder.

“Pull up, Red!” shouted Hooker. 
“Pull up. or the fool will do us some 
harm!”

He set the example, and at the same 
time raised his right hand high above 
his head in token of amity.

A sharp voice cautioned them: 
“Who are you, amigos? Why have 
you followed me?"

“I always follow a man that runs,” 
answered Joe Hooker. “I’m Joe 
Hooker; does that mean anything to 
you? I’m not the sheriff, and I’m not 
one of the sheriff’s men. Does that 
mean anything more?”

The Mexican arose, still with his rifle 
ready. “Senor,” said he, “my horse 
has broken his leg in a prairie dog’s 
hole. Never before have I needed a 
friend so greatly. If you will help me, 
senor, God will bless you, and I have 
fifteen dollars to pay you for your 
trouble!"

“This poor devil,” said Hooker aside 
to Red, “is in the same boat with me.” 
He added, aloud, as he let his gray horse 
work nearer: “What trouble have you 
dropped into, amigo?”



“1 ?” said the Mexican. “I, senor, 
am in no trouble at all, if you please.” 

Joe Hooker merely grinned at him. 
"Let’s tell the truth to one another,” 
said he, "because we may need one an­
other before we’re through with the 
next day. You have no horse; we have 
two horses; and if you prove yourself 
of the right stuff, you take it with my 
word that we will not leave you in the 
lurch. I will begin. I’m Joe Hooker, 
and the reason I'm spending the night 
in the hills instead of in Jackson Cor­
ners is because there is a dead man in

.that town, and the sheriff wants me.”
The Mexican started violently and 

turned not white. because the color of 
his skin forbade such a change, but a 
dingy yellow.

“You, too, senor?" he could not help 
exclaiming.

"The devil!” exclaimed Hooker. 
"Have you done the same thing?”

“No----- ” began the Mexican, and
then changed his mind in mid speech. 
“Senor, I shall trust you. There is in­
deed a dead man behind me. I have 
killed Lew Bender by the hotel.”

“This,” said Joe Hooker, “is getting 
sort of wonderful. That was the gun 
shot that made poor Larry Rawson 
jump pretty nigh out of his skin, and 
then like a young fool pull his gun on 
me! And you’re the bird that was in 
the trees doing the shooting?”

“There were two shots, senor 1” cried 
the Mexican. “I stood before him face 
to face. It was fair fight. Only by so 
much”—and he held up his hand, pinch­
ing thumb and forefinger close together 
—“only by so much my bullet arrived 
first and his bullet twitched aside and 
lifted the hair by my forehead,”

He paused and added solemnly: “I 
swear to the high Cod, senor, that it 
was.done in the fairest fight. I could 
not fight my own brother more fairly. 
Besides, I had a great command to kill 
him. I tell you, senor, that a man as 
good as an angel from heaven came to 

me and told me to kill him. Otherwise, 
what profit was it to me? Did I rob 
him? I did not! I did not take so 
much as the gun which had dropped 
from his hand. But as he fell, so I left 
him ! I swear it, senor !”

“This is all the truth, amigo,” an­
swered Joe Hooker gently. “Very well. 
Here we are, the pair of us, having 
dropped our men. The sheriff is after 
me; he will be after you, too, in time. 
And so we’ll team it, eh?”

“Alas, Senorj Hooker, I have no 
horse!”

“We’ll make the first march without 
a horse and trust to God to get us a 
nag to-morrow to fit you out. What is 
your name ?”

“My name is Jose Ridal.”
“Ridal, we know one another.” He 

held out his hand and closed it upon 
the hand of the Mexican. Then Red 
Hardwick was called up and introduced.

“This,” said Hooker, “is an old friend 
who has lost his home, and he has 
thrown in his luck with mine—like a 
fool kid!”

Jose Ridal acknowledge the intro­
duction with a broad grin. “Only,” 
said he, “I cannot tell why you will 
choose to help a man not known to you, 
like myself, senor!”

"Listen to me,” answered Joe Hooker, 
while Red listened with a peculiar in­
terest: “I’ve been around the world, 
and now when I see a man that I can 
cotton to, I know his face right off. 
The way that I know yours, Jose. 
You'd never down a pal or knife a 
friend. I could trust you, Jose.”

Jose smiled. “This is all very well,.’ 
said he. “Now, my friend, help me to­
day and you will find that I shall be 
able to help you to-morrow!”

So they struck off up the valley, and 
it was some time before Red Hardwick- 
had a chance to speak with Joe Hooker 
apart. Then he said :

“Why do you do it, Joe? If Guern­
sey gets on your trail again, as he’s apt 



to, we're all lost, because one horse will 
have to carry double!”

“I don’t know,” admitted Joe Hooker. 
“But when I saw the poor devil stum­
bling along on foot, my heart went out 
to him, and I follow my heart, Red. 
It’s the only way that I know how to 
live and be happy, no matter what 
comes!”

It seemed a sufficiently mysterious 
thing to Red, but he made no answer.

They kept on well into the dark, until 
the limping of the Mexican forced them 
to make a halt. He was footsore from 
his labors of that day, and while he 
washed and bound up his feet, in rags 
at a little brook that they met, the other 
two made the camp and cut down young­
boughs of pine and fir to make the three 
beds. They did not risk a fire, of 
course. And there was no food. But 
all three bad gone hungry before this 
day. So they drew up their belts an­
other notch, smoked a final cigarette— 
for a good-night smoke is the cure of 
all evils—and then rolled into their fra­
grant beds. And. in an instant, they 
were sound asleep.

Or at least, they were lost in sleep as 
sound as that which ever comes to 
hunted men. Midnight passed, and the 
sky was already gray when Joe Hooker 
sat up and hissed softly; and the other 
two as they opened- their eyes heard him 
say: “We have the luck of the devil 
himsel f 1 They are coming, pals ! They 
must have camped higher up on this 
same brook!”

CHAPTER XIII.
CORNERED.

T'WICE, as they flung the saddles on 
the horses, the eyes of Jose Ridal 

darted askance at the shrubbery near 
by, as though he considered finding 
shelter there. But each glance must 
have made him see the folly of such a 
hope. For it was a ghost of a shelter. 
It made hardly more than a thin mist 

on the hillside, and a man’s body could 
not be sheltered there from the most 
casual glance.

He turned his attention with a re­
doubled interest to the saddling of the 
horses, which was completed in jig time. 
Then the three started down the hillside, 
the horses walking, even though the 
riders were hungry for speed—walking 
while the noise of the man hunters grew 
louder and bolder behind them every 
moment. But, as they worked over the 
sandy ground beside the brook, Joe 
Hooker said: “If we can get out of 
sight, they ain’t so apt to foiler our 
trail. They know that I got one more 
man with me, and they’ll be looking for 
the trail of two horses, not for two 
horses and a man on foot beside ’em.”

They were never to know w’hat held 
the posse such an unconscionable time 
behind the heads of the hills; but at 
any rate they were able presently to 
turn unseen into the shallow hiding of 
the next hollow. Here Jose Ridal was 
taken up on the stirrup and then behind 
the cantie of Joe Hooker’s saddle, and 
the horses broke away, but not at a 
burning gallop.

“We need their wind! We need their 
wind 1” called Hooker after Red Hard­
wick. “Let ’em take it easy!”

So they dropped to a sharp trot, Jim 
Dandy flattening his ears at the double 
labor which he was compelled to do.

And they had covered much ground 
when, behind them, they heard a far-off 
single shout, followed by an outcry like 
the opening of a pack of hounds.

“They’ve got more sense than I 
thought,” declared Joe Hooker. “They 
figger that this is our trail. And here 
they come. Step up, Jim Dandy! Come 
along, boy!”

Jim Dandy answered with a valiant 
effort and they spun down the hollow 
at a round gallop, with the valiant gray 
seeming to run as lightly as though he 
had not more than four hundred pounds 
of man and saddle on his back. When 



Red offered to take the Mexican on his 
horse in turn, Joe Hooker shook his 
head.

“I ain’t done my share yet,” said he.
They came to the course of a shallow 

little stream twisting among the hills 
like a writhing snake.

“Angle your hoss downstream,” said 
Joe to Red, and started the gray in as 
though he intended to follow down the 
current. Instead, he wheeled the gray 
in the narrow sweep of water and began 
to rush him up the water. Red followed 
as a matter of course.

There was hardly more than a foot 
of water; the current was not fast, and 
the bed of the stream was well com­
pacted, heavy gravel, so that even Jim 
Dandy, with his double load could trot 
through the stream. Now, behind them, 
the rapid muttering of the hoofs of 
galloping horses came nearer, and Red, 
as the rear guard, unlimbered his rifle.

It is a hard thing to say of Red, but 
the truth is that had the best and the 
most law-abiding man in the county ap­
peared at that moment on the trail, he 
would have tried a fair shot at the 
worthy with hardly more compunction 
than he would have used in drawing a 
bead at a tree squirrel. But following 
the course of the water, they had twisted 
out of sight of the floor of the hollow 
before one of the pursuit appeared. Joe 
Hooker then consented that Red should 
take Jose Ridal up behind the cantie of 
the mare, and they rode out of the 
stream and cantered down its farther 
bank.

Spitfire at first was inclined to pitch 
at this new incubus which had been 
placed upon her back, but she settled 
down almost at once, so much difference 
had a single day of hard riding made in 
her training. She submitted to voice 
and hand and went along smoothly 
enough, and more strongly than even 
Jim Dandy.

“You see,” said Joe Hooker, watch­
ing her action with an eye of admira­

tion, “what a difference it makes when 
they’re allowed to grow up free—and 
wild? She’d be a spindly thing if she’d 
been caught up and worked from her 
third year.”

But, in the meantime, the voice of the 
Mexican was at the ear of Red Hard­
wick.

“Senor. it is I who will carry you 
both to your deaths. I am not worthy! 
See, amigo mio, there are many crimes 
behind me. I am not worthy that two 
good men should risk themselves for 
me. Let me jump down. I shall run 
up that hillside and try to hide among 
the rocks.”

“There are no rocks there big enough 
to hide a chipmunk,” said Red calmly. 
“Stay with us, Ridal. Have we com­
plained of you yet?”

There was a devout burst of Spanish 
from the lips of Jose Ridal, and Red 
knew that the fellow was offering up a 
prayer to his special saint for the sake 
of the two "gringos” who had rescued 
hiim.

They put such a stretch of ground 
behind them, before poor Sheriff 
Guernsey was able to decipher the 
simple little trail puzzle, that they did 
not see the sheriff’s men again that day, 
the second day of the pursuit. That 
night they came to a ranch house in the 
hills—a tumble-down shack inhabited by 
an old man and his son.

“Look here,” said Joe Hooker, as he 
appeared at the door, “I’m Joe Hooker; 
d’you know me?”

The old man merely winced; but his 
son resolutely reached for a rifle which; 
hung on the wall. He got his hand to 
it. but he also found the steady revolver 
of Joe Hooker looking him in the eye, 
so his arm fell to his side again.

“You've got a good-looking brown 
gelding in the corral.” said Joe. 
“What’s the price of it?”

“That’s a seventy-five-dollar hoss,” 
said the old rancher.

“It’s too high a price,” said Joe



Hooker, “because that’s just a mustang. 
But I'm gunna give you a hundred. The 
extra change will buy us a meal from 
you. Eh?”

At this the old chap squinted sharply 
at him.

“Are you gunna have me set down as 
the hired man of a crook and a man­
killer?” he asked. “It ain’t in me, 
Hooker—no matter what you and your 
two pals may do to me and me boy!”

“Who would know,” said Hooker, 
“that we gave you any hire? You can 
tell them that we robbed you of a hoss 
and that we stuck you up and made you 
cook us a meal.”

“That ain’t so bad,” admitted the 
veteran. “Come in and rest your feet, 
boys. I’ll have you a snack fixed up in 
a jiffy. Tom, go out and fetch in the 
brown. Maybe you’d want a saddle for 
that hoss?”

“We would.”
“Throw Josh Curry's saddle on the 

brown.”
“How much will that cost us?”
“Nothin'! I’m makin’ enough money- 

off you the way it is. Josh is dead, you 
see. And his saddle by rights is dead 
too. But it’s a place to set in, and it’s 
got stirrups tor your feet. It’s better’n 
nothin’. Hop along, Tom !”

“Shall I go with him?” whispered 
Red to Joe.

“Not a step!” answered Joe from the 
corner of his mouth. “These fellers 
are white, and they know the right 
white-man’s ways. They won’t double 
cross us I”

There they ate of the best that the 
house could provide. The money was 
counted into the hand of the old cattle­
man. Tom brought in the brown geld­
ing. and they departed with a ring of 
good wishes behind them.

The third day they crossed the divide 
of the range and dropped onto the 
northeastern side; they rose for the 
fourth morning with a feeling that 
safety was certainly in their grasp at 

last—and found that RidaTs brown 
gelding had gone lame !

The Mexican turned gray. “The 
first,” said he, “was bad luck. But 
when a man is struck down twice, what 
shall I call it? It is the hand of God, 
my friends. And I am no better than 
a dead man, for they shall never take 
me alive!”

“You talk like a fool!” Joe Hooker 
told him bluntly. “Walk the gelding 
around a little. He’s only cold and 
stiff.”

But exercise made no difference. 
The gelding was hopelessly gone. They 
left him to graze as he would, and they 
started on again as they had done in the 
first place, with the two on horseback, 
and Jose Ridal striding at the side. But 
all the heart was gone from him now.

“They- will find us! They will find 
us!” he repeated. “God has spoken 
against us, friends, and there is no es­
cape—leave Jose Ridal behind you, for 
there is a curse on him!”

They paid no attention to those 
lamentations, however, but in’ the late 
evening of the fourth day, as they 
looked about them for a proper place 
to camp and started toward the mouth 
of a narrow, wooded ravine, Jose Ridal 
stumbled and fell—and before he struck 
the ground the clangor of rifles was in 
the ears of the two riders.

Many a time Red Hardwick had 
leaned from his saddle and scooped the 
handkerchief from the ground. He 
leaned now, without changing the stride 
of his trotting horse, and scooped up 
the Mexican. Hot blood spurted across 
his hand and his arm as he did so. But 
he brought Ridal safely across the pom­
mel of his saddle. A deep groan from 
Jose gave promise that the Mexican 
was not yet dead. And so, with Hooker 
ahead, showing the way. they raced up 
the slope of the hill on their left. They 
hardly had reached its crest, where a 
little deserted stack stood, a tumble­
down tiny ruin, than a crackle of gun 



rose from the valley beyond, and they 
saw half a dozen horsemen rushing up 
toward them.

There was nothing else to be done. 
They whirled back to the shack. Jose 
was dragged inside it; and Joe Hooker, 
with a shout and a wave of his arms, 
frightened their horses away down the 
opposite slope.

“Because,” said he, “it’s a lot better 
that the sheriff should have ’em than 
that they should get filled full of lead!” 

There was no danger of a charge. 
On all sides they heard the jubilant 
shouting of the posse. And, afterward, 
they could hear the sharp voice of the 
sheriff giving his orders.

“He’s got forty men with him! He's 
travelin’ with a whole army!” said Joe 
Hooker sadly.

“Here,” said Red. “Look at Jose!” 
There was no need of even such skill 

as Joe possessed. It was too plain that 
Jose was a dying man.

CHAPTER XIV.
WITHIN AN ACE OF BEING DEAD.

BUT through that night, Ridal refused 
to die. He clung stubbornly to his 

life. They had made a little torch of 
pine wood and screened it so that the 
light fell upon Ridal. But still it gave 
no advantage to those who watched 
without and who, from time to time, 
pumped a rifle bullet through the shack 
by way of keeping the inhabitants 
awake, one might have said.

“There are two agonies upon me, 
friends,” said Jose faintly. “The first 
is that I have brought you to such an 
end because I am cursed. And the next 
is that I must die by candlelight. Who 
knows,” he added, with a break of 
feverish superstition and a wild rolling 
of his eyes, “who knows if I might not 
find the way to heaven under the light 
of the sun. But this candlelight----- ”

5 The pine torch was flaring high, and 
Q the flood of yellow light was falling 

directly upon the face of Jose, but so 
dulled were his eyes that he seemed to 
see only a glimmer.

They had made the big bandage 
around his body as well as they were 
able; but still the blood speeded through 
the cloth.

“Do you see?” said Jose to them 
faintly. “Life is a well of water. But 
mine is broken, and the water is run­
ning out swiftly!”

Red Hardwick could endure no more. 
He jumped up and left the cabin and, 
from the brink of the hill, he looked 
down. It was a pleasant picture, that 
picture of the outer night.

Sheriff Guernsey had ringed the hill 
on which the cabin stood with little 
camp fires—a dozen, perhaps, in all. 
They cast a light from one point of the 
circle to the next and threw long, toss­
ing shadows up the slope. In the rocks 
behind the fire, securely fortified as in 
so many nests, were the men of the 
posse, two or more to every fire, with 
rifles constantly leveled and revolvers 
always at hand.

Sheriff Guernsey would not allow 
sleepiness to overcome his men. He 
ordered that at each fire one man should 
be resting—sleeping if he could. The 
other man or men were to keep awake 
and watch. And, in order to make sure 
that the watchfulness should not lag, he 
had ordered three men to be constantly 
crawling about from post to post, with 
brandy and food. Such was the wis­
dom of Guernsey, and a darting squirrel 
could not have succeeded in forcing its 
way through the line of those fires. 
When the morning came, it would be a 
simple thing to riddle that wretched 
little shack with rifle fire and drive out 
or kill the fugitives. The game was 
entirely in his hand, and the sheriff 
knew it.

So did Red, as he lay on his belly 
on the cold hillside and studied the 
scene. And what he did not know of 
the sheriff’s orders, he could guess by 



the regular distribution of the fires and 
the evenness with which they were fed 
with fuel. It was very likely, he 
thought, that they would follow the out­
bound footsteps of Jose very soon.

He called loudly: “Guernsey! Sid 
Guernsey!”

A rifle spoke in answer, and the bullet 
ripped up the ground before him and 
cast a shower of sand into his face.

“Stop that shooting!” barked the 
shrill voice of Guernsey.

“My finger done it, not me,” said the 
guilty man.

“What you want?” called Guern­
sey.

“I want to come down and talk to 
you.”

“Come down, then,” said Guernsey. 
“You’ll go back safe enough. But stop 
in front of the fires. Don’t try to break 
through the line. You’ll be covered.”

Red went down and stood exactly in 
front of the fires. A shadow among 
shadows, Guernsey arose from the rocks 
beyond.

“Well, Red.” he said, “you’ve got 
yourself into good company, and you 
been givin’ comfort and help to them 
that the law wants. I dunno how many 
years in jail you’ll get—even if you give 
yourself up now. I suppose that’s what 
you come down for?”

“You suppose wrong. We got a dy­
ing man up in the shack.”

“Hooker ?”
“No, Ridal.”
“The devil; what’s he to me?”
“Nothing, I suppose. Is there a doc­

tor in the lot of you?”
“Speak up, boys,” called Guernsey. 

“Is there a doctor among us? No,” he 
added after pausing a moment for a 
reply, “there ain’t. But what d’you 
want?”

“Somebody who can make the Mex­
ican comfortable while he dies. There’s 
not much hope for him.”

Guernsey paused again. “It would 
be a fool thing for me to come myself.

But I got a doctoring kit. And—Red, 
I’ll come.”

There was a chorus of protest from 
the posse—warnings that Guernsey 
would be taken and held for their own 
safety by the fugitives if he went up 
to the cabin. But Guernsey scoffed 
their warnings aside.

“I know Hooker better than that,” 
said he. “And I know Red. They 
ain’t rats!”

And up the hill he went at the side 
of Red Hardwick.

They found Jose Ridal fallen into a 
weak calm, his face haggard and his 
eyes closed and sunken. Joe Hooker, 
at the side of the dying man, acknowl­
edged the presence of the sheriff by a 
nod only. And Guernsey set about ex­
amining the wound. He shook his head 
at once, drew out a brandy flask, and 
gave Ridal a stiff draw.

“There ain’t nothing that can be 
done,” said he. “He’s drifting out 
fast!’’

Under the stimulus. Ridal opened his 
wild eyes and looked vaguely at 
them.

“Who is this?” said he huskily to 
Guernsey. “Is it not my father's 
cousin? Are you not Pedro Gonzales, 
the priest?”

“I am,” said Guernsey calmly.
“That is good,” sighed Ridal. “As 

for my own soul, it is lost and can 
never be saved, father. But my two 
friends—this Senor Hardwick and this 
Senor Hooker, have risked their lives 
for my life. Do you hear me, father? 
Pray for them. Pray them into 
heaven!”

“Well,” muttered Guernsey. “What 
is your own crime, Jose?” he asked in 
good Spanish.

“I killed a man like a rat. His name 
is Bender. But that is not all!”

“Did you kill him for his money, 
Jose ?”

“I did not touch his purse,” said the 
dying man. “I killed him for the sake 



of a friend. A friend asked me to take 
him out of his way, and I killed him. 
Before this man, this Bender fought 
with me, I heard him tell the truth. He 
had come to get much money from 
Senor Lewis Connell.”

“Ah?” said the sheriff.
“Because of that, Senor Connell 

wished him dead. And I killed him, 
father. But that is not the sin which 
damns me—that is-----” His eyes
roved eagerly. “Is that light beyond 
the windows the sunrise, father?” He 
pointed to the flickering lights from the 
camp fires which showed against the 
panes of glass.

“It’s the sunrise,” answered Joe 
Hooker, understanding.

“I thank God,” said Jose Ridal. “I 
could not die in the dark of the night. 
Amigo----- ” said he to Joe Hooker, and
as he laid his hand on the arm of the 
cow-puncher, he stiffened, choked, and 
looked up to the roof with sightless eyes. 
He was dead.

The sheriff himself closed those hor­
rible, open eyes and laid a blanket over 
the form of the dead man. Then he 
said to Red: “What is this stuff about 
Blackie?”

“I don’t know,” said Red.
“However,” said the sheriff, “it’ll 

bear looking into. Red, I ask you now 
for the last time: D’you stick here 
with Joe until the fighting starts, or do 
you come along with me?”

“You go along with him,” insisted 
Hooker.

“I stick here, and that’s final.” said 
Red.

“Red,” began Hooker, “if you——”
“Persuading,” said the sheriff, “will 

do no good. He’s set in his mind.”
And he left the cabin unhindered and 

went down the slope to the circle of 
fires. - There, as he sat huddled inside a 
blanket he was heard to say: “Did you 
ever set a trap for a skunk and get a 
lion?”

But after that he did not speak again 

until the night was old and the gray of 
the dawn began, first as a chill stir in 
the air, and then a sudden blackening 
of the eastern mountains, so that they 
seemed to swallow half the sky, and 
finally a thin rim of gray along the tops 
of the peaks. Still it was not time to 
begin the shooting which must finish 
Hooker and his companion. And even 
when the sky had turned to rose, the 
sheriff was not yet ready.

It was at this time that some one an­
nounced a horseman headed toward 
them and they saw a rider hurrying a 
tired horse over the last hill. It was a 
young puncher from a neighboring 
town, his horse covered with lather.

“Is Guernsey here?” he asked.
“I’m Guernsey,” said the sheriff.
The messenger slipped from his 

horse. “I see,” he nodded, “and 
Hooker is up yonder, trapped?”

-“He is,” grinned the sheriff.
“Well,” said the other, “open the 

trap and let him out. You’ve done a 
lot of riding for nothing!”

“Riding for nothing?” shouted Sid 
Guernsey.

“Larry Rawson is alive 1” explained 
the other.

There was a muttering exclamation 
from the crowd.

“The telegraph was chattering last 
night,” said the messenger. “When 
they found that you’d passed through 
the town yesterday, they burned up the 
wire telling us that Rawson is alive and 
that he’s sure to get well, and that he 
ain’t pressing no charges against 
Hooker. He says that it was a fair fight 
—and that he started the fighting. 
Hooker shot in self-defense!”

The sheriff stood like one stunned. 
And then he struck a hand against his 
face.

“Now,” said he, “I got something to 
thank God for, which is something I 
thought that Hooker would never give 
me! Go call him down; he’s come 
within an ace of bein’ a dead man!”



CHAPTER XV.
THE INHERITANCE OF RED.

MRS. CONNELL had become 
Blackie’s chief adviser. And when 

he pointed out to her that Andy seemed 
less fond of him than ever, since Red 
had been driven out of the house, she 
simply said: "Keep away from him, 
Blackie. He was always wrapped up in 
Red. And because he’s done justice on 
Red and drove him out of the house, 
that don't mean that he likes you any 
better than ever. He's got a lot of 
things agin’ you. But keep quiet—and 
don’t let him hear you chirping none 
because Red is down and you’re up. 
Only tell me. Blackie—was it for you 
that Red borrowed the money?”

"Certainly not,” said Blackie.
But he smiled at her, and she under­

stood !
Andy Connell, indeed, was like a man 

who had lost his very soul. He roamed 
through the house and over his place; 
he went to the mine and probed fool­
ishly among its nooks and corners as 
though he were hunting for a dear pos­
session which was gone from him. To 
his wife he uttered only monosyllables; 
to Blackie he did not speak at all.

"He’ll even things up,” declared 
Blackie, "by leaving most of his money 
to some charity.”

“NTo,” said Mrs. Connell. "Keep 
your mouth shut and don’t bother him 
none and he’ll never take the trouble 
to look for a charity. It’ll all come to 
you. And then----- ”

“Oh.” said he, “I won't forget you, 
Mrs. Connell.”

“That.” said she grimly, “is some­
thing that you'd better not!”

It was on the seventh day after the 
departure of Bed in disgrace that there 
appeared at the bouse of Andy Connell 
tlie two most distinguished visitors he 
had ever received—none other than 
ChaOmer Greenough from Yates Valley, 
and his daughter Beatrice. And even 

rough Andy was stirred. He took them 
up to the mine and showed them where 
the gold was first struck—first found in 
a broken stone in the meadow land 
below; then followed to an obscure out­
cropping on the side of the hill above, 
and how the vein had opened out as they 
followed it through the hill to the other 
side. Mr. Greenough was charmed. 
He had made his own millions and many 
of them, but he had never made them 
so simply as this! l ie went through 
the mine from top to bottom, and he 
found a time to take Connell apart and 
say: “Connell, I suppose that you’ve 
heard Blackie speak of my daughter?”

“I have,” said the miner.
“And I,” said Greenough, “have 

heard her talk of Lewis. In one word, 
my friend, I’ve come over here to-day 
to let you understand that if those 
young people are really fond of one 
another, I shall not stand in their way.”

“You won’t?” gasped out Connell. 
“Why, sir, if Blackie is gunna be as 
lucky as that, I don’t mind tellin’ you 
that he’s the single heir to all that I’ve 
got.”

“That,” said Greenough with much 
satisfaction, "is very much to the point! 
Not, you understand, that Beatrice has 
spoken to me definitely. But I can see 
that she inclines to Lewis. From the 
day when he kept her and her horse 
from a nasty accident in Jackson Cor­
ners, she has always felt that there was 
something owing to him.”

So Andy Connell walked the air as 
they strolled back down the hill, with 
Blackie and Beatrice before them, 
laughing together. And they were al­
most at the bottom of the hill when she 
pointed and cried out: "Isn’t that Red. 
coming toward us?”

“Hush 1” cautioned Blackie. "That's 
a name Mr. Connell doesn't want to 
hear; besides, it can't lie Red. He’s 
been driven out.”

But it was Red. and on either side of 
him rode on the one hand the sheriff 



and on the other hand, tall Joe Hooker; 
and they came straight for the aston­
ished Andy Connell.

“Lemme talk!” said he. “If the 
sheriff has brung them two in for some 
sort of crooked work, I’ll tell him pretty 
pronto that I ain’t behind young Hard­
wick.”

He strode out before the rest, with 
an ominous face. But he was not the 
goal in the eye of Sheriff Sid Guernsey. 
That warrior of the mountain desert 
rode briskly past Connell with only a 
wave of the hand, touched the brim of 
his hat to Beatrice, nodded to Mr. 
Greenough, and brought his horse to a 
halt in front of Blackie.

“Good morning, sheriff,” said Blackie 
as pleasantly as he could.

The answer of the sheriff was simply . 
“Young feller, what d’you know of the 
killing of Lew Bender?”

When one has crossed a frightful 
chasm and stands safely on the other 
side, it is bewildering to find the same 
gulf under one's eyes again. Blackie, 
for all the steadiness of his nerves, was 
shaken to the ground. And from his 
lips burst the tell-tale exclamation: 
“My God!”

That, and the sudden whiteness of 
his face was proof enough. But the 
sheriff thrust out a gloved hand and 
held Blackie while he stabbed the next 
question at him.

“Bender came here to collect gam­
bling debts from you, Blackie. Is that 
right ?”

Andy Connell at that instant turned 
squarely upon Blackie. And on either 
side of him was the lady of his heart— 
his hope of millions—and her shrewd 
father. The frightful consequences that 
might ensue if he were to stumble, 
choked Blackie. Another instant, and 
he could have lied smoothly and with 
an unchanging face. But now this com­
bination of dangers closed his throat 
and put a pound of lead upon his 
tongue. He could not speak!

“And when he come to you for the 
money, you was afraid to ask Connell, 
there, for it. And you went to Red, 
there, for help—and Red helped you! 
And then when he’d raised the money 
for you----- ”

“Ten thousand damnations!” shouted 
Andy Connell. “It ain’t no ways pos­
sible!” And he rushed at Blackie and 
caught him by the shoulders.

“Blackie, after he risked himself for 
the sake of savin’ you—him—Red'— 
after the way you always treated him— 
and then to turn around and knife him 
—but—my head is turnin’ upside down! 
It ain’t possible!”

“It’s all a lie!” said Blackie through 
his poor, numb lips.

But oh, what a weak voice it was, and 
how falteringly it issued from his lips!

“Let’s go away!” said Beatrice 
Greenough to her father, sick at what 
she saw.

“No!” said he sternly. “We’ll stay 
here and see this thing out. I think we 
may be attending the unveiling of a 
rare rogue, Beatrice. It will be worth 
seeing.”

What little self-possession had re­
mained to Blackie melted away under 
this stroke from the side. He strove 
to rally; he thought of flight; and he 
winced in the hands of Andy Connell. 
The rough miner wanted no more. He 
flung Blackie away and the latter, stum­
bling, fell flat upon the ground.

When he stood up, every back was 
toward him except the long, lean face 
of Joe Hooker, wreathed in a sinister 
grin of satisfaction. And the cow­
puncher hooked his thumb over his 
shoulder and down the road as if to 
say: “That’s the way for you to take, 
kid! Run along!”

That was not the chief agony for 
Blackie, however. It did not seem pos­
sible that in so few seconds all the 
ground could be ripped away from 
under his feet. And here was the sher­
iff saying:



“You're under arrest, young Connell. 
Take him out to the barn, Joe, and get 
him on a hoss. I’ll trust him to you. 
We’re gunna see if killings can be 
bought and paid for in this here land 
while I’m the sheriff of it!”

So Blackie was led away, and as he 
went he saw Andy Connell put his thick 
arm around the shoulders of Red and 
heard him crying: “Red, by the Eternal, 
you’ve been brung back to me! This’ll 
turn ’Rica green, I tell you! It'll turn 
her green! And it’s warmth in my 
heart! After this, I’ll never grow old. 
Only, Red, how are you gunna learn 
how to forgive me for the fool that I’ve 
been in treatin’ you this way?”

“Why,” Blackie heard Red say, “I’m 
glad it all happened. Because from this 
time on, I guess it will take a good deal 
to break in between us, eh?”

“There ain’t enough dynamite in the 
world to blast us apart,” declared the 
other with a ringing oath.

Was not that enough for Blackie to 
see and to hear? No, there was still 
more agony for him, the keenest touch 
of all. He saw Chalmer Greenough lay 
a hand upon the shoulder of Red and 
say: “I know all about this old enmity 
between you and Blackie. And if 
you’ve tried to do such a thing for him 
at the end of all your rivalry—why, it 
was a very fine thing, young man!”

■ Blackie waited to hear no more. Not 
even from Beatrice was a single pitying 
glance sent after him. And he hurried 
away at the side of Joe Hooker.

“Oh, God!” cried Blackie suddenly. 
“I wish that I was dead!”

“I’ll loan you a gun for the job,” said 
Joe Hooker without mercy. “Eat rat 

poison, son, and die the kind of a death 
that you’re intended for!”

They did not throw Blackie into 
prison for that crime of sending another 
man to kill Lew Bender. Perhaps, after 
all, there was a sufficient justice done 
without going so far. All that could 
be adduced against Blackie was the 
merest hearsay. There was the testi­
mony of the Mexican, to be sure. And 
that might have been enough in itself, 
except that it was proved by Blackie’s 
lawyer, that Jose Ridal had been raving 
as he died. So the jury disagreed, and 
Blackie was set free.

There are condemnations, however, 
which are purely nonlegal and which cut 
far deeper than a judge’s sentence. And 
this popular verdict was so heavily 
against Blackie that he found his life 
could never again be lived in the West.

He turned his face East; and he 
carried with him the consolation of 
knowing that Andy Connell would al­
ways support—however meagerly—his 
adopted son. That was enough for 
Blackie.

And now that one dream of wealth 
and prosperity was closed to him, he 
straightway prepared for new schemes. 
He closed the door upon that section of 
his life and resolutely forgot it and all 
that was behind the door.

Never again did he receive a stab of 
pain from those old days, except 
through a little newspaper clipping, 
which told of the betrothal, a year or 
two later, of Mr. Oliver Hardwick and 
Beatrice Greenough.

So the inheritance of Red was com­
plete.

TRAPPER KEEPS WINTER VIGIL
pARADISE INN, high up in the valleys of Mount Rainer, Washington, has 
1 but one occupant this winter. He is a government trapper, who remains 
there to clean up numerous cougars and wolves that prey on the deer, elk, and 
game birds of the National Park.
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HE cabin stood on a tim­
bered slope above the 
tracks. Behind it rose the 
granite ramparts of the 
divide, resembling glisten­
ing, white fortifications 

about the shoulders of Eagle Peak. Be­
low it, across the gap where the tracks 
cut through, the mountain fell off into 
space, affording an unobstructed view 
of the ranges beyond.

Jerry had selected the location for 
it himself when he had been given the 
job of watchman up there. Trackman, 
they called him, but Jerry didn’t favor 
that appellation. He was a watchman; 
ever on the alert for snowslides in 
the winter, for landslides in the spring 
and summer and fall, for loose spikes 
or ties or rails—any of which might 
send a train to destruction as it swung 
over the summit.

And they called it a pension job! 
Jerry snorted, shook his white head 
and puffed out his ruddy cheeks, every 
time he thought of it. Pension job! 
And him with ten miles, almost, of 
treacherous track to watch—to guard! 
How many wrecks had his vigilance 
averted ? Nine. Nine wrecks! He held 
the fate of the limiteds, the lives of 

the passengers, in his hands. That’s 
the way Jerry looked at it, and he felt 
no mean measure of responsibility.

Jerry sat by the stove in the late 
afternoon and gazed about his well-or­
dered cabin. His final inspection for 
the day was over, potatoes were boiling 
on the stove, there was hot water for 
tea, and a venison steak reposed on a 
plate on the kitchen table waiting to 
be fried when the time came.

But Jerry didn’t look altogether con­
tented. There was a glimmer of worry 
in his faded blue eyes and he puck­
ered his shaggy white eyebrows. 
Finally he got up and went to the door. 
He opened it and looked out. Faint 
streaks of pink showed through the 
clouds riding above the peaks in the 
West. Elsewhere the sky was a mot­
tled gray. A few flakes of snow, light 
and fine, were drifting on the wind.

“Going to storm sure as shootin’J’ 
muttered Jerry to himself. “Well, it’s 
just about time for the first good, 
healthy blizzard. It’ll' be here soon 
after dark or I don’t know the signs 
I’ve been watchin’ up here for the last 
six years.”

He closed the door and went back 
to the stove, where he sat down in his 



easy-chair and rubbed the sides of his 
face reflectively,

“If it weren’t for that danged curve 
240 I reckon I never would get neu- 
ralgy, Teddy.” He spoke to a big, 
black cat that came out from behind 
the stove. “It’s the wind down there. 
1 reckon that wind that hits a feller 
at 240 is the strongest wind that blows 
in these here mountains.”

It was the bane of Jerry’s life in the 
winter—the wind at curve 240, so called 
because bridge 240 was on the curve. 
When Jerry went down on his gasoline 
speeder he always dreaded that spot on 
curve 240 where the wind shot around 
a rocky point and hit him full force. 
And he had to face that blast for some 
two miles until he reached the lower end 
of his patrol. He wouldn’t care, only he 
was subject to neuralgia, and the cold, 
stinging wind down there kept him in 
misery for days at a time.-

He looked up at a shelf on which 
were ranged a great number of bottles, 
all “cures” according to their labels— 
all fakes according to Jerry, who had 
been on the point of throwing them all 
out time after time only to have his 
hand stayed by recollection of the in­
vestment they represented.

A sudden blast of wind struck the 
cabin, whistled at the windows and 
went howling away through the tim­
ber.

“I knew it!” exclaimed Jerry. “We’re 
in for it to-night, Teddy. I hope it 
don’t interfere much with our radio.”

The cat and the small radio outfit 
—the latter left by some kindly hunters 
the winter before—were Jerry’s only 
companions. The cat he fed and talked 
to: the radio brought him music and 
news from distant cities—if conditions 
were right. Jerry called his little radio 
set “Wings,” for he thought of the 
words and notes coming to him through 
the air on wings, instead of on waves. 
Every night he would sit with the 
phones tight against his ears, his mouth 

and eyes opened wide, and listen, while 
Teddy, the cat, would lie on the floor 
and watch him out of big, yellow eyes, 
each like a huge topaz.

The one great yearning of Jerry’s life 
was to have a fine radio set, with a 
loud speaker; one that would enable him 
to “pick up” programs from coast to 
coast. He had often considered dig­
ging into his savings for the required 
amount; but Jerry was not so young 
that he could afford to put off reckon­
ing with the day when he would be 
unable to maintain his lonely vigil on 
the divide. There were other things 
he wanted, too—things he needed. But 
Jerry was too wise to flirt with the 
poorhouse of the future for the lux­
uries of the present. He was a model 
of economy, as well as of efficiency.

The wind swept across the neigh­
boring ranges, shrieked past the cabin, 
tore through the pines and hurled itself 
at the granite ramparts below Eagle’s 
snow-crowned dome.

Jerry shivered involuntarily and went 
for another look out the door. The 
red streaks in the west had vanished. 
The air was filled with snow. Night, 
black and sinister, seemed to envelop 
the top of the world even as he looked. 
He closed the door carefully and turned 
unerringly in the darkened room to the 
shelf where he kept his lamps. He took 
one down, placed it on the table, found 
the matches, and made a light.

Next he took a can of evaporated 
cream, poured some in a saucer, added 
a little water, stirred it carefully with 
a spoon, and put it down on the floor 
as Teddy’s first course. Later the cat 
would get bits of meat and other food 
left from Jerry’s supper.

Jerry now turned his; attention to 
the venison steak and soon it was in a 
skillet frying merrily on top the stove, 
giving off a savory odor which caused 
Jerry to hurry with his task of taking 
off the potatoes and preparing his tea. 
Then he set the table.



Just as he was about to sit down to 
his supper, piping hot on the table, he 
heard a sound at the door. He stood 
motionless, holding the teapot, and lis­
tened. Then came a loud knocking. 
He put down the teapot with a swift 
intake of breath. A visitor ! But Jerry 
had no visitors way up there. Who 
could it be? He started. Trouble on 
the line!

Even as he turned the knocking was 
repeated more energetically. He hur­
ried to the door and threw it open.

In the semidarkness just outside he 
made out a burly form and the yellow 
lamplight dimly revealed a face and eyes 
that glittered under heavy, black brows.

“How do you do?” he asked.
“Hullo,” said the stranger gruffly. 

”1 was walkin’ down to Skyline an’ 
saw your light. It’s blowin’ the furies 
of the devil an’ I thought I’d stop in.”

The man thrust his huge bulk for­
ward and Jerry instinctively drew back.

“Come in,” he said, although it was 
hardly necessary for the man was al­
ready in the cabin, his beady, black eyes 
darting everywhere in quick appraisal.

A gust of wind sent a flurry of snow 
scuttling in and Jerry shut the door 
against the blast.

The visitor, completing his inspection 
of the main room of the cabin, looked 
swiftly into Jerry’s little bedroom and 
into the little wood shed that opened 
off the main room at the rear to the 
right of the stove.

“All alone, eh!” he said, scowling at 
Jerry.

The man’s manner was not altogether 
genial, Jerry thought; his look and 
words seemed to convey a subtle men­
ace. Jerry had been observing him. He 
had noticed the rough clothing and 
shoes, the worn Mackinaw that was al­
most a size too small for the big shoul­
ders it incased, the cap drawn down 
tight over the man’s massive head. 
“Have you had your supper?” he asked, 
almost timidly.

“Supper?1 Of course I haven’t had 
my supper. How would I have my sup­
per when I’ve been walking over the 
hump for three hours?”

“I didn’t—know,” faltered Jerry. 
“You come from the snow sheds, I 
suppose? Been working there?”

The man glared. “Of course I’ve 
been workin’ there. Where else would 
a workin’ stiff work up here, eh? An’ 
I’m ready to eat. You hear that? I’m 
ready to eat.”

Jerry motioned to the table. He 
knew there were some rough characters 
working on the snow sheds on the west 
side of the divide. He assumed that 
this man had quit and was making for 
the east, over the summit, when the bliz­
zard hit him. Almost every day, when 
making the run of his patrol on his 
speeder, he saw men such as this one 
walking over the summit to go down 
to Skyline where they could catch a 
freight going east. He knew, too, that 
every spring when the snow went off 
bodies were found in the gulch.

“Don’t you want to take off your 
mackinaw an’ cap an’ wash?” he asked, 
pouring a cup of tea as the man sat 
down at the table.

The other looked up with a snarl. 
“Take off my cap an’ wash?” he 
sneered. “Maybe I ain’t polite enough 
for you. eh? You with your snug cabin 
an’ good grub an’ soft job! You leave 
well enough alone! An’ cook some 
more grub,” he added, as he surveyed 
what had been placed before him. “I’m 
a full-growed man an’ I have to have 
lots of meat. Cook some more meat. 
You hear me?”

Jerry turned to the stove. He had 
detected a gleam of genuine malice in 
the man’s beady eyes. A tough cus­
tomer! Well, what was to be expected? 
The snow-shed crews were recruited 
from the “stiff” sections of coast cities. 
The contractors took what they could 
get; for labor was not plentiful and the 
men did not stay long.



He set about frying some more of 
the venison and thanked his stars that 
he had been lucky enough to get a deer 
in the clearing a few days before. 
Jerry knew it was the part of wisdom 
to humor his uninvited guest. For 
Jerry was alone and he knew there was 
no possibility of any one coming there 
that night; indeed, it was rarely that 
he had a visitor, even in the daytime 
in the best of weather.

The man ate greedily, taking huge 
mouthfuls, and glaring at Jerry while 
he chewed his food. He drank all the 
tea and demanded more. Jerry made 
fresh tea, striving to conceal the re­
sentment he felt within him.

When the man had finished he pushed 
back from the table and demanded to­
bacco. When Jerry put his tobacco 
box on the table the uninvited guest 
drew a pipe from a pocket of his mack­
inaw, filled and lighted it, and sat 
watching Jerry while the latter ate his 
own supper. He continued to sit, still 
clothed in Mackinaw and cap, while 
Jerry washed the dishes and put the 
cabin to rights. The old watchman 
wondered if the man intended to brave 
the blizzard and go on that night. It 
would be taking a chance with death 
to do so, but this man might attempt 
it. He was strong enough.

“What’s that?” asked the visitor sud­
denly when Jerry had finished his tasks. 
He pointed to Jerry’s little radio set 
on a stand near the easy-chair.

“That’s my radio,” said Jerry, unable 
to keep a wistful note of pride out of 
his voice.

“What? A radio? That dinky little 
thing!” The man laughed harshly. 
“Does it work?”

“Not as well as I’d like it to,” said 
Jerry, growing more resentful. “Some­
times it does pretty good.”

“Let’s listen in,” said the man, 
going to the easy-chair and dropping 
down in it. He put the phones to his 
ears while Jerry made the adjustments.

“Not a thing!” sneered the big man. 
“Oh, yes, I caught a note or two of 
some fiddler then. Listen to her 
screeech or something. Ha, ha, ha!” 
He put the ear phones down. “That 
thing’s a joke. Why, we had one----- ”
He stopped suddenly and scowled.

“Yes, yes,” said Jerry eagerly. “You 
had one?”

“We had one in a lumber camp I 
worked in on the coast that you could 
hear all over the place,” said the man. 
He made a grimace and threw the ear 
phones from him.

Jerry started up with a little cry. 
The man might break the set. He 
looked wildly at the rifle that reposed 
on two pegs over one of the small win­
dows. The man’s eyes followed his 
glance.

“So?” said the man slowly. He looked 
darkly at Jerry. “You ain’t set on en­
tertaining me none, eh ? Don’t like it 
because I’m here?”

He rose swiftly and walked to the 
window, his steps shaking the floor. 
“You’d like to drive me out into the 
blizzard, eh?” he snarled.

He took down the gun, pumped the 
cartridges out on the floor and walked 
to the door. He opened the door, 
stepped out and threw the gun with all 
his powerful strength. Jerry knew the 
rifle would probably land clear down 
in the cut. He couldn’t hope to get 
it back that night. The wind swept in 
through the door with tremendous vel­
ocity and the lamp went out.

“Light that lamp!” came the hoarse 
command as the door slammed shut.

Jerry hastened to obey. When the 
lamp wick was burning again the man 
stood glowering at him. Finally the 
man spoke.

“Look here, you old rat, I need some 
sleep. I’m goin’ to stay here to-night, 
understand? Do you understand that? 
I’m goin’ to stay here an’ I’m goin’ to 
sleep, an’ if you try any tricks, I’ll 
break your back with my hands!”



He held his great fists before Jerry’s 
startled eyes, slowly opening his hands 
and closing them, with a convulsive 
movement,

“You—you can sleep in my room,” 
said Jerry, “I won’t bother you.”

“See that you don’t,” warned the 
other.

Jerry saw the red gleam of malice 
in the man’s eyes. He noticed a pallor 
of the face and ascribed it to rage. He 
shouldn’t have looked at that gun.

He hurriedly lighted another lamp 
and led the way into his bedroom. The 
man looked at the modest bunk, then 
examined the door to make sure there 
was a way to secure it.

“Get out!” he snarled at Jerry.
The old man went out, the door 

closed and he heard the bar slipped into 
place. He dropped into his easy-chair 
with a sigh of relief. At least he was 
rid of his unwelcome guest for the 
night, even though it was at the ex­
pense of his own rest.

The blizzard raged by spells; for the 
severe blowing of the wind was not 
continuous. There were distinct lulls 
—freaks of the storm—when all would 
be still. The cat came out from behind 
the stove and settled down before 
Jerry’s chair, looking up at him. The 
stove hearth glowed a ruddy red with 
coals. Jerry picked up the ear phones 
of his radio and began tuning in.

He caught snatches of music, and 
then

—broadcasting—escape from the State 
penitentiary—John Baum, serving a life sen­
tence for murder—desperate and armed— 
dangerous—description—tall, very heavy— 
weighing—pounds—color of eyes—smooth 
shaven, beard would be reddish brown—one 
thousand dollars reward for his capture—■ 
notify nearest sheriff or warden—

The voice ended suddenly as the wind 
struck the cabin with a force that al­
most made it rock.

Jerry put aside the ear phones. He 
was thrilled. During a big lull in the 
storm he had received the most startling 

bit of news that he had ever heard 
over the radio. True, he hadn’t caught 
all of it; but he had heard enough to 
know that the escape of a desperate 
prisoner from the State penitentiary 
was being broadcast. The description 
was meager, but there was no doubt 
as to the reward.

Jerry looked at the little instrument 
wonderingly. To him it was the marvel 
of marvels. Through the air from miles 
and miles away, this information had 
come to him way up there on the divide. 
It was wonderful what uses the radio 
could be put to. It might result in 
the capture of the escaped murderer. 
It was certainly making life harder for 
criminals. They probably had a radio 
in the penitentiary; yes, he believed he 
had read something about it. They 
had a receiving set, anyway. Perhaps 
they could also broadcast and the war­
den could sit in his office and send out 
the description of the escaped convict.

Jerry started suddenly. His unwel­
come visitor! The thought almost took 
his breath away. He remembered the 
man’s coarse face, the beady eyes, the 
huge frame—the part of the description 
had said something about “tall, very 
heavy.” This man was tall and heavy. 
Too bad he hadn’t been able to catch 
the weight, and the color of the eyes. 
This man was smooth shaven; but if 
his beard had been noticeable it might 
have been -a reddish brown. Perhaps 
he, Jerry, would be able to tell by 
the man’s beard growth in the morn­
ing.

But, pshaw! What would an escaped 
convict be doing up there? And walk­
ing! Any convict who had any sense 
would make for the coast, where he 
could lose himself in a big city or get 
away on a ship, or—-but there were so 
many ways to travel on from the coast.

No, Jerry had seen too many roughs 
from the snow sheds not to be able to 
recognize one on sight. A thousand 
dollars reward! Jerry mused on what 



he could do with such a sum. The wind 
howled and moaned, and, at intervals, 
shrieked and raged in the pines. It 
shook the cabin and hurled the snow 
against the windowpanes in a fury, 
jerry dozed in his chair.

He was awakened rudely. His visi­
tor was shaking him roughly by the 
shoulder. Jerry started up and looked 
about, rubbing his eyes. The white 
light of dawn was shining through the 
panes. He had slept all night. The 
cabin was cold, for the fire had gone 
out.

“Time we was gettin’ breakfast an’ 
gettin’ out of here,” said the gruff voice 
above him. ‘“Cm on. get a move on.”

Jerry got up stiffly and hobbled to 
the wood box. Soon he had a fire go­
ing in the stove. His guest was mov­
ing about restlessly. Jerry looked out 
the door and saw that it had stopped 
snowing. He shivered as he thought 
of his patrol and that wind down at 
curve 240.

He stole a look at the man as he 
put the coffeepot on the stove. His 
visitor wore his cap and carried his 
Mackinaw under one arm. He appeared 
to be impatient to start. Yes, he cer­
tainly looked like one of those snow­
shed laborers. Then Jerry remembered 
the radio warning. The man’s beard 
had sprouted. Jerry edged about in 
an effort to get a good look at the man's 
chin and finally was rewarded when 
the man stopped where the light from 
the window shone directly on his face. 
But Jerry couldn't determine that it 
was reddish brown. He decided it 
wasn’t. Well, the man was a ruffian 
all the same. Jerry would be glad to 
get rid of him at any cost.

They ate breakfast silently. When 
they had finished the man spoke.

“You have to go down the track this 
mornin', don’t you?" His tone was 
’ess gruff; his manner less aggressive.

Jerry correctly surmised that the man 
was going to ask the favor of riding 

down with him and for that reason 
he was toning down a bit.

“Yes, I have to cover my patrol first 
thing,” said Jerry.

“Suppose you won’t object to givin’ 
me a lift down a ways,” said the man 
smoothly.

“No, you are welcome to come 
along,” replied Jerry. What a relief 
it would be to get rid of the man.

“All right, let’s go,” said the other, 
putting on his Mackinaw.

Jerry put on his own Mackinaw, his 
fur cap, his overshoes and his big mit­
tens. It would be a cold ride. He 
dreaded the wind. They walked to­
gether down to the shed where the 
speeder was housed. Jerry had trouble 
starting it and the man helped him, ap­
parently more and more eager to get 
started.

“Do you go as far as Skyline ?” the 
man asked with a keen look.

Jerry shook his head. “About a mile 
this side,” he said. “Of course, I could 
run down----- ”

“No, you needn't bother,” the man 
put in. “That’ll be all right for me.”

They pushed the little car onto the 
rails which had been cleared of snow 
by a freight train that had passed early 
in the morning. The man took his place 
in front, as Jerry indicated, and Jerry 
sat in the rear. Their seat was the box 
covering and protecting the motor. 
Two sacks of cement were on the left 
side of the car. Jerry kicked aside a 
short piece of two-by-four near the 
brake pedal and they started off.

There was little need for the motor 
after the car got under way for it was 
all down grade. When they had got a 
good start, Jerry threw out the clutch. 
They went spinning down the track at 
a good rate of speed and Jerry was 
compelled to use the brake to prevent 
the little car from going too fast.

The track wound around the moun­
tain and down a number of switchbacks. 
Then came a long, winding easy grade 



that ended in the beginning of a great 
curve—curve 240. Jerry braced him­
self and grinned. Wait till they struck 
the rocky point. The shock of the blast 
would be some measure of revenge on 
his passenger. The point suddenly hove 
in view, they swung around it, and the 
blast struck them full force.

It took the man in front by surprise. 
His head went up and the wind ripped 
his cap from his head and swept it away 
into the canon on the left; it tore open 
his Mackinaw, almost took him off his 
seat. He clutched at the center rail 
of the seat to hold on. And in the 
roar of the wind he could not hear 
the motor running to force the car 
against the blast.

They swung around the curve at good 
speed and came to another long, wind­
ing down grade. The car bounced and 
shook as it gathered momentum. The 
man managed to turn his head and shout 
at Jerry but Jerry did not bear him. 
He was looking at the man’s head. 
That uncovered head fascinated him.

The man had to give all his atten­
tion to holding on, lest he should be 
thrown from the bouncing car. Slowly 
Jerry’s look changed; his eyes snapped 
with an unusual fire; his lips drew into 
a fine white line. He pushed the piece 
of two-by-four over so that it was un­
der the left side of the top of the brake 
pedal. This prevented him from put­
ting on the brake full force.

The car tore down the grade, swerv­
ing from left to right, bouncing and 
bobbing. They had to hold on with 
all their strength. The man managed 
to turn around again and Jerry made 
a gesture of helplessness, pointing to 
the brake and stamping it with his foot, 
indicating that it was out of order. 
He could see the man’s lips moving 
and knew that he was cursing. But 
there was also a look of terror in the 
man’s eyes. Would he try to jump? 
Jerry smiled grimly. Let him try! It 
would do him little good. One risk 

was as good as another and the look 
in the man’s eyes told him plainly that 
he would not jump.

Jerry leaned down as if he was work­
ing with the brake and now and then 
he slowed the car a little—just enough 
to prevent its jumping the track. It 
was the fastest he had ever gone. The 
speed frightened him, but he kept his 
lips tightly pressed and a light of de­
termination shone in his eyes.

Skyline hove in sight. But Skyline 
was merely a water tank and section 
crew headquarters. Eight miles below 
Skyline was Newfield, a mining and 
lumber camp of some size. There was 
also some one in Newfield whom Jerry 
wanted to see. They plunged through 
Skyline at a terrific rate of speed. The 
section gang, getting out their hand car, 
stared after them in astonishment.

Jerry knew his track. He knew they 
were coming to a long, straight, down 
grade of three miles. He let the car 
run free and the wind took his breath 
away. He had to shield his face with 
his coat sleeve. The man, clinging to 
the rail, his face white as death, stared 
back at him out of eyes wide with hor­
ror and fear. Jerry knew. The man 
was afraid of death.

Their speed increased to a point 
where Jerry again began to fumble with 
the brake. Then he straightened and 
kicked the piece of timber from under 
the top of the pedal. His eyes blazed 
defiance at the big man, and the let­
ter doubtless mistook the look for one 
of fear and desperation. He looked 
ahead. To the right was a mighty 
canon, deep and yawning, and far be­
low, down the canon, where the tracks 
crossed it on a high trestle, could be 
seen a white feather of smoke. A 
train!

The man fairly clutched the air with 
his free hand as he pointed for Jerry’s 
benefit. But Jerry paid scant attention. 
He knew that Newfield was between 
them and the train and that the train 



would be certain to stop there. He 
let the car race on and that it didn’t 
leave the tracks was due solely to the 
weight of the big man in front and 
the two heavy sacks of cement. As 
it was, it all but left the rails on the 
curves. A last long pitch and they 
came in sight of Newfield.

The train was pulling into the sta­
tion as they bore down upon it with 
the speed of a limited. Jerry applied 
the brake as the man made a move as 
if he would jump. The car began to 
slow down and the man looked be­
hind. Jerry was bending over the brake. 
He straightened with a reassuring smile 
to give the impression that he had man­
aged to get it in order at last.

They came to a stop within a yard 
of the engine of the train standing at 
the station. The man’s body grew limp 
and he wiped cold perspiration from 
his face and brow as Jerry hopped off 
and made a signal to some one standing 
near the engine.

The man on the front of the speeder, 
momentarily weakened by the reaction, 
stared dully as Jerry spoke to the man 
he had beckoned to. The engineer 
joined them. As the three of them 
approached the speeder the passenger 
suddenly came to life. He leaped to 
his feet and jumped from the car. But 
the three were upon him in an instant. 
The engineer landed full on his jaw 
while the Newfield deputy grasped him 
from behind. In another moment, as 
the fireman and others came running 
to help, the deputy had. the handcuffs 
on his wrists. Then the deputy drew 

a gun from the man's hip pocket and 
tore open his shirt revealing his prison 
underwear.

“ I knew it the minute I saw his 
head!” Jerry was exclaiming in great 
excitement. “When the wind at 240 
blew off his cap an’ I saw that close­
cropped hair I knew I was right. It’s 
him, all right. It’s John Baum an’ 
there’s a thousand-dollar reward out for 
him!”

The prisoner’s face was contorted, 
his eyes blazed red and he made a lunge 
toward the old man. But the deputy 
and engineer jerked him back.

“You’ll get the reward, Jerry,” the 
deputy promised.

In the cabin on the slope above the 
tracks, Jerry, idling with the dials of 
a new and beautiful radio set, addressed 
the cat on the floor at his feet.

“So that’s what he meant, Teddy, 
when he made that break about the big 
radio. He made fun of ours an’ said 
they had a big one in—a lumber camp. 
I thought it sounded queer at the time. 
It was in the penitentiary they had 
that set, Teddy. No wonder he kept 
his cap on. But as soon’s I saw that 
shaved head, with just color enough 
in it to----- ”

He stopped suddenly and his eyes 
lighted up.

Station W C A P, Washington, D. C., 
broadcasting. The next selection will be the 
“Stars and Stripes Forever,’’ played by the 
U. S. navy band.

Jerry settled back in his chair con­
tentedly.

THE ALASKAN RAILROAD PROFITS
Q COTT C. BONE, governor of Alaska, recently declared that no profit may 

be expected from the Alaskan government railroad for some years to come.
Eventually, he said, it would pay for itself through its aid in developing the 
territory.



Land o’ Freedom
By James Edward Hungerford

I WANT to be back
In a mountainside shack, 

Out there where the ol’ Rockies loom, 
An’ snowy peaks rise 
In the sunny, blue skies, 
An* a man has got plenty o’ room! 
I am longin’ to be 
Where a feller is free
To go where he wants to, art* when. 
In the ol’ golden West, 
Where the sun goes to rest— 
Yep! I’m yearnin’ to be there again!

I want to be boss 
O’ a little bronc hoss, 
That has got heaps o’ git-up-an’-git, 
With an unbroken pride, 
An’ a free-swingin’ stride, 
That will never lay down ’er say quit! 
I want to be dressed 
In the duds I like best, 
An’ havin’ the freedom I crave, 
Out there in the West, 
•In the land o’ sweet rest, 
In the home o’ the free an’ the brave!

I want to be back 
On the ol’ twistin’ track, 
That is windin’ through gulch an’ ravine. 
The land o’ tall trees, 
Where the breath o’ the breeze 
Is bracin’, sweet-scented, an’ clean!
I want to be there 
In that paradise, where 
There’s pine trees—oh! long may they wave— 
In the ol’ golden West, 
Where the sun goes to rest, 
In the land o’ the free an’ the brave!



Greenbacks on 
the Trail

> Reginald C.Barler
■ ,\ Author of "Star-shine Bill's

Curtained Trail," etc.

VEX before he opened the 
door, “Grizzly” Gallagher 
knew that the one seeking 
admittance was not only a 
stranger to the West, but 
also that he, or she, was a 

stranger to the hills. For a Westerner 
would not have knocked timidly at the 
door; and any one who had ever met the 
old trapper would not have knocked at 
all. Me would have been too sure of 
his welcome.

“I swan." muttered Grizzly Gallagher 
into his silver-tipped beard. “I most 
sartinly do! Seems like the hills are 
getting turribly overpopulated of late 
years; more trouble hatching, I sup­
pose. Waal, this time. I’ll be dog- 
goned if I don't get ready for it."

Quietly Grizzly Gallagher arose from 
lu's seat, and, taking a .45 Colt’s six- 
shooter from where it hung on one of 
the corner posts of his bunk, he slipped 
it into his waistband, and with one hand 
on its butt, swung open the door of the 
cabin.

So formidable did the bearded old 
trapper appear, that the man holding in 
his hand the halter rope of a heavily 
laden [jack horse, involuntarily stepped 
back a pace.

“I reck’n.” lie said in a peculiarly 
nasal tone, "that you're Grizzly Gal­
lagher.”

Grizzly didn't like that nasal voice; 

didn’t like the droop of the stranger’s 
left eye, that owing to some peculiar 
affliction kept up an intermittent wink­
ing as though hinting that between him 
and Grizzly there existed a secret under­
standing. And Grizzly didn’t like the 
wide, flaring nostrils of the blob of a 
nose that seemed to be in collusion with 
the forehead in an effort to conceal it­
self beneath an old gray hat.

Crook, if ever there was one, decided 
Grizzly Gallagher, and red-haired, at 
that 1

“You reck’n right, stranger," he ad­
mitted, with no hint of welcome. “Folks 
call me Grizzly Gallagher.”

“Hunkers is my name," said the 
stranger. “Byrd Hunkers, from Mis- 
cattekunk, Maine. I’ve come West for 
my health.”

“The last stranger that visited me,” 
Grizzly Gallagher informed him, "said 
the same thing. And he must have 
found it, for he stole all my bacon.”

"Then you don’t believe me, Air. Gal­
lagher?”

“I’m a mite suspicious,” admitted 
Grizzly Gallagher. “What ails you?”

“Just run down.” answered Hunkers. 
“Sort of nervous breakdown: need 
fresh air and lots of exercise. So I 
thought I’d put in a winter trapping in 
the Salmon River Mountains. Used to 
trap some back on the Fiscatiquis when 
I was a boy.”



"Mow’d you happen to find me?” 
asked Grizzly Gallagher. "How’d you 
happen to know my name?’

"Heard of you in McCall,’’ was the 
answer. "Old party—‘Lady’ Malone, 
that runs the restaurant—told me that 
maybe you’d let me be your partner this 
winter. Then at Lake-where-the-wind- 
never-blows I called at a homestead 
with a package that Lady Malone asked 
me to leave there, and Mrs. Blaine— 
was that the name?—told me the same 
thing and put me on the trail to your 
cabin. Cute little boy she’s got, but 
delicate."

"Delicate nothing !” exclaimed Grizzly 
Gallagher. "That’s my kid—at least 
he's named after me, Teddy Gallagher 
Blaine.

“Your story sounds all right,” con­
tinued Grizzly, “and you may as well 
come in and eat, seeing as you’re here. 
But let me tell you first and last, Mr. 
Hunkers. I don't aim to take a partner 
‘his winter.’’

“Why ?” Byrd Hunkers watched 
Grizzly as he deftly sliced some venison 
steak and dredged it in flour preparatory 
to frying it in bear lard. "What have 
you against me?’’

“Nothing.” admitted Grizzly Gal­
lagher. “Not a thing. But I’ve got 
stung too many times in the last few 
years to think about taking in any more 
strangers. The first one looked like a 
gentleman and proved to be a killer. 
He tried to blow me up with dynamite. 
The second one was a bank thief. I 
buried him. And the third and fourth 
and fifth and sixth were out-and-out 
bad ones. Yet each one had a better 
storv than yours with which to gain my 
confidence."

“But I've told you the truth,” per­
sisted Byrd Hunkers. “Why don’t you 
believe me?”

“To tell you the truth,” answered the 
old tripper bluntly, "I don’t cotton to 
your looks. You may be on the squar’, 
but vour face doesn't advertise it. And, 

fu’thermore, I don't like the way you 
keep winkin’ at me.”

“I can’t help my looks,” said Byrd 
Hunkers, “any more than you can. As 
for the winking, I don't like that any 
better than you do, but it will pass away 
in time. It’s only nervousness.”

“Waal,” said Grizzly Gallagher as he 
set two plates on the table, “set up an’ 
eat. And after that I'll take you over 
to the old Conyers’ cabin in Shadow 
Valley. If you’re sot on trapping, you 
don’t need any partner. Go ahead and 
trap by yourself, like I’m doing.”

“Unless you will go in with me,” said 
the other, “I wouldn’t want to trespass 
on your range.”

“I guess I won’t miss what fur you 
catch,” said Grizzly, “an’ you'll find 
Shadow Valley a good location if you're 
an honest-to-goodness trapper.”

“I’m not an expert,” admitted Byrd 
Hunkers, “and I’m doing it more for 
the love of the game than with the hope 
of making money out of it. But if there 
is any fur in this country, I reck’n I’ll 
get my share of it.”

He did, too. Even Grizzly Gallagher 
had to acknowledge to himself that sel­
dom had he met a rival who was so pro­
ficient at the trapping game as Byrd 
Hunkers. Yet deep in his heart 
Grizzly Gallagher had a conviction that 
the man was other than he professed to 
be. But what ?

Day after day, in an effort to get 
some clew to Byrd Hunkers’ real reason 
for coming to the hills, Grizzly Gal­
lagher shadowed him up hill and down 
dale. But apparently the stranger was 
attending strictly to the business of trap­
ping-

Only once, when passing the cabin in 
Shadow Valley late in the evening, did 
Grizzly Gallagher do something he 
hated himself for. Silently as a cougar, 
he crept up to the window of the old 
cabin and pressed his bearded face 
against the pane.

Standing by the bunk with his back 



to the window, Byrd Hunkers was do­
ing something with a black leather case. 
Grizzly Gallagher could not see very 
well into the dimly lighted cabin, and 
as he moved slightly, beneath his feet a 
dry stick snapped. Instantly the man 
by the bunk turned, and for just a sec­
ond Grizzly Gallagher saw the gleam 
of metal—or jewels.

“I swan,” he muttered. “I most sar- 
tinly do! So I wasn’t mistaken in him 
after all. Guess I’ll just take a sashay 
down to McCall and put Sheriff Ma­
honey on his track.”

“Is that the man?” Sheriff Mahoney 
shoved a photograph toward Grizzly 
Gallagher.

The picture was that of a tall, pol­
ished-looking man with iron gray hair, 
and dressed in a good-looking business 
suit—a man that would have been 
awarded first prize in a contest for 
handsome men.

“Waal, I guess not!” Scorn in­
effable was in Grizzly Gallagher’s voice. 
“The man I’m speaking of is a down­
right bad looker, flat nose, no forehead, 
sniffy sort of voice, eye that winks all 
the time, and a complexion like a bull­
frog that’s got poor digestion. And 
he’s got something in a black leather 
case hidden away in his cabin, some­
thing that gleams like di’monds might.”

Sheriff Mahoney showed Grizzly 
Gallagher a number of photographs, but 
none of them remotely resembled Byrd 
Hunkers. And nowhere among the list 
of criminals wanted by the law could 
he find any description which tallied at 
all either with the speech or looks of 
the man trapping from the cabin in 
Shadow Valley.

“Can’t arrest him for owning a black 
leather case,” said Sheriff Mahoney, 
“not even if it is filled with di’monds. 
You’ll have to show more evidence than 
that that he is a criminal. Now if it 
was that feller, things would be differ­
ent.” And he once more showed Grizzly 

Gallagher the photo of the distinguished- 
looking man in the business suit.

“Why, who is he?” asked Grizzly. 
“What’s he been and done? Written 
somebody else’s name at the bottom of 
a check?”

“That,” said Sheriff Mahoney, pull­
ing at the ends of his long mustache, 
“is ‘Dude’ Merrill. He’s one of the 
fastest gunmen this side of Kansas 
City, and is wanted for—among other 
things—holding up the First National 
bank, killing the cashier and getting 
clear away with several thousand dol­
lars in currency.”

“I swan!” exclaimed Grizzly Gal­
lagher. “I most sartinly do! I thought 
he was a Sunday school teacher!”

“ ‘When last seen,” Sheriff Mahoney 
read aloud from the printed notice, 
“Dude Merrill was headed toward Sal­
mon River. Familiar with the moun­
tains since boyhood, it is expected that 
he will essay to cross the range and 
make connections with the N. T. & G. 
Railroad, from where he will take a 
train to San Francisco. This man is 
considered very dangerous, and will 
stop at nothing. All peace officers and 
others are warned to neglect no precau­
tions in taking measures for his appre­
hension.’ ”

“There’s a thousand dollars reward 
on him, dead or alive, too,” said Sheriff 
Mahoney, “so if I were you, I’d keep 
an eye peeled.”

“A thousand dollars!” exclaimed 
Grizzly Gallagher. “Guess I’ll return 
to camp by way of Lake-where-the- 
wind-never-blows and tell Teddy Blaine 
about that, for he and Hattie could sure 
use the money.”

“Teddy was in town yesterday,” said 
the sheriff, “and I told him about it. 
But seems like his kid is ailing, and he 
was in such a stew about that that he 
ddn’t pay much attention to what I said 
about Dude Merrill.”

Teddy’s kid ailing! Seemed as 
though Grizzly Gallagher’s beard sud­



denly constricted his throat. His Teddy 
Gallagher Blaine ailing? What could 
be the matter?

“But Doc Carroll was out of town,” 
said Sheriff Mahoney, "so all Teddy 
could do was to hotfoot it back with a 
bunch of advice he’d gathered from the 
women here in town.”

Grizzly Gallagher did not hear the 
last words; he, too, was “hotfooting” 
it as fast as he could to the horse he 
had left tied in front of Lady Malone’s 
restaurant up the street. Maybe he 
could do something himself, for during 
his forty years in the big hills Grizzly 
Gallagher had learned the value of a 
number of medicinal herbs.

Just for a moment the old trapper 
dropped in to see Hattie’s mother— 
Lady Malone. As usual she was busily 
engaged in preparing a meal for the 
boys who worked in the little sawmill 
at the edge of Big Payette Lake.

“Arrah!” exclaimed Lady Malone as 
she raised a flushed face from the 
range. “It’s all worrit up ye are, 
Grizzly Gallagher. Tell Lady Malone 
what ails her boy, for ’tis a long day 
since I’ve seen ye worrit.”

“It’s Teddy Gallagher Blaine!” The 
old trapper’s voice was hoarse with fear. 
"Sheriff Mahoney says he’s dyin’.” 
Which, of course, was not exactly the 
truth.

"Dyin’ me eye!” exclaimed Lady 
Malone. “It’s naught but a touch av 
the colic he’s havin’. For it’s his 
mother herself who will give him 
pickles to eat.”

“Then I’ll be going, Lady Malone,” 
said Grizzly Gallagher, “thanking you 
kindly for the cheering news that lifted 
a load off my heart.”

Standing on the porch in front of the 
restaurant, Lady Malone wiped her eyes 
with' a corner of her apron as she 
watched Grizzly Gallagher ride away on 
the trail to Teddy’s homestead at Lake- 
where-the-wind-never-blows.

“Arrah, ’tis the heart of him!” she 

exclaimed. “It’s Grizzly Gallagher has 
the heart of a man.”

Slowly Grizzly Gallagher rode up the 
trail that leads by way of Lost Valley 
to Gray Dog Peak and thence down the 
other side to the little warm lake where 
Teddy Blaine and his wife and baby 
lived on their homestead. Very glad 
now was the heart of Grizzly Gallagher 
as he rode through the last hours of the 
dying day and watched the sun sinking 
in a blaze of golden splendor over the 
lonely monoliths of Gray Dog Peak.

So absorbed in a reverie did the old 
trapper become that he almost fell from 
the saddle when unexpectedly his horse 
shied at an object in the trail.

“I swan!” exclaimed Grizzly Gal­
lagher. “Nearly threw me that time, 
Mose, didn’t you?” And then as he 
saw what had caused the animal to shy, 
Grizzly Gallagher hastily dismounted.

Lying in the narrow trail was a pack­
age of currency with a strip of white 
paper fastened around its center by a 
narrow rubber band.

"One thousand dollars!” exclaimed 
the old trapper, as he read the notation. 
“I swan. I most sartinly do!”

Shoving the money inside one of his 
saddlebags, Grizzly Gallagher stopped 
and examined the trail closely for 
tracks. And there they were! Tracks 
of narrow-toed, rubber-heeled shoes, 
such as are seldom worn by mountain­
eers.

And the tracks of those narrow- 
pointed shoes were pointing up the 
trail. Dude Merrill had passed that 
way! Who else would be carrying a 
thousand dollars in bills?

A thousand dollars! Already tem­
porarily in Grizzly Gallagher’s posses­
sion, it would become his permanently 
if he could lay Dude Merrill by the 
heels. Then, struck by a sudden 
thought, he hit ol’ Mose such a re­
sounding thump just behind the saddle 
that the old horse wagged his tail like 
a suddenly pleased dog, and broke into 



a trot that lasted as much as a minute 
and a half.

“Suppose Dude Merrill should decide 
to hold up Teddy and Hattie and the 
baby on their homestead!” thought 
Grizzly Gallagher. “Why, Dude Mer­
rill might even kill Teddy—hadn’t 
Sheriff Mahoney said that the man was 
a desperado who would stop at noth­
ing ?”

Why didn’t ol’ Mose move faster? 
Dog-gone it, he was slower than a 
Chinook wind. Clambering out of the 
saddle. Grizzly Gallagher did something 
of which the day before he would have 
deemed himself incapable. He cut a 
nice long switch from a cluster of vine 
maple that grew beside the trail and for 
the remainder of the distance to Teddy’s 
homestead ol’ Mose must have thought 
Grizzly «had suddenly become endowed 
with the ferocity commonly attributed 
to the beast whose name he bore.

“You mean old thing,’- said Hattie 
to Grizzly when she noted ol’ Mose’s 
heaving bellows and foaming sides. 
“What in the world did you use a horse 
that way for?”

Rounding the corner of the house 
with the baby in his arms, Teddy Blaine 
cast an astonished glance at the horse 
and his old partner, while Teddy Gal­
lagher Blaine stretched out his little 
arms and cried in childish ecstasy: 
“Gizzy Ga-ga, Gizzy Ga-ga!”

But for once Grizzly Gallagher 
ignored his idol. “Seen anything of a 
long feller that looks like a preacher?” 
he asked.

“Grizzly must mean Mr. Welcome,” 
said Hattie, using the name by which 
Dude Merrill had introduced himself. 
“Sure we did; he stopped here for din­
ner and paid for it with a twenty-dollar 
bill. When I said that I didn’t have 
any change, he gave it to the baby so’s 
he could start a bank account of his 
own. Wasn’t that nice?”

“Sure was,” agreed Grizzly Gal­
lagher. “Particularly when he didn’t 

happen to own the -money.” And he 
repeated Sheriff Mahoney’s story and 
showed Teddy and his wife the package 
of currency he had picked up on the 
trail.

“I don’t believe it,” said Hattie. 
“Mr. Welcome was not that kind of a 
man. He was a perfect gentleman!”

“Didn’t say which way he was go­
ing, did he ?” asked Grizzly Gallagher.

“He said he was just riding through 
the mountains examining the timber 
with a view to building a sawmill here 
at Lake-where-the-wind-never-blows." 
replied Hattie. “Pie intimated that he 
was a man of vast resources and in­
tended financing some kind of coloniza­
tion project.”

“I swan!” exclaimed Grizzly Gal­
lagher. “I most sartinly do! Then 
you don’t know which way he headed ?”

“I do,” spoke up Teddy. “I told him 
that he’d better stop over to-night with 
Byrd Hunkers, in Shadow Valley. 
That’ll be the last inhabited cabin he 
will find except yours on Cashaway 
Creek. And that’s too much out of his 
way; I don’t think he’ll go there.”

“I don’t think so either,” said Grizzly 
softly, “not if I meet him first. You 
folks will have to put up ol’ Mose to­
night. He’s all tuckered out. And be­
sides, I can make it quicker afoot across 
the Gray Dog cut-off.”

“You are not going on to-night, 
Grizzly,” cried Plattie. “Why, you 
haven’t even spoken to the baby!”

“Sorry,” said Grizzly Gallagher 
curtly, “but I got to be travelin’; ex­
planations later.”

“Well, you bring Byrd Hunkers over 
for dinner Sunday,” said Hattie. “It 
must be lonelier than all get-out for 
him there in Shadow Valley.”

“Another of your fine friends,” an­
swered Grizzly Gallagher. “Seems like 
these hills are gettin' altogether too 
thickly populated with bad men for a 
peace-loving old man like me. All right, 
have your own way; I’ll bring the pole­



cat over if I have to drag him by the 
ears.”

“What in the world has come over 
Grizzly Gallagher ?” asked Hattie of her 
husband as they watched the old trapper 
swing off into the deepening shadows. 
“I’ve never seen him act this way be­
fore.”

“He’s growing old, sweetheart,” said 
Teddy with conviction. “I wouldn’t 
wonder if we have to take him in for 
the rest of his life.”

“Grizzly Gallagher will never want 
for a home so long as we have a roof 
over our heads,” said Hattie, “for had it 
not been for him, I don’t suppose you 
and I would ever have met.”

But no one would have believed that 
Grizzly Gallagher was approaching 
senility could he have been observed as 
he strode through the woods at a gait 
that Teddy Blaine himself, although 
forty years younger, would have found 
it hard to equal.

One thought alone was in Grizzly 
Gallagher’s mind, and that was to catch 
up with Dude Merrill before he left 
Byrd Hunkers’ cabin.

Over the top of Gray Dog Peak 
where moon-draped monoliths in silence 
watched him pass, strode Grizzly Gal­
lagher without faltering, and down the 
other side to where two thousand feet 
below he could just see the dark spot 
in the mountains which advertised the 
heavy timber of Shadow Valley.

“I swan!” Suddenly the exclamation 
burst from Grizzly Gallagher's bearded 
lips as the thought struck him that pos­
sibly there was collusion between Dude 
Merrill and Byrd Hunkers. Of 
course! Why not? Byrd Hunkers had 
been sent on in advance to prepare a 
place to which Dude Merrill could flee 
after the robbery and get supplies and 
ammunition for his further flight to a 
place where he would be beyond danger 
of capture. Grizzly Gallagher won­
dered why he hadn’t thought of the 
solution before. Queer what the world 

was coming to nowadadys, when every 
second man one met seemed to be either 
a crook or in collusion with crooks.

By the etarnal! Grizzly Gallagher 
would show them this time. Bad man 
was Dude Merrill ? Expert gunman 
was he and fastest shot that side of 
Kansas City? Well, Grizzly Gallagher 
himself knew a thing or two about guns. 
He’d show Dude Merrill and Byrd 
Hunkers a thing or two himself before 
the night was out.

Stealthily as an Indian Grizzly Gal­
lagher made his way across Shadow 
Valley to where a dim light twinkling 
through the trees advertised the pres­
ence of Byrd Hunkers’ cabin. Noise­
lessly the old trapper crawled toward 
the window from which he had seen 
Byrd Hunkers examining the contents 
of the black leather case. Crouched be­
neath the window, once more Grizzly 
Gallagher pressed his bearded face 
against the pane, and by the light of a 
full moon that shone over his left shoul­
der, he peered within.

“I swan,” he muttered incredulously. 
"I most sartinly do!”

For playing poker by the light of a 
smoky lamp was Byrd Hunkers and a 
man whom Grizzly knew was none other 
than Dude Merrill. /\nd in front of 
Dude Merrill was a stack of bills that 
must have mounted into thousands of 
dollars. By the side of the pile of 
money was a silver-mounted revolver 
of large caliber; long barreled, sinister 
looking and cruel.

Slowly Grizzly Gallagher arose to his 
feet and crept stealthily around the house 
to the door. With gun in hand he 
pushed open the door and commanded:

“Hands up, Dude Merrill; you too, 
Hunkers!”

Then, like a lightning flash came a 
report, and the room was plunged in 
darkness. Dude Merrill had shot out 
the light. Then, from inside the sud­
denly darkened cabin two guns roared 
and two flashes of orange flame streaked 



toward Grizzly Gallagher. His gun 
roared in reply to the staccato fusillade; 
then suddenly the guns fell silent and a 
stream of something warm began to 
spurt upward in little dashes from the 
artery on the inside of Grizzly Gal­
lagher’s left arm. He staggered out of 
the doorway and made his way into the 
night.

Queer, was the world turning around 
faster than usual, or was it Grizzly Gal­
lagher’s head ? He wasn’t sure. Seemed 
like his feet were growing strangely 
light; wasn’t he soaring upward and on­
ward to where an old man could sleep 
and sleep—and slee-eep. Slowly as his 
life stream left his veins, Grizzly Gal­
lagher’s knees crumpled under him, and 
he sank to the ground.

Surely that was iodine he smelled! 
Queer he hadn’t expected to find iodine 
in heaven or wherever it was that he 
had arrived. Seemed, too, that there 
was a light shining against his eyelids. 
Maybe it was a star, or maybe—he tried 
to raise his head, but couldn’t. Then a 
voice said:

“Steady, old man, I cal’late you’ll do 
nicely now.”

Grizzly Gallagher opened his eyes and 
saw bending over him the homely fea­
tures of Byrd Hunkers.

“I thought----- ” Grizzly Gallagher
tried to speak, but he was very weak 
from loss of blood, and all he could do 
was to stare vacantly at a black leather 
case that lay open on the table. Inside, 
all shiny and new, was a set of beauti­
fully polished steel surgical instru­
ments.

“But—but I don’t understand,” mur­
mured Grizzly Gallagher hazily. “I 
thought you were a robber or a killer 
and that you had money or jewels in 
that thar case. What and who are you, 
a doctor?”

“Not yet,” grinned Byrd Hunkers 
bashfully. “Just an overworked med­
ical student, trying to regain my health 
by spending a winter in the hills.”

“I swan 1” muttered Grizzly Gal­
lagher. “And I tried to kill you!”

“You did kill Mr. Welcome,” said 
Byrd Hunkers. “Shot him twice 
squarely through the head. Grizzly 
Gallagher, you’d better have died, too.”

“We’ll talk — about — that — later, 
Doc.” Grizzly Gallagher was growing 
weaker again. “But why didn’t you tell 
me you were a doctor? You’d have 
saved me—a pile of worryin’ about 
Teddy Gallagher Blaine.”

“You were too ready to judge by ap­
pearances,” said Byrd Hunkers, “so it 
wouldn’t have done me any good.”

ARROWHEAD FOUND IN DUCK
Z"1 HARLES GLESSNER, of Onida, South Dakota, a short time ago killed a 

duck which was found to have embedded in its breast a bone arrowhead.
It is believed that the arrowhead, which is as sharp as a needle and only an 
inch in length, is made from walrus bone. The bird, one of the many which 
come from the North into this part of the country each fall, is believed to have 
migrated from as far north as the Arctic.

The body around the arrowhead was in perfect condition and indicated that 
the wound must have been healed for several weeks. Glessner explained that 
the bird was as strong apparently on the wing as any of its companions. The 
arrowhead will be kept in an effort to learn, if possible, what particular tribe 
of the far North uses heads of this type of hunting arrows.
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CHAPTER XXXII,
J ube's last shot.
HE pink eyes of the albino 
dilated, then seemed to 
narrow—sharpen to pin 
points, as he whirled to 
face the old outlier, whose 
face was a mask of fury.

Martin’s own guns pointed down. He 
could read in his captor’s eyes that a 
move toward raising them meant death. 

“You strike fast. Martin—two daid 
below; two up here!”

Martin did not say a word. He was 
estimating his chances with the agile 
mind of the trained and educated 
thinker. He had entered with two guns 
going; he had fired eight shots; he had 
four left, perhaps, but two if the man 
from whom he had stolen the guns had 
done as most skilled gunmen are apt 
to do in actual practice—leave an empty 
chamber in each gun for the hammer 
to rest on in safety.

“Drop those guns; I want whatever 
papers you’ve got; there may be some 
that' I need,” old Jube said, mastering 
himself with an effort. He was hold­
ing the ruby-hued eyes of the cornered 
man. Jube’s sunken but still keen orbs 
did not waver.

Martin’s guns clattered down.
Jessie was still.
Martin’s pose turned to cringing: 

“Don’t shoot, Bossimier; maybe we can 
come to some agreement; I don’t want 
to die.”

“No one does, Martin. You’ve killed 
Bossimier men, though, an’ we always 
stick t’gether. I ain’t got any religion 
but t’ stick t’ my men,” His voice was 
level, ominous. He repeated: “Give me 
any papers you’ve got.”

“And then?” asked Martin whiningly.
“I’m tired talking----- ”
Like the stroke of a sidewinder Mar­

tin’s right hand knocked the old outlier’s 
gun muzzle aside. The bullet spattered 
against the wall of the cave. Martin’s 
right hand still kept the muzzle turned; 
his left sought the big knife in old 
Jube’s broad belt. As they came apart, 
old Jube’s gun thundered as the albino’s 
arm was snapped forward.

So close together were they at the 
crisis of the scene that neither had a 
show. The big slug from old Jube’s 
gun tore away Martin’s heart, but the 
impulse Martin had given to the big 
bowie knife lasted long enough to drive 
it into old Jube’s neck halfway to the 
hilt. The two fell forward, locked in 
the death embrace.



Jessie, half mad with terror, leaped 
from the pallet of furs and sped out 
of doors. A horse was there, the big 
rawboned horse of old Jube. She made 
a flying mount, got a firm grip upon the 
animal’s sides with her heels, lifted him, 
and he sped swiftly up the valley and 
out of it.

Jessie had no idea where she was 
going. She did not know just why she 
had been held prisoner, She had no 
means of knowing that rescuers were 
close at hand or that foes were even 
closer.

She knew but one thing—she was 
free. Behind were the captors, those 
that had been alive and those that were 
alive. She did not know of the punch­
ers riding to her rescue from the lower 
ranch lands.

She did know that she had a good 
horse under her; that there was a dim 
trail to follow, and that once in the 
open, with the landmarks to view and 
full daylight to show the way, she stood 
a chance of riding to the Ax. That 
was enough. Lifting the old rawbone, 
she urged him to the limit of his speed. 
Game, a good horse, he had served well 
a bad master. Now he was to serve a 
good mistress to an end that he could z 
not see!

CHAPTER XXXIII.
NEARING HOME AGAIN.

C WEEPING over range after range, 
the Lobo King, the Queen, and their 

dread pack of grim followers hunted, 
sweeping a clean path. Once the im­
pulse was on them to move, nothing 
stopped them. They swept around cow 
camps as they neared the Ax, taking 
toll of calf and colt.

' Everywhere they went they threw the 
country into consternation. Now they 
were killing and leaving what they 
killed, half eaten or entirely uneaten, 
save that they drank the blood.

Reports came in that they had at­
tacked single men, caught at unawares, 

escaping each time without being shot 
at, owing, men said, to the devilish craft 
of their terrible leader. They did not 
pull down humans, but they menaced 
them.

Mothers bade their children remain 
indoors at dusk. The pack, passing 
like magic, seemed in a dozen places 
at once, so swift did rumor and report 
fly about. No doubt many a wolfish 
foray by other packs was laid to the 
King’s pack, after the manner of 
those frightened by frontier mishaps. 
Yet it is certain that most of the 
exploits charged against the Lobo 
King and the Queen and pack were 
genuine products of vulpine craft and 
cunning.

As they neared the Ax, the wolves 
ceased to indulge in side hunts and 
drove straight forward. The King 
lusted for the fat calves of the Ax; 
perchance he lusted for big game again, 
and for a chance to pull down the 
hated man thing of the tent above the 
Ax. Perchance he merely wanted to 
feed full on lesser fare and then lie 
on the throne again and bask in sun­
light as the orb of day swung up over 
the sweet valley of the Mondon and 
brought out from rim-rock pine and 
spruce subtle odors, coming on sough­
ing winds from distant ranges.

CHAPTER XXXIV.
CORNERED.

OUNDING the upper trail and turn­
ing down, toward where the two 

pines were, Heck Thornton, Deuce 
Munster, and List Zimmler were anx­
ious for the outcome. They had thought 
that they had heard shots in that di­
rection, then the hurried passing of a 
horse. At the valley’s end they found 
horse sign, leading up onto the higher 
levels still. Heck did not scan it sharply 
then.

They swung down and led their 
horses aside from the main trail, to­



ward that other horse. Heck, reading 
sign as they went, pointed out that five 
horses had gone from the main trail to­
ward the cave, whereas but one horse 
remained. He debated with them the 
meaning of it all.

They saw the cave, silent, the tarp 
down, as it had fallen after Jessie’s 
escape. They saw the tracks of the 
single horse, very fresh, leading up and 
out of the valley.

“That looks like old Jube’s hoss made 
those tracks; I remember his sign—how 
he reached up so far with his hind laigs 
when he was hitting the high spots,” 
Heck told them. “Same sign we saw 
going out above.”

“I don't like this,” Munster put in. 
“Let’s see what’s in that cave.”

“They may be ambushed in there,” 
Zimmler objected, his innate cowardice 
mastering him in the pinch.

“All right; we’ll go in alone, then,” 
and Heck drew his guns.

“I’m a yallowback, but I’ll go—first,” 
Zimmler declared, taking the lead.

“That takes more grit than we’ve 
got; we’re not scared.” Heck praised 
him as they came to the concealing tarp,

“Yank it down; now. in together,” 
Heck ordered.

The tarp came rattling down, and 
they leaped inward.

Zimmler stumbled over a body. The 
light streamed in. with the tarp gone. 
Then they took in the disordered cave, 
the four dead bodies, and the pallet of 
furs, all in disarray.

“Two Bossimiers daid, and Old Jube 
an’ Martin!” Zimmler said, his voice 
low. “Risky business ; that makes four, 
all similar.”

Heck strode to old Tube's body and 
searched it. He found nothing unusual. 
He searched the coat of Martin, tak­
ing from the inside pocket a bulk of 
legal papers, tied up in red tape and 
marked with imposing seals.

“These may give us a hint at what 
he’s doin' in here, plotting with old 

Jube against Jessie,” Deuce encouraged 
him as he pocketed the papers.

“But where’s Jessie?”
“There’s her hat,” said Deuce, point­

ing to it on the floor where it had been 
thrown.

“So it is—then she's been in the 
cave.”

“Could she've rode that hoss off? It 
was old Jube’s American rawbone, all 
right,” put in Deuce.

“She might’ve, when the fight was 
goin’ on in here,” returned Heck.

“Then she’s above us; we can run 
that sign; she won’t go far.”

“I think I hear some one,” Zimmler 
warned, and then their horses nickered.

Zimmler peered out. He drew back 
at once. “Bossimiers, Claude, Park 
Luroy, and a lot more----- ”

Heck and Munster peered out. The 
Bossimiers, on the trail, evidently hav­
ing just ridden down from above, were 
looking at the four horses and debating 
what their appearance there meant.

“That’s an Ax hoss,” Claude Bossi- 
mier was saying, pointing to Munster’s 
horse.

“That’s that skunk Zimmler’s flea 
bit,” Luroy decided'.

“An’ that’s that wolfer’s smoke hoss,” 
another pointed out.

“I heard shots—a hoss went hell for 
leather,” Claude declared “The echoes 
brought that much noise clear down 
around that lower turn.”

“Old Jube may be in the cave an’ 
know about it,” one suggested.

“Let’s see—Munster and that wolfer 
and List may be hiding in the cave.”

“Then they must’ve met up with your 
granddad,” Luroy pointed out persist­
ently.

“I guess we better see the inside of 
that cave.” said Claude, starting for­
ward.

Heck, Deuce and List tensed for the 
break that seemed inevitable. The 
Bossimiers were seen to loosen guns in 
holsters, and Jean forward, preparing 



to make their horses face the grade 
leading up to the cave.

Suddenly Claude whirled his horse 
about and cried out loudly: “The punch­
ers are cornin’ up from below; ride; 
put daylight behind you, men.”

They rode then, followed by a stream­
ing volley from the ready guns of the 
trio in the cave mouth. Several Bossi­
miers were seen to reel in their saddles 
as the lethal gun fire rolled, and then 
they had vanished over the upper lip 
of the trail and were gone.

As the Bossimiers disappeared, Heck, 
List and Deuce raced for their horses. 
Once in the saddle, they looked for the 
oncoming punchers from below, but saw 
none. What they heard was echoes— 
far in advance of the approaching caval­
cade that so evidently had heard the 
shooting and was coming at a swift 
pace.

The trio had time to emerge from 
the cave, mount, and work their way 
back to the main trail before the punch­
ers came sweeping up from below.

Osier and Werner reported every­
thing they had in charge of well cared 
for. The women and children had been 
warned out of the valley. The Bossi­
miers had only squatters’ rights in there, 
at best.

It was agreed that if they cornered 
the Bossimiers, they could round them 
up, as they had enough forces at hand 
to overcome them.

“What I want now, more than that, 
is to get Jessie .Preston,” Heck re­
minded them. “She’ll be with them or 
ahaid of them,” Heck judged, after he 
had told Osier, Werner, and range men 
with them what they had found in 
the cave and of the sign of old Jube’s 
horse leading from it.

“Our best play is to follow after the 
Bossimiers .right now, readin’ the sign 
like Indians. If we can see where that 
American hat rack of old Jube’s turns 
aside, follow it. If we can get hold 
of a Bossimier alive, he’ll tell us a few, 

wide an’ pretty,” Deuce spoke sharply. 
“Ride, men!”

Leadership was entrusted to Heck 
Thornton, as the best trailer among all 
those splendid sign readers. Now the 
cavalcade swept up tip trail and out 
of the end of the valley.

The ground was broken up there. 
Every game trail and crossing place for 
range cattle was known to the Bossi­
miers who so often had rustled cattle 
for themselves into or out of the unin­
habited territory above their own lonely 
vale. It was realized that the pursued 
had already a good start, but the riders 
who carried, law in the saddle with 
them were determined, for once, to 
run a Bossimier trail to the bitter end.

CHAPTER XXXV.
THE BOSSIMIERS SPLIT.

PRIDING at the head of the Bossimier 
1 v clan from the valley’s end out into 
the broken country above, Claud Bos­
simier saw the well-known sign of old 
Jube’s rawbone American horse. He 
had no reason at first to think that any 
one but old Jube was astride that old 
distance veteran. The rawbone had 
been a distance horse in his day, a 
steeplechaser. Old Jube had never 
raced him, but had made him accus­
tomed to the hardships and sparse fare 
of the cow country. The old fellow 
was hard as nails, enduring. Old Jube 
always had favored him when possible, 
getting oats for him when he could. 
He was always in good condition, and 
did just enough work to keep him in 
good condition.

Jessie Preston had given the old horse 
his head when she had started him out 
of the valley. A good rider, she had 
no difficulty in keeping atop the horse, 
although old Jube’s stirrups were long 
for her. His long, reaching strides were 
familiar to the Bossimiers, and Claude 
soon picked them out, even as they raced 
along.



“Old Tube’s ahaid; he was supposed 
to’ve met us up at the haid of the val­
ley,” Claude told the men, after they 
had ridden a ways and felt it was safe 
to pull up.

“I wonder what that wolfer, Mun­
ster, and Zimmler were doing in that 
cave?” Luroy asked.

■“Well, they didn’t get old Jube, that’s 
sure,” Claude said.

“Who was supposed t’ be guarding 
that woman in there ?”

“Vint and Peck.”
“We passed their bosses on the way 

up, wandering back, an’ that hoss we 
think that pilgrim. Martin, took.”

“I’m all in the dark, but old Jube is 
ahaid, an’ we ought t’ follow. If we’d 
gone up near the cave we’d found where 
he sent Vint an’ Peck off somewhere 
afoot with that woman; he’s got lot’s 
o’ hide outs we don’t know of. But 
it’s danged funnv be don’t stop none.”

“Yes, old Jube is in a pressin’ sweat,” 
Luroy agreed.

“That's the trouble ; the older he gets, 
the more biggotv he gets,” Claude 
grumbled, “But we’ve got t’ get out 
o’ here, that’s whatever.”

They set off now at a fairly stiff pace, 
considering the rough going. But as 
they went on it became apparent to 
them that whoever was on the old Amer­
ican rawbone was nor used to the coun­
try, for the old horse was seen to have 
taken hard grades, ridden into and out 
of draws that the Bossimiers avoided in 
their trailing of cattle up there. This 
puzzled them. Put they had scant time 
to think on this, for they knew that 
behind them the range forces were com­
ing.

A division arose among them. They 
bunched to argue on a high ridge be­
tween two draws. The ridge was tim­
bered, and they were back among the 
trees. From there they could command 
a view of the back trail for a good six 
miles. Ahead of them they could see 
the length of the long draw.

They bad not gained on the old raw­
bone. He was known to be a stayer 
for distance, and had been innured by 
old Jube to hill work and rough usage.

“1 don’t like this.” Luroy began to 
argue. “Those punchers are apt t’ head 
us off from the north country any time; 
we’re just going it blind, racing after 
old Jube’s hoss.”

There were growls and hot words 
from a number of others along the same 
line; Luroy had been building up a fol­
lowing for himself for months, fore­
seeing that old Jube’s power was bound 
to wane with the passing of time, while 
Claude’s drinking bouts had caused him 
to bring trouble down on the pang.

“Well, what d’you want?” Claude de­
manded.

“I think old Jube can take care of 
himself, and we can do the same. He’s 
of aige.”

A chorus of assent from Luroy’s 
friends greeted the appeal to self-in­
terest.

“Jube may think he knows what he’s 
doing, but be hanged if I know.” Monte 
Red, another of the Luroy men offered.

Claude was puzzled. They had halted 
there to blow the horses after the hard 
upgrade work and to tighten cinches. 
The argument had followed as a result 
of a moment of idleness.

Claude could see that a break would 
split the gang in half, just when it was 
essential that the men stay together. 
His usual hot-headed desire for trouble 
was replaced by a trace of Bossimier 
craft.

"Let’s ride this sign for a while, pick­
ing out the easy part of the traveling 
as far as we can and cutting the sign 
t’ get the general direction, as much as is 
needed.”

“No; I quit right here; old Jube 
can take care of himself.” This, from 
Luroy, was final, Claude sensed. He 
was ready for a few seconds to force a 
break, but kept from it. Then he had 
an idea.



“Old Jube might be wounded, an’ not 
able to pick his way right.”

“No horse would jam up so many bad 
grades and twist around this a way un­
less some one was sendin’ him,” Monte 
Red objected again. “That hoss is be­
ing rode by some one that can ride, 
but it ain’t old Jube.”

“I guess we won’t argue here much 
longer; look back there!” said Luroy.

The cloud of trail murk back there 
was plain enough for any one to see. 
The bobbing objects at its base were 
numerous and riding close-bunched, 
showing fine horsemanship.

Without a word of argument, Luroy 
turned his horse due north and about 
a third of the gang rode after him, fol­
lowed by howls of rage from the others. 
Some men upon whom Luroy had de- 
I>ended remained with Claude.

“Those yallowbacks have got the most 
six-gun feed, too,” Claude Bossimier re­
minded his own friends bitterly. He 
had intended to have a division of the 
cartridges at some good opportunity, but 
in the hurry of events, no opportunity 
had offered. Claude himself had a belt 
full of shells; some of the others had 
only a few rounds, beyond what was 
in their guns. Some of the men had 
rifles, though.

They whirled now and followed again 
the lead of the old rawbone of Jube’s. 
There had been no rendezvous ap­
pointed, and Claude, never a good plan­
ner, felt the need for the brain power 
of the crafty old gang leader.

In a general way the chase took them 
northwest. They saw the pursuers be­
hind them sometimes, and knew they 
were making a sure thing of the pursuit 
by the way they kept to the trail, often 
making cut-offs and dodging around the 
ends of swells in a way that told of 
experience in the saddle behind them— 
experience that could save time and dis­
tance and yet keep to the trail.

It was noon when Claude became 
aware that the horses of part of his 

men were weakening, and he faced the 
necessity of either making a stand to 
delay pursuit or having some of his 
men ravel the trail out, in the effort to 
get away by themselves. He elected to 
adopt the first course, and gathered a 
great deal of the ammunition, at a brief 
halt they made to tighten cinches. Now 
he took up the rear guard, sending the 
men with the poorer horses ahead. They 
were off the trail of the old rawbone 
horse now, but knew or thought they 
knew, where they could cut the sign 
again on a swell about a mile ahead. 
They waited on top of a ridge, and, as 
the first of the pursuers appeared in 
sight, they began to throw rifle lead 
back at them. Now Bossimier got an 
idead of the quality of the opposition 
that had been stirred up against the 
gang, for he saw the number of the rid­
ers in pursuit, and his glass showed 
him brands and faces that he knew.

“We’ve got t’ let old Jube do as he 
pleases,” he had to admit. “That bunch 
mean business; we’ll stop them here and 
then pull our freight.”

The riders behind had swung down 
and sought cover. The range was long, 
but Heck, using a rifle a Three Bar 
Three man had brought, began to make 
sharp play with it, hitting two Bossi­
miers in succession.

Dropping over the ridge, Claude and 
his followers, instead of riding to where 
they might expect to find the sign they 
had been following, swung down the 
trough below and spurted for the cover 
of some fairly dense growth close at 
hand.

This maneuver had the desired ef­
fect, for Thornton and his men, having 
noted the general direction of the chase, 
and feeling that this small skirmish was 
for delaying purposes, when the fire in 
front slackened, rode to cut off the gang 
directly on the other side of the ridge.

So, when they topped the ridge, after 
a hard, plunging dash up the grade, 
they saw no signs of the Bossimiers 



and, for the time, no sign to run. The 
ruse of the Bossimiers had worked well, 
and they had made a badly needed gain.

The Bossimiers, however, had thrown 
away some needed lead, and had lost 
part of their forces. Osier, leading an 
equal number of punchers, was at that 
moment pounding along after the de­
serters from Claude’s ranks with fair 
prospects of coming up to them and 
forcing a fight before they could get 
back to Branchton, whither they had 
swung for, as soon as free from ob­
servation by the crowd they had left 
in the lurch.

CHAPTER XXXVI.
Jessie’s ride.

when first she had escaped from 
the cave, Jessie Preston had had 

no idea save to get away from the place 
of horrors as speedily as possible. She 
had enough general sense of direction 
to turn the old distance horse out of 
the upper end of the valley. She had 
enough will power to keep to the saddle 
an • send the old horse along.

The old rawbone, deceiving, cat- 
hamed, ewe-necked, a bone yard, his 
digestive organs in perfect condition, 
his heart untouched, his wind sound, 
accustomed to carrying heavy old Jube, 
made easy work of the woman now 
atop him. Jessie was a light rider; 
she swayed with the horse and was 
as thistledown in the saddle. Light on 
the rein, assured in poise, she generated 
confidence in the horse.

One thing was against her—she did 
not have experience in riding in such 
rough country. She had ridden in more 
level lands a great deal. She loved a 
horse. She could stick to the saddle, 
but she did not know how to find her 
way up there in that broken region. 
She had one idea, to keep to a fairly 
direct course, and she did that. The 
course was too straightforward for her 
own good, it seemed, yet its unexpected 

directness fooled her pursuers, who for 
so long thought that the rawbone was 
being ridden by old Jube.

Stopping to tighten cinches, Jessie 
shortened the stirrups and thus eased 
the ache of her limbs, caused by trying 
to keep her seat over rough going by 
instinctive flexing of leg muscles. The 
old horse did not try to buck her off. 
He fought the bit a few times, but in 
the main he ran true to his training, 
steadily and without seeming effort. 
Jessie had too much sense to overtax 
him; she called for steady, even, mile­
devouring lope and that was the gait 
the old rawbone liked best of all.

The stops the Bossimiers made to 
argue, the stop to stand off the range 
forces, all helped Jessie, although she 
did not know it then. She never saw a 
sign of pursuit all that morning. The 
route she was taking had led her onto 
unfamiliar ground; she knew she was 
lost, but she hoped to find some place 
where she could get assistance soon.

What Jessie did not know was this— 
the region whither she was fleeing was 
devoid of settled habitation. There was 
no good grazing, and no mineral ever 
had been found there. It was one of 
those areas that are rather avoided by 
people in general, because of lack of 
good feed for cattle and good water. 
People might pass through it, as the 
Bossimiers did going into or out of 
their valley’s upper end; but they had 
no reason for stopping there. The few 
little pockets of grass were not enough 
to attract general attention—the deer 
nipped them down in passing.

Jessie was hungry by noon. She had 
found water once. Satisfied that she 
had ridden as far north as she should 
ride, she began to let the old horse 
take his time more and more and swung 
over to the west, the sun guiding her. 
She thought she might be well above 
the Ax by now, but had no means of 
knowing. The way was all strange to 
her. Fortunately there was no real 



desert to reckon with; she had but to 
endure hunger and fatigue, she thought, 
and all would come out well in the end.

CHAPTER XXXVII.
HECK MEETS WITH DELAY.

EVERY man in the pursuers’ ranks 
hand picked his top horse for that 

ride. Grulla was a fine long-distance 
goer, and Deuce Munster had one of 
his best rough-country horses under 
him. Yet the Bossimiers were noted 
for the excellence of their horseflesh. 
Old Jube was a master hand at picking 
fine horses, either for money or by 
“strategy.” He could trade the average 
cowman out of his eyeteeth. The 
horses the Bossimiers ran in were best.

Where Jessie was, Heck Thornton 
and the others had no means of know­
ing. But Heck had made a shrewd 
guess that she was on the lone horse 
that had been ridden from the cave 
mouth. Seeing the Bossimiers take that 
trail, he felt sure they were pursuing 
Jessie. The political divisions among 
the pursued he had no means of fathom­
ing. He knew this—that the Bossimiers 
had kidnapped Jessie; that they were 
before him and that it was best to keep 
right after them. As long as they were 
kept in motion they were not apt to 
harm her, from lack of time and be­
cause they would not want to leave 
plain evidence of a murder committed 
by them when a posse was at their very 
heels, with at least a fair chance of 
forcing them to stand and fight.

After the skirmish on the ridge top, 
Heck was at fault for a time. He was 
puzzled then to find that the trail of 
the single horse, that had seemed to 
lure the Bossimiers on, was no longer 
being followed by them. Picking up the 
sign again, in the thicket where the 
Bossimiers had ridden aside, Heck was 
surprised to find that the sign of the 
rawbone was missing from the medley 
of horse tracks.

He decided to stick to the main trail 
of the crowd, as he reasoned it out to 
the others:

“Whatever is in their minds, our 
main hold is to keep after them. I’ll 
follow the sign of that lone hoss; you 
fellows keep after the main herd o’ 
Bossimiers. They may have Jessie with 
them, and that lone hoss may be car­
rying some woman of the Bossimiers. 
We haven’t followed the sign foot by 
foot, but have cut around and read it 
on the high spots. They might have 
caught that lone hoss and traded Jessie 
off it and onto one of their own horses 
and sent it off to one side for a decoy 
at some place where we were off the 
sign and cutting to make distance on 
them.”

No meeting place was appointed; it 
was decided that Heck should use his 
own judgment and Deuce Munster, now 
in charge of the main group of pur­
suers, was in command from then on, 
until Heck either returned to them or 
sent them word of any change in plan 
he thought might be necessary.

As the sun swung up and was ■. -:r- 
head at noon, Heck Thornton began 
to have a new idea of the staying powers 
of that old rawbone. Grulla was gain­
ing on the old distance horse, it is true. 
Once he had a glimpse of him, pound­
ing along, on a distant ridge, at a steady 
clip—too far away for Heck to make 
out who was atop the old fellow. He 
clawed at the clips of the field glass 
case, but got it out too late to catch 
the fleeing one in focus before the 
glimpse was over.

With this sure clew, Heck urged 
Grulla to the utmost to the top of that 
ridge, down the other side, and then 
one of those accidents of the chase in 
the outlands befell him—Grulla stepped 
into a gopher hole, came down for a 
heavy fall, and Heck, stunned, lost 
track of time for hours. When he 
awakened, it was mid-afternoon; Grulla 
was pitifully lame. Heck himself felt 



weak, but could have traveled. The 
horse, however, could not respond. Heck 
decided to cut across country toward 
the Ax at once. He thought he could 
not get another horse short of there, 
unless he met some of their party on 
the way.

CHAPTER XXXVIII.
HUNGER,

j-^AVING swung far to the north­
west, led there by the vagaries of 

their desires, the Lobo King and Queen 
and pack suffered hunger. They did not 
suffer the extreme hunger that grips 
the pack in winter, when they must 
go for days on the strength of the kills 
of other days, living indeed upon the 
very marrow in their bones. But they 
suffered, none the less, the little hunger, 
the hunger of the open weather when 
game is hard to get. They veered into 
a desert stretch and found there two 
wild burros, which they slew and con­
sumed to the last shred. They had a 
brief period of luxury in a little desert 
valley suddenly invaded by a host of 
pocket gophers migrating and caught 
off-guard. But these were not suffi­
cient to keep the powerful pack fed up 
to the top notch of sufficiency.

Now they veered southeast again, and 
this time the Lobo King turned his head 
surely for the throne and the Valley 
of the Mondon. He yearned again to 
taste of the warm blood of calves or 
colts and to try again to pull down big 
game.

This afternoon, when the Bossimiers, 
in two parties, were fleeing, when the 
women of the Bossimier Valley were 
making ready to move under threat of 
force, when Jessie Preston, fleeing, had 
finally become lost, the King and Queen, 
with their gaunt pack behind them, 
were swinging down toward the top of 
the Valley of the Mondon, silently, 
furtively. They did not yelp on a trail; 
they hoped to find one soon. The great 
hunger had not touched them, but the 

little hunger, such as comes in the 
"moon of falling leaves,” was upon 
them.

By some strange freak of nature, 
the game had gone from their range and 
the giant pack raced through a country 
seemingly devoid of red-meated quarry. 
Yet, tireless in their speedy lope, they 
pushed on, for under the shoulders of 
the highlands along the Mondon were 
herds—-perchance big game 1

CHAPTER XXXIX,
THE AX OUTFIT REMAINS.

JESSIE had left with the Ax outfit 
a nice collection of bake goods. She 

had “held out” on the boys for several 
days before starting to go to court at 
Antelope. And she had exerted herself 
when it was possible to do so without 
detection, in piling up extra cookies and 
doughnuts, that her boys might have 
a supply while she was away.

Dazee Phillips, elevated or degraded 
to the cook’s job upon her departure, 
dealt out these dainties with impartial 
hand. That is, he ate all he, personally, 
could hold and divided what was left 
impartially.

The result was that Dazee hardly slept 
that first night and was awake early 
the next morning. He it was that heard, 
therefore, the six-gun battering at the 
Ax door and came hurrying out, fear­
ing they were to have visitors who 
might consume some of the precious 
dainties. But it was Spike Nealis, of 
the Three Bar Three, with the news 
that riders were out to clean up the 
Bossimiers.

“Your boss didn’t consider you-all 
good enough to come to the ball, so his 
orders was to round up every haid of 
hoss stock you’ve got and see that no 
Bossimier gets any fresh mounts.”

. “Don’t we get in on the roundup of 
Bossimiers?” Dazee asked.

“You do not. We-all being close at 
hand, get first pickin’s.”



“That’s a devil of a note!” said 
Dazee.

But Nealis was already riding. Dazee 
whacked on the bunk-house door till he 
had Mustard Joines and the rest awake 
and told them the news.

“Those orders don’t sound t’ me; 
I’m goin’ to ride with our boys, some­
where,” Joines told them. He was in 
charge now that Munster was gone.

“Better cull that over in your empty 
haid,” Dazee objected. “Deuce knows 
what he’s doing. One thing’s sure; if 
the Bossimiers hit the Ax on the run 
with no one home, they’ll pick up a 
fine lot o’ fresh hosses an’ run off the 
rest for spite, and then they’ll get away 
into the north country with a flyin’ start 
and be gone for good.”

Joines reluctantly decided to remain 
at the Ax. The Ax men were boiling 
at the thought that .their cook should be 
subjected to any indignities at the hands 
of the Bossimier crowd.

“Why, she’s ace high, and that’s 
whatever,” Mustard made his oration. 
“No finer lady ever lived. Even t’ smell 
of one of her crullers is equal t’ being 
elected t’ congress, and as for her flap­
jacks—-why, neckties and umbersolls 
may be the food of the gods, but they 
ain’t t’ be compared to one of Missus 
Preston’s flapdoodle cakes.”

CHAPTER XL.
THE PIT HOLE.

yHAT distant view that Heck Thorn­
ton caught of Jessie, not knowing 

that it was she, was the last that she 
saw of any one that seemed to her like 
a pursuer that day. She, like Heck, 
had caught but a fleeting glimpse of 
him. Unseen by the Bossimiers, earlier 
in the day, she had seen them pursuing 
her. She was puzzled to find but one 
man after her. She had determined 
not to be overtaken by any one, until 
siie could come to some habitation of 
people she could trust.

Jessie hoped to cut the Valley of the 
Mondon by turning westward. She 
kept the old rawbone shacking along 
slowly till it was dark. She intended 
then to find a patch of grass, and let 
him nip, without unsaddling. She feared 
to take off the saddle, because she did 
not know the disposition of the horse 
and feared that she might not be able 
to saddle him alone, knowing that 
horses of the cow country often play 
strange tricks on new owners.

She found, indeed, the grass she 
wished for and another drink for her­
self and horse. She was very hungry, 
but she knew that she must go on with­
out food. Her clothing was torn from 
oft-repeated smashing through outland 
growths that had caught and slashed. 
She was full of courage, however, and 
determined to make it back to the Ax 
in the morning.

Jessie determined to get some sleep. 
She tied the rawbone to a tree limb 
and tightened his cinches, to let him 
know that he must keep the saddle on 
longer. He grunted displeasure and 
tried to blow, but she prodded him with 
her heel. She felt that the saddle would 
remain in place. She felt sorry for the 
horse, and knew that he would relish 
a roll, but she did not dare give it to 
him.

Jessie was not afraid. She had been 
told that nothing in the wilds about the 
Ax would hurt any human beings, 
unless a grizzly might come onto the 
range.

Jessie jerked awake to find the horse 
snorting in terror.

Away off to the north she could hear 
a sound that carried terror with it. She 
had never heard that full-tongued cry 
of the hunting pack of wolves. But that 
fearful clamor, unique in nature, car­
ried its own threat of terror. Like the 
harsh, dry rattle of a buzztail, the roar 
of the charging grizzly, the roar of a - 
cyclone, the hunting cry of the Lobo W/ 6 
King and his pack spread horror as far ff (J



as the vibrations of it on the night air 
carried.

Jessie felt that the best way to be 
sure of the horse was to swing to him 
and get aboard. This she did the more 
easily as the rawbone actually seemed to 
wish to be under the human burden to 
which he was accustomed. In the saddle 
Jessie spoke quietly to the horse and he 
steadied. He was game, good, faith­
ful to the limit of his endurance. With 
all his other faults, old Jube had been 
good to his horse and the rawbone had 
confidence in human kind. He feared 
the wolves, though. I stinct taught him 
to fear the blood-letting beasts that had 
hunted his ancestors on the steppes of 
Siberia, the sands of Arabia, and in the 
Ardennes.

The howling pack passed to the right. 
The night was still. Jessie felt that 
the wolves had not caught the scent of 
her and the horse. She had been told 
that the wolves would not attack human 
beings. Yet she felt safer on the horse.

The clamor of the pack died away, 
so far as Jessie could hear. Yet the 
horse continued to be fretful and 
snorted, stamping. He had grazed, 
digested his food, and had had some 
water.

Jessie let the reins go loose and the 
horse moved on a little, slowly. He 
found grass, but did not nip to con­
tentment. Rather, he took a bite here 
and there and went on uneasily. In 
fact, he still heard the wolves, out of 
reach of human hearing, but within 
range of his own.

Jessie had no way of knowing the 
hour. The sky was overcast. She 
hoped to miss disaster by being carried 
under a tree or over a rock. She let 
the horse go at will, trying to keep him 
going west. She trusted that morning 
would show her some landmark or at 
least the sun, to check up her course by.

Now came to her ears the sound of 
the hunting pack, below her. It came, 
louder, louder. The horse snorted in 

fright and was about to bolt. She 
checked him. The pack passed off to 
her right; she heard the sudden snarls 
of triumph and shivered. It meant 
death to some creature 1

Tift pack, indeed, had pulled down 
a half-grown deer, hardly a mouthful 
to the lean wolves. The pack had 
rended this bit of prey instantly and 
were licking their chops over the cracked 
marrow bones within a few moments 
after the Lobo King had headed the 
deer and slashed its throat open with 
his huge, gleaming fangs.

This kill, indeed, Lad stayed their 
hunger, but had not satisfied it. It had 
given the wolves strength for a greater 
effort.

The horse confirmed to fret, and once 
or twice it sought to bolt. Jessie, fear­
ing disaster, held him down.

Now she heard the pack again, this 
time close at hand, in full cry. Into 
the vulpine chorus Lad sounded a new 
note of fierceness. Jessie sensed it, 
without knowing what it was.

The Lobo King had scented big game 
again! Yes, big game! He knew that 
the horse they were trailing carried a 
rider.

Now they came leaping forward, at 
the very heels of the rawboned horse, 
eyes gleaming, teeth champing, jaws 
slavering.

But a touch of fear of man, held them 
back. The Lobo King had always feared 
a man on horseback. Men on horses 
had chased him, shot at him, laid traps 
for him, cast cunning nooses at him. 
Once he had been dragged by a man 
who had roped him, and had only es­
caped because a fortunate chafing of 
the rope on jagged stones had cut it 
until he had been enabled to snap it 
in twain and get away. Yet the horse 
was moving away from them; the rider 
was making no hostile motions.

The pack kept away a little, but 
pursued. The rawbone began to make 
better speed. The country seemed 



open. Jessie let him go. The wolves 
closed in. Jessie shouted. They drew 
back, fearful of the human voice. Find­
ing this to be so, Jessie began to sing. 
This had its effect, but eventually the 
wolves closed in again. Then Jessie 
thought of her matches. She had a few 
in the pocket of her waist. These she 
now lighted, one by one. At the sight 
of the dreaded fire, even at the sight of 
that tiny bit of it that a match made, 
the wolves snarled and drew back. 
Each match frightened them a little; 
each time a match burned out, she 
heard them closing in again. The horse 
reared and became all but unmanage­
able at times. Once or twice wolves 
leaped at his hams and then he screamed 
and bounded forward.

Jessie wished for a gun. Had she 
been able to dismount and build a big 
fire, she would have been safe. But 
to stop meant a gamble with death, for 
she might not find wood upon stopping, 
and even if she did stop where shrubs 
or trees were, they might be such as 
were hard to ignite and she might lose 
the horse and be left, afoot, and with­
out matches, to be pulled down.

The persistent behavior of the wolves 
alarmed her. She never had heard of 
wolves so fierce and determined to at­
tack a human being before.

As for the Lobo King, he would have 
charged home at once, but that the big 
game was in the saddle. He feared 
this horse and rider, even as he drove 
them onward.

The horse did not lope fast, for 
Jessie kept him in. He made fair time, 
even in the dark. Jessie prayed he 
would not stumble, for if he did-----

The dawn came suddenly, a wind 
tearing apart clouds that had kept the 
light back till the last moment. Then 
Jessie could see that they were again 
in broken country. She was ready to 
fall off the horse from exhaustion. Only 
her supreme will and grit had' kept her 
in the saddle during those hours when 

the leaping, slavering terrors of the wild 
had pressed in on either side, from be­
hind and in front. The night had been 
a long nightmare of fear and suffering.

Now the horse saw the wolves, that, 
contrary to the usual custom of wolves, 
did not grow cowardly with the day­
light. These wolves seemed to be driven 
onward by some implacable purpose! 
They ran silently now, except for the 
champing of teeth and the slavering 
sounds.

The horse, seeing the wolves, had 
yet another terror added to his former 
ones. He had gone to the limit of his 
endurance; his nerves had been shredded 
to bits during those dark hours when 
the wolves had nipped at his hams; he 
had screamed in terror till he could 
scream no more. The horse was in that 
state of panic where a horse loses con­
trol and will not be controlled. He was 
gripped by the panic that makes the wild 
stallion cast himself over a cliff rather 
than be roped, that makes a racer bolt 
through a fence rather than finish. The 
rawbone was dying on his feet gamely, 
truly, and now the wolves, before his 
very eyes, slavering, grinning, leaping, 
closing in, struck a chilly terror to his 
great, loyal heart, and he came to a last 
fury of living rage.

The rawbone got the bit, and bolted 1
The jerk of his mighty onward bound 

of panic almost unseated stanch Jessie 
Preston. But the big hollow in his back 
helped her; the heritage of courage that 
was hers helped her. She stuck, some­
how, and the horse leaped, crashing 
forward.

Now the pack was behind; the wind 
sang in her ears; the Lobo King flashed 
up even with the rawbone’s withers, 
leaped at her, missed. The Queen 
leaped, just missed! As well try to 
control a tornado as to control that old 
horse in his agony of panic!

Again the wolves drew up, the King 
on one sidte, the terrible Queen on the 
other. A wolf sprang from behind. 



snarling. The old horse, feeling the 
fiery breath of him on his hams, gave 
a mighty series of bounds that all but 
unseated Jessie. As she steadied again, 
the old horse’s feet shot over the edge 
of rim rock, and he fell, landing with 
his forefeet doubled under him. He 
rolled over, as the woman threw her­
self to one side free and unhurt.

The old rawbone was down, now, in 
the bottom of the pit hole! He was 
innert from the shock of his fall. He 
never would run again; his leg was 
fractured. The rim rock above was 
ringed with grinning, horrible faces of 
wolves, that had drawn back on their 
well-padded feet from the deadly verge 
of the death hole.

The King, muzz'c in the air, sounded 
a rallying cry : “Follow me !” Then lie 
wheeled and made off toward the rock 
cleft that would give safe entrance to 
the rocky labyrinth and the pit hole 
from the subterranean passage.

Jessie, thinking they had gone and 
that she had escaped, relaxed. She did 
not know where she was. At no time, 
after the light had strengthened, had 
the old horse loped close enough to the 
rim of the valley of the Mondon to 
give her a glimpse of the Ax below.

She was in a rock-bound prison, with 
only one outlet, and that soon was to 
be blocked by howling, snarling shapes, 
lead by the master of the long trails, 
the terror who lusted now for big game 
—the Lobo King!

CHAPTER XLI, 
AX MEN ON GUARD. 

T^ARKNESS found the Bossimiers 
still moving. Twice during the 

afternoon had Deuce Munster com­
pelled them to stop and throw away 
lead in the effort to halt pursuit. Sev­
eral of the pursuers had been wounded; 
three more Bossimiers had fallen.

Claude Bossimier felt more and more 
the need of heady old Jube, who, with 

Luroy, Vint, and Peck, the old man’s 
familiars, had done a great deal of the 
gang’s headwork in time past. Dogged 
courage he had, brute lack of fear, but 
the long-headed planning of the old 
leader he did not possess.

At the back of his head, however, 
was one good plan-- the procuring of 
remounts. He knew that below Branch­
ton the riders were aroused and the 
ranches on the alert. He knew that 
the Ax liad fine horses. If the Ax had 
sent most of its men afield, the rem- 
mainder might be rushed and the horses 
taken there. Or they might even raid 
at night and get away without a fight. 
Claude Bossimier knew where the Ax 
horse pasture was—a nice flat above the 
ranch house, whi-rc the saddle band 
was wont to run under the leadership 
of a wise old princess. belled and gentle.

So now Bossimie: veered toward the 
Mondon. plugging his horses into the 
night perrastently. He knew it was the 
last chance. If they got the Ax horses, 
leaving their own tired ones, they would 
be far into the upBer country before 
the pursuers could get fresh mounts 
from below. This hail been at the back 
of Cb.ude's head all afternoon and now, 
at night, the plan emerged full fledged.

Bossimier knew better than to break 
for the Ax direct. That would give 
the pursuers a clew to his intentions. 
They, leaving the sign, would cut across 
at once for the ranch and perhaps head 
him off, for there would have to be some 
delay, fighting off the Ax men at the 
ranch. Therefore Bossimier waited till 
dark to make that break across coun­
try, with the Ax as his objective.

He knew the lay of the. land well— 
knew how to drift across the country 
in the dark, for had he not drifted many 
a stolen herd thus?

So now Bossimier began his side 
march. Fortune favored in one respect 
—the pursuers had not brought lan­
terns. Even that small help was to be 
denied' them. Of course it was pos­



sible to follow the sign slowly with 
lights. But there was no trail; the hunt 
was across difficult country.

Bossimier himself led, gaining con­
fidence with every mile. He thought 
that his ruse was going to work.

The drop into the valley from the 
east, where the grade was fairly easy 
at the point he selected to make the 
slid’ng drop, took about all the stamina 
the horses of the pursued had left. Their 
heads were down as they blew at the 
bottom. Yet, cinches must be tight­
ened and progress made! After a time 
Bossimier became aware that no horses 
were grazing where horses should have 
been grazing.

"I don’t like this,” he told his men. 
'Tm goin’ t’ go down t’ the Ax and 
scout some.”

He left them with orders not to 
smoke or even strike a match, and to 
fire at anything that looked like a bunch 
of riders.

Bossimier scouted down the well-de­
fined trail leading toward the Ax. He 
saw the light in the bunk house, and 
that seemed bad to him, at that hour, 
when all should have been asleep, ex­
cept perhaps the night herd.

Leaving his horse, Bossimier crept 
down to where he knew the Ax home 
corral was, the big one.

Lying on the ground, looking up, he 
got the dozing puncher between him and 
the sky as Mustard Joines, atop his 
steady top hoss, jogged the rounds of 
the corral fence. He waited—heard 
some one on the other side singing. 
Then he heard the horses inside the 
corral snorting. A big bar of golden 
light down at the bunk house told of 
the door being flung open. Sounds of 
subdued revelry came forth!

‘‘The Ax is all awake, r’aring t’ go,” 
was Bossimier’s thought.

He knew the futility of trying to sur­
prise the outfit then. He heard Dazee 
Phillips, the youngster, arouse Joines.

Bossimier went back to his waiting 

men with this news. Desperation coun­
seled an attack upon the Ax; common 
sense told them that this would surely 
tell every one in the region where they 
were, as even if they defeated the Ax, 
they would miss some of the Ax riders 
and they would spread the news of the 
fight and the pursuers then would have 
a hot trail out of the Ax.

“We’ve got t’ hide up somewhere,” 
Bossimier told them. “An’ hide up 
complete. There’s an old hide-out of 
old Jube’s above the Ax—lot of under­
ground passages, that old Jube told 
Woodin t’ use when he was out t’ spy 
on the earlier in this game. You re­
member it, Uldyke ?”

Uldyke remembered it well. “Sure! 
Smelled like a wolf den last time I was 
there, looking for Woodin. I’ve often 
wondered if wolves mightn’t’ve ac­
counted for Woodin when he disap­
peared.

“No wolves around here ever pulled 
down a human. Woodin had his gun, 
didn’t he? Besides, there’s enough men 
here t’ whop the devil out o’ all the 
wolves ever made.”

“I guess that’s so.”
“Once we get out of this valley, over 

the rim, we’ll find some feed for the 
bosses. They’ve drunk down here. 
They’ve got t’ rest and feed. I figure 
we’ve got the best chance gettin’ up 
there an’ watching over the rim. We 
can see every hoof that stirs down here 
from up there. One man on the rim 
can watch the back trail. The rest can 
sleep. There’s chimneys in that rock 
hole that will carry off smoke from a 
dry wood fire so it won’t be seen from 
below. We c’n cook something.”

“Better stick t’ water an’ cold grub,” 
Uldyke advised. “An’ go on north till 
we cain’t go any farther.”

But this counsel of perfection had 
no appeal for the others. They were 
weary. Then, too, every mile north 
took them away from the women left 
behind in their own valley.



“They won’t hit our sign in here till 
morning; we’ve got time to hide out 
up there; maybe send the horses away 
and1 all get into that cave.”

CHAPTER XLII.
HECK SUSPECTS.

T^URSING lame Grulla along, Heck 
1 Thornton made for the Ax. Ac­
customed to night (ravel, accustomed to 
meet wolves on their own ground un­
der cover of the dark", he walked, albeit 
his heels were chafed by his boots from 
so much and such unusual exercise.

Heck made his way slowly, yet he 
made progress. After a time Grulla 
became able to carry him a little, al­
though it seemed a shame to ride the 
good horse when he was so lame. The 
lurching, hobbling gait of Grulla kept 
Heck awake. Once the direction was 
set, the loyal horse kept it fairly well.

It was hard work riding a horse so 
lame that way at night. Only' a des­
perate need made it excusable for either 
man or horse.

Heck’s eyes, capable of good vision 
at slight, were on a-constant strain. 
After he had lost sight of the raw- 
boned horse he had seen nothing else 
of interest, and during the long hours 
of the darkness he heard nothing. It 
was all grim, deadly, wrenching work.

1 leek managed to get his horse down 
into the valley of the Mondor. well be­
fore dawn. He noted with pleasure 
the light in the bunk house. He gave 
warning of his approach, and soon had 
Mustard Joines and Dazee Phillips out, 
explaining how alert they had been all 
night.

Grulla. turned into the little corral, 
had not spirit enough left to roll. He 
limped away, groaning at every lurch­
ing step.

Heck at once borrowed a horse and 
swung up the valley. An uneasiness 
that he could not control was driving 
him forward.

Well above the Ax the horse under 
Heck whinned in a peculiar manner. 
Heck knew it for the inviting call a 
horse makes when he scents where other 
horses have been and wishes to know 
if they are within call. He swung 
down; a match flared. He saw the sign 
of the Bossimiers, rode back to the Ax, 
and told the news.

Dawn was coming now.
“We’ll hit that trail at a fast clip 

as soon as it’s light,” Heck told thcni 
all. “They cain’t get far on tired 
bosses, and with us hitting their trace 
this a way, right on top of them.”

CHAPTER XLIII.
AT HAY.

CWINGING free as the rawboned 
horse crashed down, Jessie Preston 

came erect stiffly, after a moment of 
staggering about.' She was in terrible 
shape physically—muscles cramped, 
head light and reeling. At once she 
began to look about.

She was in a hole, ringed about with 
what looked like solid rock wads! The 
old horse groaned, and struggled to get 
up. Jessie saw that his left front leg 
was broken. He had oilier hurts: in­
ternal wounds that were grievous. He 
fell over sidewise again, and relaxed.

Jessie staggered to the old rawbone's 
head and patted l.is cheeks. He tried, 
loyal old fellow tin lie was. to nicker, 
but the sound died m his throat!

Jessie started to hobble about the pit 
hole. She found, at the place a quarter 
way around it from where she had 
pitched over the rim, a crevice be­
tween two rocks. It was about a foot 
wide. She thought it was a way out, 
but a glance showed that it was not.

No sign of the wolves had been heard 
by her after she had pitched into the 
rocky depths. Now she saw, below, 
what seemed like an outlet—a mere 
crack, it seemed. She started toward 
that.



On the way down she passed the 
old horse, and again patted his cheek. 
He nickered again, and his eyes smote 
her heart with their pathos as they 
rolled in their sockets.

Now Jessie came to a place where 
some bones were, and she shuddered, 
for she knew them for human bones. 
She thought she heard the clamor of 
the wolf pack again, somewhere close 
by.

She saw, near the bones, a gun— 
Woodin’s gun. She picked it up. It 
had four shells left. One chamber had 
been fired; one used as the “safety” 
chamber. She balanced the good gun 
in her feeble hand.

Again came the muffled clamor of 
the pack—the hunting call, and that 
seemed to come out of that crack in 
the rocks!

The old rawbone, behind her, heaved 
upright, startling her with a failing dis­
play of life. He was afoot, clumping 
about wildly. How he was able to get 
up with his injuries could only be ex­
plained in this way: In his condition, 
he was like a man frenzied with dis­
ease and so able to do the impossible 
with his dying energies!

Again came the wolf clamor, from 
the rock cleft. Could the wolves be 
coming after her through some under­
ground passage, leading to the pit hole? 
She had heard of that labyrinth of 
channels in the rim rock, from the talk 
of the Ax men. The old horse squealed 
—mingled death defiance and fury. In­
stinct had taught him that he was cor­
nered. He went back, face to the rock 
cleft.

Jessie turned—ran, with a flaming 
burst of energy that surprised her. She 
had thought herself quite spent. Now 
she could run! She kept the six-gun. 
She found the crevice between the two 
rocks above and hid herself there like 
a scurrying quail seeking refuge from 
hunting coyotes. The Lobo King, 
Queen, and pack came hurtling out of 

the rock cleft, at first clamorous, then 
silent.

The thing with the man scent was not 
in view; the horse stood, at bay, his 
broken leg dangling pitifully.

The King eagerly leaped, slashing at 
the rawbone’s throat. The old horse 
clumped forward. The Lobo King fas­
tened onto him; the Queen leaped for 
his hams. The rawbone staggered on 
and on. Lobo King got the throat hold. 
A mist obscured the rawbone’s sight. 
He lurched, threw himself forward 
drunkenly on one leg in front now, its 
opposite limb behind, rocking like some 
kind of a new and pitiably weak play­
thing for the wolf pack. His ham­
strings were cut in one leg.

The Lobo King dropped that deadly 
throat hold, struck the ground, and 
scooted back under the old horse’s belly 
to assist the Queen in hamstringing.

The wolves snarled—snapped. The 
rawbone fell forward, his big, bony 
body lurching across the rock cleft 
from which the wolves had emerged.

For the moment, at least, his great 
form barred the way out; in his help­
lessness he hadTrapped the vulpine ter­
rors and Jessie inside the pit hole.

Leaping back, sensing that something 
was wrong, the Lobo King called his 
pack off. He tried to leap over the body 
of the fallen horse and squeeze out to 
freedom through the rock cleft. In 
vain. The barrel of the horse filled it. 
The horse was still now, limp, although 
his lungs still pumped, bellowslike, de­
noting some remnant of life remaining.

The Lobo King, with a snarl of com­
mand, leaped off the body, and turned 
the pack toward that which his nose 
still told him was in the trap with him 
—b’W game!

Perchance, being trapped by the body 
of the horse, the servant of man, the 
Lobo King reasoned that man thus had 
plaaned it. If so, then a human was 
within reach, and there was yet time 
to slash and tear, to rend and to destroy.



CHAPTER XLIV.
INTO THE LABYUINTTI.

jLIOPES were high the Bos- 
siiniers as they dragged their way 

wearily up onto the rim rock, after a 
most hazardous climb from the valley 
of the Mondon above the Ax. They 
found here what they dared not hope 
for—rocky going to blind the trail. It 
was several miles down to witere Claude 
had told them the underground and 
rock-bound hide-out could be found.

“Back from it a ways is a grassy 
place; thick, sweet grass among the 
■big rocks ; kind o’ a park country.’’ he 
encouraged them with. “In the old 
days, before Munster took up the Ax, 
old Julie used, t’ use that place as one 
of his closest hidin’ places when lie was 
wanted, bad. It’s safe, entire.’’

ft had been a long time since he 
had teen there, however, and he worked 
too far off to one side, in the effort 
to keep away from the rim rock, and 
got below the throne. Dawn was com­
ing when he dismounted and had them 
wait until he could scout forward, afoot, 
to the rim, and get a bearing that w ould 
assist in locating the opening in the 
rock face, always difficult to find,

Now he fixed the features of the 
landscape in mind. He found the place 
where the rim rock seemed to butt up 
against the rock face. He knew there 
were other entrances and exits to the 
labyrinth. He did not wish to appear 
at the rim rock, but to find one of those 
other entrances.

Drawing back, he signaled, and soon 
the crowd came about him. He had 
Hals Uldyke dismount and confirm his 
opinion that they were about opposite 
the rock cleft in the rock face at' the 
rim rock. Uldyke confirmed this read­
ily enough.

Since he had been scouting for the 
place, Uldyke reported, they had heard 
wolves somewhere above. The yelping 
had ceased abruptly.

The dawn seemed to come slowly; 
the half light was baffling. They were 
preoccupied, with other thoughts, and 
they were watching toward the rim 
clamor rock and the Valley of the Mon­
don, now ahead. So they did not see the 
gaunt, dim shapes slipping along be­
tween the rocks half a mile distant.

By a curious freak of fate, this is 
what had occurred:

The rawbone, carrying Jessie, the 
wolves after him, had slipped along, 
bound almost due south, not far from 
the rim rock, but back a way from it, 
while the Bossiin'iers were up-bound 
from the valley. The Bossimiers had 
been under the overhang of the big 
shoulder, quartering up-grade desperate­
ly, their horses scrambling and making 
much noise, when the pack, driving the 
rawbone in grim silence, had gone to 
the verge of the pit hole. So the Bos­
simiers had not heard the chase. They 
had emerged upon the upper level, cut 
across the track of the wolf pack and 
quarry, and circled to keep from the 
rim rock, so they would not be observed 
from below, should dawn break sud­
denly by the blowing away of clouds by 
the dawn wind.

The wolves, intent only upon their 
quarry, hot upon the trail, led by their 
redoubtable commander who was see­
ing red and anxious only for big game, 
led by him in a rush to find the near­
est of the entrances to their secure re­
treat, in order that they might charge 
out into the pit hole and there feast, 
had scurried for the crevice and slipped 
in. Had the wolves been less hot upon 
a trail of quarry already, according to 
their ways, fairly won, they would have 
been more cautious and scented or seen 
the Bossimiers. Had the Bossimiers 
been less engaged in their efforts to 
escape death, they would have paid 
some attention to the howling of wolves 
some of them had heard. They took 
it for a chance pack running deer. Not 
a man of them would have dreamed of 



the real meaning of the wolf pack’s 
being afoot at this hour, as they, human 
wolves, were afoot with the dawn.

Now Claude found a passage leading 
among the shattered rocks. He or­
dered the men to unsaddle. The saddles 
were piled at the entrance to the rock 
cleft. This entrance was wide at first, 
opening into an airy, dry cave. Into 
this Bossimier had the horses led.

“We’ll all rest inside," he told them. 
“We can send out men t’ graze the 
hosses later. The hosses have been 
grassed and watered; let’s not show a 
nose till me know more.”

“How we goin’t’ find out anything?” 
Hal Uldyke asked.

“They’ll come t’ the Ax for remounts. 
We can look right down onto the Ax 
from a place inside. Come on----- ”

As he led them in several spoke of 
the odors in there. One or two said 
wolves used the den. Claude laughed.

“We got a few shells left; wolves 
don’t attack folks in this country.”

As he advanced, his ears caught dis­
tant sounds of growling, yelping; he 
heard a horse scream.

“What can that be?” Ha! Uldyke de­
manded.

“Something outside; those wolves 
running something; we get it through 
the rock passages,” Claude said. “They 
may have driven an Ax hoss onto the 
uplands to make a kill.”

Light sifted into this underworld 
through the chimneys.

In his excitement Claude found the 
side passage leading to the throne, and 
he drew Uldyke out with him. telling 
the others to wait. On the verge of 
the throne he drew back—the dawn had 
broken clear while they had been stum­
bling along through the passages. He 
had stepped into clear day on the throne.

“We oughtn’t show ourselves; they 
might see us from below; we can stoop 
down an’ peek over without danger,” 
and he was suiting the act to the word, 
when he heard:

“Claude; come here----- ”
He went swiftly to them, followed by 

Uldyke. The others were pointing to 
a side passage, pressing forward to­
ward it.

Now, from that side passage came a 
strange medley of sounds. They’ thought 
they heard growls, yelps! Came, too, 
a shot 1

They heard the voice of a woman— 
not shrieking, but calling out commands, 
and then singing.

“That’s Jessie Preston’s voice,” 
Claude Bossimier suddenly shouted. “I 
know why oldi Jube wanted her; and if 
we’re t’ be thrown off our range, we 
might’s well take her with us and cash 
in, either by trading her back to old 
Jube or to the people he was going to 
work with if he failed to make a good 
deal with that pink-eye. Martin.”

Bossimier dashed down the rock 
passage, and they came after him.

The passage seemed blocked at its 
end. Bossimier could see a rift of day­
light beyond whatever was blocking it. 
He stumbled forward, and fell with his 
hands outthrust.

“A hoss is blocking this; a hoss with 
his withers jammed into it. He’s jerk­
ing—I hear wolves, and a woman sing­
ing out there!”

"That hole’s bigger,” Uldyke said.
It was enlarged now. The old horse 

had made a convulsive wrench of his 
mighty thews and drawn partly back.

“I’m going over him an’ see what’s 
there in that hole,” Bossimier spoke 
decisively, leaping at the fallen horse, 
and beginning to scramble over it. The 
old horse remained supine, breathing 
heavily. Claude called: “It’s old Jube’s 
rawboned nag, boys; is he in here with 
Jessie Preston?”

They followed their leader, out into 
the pit hole, there to come upon a drama 
that for the moment held them spell­
bound and that they would not have 
pressed forward to see, had they not 
been drawn forward into its vortex by 



an unwonted excitement, overcoming 
the inherent Bossimier inclination to 
dodge as long as possible.

Uldyke turned about, attracted by a 
strange noise. It was the muffled, rock- 
pent death cry of the old horse, now 
hunching forward in dying agonies. Ul­
dyke fairly shrieked.

“See, he’s been afoot, lurched for­
ward ; he’s blocked us in----- ”

“We’ve got something t’ worry about 
in here before we get to that,” Claude 
said.

The wolves, hearing them, indeed, 
had turned to face them, tongues lolling, 
jaws slavering.

"They look loco, mad, t’ me 1” Bos­
simier whispered shudderingly. Their 
faces blanched. There was that in the 
mein of the Lobo King and pack that 
was enough to daunt men of the sternest 
breed!

The woman had ceased to sing; they 
looked for her in vain.

CHAPTER XLV.
ONE GLIMPSE.

O UT at dawn, eager to be in the saddle 
and away, Heck Thornton started 

for the corral to rope out a horse in 
place of lame Grulla.

True to his habit, he first got out his 
glasses to sweep the rim rock. He had 
asked Dazee Phillips and Mustard 
Joines about the wolves, and had re­
ceived indifferent answers. He found 
that throne in the focus of his glasses.

Thornton, who was then behind the 
bunk house, resting the glasses on a 
projecting peg to steady them, in or­
der to get clearer vision, was only show­
ing the merest fraction of body and 
the object end of the glasses to any 
one looking down from the throne. 
Hence Claude Bossimier, when he came 
out onto the throne with Uldyke, did 
not see him.

Thornton saw him. however. He 
slipped along the bunk house, smashed 

in the side window, on the side away 
from the rim rocks above, with the 
butt of his gun, and called, through the 
fall of glass, through the opening:

“Turn out; saddle, men! I’ve just 
glimpsed Bossimier—Claude ! Come!”

A few moments later a string of Ax 
riders were piunging across the flat, 
toward the upgrade leading to the rim 
rock.

But in the pit hole events were mov­
ing at breakneck pace, and the pit hole 
had become a maelstrom of seething 
animal and human endeavor to live, by 
right and might of gun. tooth, claw, 
sharp wits, the right and might of the 
strongest and most cunning!

When she had run into the space 
between the two rocks at the upper end 
of the pit hole, Jessie Preston had been 
at the end of hope, at the verge of 
despair.

Inside she cowered for a moment, but 
the touch of the good gun’s butt in her 
palm gave her courage. The wolves, 
she felt sure, would not stand gun fire.

When the wolves left the horse and 
turned toward her, she shot once— 
missed, for she was not apt with a gun 
and was, moreover, hurried in her shot. 
That shot daunted them for a moment. 
The Lobo King, however, was wild, in­
sane with fear and rage. He was 
trapped in this rock hole. He had been 
in man’s traps before. Always he had 
escaped by force, by throwing his mag­
nificent strength against whatever de­
vices of man had gotten into his way. 
He had taken the Queen from her trap 
by force, at cost of torn jaws and hurt­
ing teeth. He had been struck by some­
thing coming from a flash of flame in 
the hand of man—and had lived.

Whatever was left of awe and fear 
of man had long since vanished from 
the Lobo King’s makeup. He was 
starkly unafraid, and he now communi­
cated his lack of fear to his pack.

He was charging straight forward, 



when Jessie, thinking of the power of 
the human voice to awe animals, spoke 
sharply. Again the wolves paused. The 
Lobo King growled deep in his massive 
chest and again they advanced. Jessie 
shot—hit a wolf that spun about, snap­
ping at the wound. Then the animals 
seemed to go crazy, snapping at each 
other. The Lobo King started to charge 
Jessie. She stood up and yelled, saying 
all manner of odd phrases and waving 
her arms menacingly. Again he drew 
back. She began to sing, to shout, to 
throw stones. The wounded wolf rolled 
about from side to side, snapping at his 
wound.

The Lobo King drew them together, 
in a ring, waiting for his own signal to 
charge home.

Strange noises came from behind. 
More and more men things were stream­
ing into view, from the partly blocked- 
up hole whence the wolves had emerged 
into the pit hole. The Lobo King, the 
Queen, and pack, whirled to meet this 
new menace.

Jessie saw them, saw the Bossimiers, 
saw the old horse die, filling the rock 
cleft and making of the pit hole a flesh- 
blocked trap, holding them all.

She had no way of knowing that they 
did not know she was there. She did 
not know they had no knowledge that 
she alone had used the old rawbone 
horse to escape on. While she was de­
bating what to do, while the human and 
four-footed wolves thus stood at gaze, 
tense, menacing, the break came with 
dramatic swiftness.

Claude Bossimier threw his gun for­
ward—and shot. A wolf sprang up­
ward and fell over backward, snapping, 
yowling in death struggles. Again that 
speedy gun cracked. Another wolf 
howled and ran about. The Lobo King, 
cornered, knowing that he was about 
to feel the searing pain from one of 
those flame-tipped things, snarled and 
leaped with the dumb courage of sheer 
madness. It was the signal to close in.

The Lobo King was first to leap. Claude 
threw his gun—it snapped.

“Empty!”
He had not loaded up after that last 

stand they had been forced to make 
against the pursuers the night before. 
He had a few extra shells in his saddle 
pockets; his belt was empty.

A few dropping shots came from the 
others as the lobos leaped in; now they 
were battering at the wolves with gun 
butts. The rifles were with the saddlery. 
It was hand and fist and gun butt 
against claw and tooth. Some had 
knives.

The Bossimiers, standing together, 
threw the wolves off, and then the vul­
pine horde was between them and the 
dead horse that blocked up the hole 
through which they had entered that 
awesome pit hole. Blood flowed from 
bites, but no man’s throat had been 
slashed in that flashing attack of the 
fanged demons.

The Bossimiers wheeled to meet the 
menace. The wolves crouched, mad 
with fear, crazed with the feeling of 
being in a rock-walled trap. The foe—■ 
man—was before them. Their leader, 
avid with lust of slaying, urged them on 
—leaping first. Again thev came in. 
A man went down—ten wolves atop 
him. Claude, Uldyke, and the others 
charged forward, kicking, cursing, to 
get their man up, but his throat had 
been slashed.

“They’ll pull us all down, one by one, 
that a way,” Claude shouted over the 
din of the conflict. He turned about. 
Behind him was the rock wall; before 
him the ringed wolves, heads down for 
another leaping charge. He felt his 
throat tingle at the thought of white 
fangs meeting there.

But in that rock wall, he saw, in one 
flashing glance, a crevice, between two 
huge boulders set into the face of the 
wall. He thought of the woman’s voice, 
of the dead horse of old Jube. He broke 
the line, and darted for the hole.



A woman filled the crack, steady gun 
in hand. It was Jessie Preston.

Cries of terror from his followers 
came to his ears, assailed by so many 
sounds. He staggered back and felt a 
hairy form strike his shoulders from 
behind. He was sent reeling, and again 
the wolf slashed at him. The gun of the 
woman spoke; the wolf crumpled in 
mid-leap and feil, howling in death. 
Bossimier. deserting his fighting follow­
ers, leaped again at the woman who 
had used her only shot in the effort to 
save a human life—his own worthless 
human life. He flung himself at her. 
threw her out of the safetv niche, and 
began to thrust himself in, yammering 
in mingled rage and terror. Behind him 
the din increased. In the mouth of 
the crevice he paused, feeling that he 
was almost safe.

Jessie, whirled out of the hiding place 
from the force of his brutal thrust, 
came among the fighting wolves. She 
saw white teeth, glaring eyes, slavering 
jaws. She staggered, fell, and felt the 
buffet of a huge hairy shoulder as a 
wolf tried to throw her down. And 
then-----

“Don’t move!”
It was Thornton’s voice.
Now, the rim of the pit hole was 

ringed with fire as the singing bullets 
came hailing down. The Ax outfit, 
guns out, with the Bossimiers and the 
wolves before them, shot, withering 
them down without mercy.

The men, drawing apart, threw up 
their hands. Thornton, seeing this, gave 
the order to cease firing. The wolves 
were all down now. all still.

It was then that Dazee Phillips, point­
ing, warned Thornton of the danger 
threatening the woman.

Jessie, still crouched, faint, had her 
back to the rock cleft in which Claude 
Bossimier had taken refuge. He had 
emerged as firing ceased. A glance 
above had told him the story. He was 
trapped. Those stern men above would 

not show him mercy; and he deserved 
not one iota of it. He knew it. It 
was the end of the trail for him and 
the house of Bossimier 1

He had drawn his big-bladed knife, 
not a bowie, but a big pocket knife. He 
had had no time to draw this and open 
it in the fight against the wolves; in 
fact, in his panic, it had not occurred 
to him.

Now he had drawn it; now he came 
forth while they were watching dying 
wolves and surrendered men. He came 
forth, his face a mask of fury, and then 
he leaped!—one desire in his black heart 
—that he might kill the woman before 
he was slain for his crimes. And so he 
leaped.

Thornton jerked up his gun, threw 
it; it was tipped with death flame.

Bossimier whirled and fell prone, on 
his back. Like the other wolves, he had 
died fighting to injure and rend, to 
the last gasp of his evil life!

Now Thornton went to the horses, 
still blowing and puffing, back from the 
pit hole, and got his long rope. He 
put a dally around a knob of rock. 
While the remainder of the Ax men 
kept the Bossimiers covered. Heck and 
Dazee slid down the rope and, with 
thongs thrown down by the men above, 
soon tied the captives securely.

Jessie, meanwhile having recovered, 
sat to one side, waiting her turn to be 
hauled above or let out of the opening 
the old horse’s body was blocking.

The pit hole was a mystery to Thorn­
ton and the others. Jessie told how the 
wolves and the Bossimiers had entered 
it from below, and she pointed to the 
body of the horse, blocking the en­
trance.

Several more Ax men came down the 
rope and with them to guard the pris­
oners, now on the ground in a corner, 
the captors felt secure in their victory 
and set about to find a way out. with­
out having to haul prisoners and the 
others back up the rock wall.



“Knot some ropes; get about three 
lines onto the old daid hoss an’ fast 
to saddle horns and we can snake him 
out of that hole,” Mustard Joines sug­
gested. He was up on the rim.

Now, with true puncher adroitness, 
the ropes were knotted and’ thrown 
down. With Heck’s they had rope 
enough for three lines. These, hitched 
to the dead horse’s hind quarters and 
strained upon while the men in the pit 
hole pulled, brought the old horse out 
of his strange, rock-ribbed trap.

“There!” Heck exclaimed, with a feel­
ing of relief, when suddenly from the 
pile of wolves a huge form shot forth, 
leaping, snarling, eyes gleaming, jaws 
slavering. Straight he leaped, hardly 
seeming to touch the rock floor of the pit 
hole. So great was his speed, so deep his 
cunning in use of it, that their shots 
missed ; they had time for but a few, for 
fear of hitting each other.

“The King. The King!” they called.
Then he had vanished through the 

rock cleft, into the labyrinth.
One man leaped after him—Heck 

Thornton, working the ejector of his .45 
as he hurtled forward. He reloaded as 
he ran.

He glimpsed the wolf whisking about 
a far turn; he leaped after him. He 
heard the animal turn and scurry 
pantingly. He followed, straining his 
eyes. He saw light. He leaped for­
ward again; he was on the throne. Un­
der him was the X’alley of the Mondon. 
On the rim of the throne was the 
King, the great King, lips drawn back, 
eyes glaring, ruff erect, magnificent in 
the hour of crisis.

The King leaped. The hated man 
thing was in bis presence, He threw 
all his royal power into that leap, and 
gripped for the throat as he thrust his 
jaws straight in at the climax of that 
mighty leap. The flashing white teeth 
grazed Heck’s bronzed neck; he was 
thrown off balance, could not shoot as 
he wished.

Then the King sprang back, to the 
verge, glaring, slavering. All his pas­
sion now was to ki'll this man, this ter­
rible man, who alone blocked his way 
to freedom.

The King crouched—sprang. The 
ball met him in mid-air, crashing home 
through his great, dark breast. The 
King fell over bacl<ward, whirled about 
and leaped straight out into space, four 
paws spread, head' out, back in a taut 
line.

Heck, striding to the verge of the 
throne, followed the body down, flame 
spiriting from his gun in a steady 
stream.

When the body of the King was 
found at the foot of the rock wall later, 
four bullets were found to have crashed 
through his back as he fell.

An hour later all were on the way 
down to the Ax.

There they heard the news. Osier 
and his posse had wiped out Luray and 
his crowd and had cleaned up Branch- 
ton. Deuce Munster and his crowd in, 
were swearing mad because they had 
missed the big fight at the pit hole. In 
the outcome the captured Bossimiers 
were either hanged or given heavy sen­
tences. The widows, remarried to hon­
est men, were permitted to remain; the 
valley became respectable. The old 
rawbone, hauled out, was taken down 
to the A.x and buried with this head­
stone at the foot of his grave: “Raw­
bone; he did his best for a stranger 
and died doing it.”

The papers Heck had taken from 
Martin's clothing told of the plot to 
disinherit Jessie Preston. In the end 
she claimed her estate, converted it into 
cash, and moved with Heck to that nice 
place he had bought in tile upper coun­
try. They often visited the Ax, and 
the next ranch above, where Dazee 
Phillips, with the reward money on the 
wolf pack, had set up a horse ranch 
with his sweetheart to bring joy and 



comfort to the heart of the good-hu­
mored young fellow, a prime favorite 
throughout the entire region. Heck and 
Jessie would not take a share of the 
reward money and all the other Ax men 
in at the finish of the royal wolf pack 
resigned their shares to help Dazee set 
up his home with his very pretty 
bride.

The day Heck and Jessie were mar­
ried at the Ax the boys gave them a 

rousing celebration. At its close Deuce 
Munster proposed this toast:

“To the bride, who couldn’t have es­
caped matrimony, even if I’d had to 
marry her myself.”

There was a smile on his homely 
face, but the mist in his eyes told them 
that his remark was to be taken seri­
ously, for all he was hiding his heart­
ache under a jovial good-by to the king 
of wolfers and his happy bride.

THE END.

FOR A NEW FOREST POLICY
A BILL was recently introduced into the Senate by Senator McNary of Oregon 

and into the House of Representatives by Congressman Woodruff of Michigan, 
which provides for a new forestry’ plan. This bill provides for the expenditure 
of forty million dollars in forest lands and forest conservation. Under its pro­
visions the government is asked to purchase about eight million acres of land, 
principally in the Eastern and Great Lakes watershed territory.

The American Forestry Association, which sponsored the measure, sug­
gested that the funds be expended in speeding up forest purchases in the Appa­
lachians, and the pine regions of the Southern and Lake States. About three 
million additional acres are needed for the proper protection and conservation 
of timber in these mountains. The officials of the Forestry Association declare 
that under careful management the proposed Federal timber areas would not only 
produce timber and pulpwood and protect stream flow, but would furnish recrea­
tion spaces for three-fourths of the nation’s population.

LET THE INSECTS DO IT
/'ANE of the expensive processes in paper making is barking the logs, since 

it is highly desirable that no bark should get into the wood pulp. The 
Northwest Forest Experiment Station was informed some weeks ago by Doctor 
Craighead of the Bureau of Entomology that insects can sometimes be pur- 
suaded to perform this work for the paper companies for nothing.

One Southern lumber company gets insects to work, says the bureau, by 
girdling close to the ground the pine to be cut for pulp wood. If this is done 
in the late summer, a number of bark borers and other beetles are attracted 
to the tree, and in a few weeks they have the bark so completely loosened that 
it can easily be stripped off when the trees are felled. At this point, however, 
the truce between beetle and forester is at an end, for logging during the fol­
lowing winter destroys the harbored insects in the bark, and this one abundant 
feast is their last.



Another 
Notch
frank Richardson Pierce

Author of “ What a Setter Did," etc.

two Rangers 
month was a

ZLL, sir, in them days one 
Texas Ranger was good 
for one riot. If there was 
two riots and things were 
quiet in other places then 
maybe they’d send down 
for the two riots, This 

busy one and so they sent
me down to straighten out the trouble 
at the two towns.” Pop Thrasher’s 
eyes gleamed as he recalled the inci­
dent. “Th® first riot had about died 
down when I got there. I told a num­
ber ol bad ones to drift and locked up 
several others, then forked my horse 
and headed tor the other mess. Pete 
Baxter was running wild and I knew 
this wouldn't be straightened up with 
out gun play so I got ready. It was 
this here gun right here with the four 
notches that I used. The last notch 
was cut for Pete. That was the way 
we always worked—get the leader and 
the rest of the gang just became a lot 
of scared men hunting cover. I mind 
the time—■—”

"Apple sauce, Pop, I’ll bet you never 
shot an outlaw in your life.” Ryan, 
assistant superintendent at the county 
farm grinned. He was never brutal, 
quite the contrary. Rather he was 

thoughtless and the same story told 
again and again arouses the doubts of 
thoughtless youth. “Apple sauce, Pop, 
and you know it, but I’ll admit you tell 
it the same way every time. I’ll bet 
you actually believe it.”

Pop Thrasher bristled. “Look at 
them notches,” he said shrilly. “Do 
you think they’d be there if each one 
didn’t mean I’d shot an outlaw in 
battle ?”

“Give me that old gat, Pop, and I’ll 
cut in a few notches to prove how easy 
it is.”

“Men have been killed for less than 
that, you young upstart,” snorted the 
old peace officer. “No man can doubt 
my word—-—

“I’m not saying you are lying, Pop. 
I merely believe you have told those 
yarns over so many times you believe 
'em. This stuff about men quick on 
the draw, lightning shooting and all that 
is the bunk. It never happened.”

Pop Thrasher returned his .44 to the 
holster and looked about the home. The 
real old-timers present believed him. 
Sheriff “Draw” Thrasher was too real 
in an earlier day to be forgotten by 
even declining years. “Young man,” 
he growled, “go for your gun.”



In pretended seriousness Ryan made 
a quick move for the hip. With a flash 
the old man's gun covered him. “You 
see, you young fool, you’d have been 
dead in your tracks in the old days. 
I’m how many years older than you?’’

“Hanged if I know, Pop, about a 
hundred, I guess.”

“All right, I’m a hundred years older 
than you are and still I’m faster with 
my hands. It's hard to shake off the 
habits of years, and if going for my 
gun quicker’n the other fellow hadn’t 
been a mighty good habit with me I 
wouldn’t have been sheriff as long as I 
was. In the days when I was sheriff a 
sheriff couldn’t get life insurance. Let’s 
see what was it started all this fuss?”

“A young lady from one of the news­
papers is looking for a story, Pop, and 
I told you not to go too strong in your 
story telling or people would not be­
lieve you. I particularly suggested that 
you tone down that Texas Ranger stuff 
a bit. It don’t sound reasonable they’d 
send one Ranger down to settle two 
riots in mining towns. More than 
likely they would call out the militia and 
do it right.”

“You don’t know the Texas Rang­
ers,” the old man observed tartly. “I 
always did say they teached the wrong 
kind of history in the schools. Now I 
know it. What time will the young 
lady call?”

“She’s waiting below.”
“Wait’ll I pretty myself up a bit and 

I’ll come down.” Pop hastily combed 
his hair and adjusted his necktie, then 
he descended to the reception room.

Ryan and a young woman were await­
ing him. Nearby stood a bored young 
man with a camera. The girl was seek­
ing a story, the young man a photo­
graph to go with it. “This is Pop 
Thrasher, known in the early days as 
Draw,” said Ryan by way of introduc­
tion. ‘What he tells you may not be 
historically correct, but it’ll be good.”

Bit by bit the reporter drew out the 

story she sought. “And now,” she said 
by way of conclusion, "speaking as a 
veteran peace officer, what do you think 
of the holdups and shootings we have 
been having in the city of late?”

“Young lady, being a gentleman I 
can’t properly tell you because it re­
quires cussin’ and a lot of it. Let’s 
see. They held up a bank messenger 
and got ten thousand dollars, they fol­
lowed a lady into a bond office and got 
six thousand, then they held up a mo­
tion-picture office and got a lot more.”

“One police officer was killed and an­
other wounded,” the reporter reminded 
him. “What of that? Our paper has 
been criticizing the police department 
severely.”

“They shouldn’t do it,” Pop replied. 
“It ain’t the policeman’s fault. In my 
day we wore a gun where we could get 
it. A policeman has to lift up his coat 
tail to get his gun, young lady, so what 
chance has he when the other fellow 
has him covered ? Why in my day it 
was almost as good as death to go for 
your gun when the other fellow had 
the drop on you, but I did it in a pinch; 
even with Pete Baxter. When you’re 
a law enforcer you've got to act even 
if it costs your life, like it does the 
policemen sometimes. It ain’t right.”

And right there the girl got her real 
story. The photographer had been in­
trigued sufficiently to forget his bore­
dom. “Have you got any of your old 
togs left, Mr. Thrasher?” he inquired.

“Up in the attic in my old trunk 
there----- ”

“Great! How about it, Mr. Ryan?”
“Sure, doll Pop up for the picture. 

Too bad we can’t show the notches in 
his gun.”

Pop shook his trigger finger at Ryan. 
“Some day, gol darn you. I’ll make you 
eat them words.” Fie turned to the 
girl. “The biggest chump in the world 
is the cuss that won’t believe his own 
eyes. Time and again I’ve drawn my 
gun to show Ryan how fast I am and 



he won’t believe it. Look at them 
notches.”

The girl bent her head so close to 
Pop's that he iorgot the past for the 
exquisite appreciation of the present. 
"Mr. Thrasher, those notches look to 
me as if they were cut many years ago.”

“Yah!” shouted Psp, at Ryan’s re­
treating form, "what do you think of 
that ? Seems like the women are get­
ting more sense every day and the men 
less."

Pop and all his range clothes includ­
ing a gold star appeared on the front 
page of the second section, the follow­
ing day. With the picture was a story 
of Pop's life. It was a human interest 
theme and yet the clever reader could 
see a vein of criticism of the police de­
partment. There was editorial com­
ment to the effect that it would seem 
the old peace officer who could shoot 
quick and straight was gone, but the 
descendants of the old bad men were 
present stronger than ever.

The opposition paper, lining up with 
the administration, spoke of the childish 
prattling of an old man with an imag­
ination. Later as the fight grew 
warmer they called .Pop a liar, and Ryan 
smiled when the old man wanted to 
buckle on his guns and settle the insult 
man to man. "Let ’em rave, Pop!” he 
advised.

“Hut I'm held up to the community 
as a liar.” Pop fumed. “By heck----- ”

"Calm down. You don’t care whether 
they believe you are a liar or not!”

"The devil I don’t!"
“Well, anyway piis affair is blowing 

over. The holdup crowd has gone to 
greener fields.”

"Huh! ‘Two-gun’ Ashford, who 
learned me how to shoot and made me 
his deputy when I was twenty, said, 
‘When tilings get quiet, expect some­
thing to happen.’ They’re waiting for 
something good, then they’ll strike fast.”

It was several days later that Pop 
Thrasher learned the value of publicity.

A brisk young man appeared at the 
county home and asked for the old- 
timer. “Saw your picture in the paper,” 
he explained. “We can use you at fifty 
dollars a week----- ■”

“Fifty dollars a week?” Pop 
Thrasher asked in astonishment. “Some­
body you want I should kill ?”

The other laughed. “Hardly that. 
We have secured the great pioneer mo­
tion picture showing the early cattle days 
in Texas, including the Rangers. 
We’ll be packing ’em in like sardines at 
the highest prices, but we want to do 
this thing right. I have doped out a 
pioneer scene with you the central fig­
ure. Sometimes you’ll stand out in 
front, and when you are tired we’ll have 
a natural camp for you to rest in. 
We’ll let you fix it up to suit yourself 
so it’ll he historically correct.”

Pop Thrasher’s eyes misted and sud­
denly two tears formed and commenced 
to roll down his cheeks. “You ain’t 
foolin’ an old man, be you?”

“I should say not!”
“I’d just about given up hope of ever 

making any more money. Seems like 
when we get old they shove us aside, 
but I’m wanting to take one more look 
at the old scenes before I die and a 
couple of hundred will just about do it. 
Young man, you don’t suppose you’ll 
need me a month?”

“We figure on a three weeks’ run, 
maybe a month. All right, the deal is 
on! Get your things on and come 
along. We’ve arranged for you to sleep 
and eat at a hotel across the street!” 
Things moved fast in this day and age. 
That is, everything but the gun hands 
of peace officers.

“Three weeks and maybe four,” Pop 
Thrasher muttered the words over and 
over again. Perhaps he could visit the 
old range country once more. It had 
been a dream of years, but fate had 
intervened and in the end had cast him, 
a bit of driftwood, on the shore of the 
Home, a public charge.



At first the crowds annoyed the old 
rnan. Hundreds of faces milling about 
with eyes upon him, while policemen 
lined them up before the box office. 
Later he sensed he was a page of that 
past in which they were intensely in­
terested. Such, as he had been plucked 
from what had gone before and made 
to live on the screen. If they were 
interested before they entered the show 
liimsc tlvv were doubly intrested when 
they emerged. Some examined his gun 
quietly and noted the notches. The gold 
sheriff's badge with its inscription in­
trigued. them. Some even asked him 
questions which he answered with quiet 
dignity. Time passed swiftly and there 
was no diminishing of the crowds. A. 
four-weeks’ run had been decided upon, 
perhaps live—a dream of treading old 
trails was close to realization.

Even as a picture brought home the 
past, fate decreed a trail of the old and 
a trail of the new should cross. The 
trail of the new was now two hundred 
miles from the trail of the old. Doyle, 
eyes of steel blue and as cold, lips thin 
and cruel, snapped his fingers. “Ready?” 
he demanded.

The others in the room nodded. 
“Ward, take the seat to the left. You 
are standing at the curb with motor run­
ning. Turner, the chalk marks on the 
floor indicate the entrance to the Liberty 
Theater. That chair represents the 
safe. You are to collect the box-office 
receipts. From where I stand I can 
protect you from attack within the the­
ater or from without. This cigar box 
represents a marble column in front of 
the entrance behind which I shall 
hide.”

“We got away with three big jobs 
in that town, won’t they be expecting a 
(fourth?” Turner objected.

“No! This is Friday. To-morrow 
the papers will be full of the job we 

8 are going to pull here at the bank at 
C noon to-day. Each job has our stamp 

upon it. The two towns are two hun­
dred miles apart. Get the idea?”

“Sure! 1 do now. Police will figure 
we have moved our operations down 
here. They’ve Ken tense for nearly 
two weeks over there and now they'll 
relax.”

“Exactly! I’ve overlooked nothing. 
That Texas picture is packing the house 
from eleven in the morning until mid­
night. The receipts will be big. It’s 
a real haul, boys. They know we shoot 
to kill and the instant we appear they’ll 
quit cold. The cop on the beat reports 
at a box two blocks away, so we’ll not 
have him to contend with.”

“Say, how about that old Texas 
Ranger with the .44 camped out 
in front?” Turner suddenly demanded.

“Press-agent stuff! They picked the 
old guy up at the county farm for at­
mosphere. He's too old to see to shoot, 
and his hand is too shaky, besides the 
gun isn’t loaded. I examined it to make 
sure. Any more questions} No? 
Very well, then. After to-morrow’s job 
we’ll go north by train—they might pick 
us up on the highway.”

The cop on the beat paused to ex­
change a few words with the ticket 
taker at the Liberty. “I see the auto 
bandits have moved on to greener 
fields.”

“Yeah! Fifteen thousand cold dol­
lars. Suppose it’s the same crowd that 
pulled those jobs here?”

“No doubt of it. They work like a 
clock. They must act it out over and 
over again beforehand. The bird with 
the steel eyes stands guard and does the 
shooting; the little dark guy scoops gold 
and currency into a bag as if it was his; 
and the blond driver shoots the car up 
to the curb the second they need it for 
■the get-away. The police department 
down South have posted a thousand 
dollars reward, dead-or-alive stuff.” He 
moved toward the old man squatting 
down before a camp fire. “How is 



Sheriff Draw Thrasher this evening? 
Thousand dollars reward, dead or alive, 
reminds you of old times, doesn’t it?”

“Yep, I mind the time----- ” The
policeman and door man listened atten­
tively, for the story I’op told was a 
new one.

“By the way, sheriff, I notice the old 
gat is loaded to-night."

“Yep 1 I bought me a box of loads 
and practiced a little to see if the old 
gun would shoot. She does. Got to 
thinking if I'm playing the part of a 
Texas Ranger I shouldn't go around 
with an empty gun ; it ain’t natural. The 
motion picture made mistakes enough 
without me who knows better adding 
io ’em. She’s loaded, ready for busi­
ness.”

The officer smiled, then glanced at a 
street clock a block away. “Your yarn 
has made me late, sheriff!” The officer 
hurried away at a rate of speed far in 

Excess of the conventional policeman’s 
pace.

Within the theater the climax of the 
picture was approaching. Those who 
had seen it were remaining for a sec­
ond view; a few stragglers only were 
drifting out. Pop Thrasher yawned, 
and became tense in the midst of it. 
Two men had brushed past him, one 
had entered the theater, the second man 
was peering from behind a marble col­
umn. In the latter’s hand was a .45 
caliber automatic pistol. A block away 
a car was approaching at a leisurely 
pace. Within the theater a girl stifled 
a scream, the door man lifted his hands, 
and Pop Thrasher's ancient hands came 
up reluctantly. He could see a dark 
man scooping coin and currency into a 
black bag.

The office door opened and the man­
ager appeared with drawn weapon. The 
man with the steed-blue eyes hesitated 
briefly, then lifted his pistol and fired. 
The approaching car speeded up slightly. 
Pop Thrasher’s hand came swiftly to 
his hip. It was a lightning draw for 

even a younger man. Doyle saw it and 
fired; at the same moment something 
unseen struck him in the breast and 
knocked him io the marble floor of the 
lobby. He lifted his hand once more, 
then the gun slipped from his fingers. 
The dark man held the bag with one 
hand and advanced with drawn pistol. 
Pie was nervous, for he had seen Doyle 
fall, but knew not the cause. • Then 
smoke from an ancient .44 answered the 
question m his mind. lie must shoot 
it out. He swung swift’} and in the 
movement showed the results of many 
hours target practice. A stupid expres­
sion came over his face, his right arm 
was dead, hanging useless at his side. 
More smoke was curling from the 
ancient .44, curling ' lazily upward. 
“Don’t shoot, again!” he pleaded.

“Don’t have to!” answered Pop 
Thrasher, but he fired again as an auto­
mobile that had stopped, suddenly 
speeded up. The front tire exploded 
as a bullet plowed through it, the car 
climbed curb and knocked a lamp- 
post to the sidewalk. A policeman, 
breathless, efitust a pistol into the driv­
er’s back.

Within, th" theater the shots seemed 
to come xrom the weapon of a Texas 
Ranger on the screen; it was a part 
of the play, made more realistic as the 
acrid smoke drifted over the audience. 
Some of them stirred uneasily. The 
picture ended; the lights flashed on. In 
a twinkling the spectators were brought 
home to the present. The romance of 
the old faded with the flood of lights. 
The show was over. Just a picture 
after all, gist a pleasant lesson in his­
tory. And yet-----

A buzz swept through the crowd. 
There had been a real holdup! In 
front a police patrol wagon was stand­
ing backed to the curb. Four men were 
carrying a (imp form to the wagon. 
Near by stood a man, handcuffed. 
There were blood stains on the marble 
floor, and other blood stains on the rich 



carpet where a man stood with a, useless 
arm. He was under guard.

Rvan worked his way through the 
crowd. Somehow he sensed the answer 
to it all. It sounded like some of the 
stories he had heard. There stood Sher­
iff Draw Thrasher, cool when every one 
else was excited. Then he remembered 
Texas Rangers were always cool. “By 
golly; ’’op, you did it! You got the 
steel-eyed man! How did you de- 
it ?”

“I might tell you,” retorted the sher­
iff, “but you’d prob'ly think I was yarn­
ing. You wouldn’t believe your eyes 
It was Fop Thrasher’s day.

“Old-timer, I apologize from the kA 
tom of my heart. I'll believe anythn.f 
you tell me from now on, and i’fi i.ck 
anybody that doubts your word. They 
say lie had you covered?”

“Yep! Ain't the first time in my life 
I've been covered. I was ready arid 
drew fast. His bullet nipped a piece 
out of my coat, but didn't get me Red 
practiced a lot, but I’d had more ex­
perience.” Scores were crowding about 
to hear the story at first hand.

“Do I understand you were expect: 
ing something of the sort?” inquired a 
reporter.

“Yes, and no. You see in the early 
days most of the gunmen that were 
real dangerous had steel-blue eyes.” 
The reporter noted the fact Sheriff 

Draw Thrasher’s eyes were steel blue. 
“Lots of people came up and looked 
over my old .44, but one of ’em 
looked at me with, steel-blue eyes and 
examined the gun in a way that made 
me suspicious. At first I was going to 
tell the police, then I says to myself, I 
says, 'Draw, if you go telling the police 
they’ll laugh at you. It seems like the 
best thing the pre-cut generation docs 
is to laugh at us old cusses!' So, in­
stead of telling the police and getting 
myself laughed at I got ready, and 
waited.” Pop tapped the butt of his 
,44 affectionately.

“By the way,” said the reporter, 
“there is a thousand dollars reward of­
fered. What are you going to do with 
the money.”

“There's an old road agent I once 
shot it out with. He's reformed and 
down on the county farm. I guess I’ll 
take him along on that visit to the old 
ranges in Texas. Thcre’re one or two 
things we’ve argued a lot about, such 
as the lay of the land, and we can 
settle ’em.”

With Ryan’s aid, Pop escaped the 
crowd and returned to his room. Ryan 
lighted a cigar and settled down. “What 
you waiting for?” demanded the old 
man.

“To see you carve another notch in 
that old .44,” he said and he handed 
Sheriff Draw Thrasher a knife.

RANCHERS OFFER TERMS TO CITY

RANCHERS of Owens Valley, from which the city of Los Angeles, Cali­
fornia, draws most of its water supply, and where for years a bitter water 

feud has raged between valley residents and the city, recently announced their 
willingness to settle the controversy on. the basis of the city’s proposal to guar­
antee irrigation supply for thirty thousand acres in the valley.

Acceptance of the city’s offer, however,, is contingent on the payment of 
a five million, three hundred thousand indemnity to reimburse valley interests 
for loss already sustained through the city's alleged unfair methods of acquiring 
water rights. Should the city not approve the reparation suggested, the ranchers 
offer the alternative proposal that Los Angeles purchase all remaining farm 
lands in the valley for an aggregate price of twelve million dollars.



(1 LATTER 1.

। IIII.I SEES THE GIRL.

(JOT in the stirrup, Chili 
Derwent paused, hand on 
the horn, to advise Sandy 
Land.

‘‘Shake a laig, ca'ballo; 
roll your tail; we’re due

in town in a couple o' hours. You ain’t 
goin’ f see your gal, hut 1 am, and I 
want t’ see her this evening, not t’-mor- 
row morning."

Sandy Land shook his head, swung 
under his rider as he lifted, pitched a 
little to show he was a top hoss, then 
settled into a hamtr canter that pres­
ently took him from the Tin Cup A to 
Mesa Brilar.

The moon, a golden sickle, rode 
through fleets of fleecy cloud boats in 
the west. The town was quiet that 
night. And it was quiet in the little 
parlor of Sheriff Huston's house. That 
was why the sheriff, wishing to get a 
match from the mantH match sate, 
blundered in there in time to be aware 
that some,one had kissed some one else.

“Ha-a-a-arump!" Sheriff Huston ex­
ploded. Then he got hold of the match 
and it flared, not to light his pipe up 
anew, but that he might see who it was 
that had thus either taken liberties with 
or pleased his pretty daughter Luella.

Luella, ir. 3. nice white dress, and with 
a red, red &ow in her hair, was sitting 
at one end of a large sofa and Chili Der­
went at the ether.

“Oh, you?” the sheriff said, as if 
Chili were some new’ sort of animal.

“Pa, you know who it is—you ought 
to, by this time,” Luella emitted, like 
a stream of sparks. She had the Hus­
ton temper, and it showed in voice and 
manner now Her eyes were alight 
with an jrmer fire of resentment. Her 
cheeks were aflame.

Chili said nothing, although obviously 
it was taking aii the will power residing 
under his red, thatch to achieve such a 
result. His strong, lean fingers were 
dug into the plush of the sofa. His 
face, too, was aflame.

“By this time, eh?” the sheriff blun­
dered on. 'I should say 'by this time,’ 
if I was y&S; Luella.”

“What s wrong, dad? You always 
was glad to have Pete come here before 
now.”

Pete was Chili. Chili was his title 
among those who liked him, and had 
been bestowed because he was known 
to be not only red-headed, but to act 
red-headed upon special occasions.

“Well, this is wrong: I’ve heard that 
he’s going to be a candidate for sheriff 
against me in the next caucus.”

Luella looked at Chili in amazement.



Old Man Huston had been the town’s 
marshal and the county's sheriff for so 
many years that even the old-timers had 
lost 'rack of them all.

“You heard what I said; I heard you 
was goin’ t’ run against me,” Huston 
thundered, leveling a quivering fore­
finger at Derwent.

‘'Your bearin’ is good,” Chili said 
through white-lined lips. “I intended 
t’ tell yon hhout it when I came into 
town, hut vou was out, so I waited 
till-----"

“Tib you could come in here, my 
enemy behind my back, an’ make the 
rifile with Luella, eh? I’d like you for 
a stranger.”

“Suit yourself,” responded Chili, get­
ting up and holding himself very rigid. 
“But I'm tollin' you I’m the next sheriff 
You don’t need the office, and 1 do. 
You've got money; you’ve had all the 
honors. I don’t care for the honors, 
but I do need the money, and if I can 
get it, with a square fight, I’m on my 
way.”

He turned to go. Huston sent after 
him: “An’ don’t come back—savvy?”

“I ain’t deaf a whole lot,” he re­
sponded, at the door now.

“Dad!” Luella was afoot, hands 
outstretched toward Chili in appeal, face 
turned toward her father.

Derwent paused a moment on the 
threshold. The sheriff struck another 
match.

“I think I saw your hat on the hall 
rack; good night.”

“Good night, Lu,” Chili said to the 
girl, over the father’s gray thatch that 
he was now currying industriously with 
his stubby finger tips.

“Well, that’s that.” and the sheriff 
of Mesa Brilar sat down on the 
sofa.

Luella gave her father a look that 
showed him a storm of anger such as 
he never had seen on her countenance 
before. He winced inwardly as she 
went to her room. She was his only 

child, and had kept house for him after 
the death of her mother two wars be­
fore. Luella was sensible, a home 
maker. It had been said that when she 
and Chili married, a good home would 
be cstab’ishccl. Cor Chili, with all his 
pr-onene-s to excitement and swift ac­
tion, had a saving touch of thrift and 
had rolled up a surplus beyond that 
usually held by a puncher of twenty- 
five. Ik- had invested the money wisely 
in mining shares, traded in horses on 
the side, and won the first prize thrice 
running in the Meca Briiar rodeo; 
prizes and bets on hinmelf bringing him 
in one thousand dollars from that source 
alone.

Huston went out of the house, to the 
jail next doer. In the room used for 
the jail office sat Hosea Parkins, deputy 
to Huston for years. He was a short, 
fat man who rode with surprising light­
ness in the saddle, could bring in almost 
any gunman he was sent after, and was 
equipped with courage. He had '‘sided’’ 
Pluston in many a tight corner and 
thought that no one else ever born was 
fit to be the sheriff in place of his idol. 
In fact, so far did he carry his worship 
of the sheriff that he would have turned 
on his own son, if the son had said 
anything against Huston.

“Did vou call the turn ?” Parkins 
asked.

“There's the answer,” said the sheriff, 
waving his hand.

In the street outside some one was 
riding, and singing as he rode.

Dude stood by the lamplit bar, 
Manicuring a light guitar, 
Along came a man with a turned-up nose, 
Who said his ears sure craved repose.
Dude objected;
He was ejected,
And to the umpteenth degree subjected— 

Never min’, Lulu gal.
Don’t feel sad;
We’ll get the better 
O’ your old dad!

“I'd call that a pretty brash answer,” 
Hosea twitted the sheriff. ”1 don’t 



think my Verne would’ve macle all this 
trouble on you.”

“Have it your own way,” Huston 
shot out, like a firecracker exploding 
under a tin pan. “hour Verne wouldn’t 
make trouble—he ain't that nervy and 
my girl would have him. anyway. 
She's said that, in seven languages.”

"How did Lula take it ?" asked Hosea 
anxiously.

“Dang it, shot ujj." said the sheriff, 
getting up and striding out. leaving 
Parkins to stare. The sheriff never be­
fore had used a harsh word to his 
deputy, and that phrase had cut Parkins 
like a knife.

His son Verne was not ambitious; 
hung around the town’s worst holes and 
corners and had been a source of grief 
to his father for several years. Old 
Parkins lived in hopes that he would 
reform and be accepted by Luella, his 
hero's daughter. Luella had ended such 
hopes weeks before, upon the advent 
of Chili Derwent. Since then, young 
Parkins’ star had been declining fast.

CHAPTER II.
CHILI LOSES, VET WINS.

j HEAR Derwent's going f pitch into 
* you over at 1’ecan Flats to-morrow 
night,” Parkins said to Huston. He 
had just heard of the intended political 
rally of the opposition and had run all 
the way from the wagon yard to tell the 
news.

“So? I'll be right there, and if he 
bars down too hard, we'd----- ” he said,
shifting his holster about a bit as if to 
ease his body of the weight of his heavy 
gun.

“I hope he don't go l' digging in too 
hard,” returned Parkins. imw in better 
control of his wind. '‘We’ve not kept 
very good accounts. No one ever ex­
pected us to. We’ve took in fees an’ 
spent money and the lire in the jail, when 
that Oiler tried t’ burn himself up last 
year, burned up the records----- ”

"He don’t want t’ make no loose 
charges against me,” said the sheriff, his 
brow black with anger. “I’ve had t’ run 
this office by gun law lots of times, an’ 
I’ve spent money when and where 
needed, and took in what I could. Being 
a fee office, what was left was mine. 
Any man that wants in on that can 
have it.”

“Pat Miller said he heard some big 
scandal was to be aired."

“I’ll be right there.” declared the 
sheriff savagely. He took cut his gun, 
dribbled the shells out of it. and began 
to oil and clean the hair-trigger weapon 
with meticulous care and thoroughness.

Next evening Pecan Grove, at the 
edge of Pecan Flats, was lighted with 
flares that wavered in the gentle breeze 
like fiery streamers tipped with black 
where the flames became excess of 
smoke, unvaporized. All through the 
grove horses were either picketed out or 
tied. Buckboards and nesters’ wagons 
were to be. seen, drawn up around the 
central clearing, where the dancing 
pavilion was. From the steps of this 
structure the speakers were to declare 
their principles.

A bass fiddle, three small fiddles and 
a guitar, furnished music—each instru­
ment played by a volunteer friend of 
Chili Derwent's. They were just clos­
ing a lively medley as Huston and 
Parkins rode into the grove.

A tipple of excitement swept the 
crowd at the arrival of the sheriff and 
his hard-shooting deputy. Huston was 
seen to sag over sidewise in his saddle 
and thus ease himself after b.is ride.

“Better get a front-row scat.” an old- 
time cattleman, called to Huston jocu­
larly.

“I've got the seat that 1 like best, 
right on my top hoss,” old man Huston 
shot back

This sharp retort was greeted with 
applause It was just such a phrase as 
reminded them all that he had used that 
seat to advantage many times in euforc-



ing the law and in running down all 
sorts of bad men.

“Hi, Chili, bring on your wolf an’ 
let's hear him howl,” some one de­
manded.

The musicians, finding themselves 
drowned out, desisted in their efforts to 
dispense harmony.

Chili, who had been waiting in the 
]>avilion, with some friends, for the 
music to cease, before beginning his ap­
peal for votes, now stepped to the front 
of the entrance way, facing the audi­
ence. Children had been eating cake 
or bread-an-’lasses; women who nad 
been gossiping; men who had been 
chaffing each other, all gave him their 
attention. The last snarling hound dog 
at the edge of the crowd was cuffed to 
silence between the bent knees of his 
owner; the final horse snort resounded. 
Then the people were still.

“Ladies and gentlemen of Francisco 
County----- ” Chili began. He made
a pause and then glanced at Huston, re­
suming: “And my worthy opponent, 
whom I honor for his past services, but 
whose office I covet because I need it 
more than he does!”

This bold and unexpected flat-footed 
appeal put the crowd on edge. Huston 
shifted about uneasily in the saddle.

“My worthy opponent, Sheriff Hus­
ton, has had this office for twenty-five 
years. He is not old. He is still in the 
full vigor of his age. But he does not 
need the money. He is wealthy, and 
I am glad of it, for he has earned his 
wealth fairly, by serving the people and 
in legitimate business.

“Like all other young men of sense, 
I have an ambition to set up a home of 
my own. I own land on the Cotton­
wood. To do what I want to down 
there I need a few thousand dollars—• 
or will in the next few years. My 
income as sheriff would pay my bills in 
setting up my new ranch. Now, 
friends, I want your help to get that 
money. By your help, I mean votes in 

the coming primaries or caucus. You- 
all know that I can ride an’ shoot an’ 
no one’s accused me yet of being a 
skunk or a highbinder. I’m throwing 
no bricks at Sheriff Huston. But I 
want his job. He don’t need it; I do.”

This was the gist of Chili's appeal. 
He flavored it with some good stories 
and at its close was rewarded by gen­
erous applause. Then he said:

“Now, this pavilion and music was 
hired br me, personal, but if my worthy 
opponent wishes to give his side of it, 
he's welcome to all I’ve hired here. 
Come on down, sheriff, an’ make a 
speech.”

“I make mine this a way," and Sheriff 
Huston whipped out his gun and fanned 
its contents rapidly into the upper air. 
Then he bolstered the empty gun and 
rode away, followed by the approving 
murmurs of the crowd.

All through his campaign Chili stuck 
to that line of talk. He knew his people 
too well to attempt to blackguard Hus­
ton, and he would not have done so, in 
any event, not believing in that sort of 
thing.

As the night of the primary ap­
proached, interest mounted. It was felt 
that whereas Huston had the support 
of the old-timers, the younger element 
sympathized with Chili Derwent. The 
primary was held in the Mesa Brilar 
wagon yard, where an open space was 
roped off, inside of which the ballot 
box was placed. Lines were to be 
formed and the voters marched in to 
drop their ballots—printed slips given 
out by the two candidates.

The affair had all the aspects of a 
merrymaking, for “every one and his 
dawg,” as one old longhorn said, was 
there.

Luella, mounted on her trim black, 
watched the voting. Obeying the or­
ders of her father, she had not seen 
Derwent alone or encouraged him to 
call upon her at home, since the break 
in relations had occurred.



The torches cast nickering lights over 
the crowd—one of the town’s largest. 
Hu.-ton was stepping about, seconded 
by Deputy Parkin, whispering to his 
adherents. 1'he young men were work­
ing hard for Derwent.

At the signal, the two lines formed 
—one for Huston, one for his young 
rival. The lines seemed to be about 
equal length. As they filed down the 
lane between the ropes and ’passed the 
big ballot box, they dropped the paper 
slips through the crack in the box top 
and then went on to pick out comfort­
able places to wait for the result.

“She’ll be dang near a tie.’’ Parkins 
anxiously whispered to his chief, as the 
tellers were directed to open the box 
and count the votes.

His son. Verne, was at hand, eager 
to stir up trouble slyly.

The counting went on amid a grim 
silence. At its close .Able Iswald, aged 
teller selected to make the announce­
ment official, and known for his fair­
ness. said:

“We find, folks, that whereas Mr. 
Derwent has 358 votes, Sheriff Huston 
has 360. This nominates Sheriff Hus­
ton again, and, according t’ the rule in 
our party affairs, is equal to an election, 
for any one that votes against him won’t 
have any sympathy.”

“You bet he won’t,” Verne Parkins 
put in boastingly.

“I congratulate the sheriff.’’ Derwent 
shouted, over the applause of the crowd. 
J ie strode forward, hand extended. It 
was right there that Huston made his 
first mistake. Success had made him a 
bit heady, and he turned his back on 
his defeated opponent, saying: “I ain’t 
no use for skunks that knife a man in 
the dark.”

"flood ' for you, sheriff.” Verne 
Parkins chimed in quickly.

“Dad I” Luella’s voice came, clear as 
a bell over the voices of the others. 
Huston knew he had made a mistake, 
and that made him all the more angry. 

Em he was stubborn and walked away, 
head down, and only Parkins’ reminder 
of the need for thanking the public for 
its support, drew him back grudgingly, 
lie tried to make his little speech of ac­
ceptance warm, but the crowd received 
it coldly. Verne Parkins, too, was 
made to feel the displeasure of many 
over his sneaking attempt to stir up 
added trouble.

1 fuston noticed when he got home 
that Luella, contrary to her u-ual cus­
tom on priwry night, was not there to 
smile her congratulations. He missed 
this, and went to bed more angry still.

Awakening late, with the tceling that 
something was wrong. Sheriff Huston 
found a note on the kitchen table, where 
he had expected to find his breakfast 
waiting, warm and nice.

Dear D aj) • Your jealousy and mean 
treatment Pete Derwent have turned me 
against ycv. gone with him to be mar­
ried. When i'Oo get over your unreasonable 
hatred foi tpsc I shall be glad to be again, 

Your Lwmg Daughter, Lulu.

At first fie threw this away, crumpled 
and tom. Then he got it and kissed 
it, and his eyes misted with tears as he 
went into fee parlor and looked at the 
portrait of her mother, whom he had 
promised, on her dying bed. that he 
would be good. to the girl and love her.

CHAPTER III.
A CAND1DTE.

WHA; T'RE ire official figures of the 
elecfoiaSheriff Huston asked 

Parkins, who was reading the County 
Herald ths day after the votes were 
cast.

“All ngh'i' -only a few rustlers and 
bad men that youVe worsted in former 
years seem t ve voted against you.”

“How is 't cp Owl Head Creek?”
“Our list stiows twenty-five voters in 

that district, all voted for you.”
“That means that Derwent played the 

game square an; didn’t cut me up in his 
own neighborhood ?”



“Sure does."
"He’s tryin’ t’ get me t’ make up. 

After marrying my only girl right out 
from under my nose and against my 
will, you’d think he'd want to make up 
some way. He's probably getting hard 
up for coin and wants to be next t’ the 
old man’s bank roll," he added a bit 
boastfully.

"I’ll bet that’s it,” Parkins echoed 
his chief's suspicions. “I guess you’ve 
got him buffaloed—wha-a-a-a-at’s this ?”

Huston snatched the paper from him 
and read:

STILL A CANDIDATE.
To the voters of Mesa Brilar region: 

Sheriff Huston has been reelected. He will 
give you another good year ot service. Then 
I’ll be a candidate again. I still want and 
need the office. He doesn't need it. Please 
give me your votes in next year’s primary,

P. Derwent.

“Cocky as a tom-tit on a cholla," 
Parkins irritated his chief with.

“Don’t look like he was scared none, 
or tryin’ t’ curry favor, Hosea.” an­
swered the sheriff, a touch of regret in 
tone and manner now.

“No, but think of his nerve t' come 
right out again, tryin’ to beat you, that’s 
been our sheriff since Geronimo was a 
yearling,’’

Parkins went on to flatter Huston to 
the skies and ended by making him be­
lieve that the younger man was trying 
to force a fight from which there could 
be no turning back.

“If you pull down for him, folks’ll 
think you’re yellow." he rubbed it in 
Huston had shut up his own home and 
was living with Parkins. Luella had 
not been away from her own ranch 
home on the Owl Head. The outfits 
running cattle up there were all stag 
outfits', and she was the only woman in 
that region Hence he had heard very 
little talk about her and had received 
no direct word from her. Stubborn as 
a mule himself, he had not written to 
her or gone near her new home.

The deft of Derwent was the only 
fly in Sheriff Huston's ointment. He 
was feeling strong and lively, did his 
work well, and, under the irritating in­
fluence of the idol-worshiping Parkins, 
began to boast, never a good thing to 
do before Western men. He began, 
toe, to belittle young Derwent. This 
c.id act set well with many women, who 
ILmd Luella and missed her from the 
town’s merrymakings. But he kept his 
k.fiwict with the old-timers with whom 
he associated mostly. They backed him 
up .m belittling Derent.

The mouths passed. The calf crop 
wxa gathered; summer settled over 
range And Life went on drowsily. 
T; en ttm cairn was shattered by a series 
of tddi.pl and clean-ups of stores, 
b"c-e Ict-e bandit was known to be tall, 
th.ft nzjaW on a dun stallion of great 
speed. He played tag with Sheriff 
H.j'stmi, laterally speaking. Did the 
sier.tf watch for him at one place—he 
Hole v.t another. He even raided into 
fm when die sheriff and Parkins were 
■sft cm a Lise alarm in the other end 

■ H the coenty and robbed the bank, tak­
ing twelve thousand dollars in gold coin 
and big Lilis.

Ti<en the lone bandit disappeared. 
Tw p?j'gL murmured. It was the 
iu”5i te big “killing" had been made 

, H’ 'a a territory without his show­
ing results on short notice. In fact, so 
csbcietL had 'he been in other years that 
Ws afe si p seemed big by comparison.

Verue P.mklns began to whisper mys- 
tr.rl.j&Et,/ aid to cast mean hints as to 
Lie Identity of the lone bandit. He was 
<xt ! v:-i ..vior now, his father having 
'■mderiaken to pay up some of his gam- 
L.mg Tehts, ft was during such periods 
:.'i enforced penitence that Verne 
Parkins k-uaged around the jail and 
coiTsnietyd'ed himself to Huston by run-

-errands and indulging in flattery.
b'v.<rt morning a rider for the Three 

Bar Three came in on the high lope, 
r/ith news that rustlers were at work in 

tddi.pl


the upper end of the county. Branding 
tires had been found on the open range; 
an abandoned running iron, made of a 
straight piece of heavy wire, with a loop 
in the end, had been found beside one 
of these little fires that had been made 
by laying little sticks, wheelwise, on the 
ground. A few head of cattle, no doubt 
misbranded, had been run off secretly 
Thus reported Miller, of the Three Bat 
Three.

“Get Verne; we’ll take him,” Huston 
told Tarkins. The father sent word 
to k erne’s haunts that he was wanted, 
but he could not be found So the 
sheriff and Parkins started back with 
the Three Bar Three man. leaving wore 
for k erne to follow, if he came back 
within a few hours.

“1 think those rustlers came down 
from above,” the Three Bar Three rider 
explained. “But they have help from, 
some one in this region, too. We found 
where one man rode dowr. toward Mesa 
Brilar. He went right through Chib 
Derwent’s pasture on the flat. We lost 
his sign in the cattle traces there,” 
Miller added.

“How is Derwent doing?” Huston 
found himself asking unwittingly.

“Oh, pretty good. Building up his 
herd. His wife is mighty popular with 
every one up our way. Your daughter’s 
a mighty fine woman, sheriff.”

This reminder that Derwent’s wife 
was his daughter cut the sheriff deeply,, 
and he changed the subject abruptly.

“I wish we had Verne with us,” 
Parkins sighed. “A trip like this’d do 
him good, get him away from town and 
those fool friends of his.”

Huston did not respond to this lead­
ing question, and Parkins was disap­
pointed. He planned, by keeping Verne 
before Huston's notice, to work him 
gradually into a deputyship, in case he 
should feel like retiring.

“I guess we better go right up to 
Derwent’s,” the Three Bar Three man 
suggested. “I can show you there 

where the sign of the man that started 
down this way faded out in the cattle 
traces in Chili's pasture flat. I had an 
idea we were gettin’ warm when that 
happened.”

“I’d rather not,” Huston interrupted 
hastily. “1 can run out sign myself 
a few.”

“All right,” and Miller put his horse 
to the high lope, throwing back dust to 
show how offended he was.

“I guess I'm getting too blamed mean 
for folks t’ live with,” Huston said to 
Parkins.

“Let him go; that Three .Bar Three 
bunch were always biggoty,” and 
Parkins made an excuse that fell upon 
open ears. Huston soon seemed to 
have forgotten Miller's decided rebuff, 
and they rode onward toward the scene 
ol the rustlers’ activities with their old- 
time good humor apparently unruffled.

“Isn’t that Miller coming back?” and 
Parkins pointed to a rider coming 
around the next bend of the trail above.

“An’ some one else, too----- ” said the
sheriff, rising in his stirrups the better 
to see.

“Man on a big dun hoss—-a prisoner, 
too, by the looks.”

They drew off to one side of the trail. 
Miller, well ahead, came closer in, call­
ing: “Chili Derwent’s got one of the 
rustlers.”

“Wha-a-at!” Huston jerked out. 
His face was set like flint as Parkins 
whispered hoarsely: “That’s Verne 
he’s got—-my Verne.”

It was Verne, bound, legs under the 
belly of the horse, minus gun and knife, 
dejected and crushed. But he threw 
back his shoulders upon seeing the sher­
iff and his father.

“What’s this, Derwent?” the sheriff 
demanded.

“After the Three Bar Three riders 
left word that they’d run rustler sign, 
I got busy on my own hook. I found 
where a man had hid out above my 
home base, and^I trailed him this morn­



ing early. Found him working over 
the brand on one of. my calves, using 
a running iron.”

“He's tryin’ t’ frame me up.” Verne 
whined.

“Thats’ a lie; look at the iron in his 
saddle skirts,” said Derwent, pointing 
to Verne.

“Do you mean t' charge my son with 
rustlin’?” Verne's father demanded, 
spurring his horse forward till he could 
glare into Chili's face.

"I’ve done it already. Raise that sad­
dle flap an’ see if the burns from his 
running iron don't fit—see if there isn't 
proof that when he last hid bis iron, it 
was hot and made its own brand on his 
saddle leather.”

Parkins bent over and jerked aside 
the flap under which the head of the 
iron was concealed. The iron’s loop 
was somewhat flattened, and the burn 
on the leather, evidently fresh, fitted 
that loop perfectly.

“Smell of the leather; the odor of 
burnt leather hasn't gone out to' it yet,” 
Chili urged.

Huston did as he asked, and his face 
was set like flint against Verne as he 
swung erect in the saddle again. 
Parkins, seeing this, turned white. 
Verne, however, began to speak boldly.

“It’s all a frame-up. I was riding up 
above Derwent’s place, going toward 
Three Bar Three. T heard they'd been 
after rustlers, and I wanted t' get news 
for vou, sheriff, so 1 could ride down 
an’ bring you up. Derwent rode onto 
me, told me t’ pitch up. slipped this 
running iron irtto mv saddle flaps, tied 
it, and bound me up. He's trvin’ t’ 
frame me tip.”

Derwent laughed loudly. “An' look 
at his own hoss.” Verne went on. “A 
big dun stallion. The holdup man rode 
a big dun stallion.”

Huston stared at the horse that up 
till then he had not glanced at closely, 
having been so taken up with Verne 
and the charge against.him.

"Derwent is the holdup man that's 
been raising such a ruckus,” Verne in­
sisted. “He’s in need of a lot of money 
t’ finance that new ranch of his. He’s 
framing me up to throw off suspicion.”

“I’d be likely to ride the hoss that I 
used in my holdups right into public 
view,” Chili suggested with sarcasm.

“Mightn’t that holdup expert sold his 
horse to some one and Chili bought 
him?" Miller entered into the debate.

"Got a bill of sale for him?" Huston 
asked

“Sure I got him off Mig Del Passo, 
the boss gvp.”

"When ?’’
"Last week. Nice hoss. too, if any 

one should ask you."
“Where is Del Passo now?” Parkins 

asked jeeringly.
"You know that he drove his cavvy 

up country last week. No one knows 
where he is by this time. He's apt t’ 
make Oregon before fall, tradin' hosses 
all the way.”

“Picked out a good one t’ alibi on.” 
Huston interposed.

“Look here, Huston,” and Derwent, 
white fipped, spurred his horse close to 
that of the sheriff. “I thought this 
charge of Verne’s was not made seri­
ously, but because he was sore at being 
brought in by me on my charge. Do 
you give his charge credence?”

“As much as I give yours against 
him,” returned Huston hotly and in­
judiciously.

“H you weren't my wife’s father, 
you’d eat those words," and his voice 
was as low and as clear as a bell.

"Don't let that stop you. none,” said 
Huston savagely, edging his horse ba$k.

' I don t aim t’ bring woe on Luella. 
If we fight, she’ll lose her father or 
husband; maybe both; take the pris­
oner ; I'll be in whenever he’s tried,” 
he added, turning his horse as if to go 
back home.

Parkins swung down and cut the 
bonds of Verne, who began to smile.



The three, Huston, Parkins, and his 
son. rude away laughing.

Miller spurred after them and asked 
Huston to rein in. Derwent remained 
back, where they had left him.

"I’m sayin' here and now',’’ Miller 
shot at llmtoii, “that 1 think there's a. 
lot to what Chili says about Verne here 
Don’t let the fact-of his being Parkins' 
son make it easier for him If he gets 
away, you'll lose the support of Three 
Jfar Three this year when the votes are 
cm-mted.”

“That’s all right, far as it goes,’’' Hus­
ton replied hotly. “Three Bar Three 
knows where sire can go to. pronto '

Miller drew back his horse, boiling 
with, rage. Th came a -'.lattei 
hoofs and Dervyem, his stalhor with the 
dun coat springing forward easily, was 
with them, speaking rapidly.

"1 won’t let him get away with that 
charge against me. I’ll bring n. that 
lone bandit in a week, and prove that 
he’s a liar. Then I’ll tell Verne sc, m 
public, Parkins. You know what that’ll 
mean! I won’t fight my father-in law 
or you, for you’re too old a man tot me 
to tight with. I’d get no credit G i 
killed you a whole, lot.”

“Old! Me old!” Parkins spluttered.
“Don’t mind him, paw,” Verne put 

in. “He wouldn’t talk that a way, if he 
didn’t know that I am stiffened up from 
being bound.”

‘"/our laigs were bound, but your 
hands and tongue are plenty limber," 
Chili came back.

“I want this charge against me cleared 
up before I get into any gun-throwing 
scrapes,” Verne said quickly. “I might 
get killed, and I don’t want t' die with 
any stain on my father’s honor,”

“That’s dead right, boy/' his father 
said.

“All right, have it that way,” Chili 
came back with. “But I’ll turn in that 
bandit, just t’ prove that I'm not the 
man.”

Huston did not answer. He felt at 

disadvantage for the first time in his 
long career as a public officer. He 
whispered orders to Parkins and Verne, 
and they rode awav toward Mesa Brilar.

“My guess is that \ erne'l! be out of 
jail in a day or two," Miller offered.

“Mine, t>*0, 1 w iiidn’t ask his dad 
to turn the empiy-liaid in Lor trial, 
though. 1 would,n't do it for my son, 
si I had one. \ c-'ie’s the tool of those 
bigger thieves. I hope he gets away 
iud stavs awav, that's all.”

CHA!'TER IV.
< Pl.AYS A Hl’NCIt,

f"'HILI had peculiar reasons, all Ills 
own, for not caring to tell Luella 

'•-.f details of his meeting with the sher­
iff and Parkins. He merely told her, 
when he got back home, that he had met 
Hie sheriff on the wav down to town 
and had given the prisoner to him. He 
passed off the meeting lightly, kissed 
Luella, and rode off, telling her that he 
might be away a few days, as he had 
.some business to attend to that would 
take him off his own range. He had 
been riding away quite a bit of late, 
Luella thought, looking up horses to add 
tc bis remuda. so she did not worry.

After getting out of sight of the 
house, however. Chili circled the ranch 
and rode toward Mesa Brilar. The big 
dun stallion went along springily, his 
fetlocks all but touching the ground at 
the instant of greatest depression. 
Chili rode with a light rein, swaying 
with every motion of his mount. Sandy 
Land, his old top horse, he kept for 
cow work; this new favorite was for 
riding the trails.

Chili was pllaying a hunch. The 
sudden disappearance of the lone ban­
dit, the silence of him, showed, accord­
ing to Chili’s notions, one of two things 
-—that he was either gone for good, or 
merely keeping quiet until people should 
become careless, when he would turn a 
bigger trick than ever.



The opportunity for the big trick was 
at hand, Chili knew. He had heard 
that the Silver Bow mine was to send 
down its monthly dean-up that day, 
on the stage that would pass through 
Mesa Brilar. The old stage driver, 
Hank Yuoeum. had told Chili the se­
cret, as he had stopped to water his 
horses a few days before. Hank and 
Yuoeum were old-time friends, and 
Hank often gave Chili information that 
lie did not give to any one else.

Chili knew that news of the big ship­
ment might leak out in other ways. The 
lone bandit, lurking it> wayside drinking 
holes and paying for tips liberally, 
might well come into possession of news 
worth while. Now Chili was playing 
a warm hunch. He meant to have that 
bandit if he had to trail him all that 
year, in order to wipe out the suspicion 
that had been raised against himself

The stage was late. Uusually due in 
Mesa Brilar about six. a broken whiffle- 
tree had delayed the trip. Hank Yuo- 
cum had made the required repairs, 
hewing out a new “tree” from a bit of 
timber picked up at random and not 
overstrong. He had to go easy on it 
on the upgrades, for fear of snapping 
it. So the stage was late.

Rounding the last turn before reach­
ing town, a big horse barred the way. 
Hank started to reach for his sawed-off 
gun, but a shot smashed into the butt 
of it, alongside his hand a- his hand 
touched the pistol grip of the weapon. 
Just then another shot sounded and the 
bandit pitched forward. His horse 
started to run, and another horse shot 
into view beside the trail : the swishing 
of a true lass rope was heard, and the 
running horse was checked.

“Who're you ?" old Hank called.
The man who had arrived so oppor­

tunely came alongside, the now sub­
dued horse of the bandit dancing a bit 
at the end of the rope.

“Chili Derwent; though I’d just end 
this lone bandit business,” he said.

They swung down from the stage and 
held a lantern over the face of the 
stranger. No one knew him. He was 
dead. The horse Chili had captured 
was a big, dun stallion 1

“Take that hoss and body in and tell 
Sheriff Huston that he knows now that 
I'm not a liar,” Chili said cjuietly, rid­
ing away.

“There’s rewards out for this hom­
bre,” Hank reminded him.

“All right, tell Huston he knows 
where t’ send them.” said Chili, riding 
away quickly.

The arrival of the stage, with its 
news, sent a thrill of excitement 
through Mesa Brilar. It was brought 
to the jail by Verne Parkins, out on bail 
and apparently not in much danger of 
being prosecuted.

“You say this lone gent tried it again 
and that Chili shot him up a whole 
lot?” Huston asked, ceasing to rowel 
the top of his sturdy desk with his 
spurs.

“That’s what Hank Yuoeum says,” 
returned the other, with a mean em­
phasis on the “says.”

“Now, don't go casting any asper­
sions on Hank; he was tollin’ the truth 
before you got the pink off the tips of 
your ears,” Huston warned.

Verne stared at that. He had been 
noticing that Huston was not exactly 
warm to him all day. In fact. Parkins 
senior and Huston had had several 
arguments over Verne’s case during the 
day and early evening.

“This proves that you told one lie, 
about Chili’s being the bandit.” Huston 
told Verne. “Mebbe you told another 
about your not being with the rustlers.”

Verne wished his own father had 
been there to back him up. He made 
some slighting remarks, and edged out 
onto the street.

What Huston was thinking was this: 
When it came time for election, Chili 
would have much support that he had 



lacked before, on the strength of this 
exploit. 1 Ie would have sympathy due 
to a man unjustly accused by another. 
Huston knew that Miller would not fail 
to spread the true story of that meeting 
on the trail, when Chili had been ac­
cused wrongfully, yet had kept his tem­
per. afterward making good in regard 
to the bandit. This thought worried 
Huston exceedingly.

Another tiling worried him - next 
morning! The town turned out to bury 
the bandit, whom no one recognized. 
The town turned out—all but Verne 
Parkins. lie had disappeared 1

Miller, in for the funeral, heard of 
this and told of how Chili had been ac­
cused, and of the charge against Verne, 
and the townsfolk, knowing how easy 
it had been made for Verne to get away, 
murmured loudly against their sheriff— 
for the first time in his long career.

CHAPTER V.
VERNE’S MESSAGE.

HE busy months passed. Huston 
yearned to see Luella, but she kept

away from town. Once in a while 
when Huston tried to quiz some of 
the town women who had been up to 
visit Luella, they smiled at him in a 
peculiar manner and refused to talk 
much. This made Huston more than 
ever angry.

The time for the annual shrievalty 
primary was at hand again. Chili Der­
went was riding hard, electioneering. 
For a time Huston, like Hector of old, 
“remained in his tent,” that is to say, 
he refused to ride for votes. Then he 
became frightened and began to seek 
for support everywhere. Parkins, 
more venomous than ever against Der­
went because people continued to twit 
him about Verne’s disappearance, did 
not fail to pour acid into the raw 
wounds of family unpleasantness.

The night for the annual Pecan Flat 
political rally rolled around. Rumors 

that Chili intended to make an im­
portant speech there reached Huston, 
through Parkins.

“I’ll be right there, same's last year,” 
the sheriff made glad the bitter heart of 
his old deputy.

And lie was there, towering up on 
his horse, refusing to “light down and 
be comfortable,” in response to Chili’s 
smiling invitation.

Huston could feel in the air a grow­
ing favor for Chili and a coolness 
toward him. This angered him.

Chili’s speech avoided personal attack 
upon his opponent. He did enlarge 
upon old Huston’s wealth, his many 
terms, and his, Derwent’s ambition to be 
the sheriff “before I’m old and useless 
to man or woman.”

“You hinting that I’m useless?” Hus­
ton blared out, rising in his saddle.

“I ain’t mentioned any names yet, but 
when the primary's held, you’ll sure 
acknowledge that you’ve been kidded 
right good,” Chili replied. Several 
laughed at that, among them a number 
of women.

Huston rode away, out of temper. 
A little laugh followed him as he went.

Parkins, sitting in the jail office, read 
for the second time the note that had 
been slipped in his hand on the street a 
few moments before by a Mexican lad 
who had scurried away before Parkins 
could recognize him.

Dad : I’m all in, hungry, clog tired, hid­
ing in the hay pile in the wagon yard. I’ve 
got to have help. Verne.

Huston was out somewhere, election­
eering. It was the. day of the primary. 
The voting would be held that night, in 
the wagon yard as usual.

Parkins went out, as if for a casual 
stroll. In the wagon yard he lounged 
over to the pile of hay bales. He found 
where there was a hole in the pile, 
where a loose bale had been yanked out 
by a man too lazy to climb atop the mass 
and throw off a bale from above. 



Where that small bale had been dragged 
from the face of the pile, Verne Par­
kins had worked his short, squat form 
inward out of sight. squeezing bales 
back and to one side to make a cubby­
hole, at the end of which he now was, 
dejected and forlorn. Parkins stood, 
as if leaning against the pile, and that 
gave Verne a chance to crawl forward 
and whisper into his father’s ear, and 
Parkins could talk in very low tones out 
of a stingy mouth corner, in reply to his 
erring son's phrases in explanation of 
his present plight.

The gist of his laic was that he had 
been gambling again, was “wanted” be­
cause some one suspected he had been 
with certain wild men in San Geronimo 
who had shot up the town and injured 
the marshal there. This “shooting up” 
had been without provocation,, and the 
gang was wanted with a vengeance. 
Verne needed money to get out of the 
region and let the affair blow over.

“We’re not in a good way here,” his 
father informed him. “I think Hus­
ton’s going t’ lose this election. That’ll 
mean that I’ll be out as deputy.”

“Is it that bad? Why not do some­
thing,” suggested Verne craftily.

“Do what?”
“Work a few extra ballots into that 

old box before the voting starts.
“Huston wouldn’t hear to it,” an­

swered Parkins shortly.
“Don’t let him know of it. Why 

not get hold of extra votes for Chili 
Derwent. Slip them in. Then claim 
that the count is wrong. Demand a re­
count. They’ll all stay t’ hear the re­
sult. Or have them counted as they 
file past, by two good tally men from 
some reliable cattle outfits. If there’s, 
say, eight hundred people voting, and 
eight hundred and fifty votes in the box 
and Derwent has the majority, and we 
can get the Huston people to line up 
for a count, it will show, on the face 
of it. that Derwent put fifty votes in by 
fraud; the election will be void, and 

Huston will hold over till a new elec­
tion is held. Public sentiment will 
blame Derwent for the fraud, and he’ll 
be overwhelmingly defeated.’

Parkins was silent for a moment. His 
heaving shoulders told of extreme agita­
tion. “I don’t like t’ do a thing like 
that.”

“Well, all right; let it go; Derwent 
will win. You’ll be minus a job. I’ll 
be a jailbird.”

Parkins made some bitter comments 
in mouth-twisting whispers. Verne 
argued his case adroitly. Presently 
Parkins went away.

CHAPTER VI.
MESA HERMOSAS’S NEW SHERIFF.

f^AUCUS night again! All day long 
outfits had been riding in for the 

voting. The town was full of people, 
for men, women, children, and hound 
dogs had arrived. It was to be the 
region’s biggest political event. Der­
went had literally combed the ranges 
for voters; Huston had done the same. 
Parkins, moody and silent, waited for 
the voting to begin. He whispered to 
Huston.

“Ask to have two tally men, that 
every one will trust, keep count of the 
people that file past the ballot box and 
make sure that the votes counted tally 
with the votes cast.”

“Suspect anything? The tellers will 
’tend t’ that if asked. It’s part of their 
duties, but they generally only inspect 
the ballot box before voting, and count 
the votes afterward.”

“I hold to my point.” went on Par­
kins doggedly. “Listen.”

“Ladies and gentlemen !’’ Chili Der­
went was making a speech. “I regret 
to say that my supply of ballots has run 
out. The lot I had printed I thought 
would be enough, but a pack of them I 
lost somewhere t’-day. They were in 
my pistol pocket, but they must’ve jog­
gled out. Some of you may have t’ 



write vour names on slips of paper and 
vote them. It will be legal.”

“Hettin’ his alibi ready in advance,” 
Parkins whispered to Huston.

"Do jou mean----- ” Huston was 'be­
ginning.

“Watch, and keep your gun ready,” 
admonished Parkins, pointing to the 
place w here the ballot box was to be set 
up. Old Able Iswald was showing the 
jjcople- that the ballot box was empty. 
He did this by turning the box upside 
down, then rapping on it to show that 
nothing could be jarred out of it. He 
performed this perfunctorily, for it was 
looked upon as a formality. Then he 
turned the box back upright and put on 
the cover, snapping the hasp in place.

The lines formed; people began to 
file past the ballot box.

While the people were waiting, 
Parkins circulated around, whispering 
suspicions of impending fraud. He 
went !o the old-timers and mouthed in­
flaming phrases to them quietly.

The old-timers began to edge toward 
the place where the tellers, were count­
ing tb.e votes out onto the top of a sec­
ond box—a big one brought forth and 
used as a table.

Able Iswald secured silence by bang­
ing on the box with the butt of his gun.

“Ladies and gents: The whole num­
ber of votes cast is 756. of which Plus­
ton receives 351; Derwent receives 405. 
I declare Derwent the nominee, the 
winner of this great primary, and any 
one that goes against him at the polls 
is no friend of mine!”

There was a moment of silence, then 
Huston shouted :■ “There are only 726 
qualified voters here; where did those 
extra votes come from?”

Pandemonium broke loose. Excited 
whisperings were heard.

“I demand that the votes be counted 
again ; that----- ” Derwent began.

Huston interrupted him. “I had two 
good tally men. Anse Wheeler and 
Charlie Barton, that you-all know, keep 

track of the voters as they lined up t’ 
vote. Men, how many voters passed 
the ballot box?” he called to his tally 
men.

“Just 726,” they answered in unison.
“I accept their count; they're good 

cowmen and wouldn’t tally wrong,” 
Derwent's ringing voice came out over 
the increasing tumult. “Let's have a 
recount."

“Better look for extra ballots; or let’s 
line up the voters, according as they 
voted; that will give a line on what's 
wrong,” Parkins suggested, hardly able 
to restrain his jubilation.

“Rim them past the tally men; every 
one declare how he voted as he passes,” 
Huston suggested.

This caught the fancy of the crowd, 
and soon the two lines had formed and 
began, to pass the tally men, who called 
off the count, in true range-land style; 
ending with:

“We find that Huston has 351 that 
claim thev voted for him, and that Der­
went has only 370 willing to say they 
voted for him,” Wheeler announced.

“Any one go away?” Derwent asked.
“No one left the wagon yard; I had 

guards put on the gate as soon as I 
smelled mice,” Huston blared out. He 
was worked up to a state of dangerous 
excitement by now. and things were 
looking equally all around. Men were 
muttering; women were whimpering, 
and children were beginning to sob.

“A few went out before we got t’ the 
gate,” a guard said.

“You had some of your people vote 
by written slips because all your printed 
ones were used up; how many printed 
slips did you have ?” Parkins suddenly 
demanded.

“I had about 350 printed; I spoiled a 
few taking them for cigarette papers,” 
Derwent answered. “Tryin’ to roll 
them in the dark. They’re thin, about 
the size of cigarette papers.”

“Then you had less than 350 ?” And 
they waited for his answer intently.



“I lost that bunch, as I said----- ”
“Let’s see how many printed votes 

Derwent’s got; how many written 
ones,” Parkins demanded.

This suited the crowd, and Derwent 
called for the answer quickly. The 
tellers began to count, and the people 
crowded closer and closer in. The old- 
timers rolled their eyes wildly as Par­
kins whispered again and again.

' The count was completed again, 
Wheeler declared it:

“We find that all of Huston’s votes 
are printed, agreeing with the number 
of people that voted for him! The 
number of written votes for Derwent 
is sixty; printed votes for Derwent 
345!”

“Then all his printed votes, except 
the few he spoiled, are in that box,” 
Parkins accused. “Who put in the pack 
he says he lost ? They are the votes that 
are extra in here. I charge Derwent 
with fraud, and we claim the primary 
election for Huston.”

Huston stormed about. Ugly words 
were passed back and forth. It seemed 
that some one would do something 
hasty, and that shots would fly wildly. 
Even if no bullet found a fatal billet in 
human flesh, the horses, hundreds inside 
that tight inclosure, might stampede, 
killing women and children, if not men, 
in their madness.

“Put those kids on that hay pile,” one 
anxious mother whispered, with the 
quick wit of the range woman, seeing 
that if a stampede occurred, the chil­
dren, up there, would be safer than if 
on the ground or in some wagon likely 
to be overturned.

In a moment many children were cast 
up on high. Eager to see everything, 
they stood up, undaunted. A few timid 
children whimpered.

“Who was to profit by that big boost 
in Derwent votes?” Huston was de­
manding over the tumult that now in- 

9 creased as men tensed for a possible 
C break.

“Derwent, of course.”
“How do we know but what you peo­

ple found my lost printed votes and 
stuck them into the box on the sly, so 
the election would be nullified,” Der­
went suddenly demanded.

“You charging me with fraud?” Hus­
ton’s menacing voice cut into the 
ensuing silence like a keen-edged blade.

“You’ve charged me with fraud al­
ready,” replied Derwent, not giving 
ground.

“Derwent!” And the sheriff of 
Mesa leaned forward, his face a mask 
of fury. Men on all sides began to 
reach for their guns. In a second the 
wagon yard would be a billowing sea of 
fire, flame, shuttling death.

“Father!”
It was Luella Derwent. She sprang 

out of a buckboard in which she and 
Chili had driven into town. It had 
been standing on the outer fringe of 
the press. Now she was forcing her 
way forward, bending over as she 
walked. Men made way for her with 
unusual celerity. The sheriff, with 
glaring eyes, watched her come.

“Don’t come no sympathy game,” 
Huston was beginning, when she was 
before him, had straightened up, and 
revealed to him the bundle in the crook 
of her arm.

“Here is my first-born child; for his 
sake do not begin a fight here that will 
bring woe upon the whole region,” she 
pleaded. She swept back the covering 
from the pink-and-white face and the 
baby, looking up and seeing the light 
of the bright flares, cooed and chuckled. 
The sound of it was heard by every 
one, so silent had all become.

“You know, dad,” she said bravely, 
“Chili joKcd that he’d kid you----- ”

“Sympathy—I’ve been defraud­
ed----- ■” the sheriff began, when a
shriek from a group of children on the 
hay pile was heard. They had crowded 
to one side, peering over, in the effort 
to see everything. So doing, they had 



caused the outer tier of bales to topple, 
and now it came, crashing down, and as 
it struck the ground a chorus of in­
fantile yells resounded, in which one 
bass voice was mingled.

“Help; I’m killed; I’m crushed in 
the stummick.”

This diversion drew attention, yet the 
situation remained strained. Derwent 
pushed forward. Huston eyed him 
sternly. Luella pushed in between 
them, holding up the baby. The bass 
voice went on hoarsely.

“I’m dying; send for a minister; I 
did it. I put those extra votes in the bal­
lot box. I saw Derwent drop them 
when he was fishing for cig-a-reet pa­
pers on the street. I put them in the 
box, catching them under a splinter so 
they’d not drop out when old Iswald 
turned the box up, as he always does. 
Huston didn’t know a thing about it. 
I’m dying!”

“That’s Verne Parkins,” some one 
called. “He’s confessed stuffing the 
ballot box, but he ain’t hurt bad.”

“Dad!” Luella spoke softly. “What 
should you say now ? We knew we had 
you beat, so I brought the baby to soften 
the heart of you.”

“Me,” and the sheriff of Mesa Brilar 
jammed his gun back into its holster, 
he having partly drawn it in the midst 
of the excitement. “Me? I'll say this: 
I’m a fool. And I’m glad t’ be kidded 

this a way. Nice kid, too; looks like 
me. Folks/’ he added loudly, “listen: 
I’m going to begin my campaign for 
election to-morrow—a campaign for the 
unanimous election of Chili Derwent. 
If there’s a vote cast against him in this 
region, 1’1! find the everlasting galoot 
that easts it and he’ll think he’s his 
grandma’s colander before I get through 
with him I introduce the next sheriff 
of Mesa Brilar, Chili Dewent, father 
of the finest maverick ever on these 
ranges. I’ve made a tool of myself 
listening to Parkins, but that’s all past, 
and I wan* to .say that I’ve been whip­
ped fair by a better politician than I am, 
and I’ve been kidded good and plenty. 
The next sheriff of Mesa Hermosa, 
folks, Chili Derwent!”

A burst of cheering resounded as 
Huston, Lrel’a, and Chili suddenly 
were clasped together in a mutual em­
brace, all showering kisses on the face 
of the cooing boy whose coming into 
the world had given the old sheriff a 
balm that wdd take away at once and 
for all tim* the sting of his political 
defeat and accompanying humiliation. 
Huston got free and called out sud­
denly :

“I’m not going t’ raise any rucktls 
over this election, folks; I’m goin’, from 
now on, t’ devote my time t’ raising this 
new citizen ap to fear God, honor the 
flag, and—shoot straight.”

WASHINGTON’S BAD FIRE SEASON
ASHINGTON had a bau fire season during the past autumn. Smoke for 

vv many weeks obscured the Olympic Mountains, the peaks of the Cascades, 
and even the battleships in Puget Sound. Rangers and fire fighters of the United 
States Forest Service as well as the fire-fighting agencies of the State and the 
timber owners’ organizations had a busy season fighting the enemy. The weather 
bureau has installed a number of machines to record the weather’s moods, which 
will prove of great help to the forest rangers. Machines have been installed at 
ten points in Oregon, ten in Washington, and sixteen in British Columbia.







SHORTY L.—I hate settled the matter with the C. and 
T. Union, and have kept everything a secret. I intend to 
return the money that was borrowed, and will help you 
even more than Bert, although he Is with you now. If 
you want a divorce, I will give it to you, even though I 
love you. I have moved and am working. Please let me 
hear from you as aeon as possible. Your wife, O. E. !»., 
care of this magazine.

LEDFORD, DOLLY.—She left Wichita, Kansas, on 
January 21, 1923. An old friend would like to hear from 
her. Billie, care of this magazine.

STAMP, MARY and GEORGE.—I would like to get in 
touch with my aunt and uncle, who lived in Chicago, Illinois, 
in 1825. Sly aunt’s maiden name was Caldwell. Any one 
knowing their present address will kindly inform Mabel, 
care of this magazine.

IRWIN, ARCHIE.—Please write to your father, who is 
anxious to see you. William B. Irwin, 61 Laughton Avenue, 
Toronto, Ontario, Canada,

PAYETTE, JULIE.—I love you and want you to re­
turn. Please let me hear from you. Pal, care of this 
magazine.

GETSON.—I would like to hear from any of my following 
relatives: Lulu, Hannah, Annie, Carrie, Amelia, and Christ 
Getson. Please send all news to Mrs. Mary Seosler, 511 
Third Street, Union Hill, New Jersey.

GARLAND, CLARK.—His home is in Waoo, Texax 
Please communicate with your old buddy, who was with you 
on tho U. S. S. "North Dakota." Tom White, 641 
Fischrupp Avenue, Whiting, Indiana.

BELS, ARTHUR.—Please write to your mother, who has 
some papers for you to sign. Any one knowing his pres­
ent whereabouts will kindly notify his lonely mother, Mrs. 
M. M. Bchnoor, Box 70, Casper, Wyoming.

HOOGAN, HAROLD VICTOR.—He is twenty-three years 
of age, five feet eight inches in height, has dark hair, 
brown eyes, and weighs one hundred and forty pounds. In 
June, 1923, he left his homa at 23-1 Broadway, Buffalo, 
New York. Any news will bo welcomed by Mrs. Allee M. 
Hoegan, 4 Victoria Terrace, Montreal Street, Kingston, 
Ontario, Canada.

DIFANI, ROBERT V.—Ho was in St. Louis, Missouri, 
on March 17, 1924, and was intending to go out West. Any 
news concerning him will be appreciated. Mike G. Mon­
toya, Rand, Colorado.

STEWART, LORAN.—He attended school at Menlo, 
Washington, and in 1918 he left his friend, George Her­
man, at Moore, Washington, to return to the orphans’ home 
near Seattle, Washington. Any information will be wel­
comed by Dorothy Cole, 4211 East Lee Street, Seattle, Wash­
ington.

SHIELDS, JOE.—He formerly came from Philadelphia, 
Pennsylvania, and served in the army in the Fourteenth 
Infantry, at Fort Davis, Canal Zone, from 1920 to 1923. 
A friend would like to find him, and will be grateful 
for his present address. Max Stilnick, Company B, Thirty- 
third Infantry, Fort Clayton, Canal Zone, Panama.

WILCOX, PAUL.—He lived at one time at Fleming, 
Kentucky. Please write, as there is important news 
awaiting you. M. Taylor, 1401 Cockrell Street, St. Louis, 
Missouri.

CASEY, JOHN.—He served as a sergeant during the 
World War In tho Forty-ninth Company, Fifth Regiment, 
United States Marine Corps. His home Is in Ports­
mouth, Virginia. Any of his friends who know his 
present whereabouts will confer a favor by notifying Mrs. 
Ethel Hughes Wright, 1318’4 Fourth Avenue, Huntington, 
West Virginia.

LAIR. RAMONA.—She taught school in Muskogee, Okla­
homa, about four years ago. Please send al! informa­
tion to Former Student, care of this magazine.

FORUST, ALBERT.—He married a woman by the 
name of Elizabeth Taft. In Des Moines, Iowa, but later 
they separated. If any of their relatives or children 
read this they will confer a favor by communicating 
with Lydia MerckUng, General Delivery, Okmulgee, Okla­
homa.

KINKAID, JOSEPH C.—He was born in Caldwell, Idaho, 
but wae last seen in 1912. He is now twenty-two years of 
age. His sister, Ida, would like to get in touch with 
him, and will welcome his present address. Mrs. Ida 
Casper, 8125 Woodstock Avenue, Portland, Oregon.

BAKER, BARTON H.—He 1s five feet eight inches In 
height, has curly red hair, gray eyes, false front teeth, 
walks with a slight limp, and weighs one hundred and 
twenty-five pounds. In October, 1923, he was in the Govern­
ment Hospital, at Sheridan, Wyoming. A friend is very 
eager to find him, and will appreciate any news. M. B,» care 
of this magazine.

MARTIN, ALFRED LEA.—He was last seen at 1251 
North Clark Street, Chicago, Illinois. Please notify D. 

O.. care of this magazine.
ALPHIN, WALTER.—He was living in Wilmington, 

North Carolina. Any one knowing his present whereabouts 
will kindly write to Sister, care of this magazine.

YORK, J. M.—He was the president of the York- 
Whitney Company in Boston, Massachusetts. Please send all 
helpful news to Clara, care of this magazine.

FERRY, M. M.—He is six feet in height, forty years ef 
age, has dark-brown hair, gray eyes, and weighs one hun­
dred and seventy-five pounds. He was working in Detroit, 
Michigan, some time ago. His father is ill and heart­
broken over his departure. Any one knowing his present 
whereabouts will kindly notify Mrs. A. Ferry, Box 324, 
Baird, Texas.

DUNAWAY, ROBERT and EDWARD.—They are the sons 
of Will Dunaway, who died in Butte, Montana, several years 
ago. One of them served in tho army, but is now sup­
posed to be living in the West. Their cousin would like 
to hear from them. OHie Light, Box 525, Morrisonville, 
Illinois.

ATTENTION.—I would like to hear from any of my 
buddies who served in Company L, Forly-fifth Infantry, 
from 1919 to 1920. Francis Lewis, 5014 Stiles Street, 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.

BAKER, CAPTAIN JAMES J.—He was on .the U. 8. 9. 
"Cotati." Please get in touch with an old friend, who is 
eager to see you. R. Grunnelle, Central Hotel, Hoboken, 
New Jersey.

WANTY, JOSEPH.—He is forty-six years of age. and 
was last seen in Hunter, North Dakota, twenty-seven years 
ago. Please notify Hilda I. McDonald, Box 624, The Pas, 
Manitoba, Carada.

MeDONALD, Mrs. JOHN J.—She Is sixty-seven years of 
age, and was living in Olga, North Dakota, twenty-five 
years ago. Any one knowing her present whereabouts will 
confer a favor by writing to H. M.» care of this magazine.

HACK, E. A.—Your unele is dead. Please write to mo 
for Information, as we do not know where you are living. 
Mr8. Viola Watson, 3408 West Hoffman. Spokane, Washing­
ton.

DU MILLER, HENRY or HANK.—He Is of medium 
build, has a light complexion, and walks with a slight limp. 
It 1b supposed that he is either in Ontario, Canada, or in 
northern or western Michigan. His mother is ill and wor­
ried over his absence, and would like to see him. Any 
one knowing his present whereabouts will kindly write to 
Mrs. Mary Du Miller, 712 West Sixth Street, Monroe, 
Michigan.

ATTENTION.—I would like to get in touch with Cleo 
Wilson, Cecil Stepp, and Jesse Roach, who served with mo 
in Battery F, Ninth Field Artillery, at Fort Sill, Okla­
homa, during 1920. The army records show tho following 
home addresses: Wilson, 158 East Main Street, Trinidad, 
Colorado; Stepp, 208 Twenty-fourth Street, Denver, Colo­
rado; Roach, 170 Maple Avenue, Los Angeles, California. 
Efforts to reach them at these addresses have failed. Any 
one having any news will kindly communicate with Ray­
mond W. Martin, R. B. 2, Cambridge, Illinois.

GARRETT, IRENE.—She was attending the Girls’ In­
dustrial School, in Chillicothe, Missouri. She is five 
fact two inches in height, has blue eyes, brown hair, 
and weighs one hundred and ten pounds. Please return 
home as soon as you see this, as they are all worried 
about you. George Dewey Thorpe, 2913 North Broad­
way, St. Louis, Missouri.

JACKSON.—I would like to get in touch with my 
brothers and sister, Elmer, Jim, Walter, and Amu, 
who lived in Brookside, Ohio, several years ago. A»y 
one knowing their whereabouts will kindly notify their 
youngest sister, Sarah. Mrs. S. Bellville, 916 John 
Street, Marietta, Ohio.

FRANK.—Please come homo at once, as mother is seri­
ously ill and Is eager to see you. You need not see me 
if you don’t want to. Ada, Blaekfork, Ohio.

FENTON, GEORGE R.—He lived at 626 West Fourth 
Street, Cincinnati, Ohio, and was working for the Yellow 
Taxi Cab Company. A friend is anxious te find him, and 
will appreciate any news concerning him. C. Holderfield, 
7% North Maple Avenue, Groensbury, Pennsylvania.

ATTENTION.—It has been reported that a man wearing 
tn artificial limb was killed >n Ohio or West ^Virginia. 
He has light hair, gray eyes, and a fair complexion. 
Any information will bo received by Justice, care of this 
magazine.

SUGGS, JEWEL.—Please let me know what happened to 
Jack. Write to me at once. Edward CorUle, care of thia 
•—-''Ine.



BILL.—Please send me your address at once. I sent • 
package to the last place you lived in, but I was notified 
that you had left. By the time you read this I will be 
back in Hopewell, Virginia. I send you my love. Goldie.

PACKER, F. S.—Ho was last heard of at Calgary, Al­
berta, Canada, in 1913. Any one knowing his present 
address will confer a favor by writing to R. M. H.» care 
of this magazine.

HETZLER, B.—He left Cowdrey, Colorado, on Decem­
ber 22, 1923. He Is five feet seven inches in height, has 
dark-brown hair and eyes. Is crippled In the left leg, and 
has the right thumb and finger cut off at the first joint. 
Any one knowing his whereabouts will kindly write to Mrs, 
Ida Hetzler, 3333 Mead Street, Denver, Colorado.

C. A. M., who left Baltimore, Maryland, on November 
29, 1924, for Wilmington, Delaware, but was last seen at 
the West Philadelphia Station, Pennsylvania. Please write 
to your friend, who is eager to aee you. S. P. M.

WYMAN.—Howard is ill in the General Hospital, Kan­
sans City, Missouri, and expects to be there four weeks. 
Can you come or write? Mrs. B. AL D., Kansas City, 
Missouri.

STIENBECK, CHARLES.—He was born in Bridgeport, 
Connecticut, and is now twenty-six yean of age. His 
mother, Elizabeth Comenzlnd, died, and his father re­
married and wont South. Any one having any Informa­
tion will kindly write to Mrs. G. D., care of this maga­
zine.

COFFEY, VIRGINIA.—She was last heard of In Arkan­
sas. Any one having any news will kindly write to Jack 
Coffey. Wortham, Toxas.

BRILHART, CHARLES.—He was married in Los An­
geles, California, in 1902. He Is five feet in height, has 
light hair, blue eyes, and is of heavy build. It Is sup­
posed that he worked in a machine shop in Newport, Vir­
ginia. Please send all Information to Mrs. H. H. Bril­
hart, 1180 Bittner Court, Akron, Ohio.

McATEER, CLIFF.—In 1924 he was working with the 
Bridge Construction Company at Glenrock, Wyoming. 
Please write to your mother, who Is worried over your 
absence. Mrs. E. Brennecke, 4017 Delmar Boulevard, St. 
Louis, Missouri.

SIMONS, MAGGIE.—I would like to get in touch with 
my sister, who was taken away by my father when she 
was three years of age. She is now twenty-six years old. 
Any one knowing her present whereabouts will confer a 
favor by notifying Leonard L. Simons, Box 122, Alloway, 
New Jersey.

SHI NEY, FRANK and D0LLY.— Dolly’s maiden name 
was Whitt, and she formerly came from Missouri. About 
a year ago they were living in Casper, Wyoming, but have 
not been heard of since. Please send all news to Mrs. 
B. S., care of this magazine.

KNIGHT, CAROL CA RP ENT E R.—She was living at 
703% Pacific Avenue, Tacoma, Washington. An old friend 
is very eager to find her, and will appreciate any news. 
Sadie E. Davis, Box 404, East Jordan, Michigan.

FRED H. H.—Please write to me at the old address as 
soon as you see this. Your wife.

DAVIS, CLAYTON and CECIL.—They are sixteen and 
fourteen years of ago respectively, and were last heard of 
in Washington, District of Columbia. Their father took 
them away from their mother in 1919, and taught them to 
believe that sho was dead. Any one knowing their present 
address will kindly notifj’ Sadie Davis, Box 404, East Jor­
dan, Michigan.

TURNER or CLARK, A. C.—He was working for the 
Skelly Oil Company, in Wilson, Oklahoma, later went to 
Tulsa, Oklahoma, but then returned to Wilson. An old 
friend would like to hear from him, and will appreciate any 
news. Y. S. C., care of this magazine.

PIERCE, AUSTIN.—He was formerly with the medical 
department, in the United States army. In Bibera. Please 
write to an old friend, who is anxious to see you. C. L. 
Pierce, Tela, Spanish Honduras, Central America.

JOHNSTON, W. F.—Ue is fifty-four years of age, has 
light hair, walks with a limp, and weighs one hundred and 
thirty-five pounds. At one time he lived in Paducah, Ken­
tucky, and Alabama, but was last heard of in North Dakota 
in 1913. Uis brother would like to hear from him or from 
any one that knows his present whereabouts. S. C. John­
son, 2201% Morris Avenue, Birmingham, Alabama.

NORAMOR, GILBERT E.—Please write to me at once, 
and do not send anything but your post-office address. 
George, care of this magazine.

M. L. G.—Please let me hear from you at once, as I 
have some news for you, Jennie.

MORAN, THOMAS.—Ho was born in Passaic, New Jer- 
eey. lived for some time in Brooklyn, New York, but was 
last hoard of in Atlanta, Georgia. Any one knowing his 
present whereabouts will confer a favor by writing to B. 1., 
care of this magazine.

COVERT, CASPER or GEORGE.—Ho left Califon, New 
Jersey, twelve years ago. His daughter would iike to tad 
him, and will welcome any information concerning him. 
Leah Covert 13 Bryan Place, Jersey City, New Jersey.

LILLIE, JASPER LOWRIE.—He Is an automobile me­
chanic, and was living In Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, fifteen 
years ago. His brother is very anxious to get in touch 
with him, and will be grateful for any news. Bobert Lillie, 
485 Lake Shore Bead, Grosso Pointo Shores, Michigan.

ROFF, BILLIE.—She was living in Seattle. Washington, 
eight months ago. Please communicate with an old friend. 
Tex, care of this magazine.

MARTIN, G. L.—He is sometimes called Marty. Please 
write to an old friend who has not heard from you since 
you were in Oklahoma City, Oklahoma, and were leaving 
for Texas. She still loves you and is eager to hoar from 
you. Susie Taylor, Genera! Delivery, Tulsa, Oklahoma.

BRATT, JOHN or J. H. W.—Please write, as we miss 
you. Wo aro living in Bangor, Maine, and a word from 
you will be more than welcome. Your mother, Mrs. J. A. B.

GEREMITA, PETER.—He left Italy six years ago. A 
friend would like to hear from him, as ho has Important 
news for him. Frank Cama, 567 Winthrop Avenue, New 
Haven, Connecticut

STEER, DAVID.—Ho came to the United States in 1913, 
and was last hoard of in Cleveland, Ohio. He has blue 
eyes and a fair complexion. Any one who knows his pres­
ent whereabouts will confer a favor by writing to Mrs. 8., 
care of thia magazine.

GREEN, MYRTLE.—She is thirty-eight years of ago, has 
black hair and eyes, and weighs one hundred and fifty 
pounds. Please write to her daughter, Mrs. Goldie Black, 
504% East Douglas Avenue, Wichita, Kansas.

HAYES, WARD LoROY.—-He is five feet ten inches In 
height, forty-three years of age, has light hair and blue 
eyes. He was last seen in east New Jersey and Michigan. 
Please write to his sister, Mrs. Maude L. Ewing, Route 7, 
Country Home Estate, Spokane, Was hi ago tn.

MINA.—Why don't you write? I am married and have 
a baby boy. Mother Is not married yet. C. wants to get 
a divorce if he can find you. We all love you. Your 
sister, Myrtle, care of this magazine.

DUN MAN, JOHN A.—Ho was living In Nashville, Ten­
nessee, some time ago, but has not been heard of since. 
I am heartbroken over his disappearance, and will be grate­
ful for any helpful information. Bertha, care of this maga­
zine.

McKIM, JESSE LEE.—He is six feet two inches in 
height, forty-three years of age, has black hair, and weighs 
one hundred and ninety pounds. Ho loft his homo about 
two years ago, and is probably living in Norwalk, Ohio. 
Kindly notify his sister, Mrs. I). T. Marsh, 621 North Main 
Street, Dayton, Ohio.

WEST, formerly of San Diego, California. Her husband 
is in the navy, and they were last seen iu Philadelphia, 
Pennsylvania. Please send all information to J. C. Walker, 
561 Tenth Street, San Diego, California.

SPONANGLE, HELEN.—Sho left Braxton, West Virginia, 
on August 25, 1922, but was last heard of in Roanoko, 
West Virginia. Please notify C. E. B., care of this maga­
zine.

BULLIONS, JAMES.—He was living in Deer Lodge, 
Montana, on June 15, 1924. He came from England about 
a year ago and was employed in Canada until this spring. 
He is tall and well built, has brown hair, blue eyes, and 
is forty years of age. Please write to Mrs. E. Denny, 431 
Third Street, Northeast, Calgary, Alberta, Canada.

SANDERS, STELLA, CORA, JOHN.—They wore placed in 
an orphans’ home in St. Louis, Missouri. Any one who 
knows their present whereabouts will kindly notify their 
sister, Mrs. Mary Paxson, Route 3, Grant City, Missouri.

ATTENTION.—Any one who- has any information about 
the following men who served with me in Midland, Michi­
gan, from June, 1918, to January, 1919, will please write 
to me. Their names aro: Earl Varner, John Westgatf, 
Jack Agnew, Joo Schncl, John Brendle, O’Brien, Dom- 
busch, Kliugenian. Send all information to Shorty Laugh­
lin, 1226 South Flower Street. Los Angeles, California.

LANTZ, ALTA.—She lived in Salt Lake City, Utah, two 
years ago. A friend is very eager to get in touch with 
her, and will appreciate all helpful information. Royal W. 
Hobbs, 761 South 4 West Street, Salt Lake City, Utah.
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Do You Envy the Health of Others?
Read these remarkable statements
of what one simple food can do

THESE remarkable reports are typical of 
thousands of similar tributes to Fleisch­
mann’s Yeast.

There is nothing mysterious about its action. 
It is not a “cure-all,” not a medicine in any 
sense. But when the body is choked with the 
poisons of constipation—or when its vitality is 
low so that skin, stomach and general health are 
affected—this simple, natural food achieves 
literally amazing results.

- Concentrated in every cake of Fleischmann’s 
Yeast are millions of tiny yeast-plants, alive and 
Active. At once they go to work—invigorating 
the whole system, clearing the skin, aiding diges­
tion, strengthening the intestinal muscles and 
making them heal th v and active.

(MISS BRIAN, CENTER)

“After a severe illness last winter due to over­
work and faulty elimination, I began taking 
Fleischmann’s Yeast cakes twice daily.

“ In two weeks’ time marked improvement 
was noticed. The soreness of my body disap-

As owner and manager of a Beau­
ty Salon, I come in daily contact 
with all manner of skin disorders. 
I unhesitatingly recommend 
Fleischmann’s Yeast. About five 
years ago I was generally run 
down and unable to work. I was 
suffering from chronic constipa­
tion, indigestion, loss of vitality, 
and skin eruptions. I began tak­
ing Fleischmann’s Yeast, three 
cakes a day. At the end of two 
months all skin eruptions had dis­
appeared, and as if by magic I 
found all other troubles disap­
pearing also. At the end of three 
months I was well and back at 
work.”
(Miss Katherine Fitzgibbon, 

Denver, Colo.)

peared, daily evacuations were established, 
and life took on a rosier hue. Steady improve­
ment continued, and this past summer has 
been wonderful in many pleasures. I feel that 
I owe much of my splendid physical condition 
now to Fleischmann’s Yeast.

“I have outlined a course in Yeast for sev­
eral of my students, and in every instance the 
desired result—overcoming constipation—has 
been obtained.”
(Miss C. E. Brian, R. N., Brattleboro, Vt.)

Dissolve one cake in a glass of water
(just hot enough to drink)

before breakfast and at bed­
time. Fleischmann’s Yeast, 
when taken this way, is espe­
cially effective in overcoming or 
preventing constipation. Or 
eat 1 or 3 cakes a day—spread 
on bread or crackers—dissolved 
in fruit juices or milk—or eat it 
plain.

Fleischmann’s Yeast for 
Health comes only in the tinfoil 
package —it cannot be pur­

chased in tablet form. All 
grocers have it. Start eating it 
today! You can order several 
cakes at a time, for Yeast will 
keep fresh in a cool, dry place 
for two or three days.

Write for a free copy of our 
latest booklet on Yeast for 
Health: Health Research Dept. 
Z-14, The Fleischmann Com­
pany, 701 Washington Street, 
New York.

I am an ex-British naval man and have lived in 
Canada eighteen years. Soon after my arrival I 
commenced to suffer from indigestion. For days 
I drank water only or soup and became so irritable 
was a source of annoyance to all whom I came 
in contact with. Having tried almost every drug 
advertised for indigestion commenced taking your 
now famous yeast cakes three daily. Result: No 
Indigestion—three square meals a day, splendid 
appetite, and feeling as fit as a fiddle strung to 
concert pitch.” 
{Reginald J. Seymour, Edmonton, Alberta)

FLEISCHMANN’S YEAST



ONCE start your family with the New Petti- 
john’s and you never have to argue again 

to get them to eat bran.
Nearly everybody relishes the New Pettijohn’s 

—and whenever they eat this delicious, hot, 
whole-wheat cereal they get 25 per cent Natural 
Wheat Bran.

Every dish of the New Pettijohn’s gives you valuable Min* 
eral Salts and Vitamines, too.

The New Pettijohn’s is selected Whole Wheat—one of the 
most digestible and nourishing of all the kinds of grain.

It is pre-cooked, processed to develop the flavor, rolled, and 
delicately toasted. It cooks through and through in 3 to 5 
minutes.

When it comes to the table it is not only hot but fresh.
Eat the New Pettijohn’s with good top-milk or cream.
It makes a generous, grateful breakfast—oftentimes a wel­

come change for luncheon—and a nourishing hot supper for 
growing children.

The flavor is something to be grateful for.

TRY IT—TASTE IT—TELL YOUR FRIENDS
At Vour Grocer’s—a Generous Package

1
Cooks in 3 to 
5 minutes.

2
The pick of America s 
Wheat—contains 25% 
Natural Bran, with es­
sential Vitamines and 
Mineral Salts.

3
A new and de­
licious Flavor 
brought out by 
pre-cooking.

The Quaker Oafs (bmpany
CHICAGO. U.S.A.
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6%

ECONOMICAL'.
CHEVROLET co
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KANSAS CITY- 
1 MISSOURI

TouringCar$525
Balloon Tires and Disc 
Wheels $25 Additional

Roadster — $ 5 25
Balloon Tires and Disc

“Now it’s easy for us to get our car”
For thousands of people the Chevrolet 6% Purchase Certificate 
affords an easy way to get an automobile.
As low a first payment as $5 to your nearest Chevrolet dealer 
gets your Certificate—then weekly or monthly payments of 
any amount you desire may be made.
Your money earns 6% interest. It is deposited in a bank under 
a trusteeship. To make it absolutely safe, both the dealer and 
the bank are insured by a strong and well-known insurance 
company.
In a short time you will save part of the full purchase price 
and get delivery of your car — the balance can be paid in 
monthly installments.

Wheels $25 Additional

Coupe — $715
Balloon Tires and Disc 
Wheels Standard Equip­

ment

Sedan — $825

If you already own a car, get your accessories, repairs and 
service from the Chevrolet dealer—and your Certificate will 
be credited with 6% of all such purchases.
Now it is easier than ever before to own a quality car of low 
cost. See your nearest Chevrolet dealer.

Balloon Tires and Disc 
Wheels Standard Equip­

ment
CHEVROLET MOTOR COMPANY, DETROIT, MICHIGAN

Division of General Motors Corporation

Coach— $735
Balloon Tires and Special 
Artillery Wheels Stand­

ard Equipment QUALITY AT LOW COST
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This is a 
wireless age. Why 

F tolerate wiry whiskers? ' 
Let the White Magic of

MSNNSn 
SHAVING CREAM 
make your beard wireless, 
t supremely easy to shave.  J

Uou were 
when you Were

Your memories of those happy days picture 
a graceful, slender girl—full of life, full of 
eagerness.
What has become of her? Has she taken on 
weight—lost her girlish figure—perhaps 
even become stout?
How needless a disaster 1 You can regain your 
youthful silhouette by using Marmola 
Tablets (thousands of men and women each 
year regain healthy, slender figures this 
way). No exercises or diets. Eat what you 
want, and get slender!
All drug stores have them—one dollar a 
box. Or they will be sent in plain wrap­
per, postpaid, by the Marmola Company, 
1715 General Motors Bldg., Detroit, Mich.

MARMOLA
^rescripiiori^ablets

J/ie T^leasant lOry tefyduce

Broadcast some Mennen 
Skin Balm on your face 
after shaving. As fragrant, 
cooling and stimulating as a 
spicy June breeze. 50c tubes

Kills Catarrh Germ 
In Three Minutes

Chronic catarrh, no matter how bad, and cases of 
bronchial asthma now yield instantly to the amazing 
discovery of a French scientist. This drugless method 
called Lavex kills the germ in three minutes, yet is 
positively harmless to the most delicate tissues. Your 
head and lungs are cleared like magic. Sufferers are 
relieved in a single night.

To prove it and to introduce Lavex to a million 
sufferers in one month, I offer to send a treatment 
free and postpaid, to any one who will write for it. 
No obligation. No cost. If it cures you, you can 
repay the favor by telling your friends—if not, the 
loss is mine. No matter what you have tried, just 
send me your name and address for this generous 
free treatment and prove that you can be rid of 
catarrh.

W. R. SMITH, 398 Lavex Bldg., 
Kansas City, Mo.



How Long Do You ExpectTo Live?
Make your own answer. It’s up to you. 

1 know you might be hit on the head with 
a brick or have someone push you off the 
end of a dock. But barring accidents, what 
then? If you take care of any piece of 
machinery it will last for years—abuse it 
and you might as well cash it in after the 
first year. This is just as true of your 
own body.

If you do—you die
Go ahead with your careless living if you 

want. Eat and drink what you like. 
Abuse your body—it’s yours to do with as 
you please. You may think you’re having 
a good time. But are you? You get up 
in the morning feeling half dead. You 
drag yourself through the day and before 
it’s half over you are drowsy and lagging. 
(Jet wise to yourself. Don’t you know 
your body is clogging up with poison? 
Don’t you know your lungs are starving 
for oxygen? Don’t you realize your inner 
cells are breaking down and you are not 
doing a thing to replenish them? You’re 
dying, man—and you don’t know it.

I add years to your life
You need exercise. You must have it. Tie 

your arm to your side and it will wither 
away but use your muscles and you have 
more muscle to use. The same is true 
throughout your entire body. Every vital 
organ is completely surrounded with muscles 
which make these organs function. Exercise 
and you strengthen the organ itself. You 
wear down the dead tissue or cells. The 
white corpuscles of your blood carry it off 
and the red corpuscles supply new healthy 
tissue. You drive death and disease out and 
bring new life to a worn down and famished 
body.

You need a teacher
Just any kind of exercise won’t do. I have 

had men come to me who were literally broken 
down from work in factory or mill. With EARLE E. LIEDERMAN
scientific instruction I brought their bodies The Muscle Builder
back to strength and power.

My system has been tried and proven. It never fails. Some claim, eh? Well, it’s true. I don’t care 
what your present condition is. I want you to say: “I’m ready,” and I'll knock those microbes in you 
higher than a cocked hat. I’ll shoot you so full of life you’ll think you swallowed a stick of dynamite. 
And muscle? That’s my middle name. In three months’ time I’ll build up every muscle in your body. 
I’ll broaden those shoulders and deepen your chest so that every breath will bring deep loads of oxygen 
to your lungs, purifying your blood and shooting a thrill throughout your entire system. I’ll brighten your 
eyes and clear your skin. I’ll make you so full of life you will feel like shouting out to the world: “I’m 
a man and I can prove it.”

And remember, fellows, I don’t just promise these things—I guarantee them. Do you doubt me? Make me 
prove it. That’s what I like, because I know I can do it.

Come on then. Snap into it. Are you ready? Let’s go!

Send for my new 64-page book

“MUSCULAR DEVELOPMENT”
It Is Free

It contains forty-five full-page photographs of myself and some of 
the many prize-winning pupils I have trained. Many of these are leaders 
in their business professions today. I have not only given them a body 
of which to be proud, but made them better doctors, lawyers, merchants, 
etc. Some of these came to me as pitiful weaklings, imploring me to 
help them. Look them over now and you will marvel at their present 
physiques. This book will prove an impetus and a real inspiration to you. 
It will thrill you through and through. All I ask is ten cents to cover the 
cost of wrapping and mailing and it is yours to keep. This will not 
obligate you at all, but for the sake of your future health and happiness, 
do not put it off. Send today—right now, before you turn this page.

EARLE E. LIEDERMAN
Dept. 5003, 305 Broadway, New York City

EARLE E. LIEDERMAN,
Dept. 5003, 305 Broadway, New York City

Dear Sir:—I enclose herewith 10 cents, for which 
you are to send me, without any obligation on my 
part whatever, a copy of your latest book, “Muscular 
Development.” (Please write or print plainly.)

Name.......................................................................................

Street.......................................................................................

City.....................................................State...........................
I



Business men appreciate 
Blue-jay particularly, be­
cause it is scientifically 
efficient. It leaves nothing 
to the user’s guess work. 
You do not have to decide 
how much or how little to 
put on. Each plaster is 
a complete, standardized 
treatment—and it does the 
work.

Mr. Hyde had Corns
. . . Dr. Jekyll had none!

At the root of many a bad temper, there’s 
a corn. It is hard to keep the disposi­
tion serene when a corn is jabbing and 
baiting it with pain You can cover the 
tip of a corn with a match-head. But this 
tiny pain-center makes one feel mean all

over—and act that way. Doctors know 
that a corn may irritate the whole 
nervous system—so the patient with a 
corn is told to use Bluejay. A Bluejay 
plaster will end a corn pain in ten 
seconds—and the corn itself in 48 hours

Bluejay
THE QUICK AND GENTLE WAY TO END A CORN 
© 1925

f R0YAL££5?£g
<55Maiden Lane -NewYorlc

refunded. FREE BOOK OF GEMS

We take all chances—if you are not satisfied at the 
end of ten days for any reason whatsoever, return 
the diamond ring to us and your deposit will be re­
funded to you. Send only $2.00, and receive this gen­
uine steel blue white diamond ring exactly as illus­
trated; in a handsome gift box charges paid. A legal 
guarantee bond as to quality and value accompanies 
each ring. After ten days’ trial pay balance $6.46 a month 
for twelve months. Price only S70.60.

NO RED TAPE —NO DELAY
Order Now ! This offer is limited. It may never appear 
again. Don’t delay. Just send $2.00 ps a deposit. If you wish 
to return the diamond ring after trial, your deposit will be

Most complete Jewelry Catalog ever issued 
of Diamonds, Watches and Jewelry—ncw- 

K est designs at lowest prices.
A full year to pay on everything 

you order from our TWO 
MILLION DOLLAR STOCK.

Address Dept 1276, Est. 1895

S
IMPLY send $2.00 for the most sensational, price- 
smashing diamond ring offer ever made.

A perfectly cut, guaranteed, blue white, fiery dia­
mond is set in an 18 Karat white gold cup; % Karat 
size. Latest design, hand engraved mounting.

10 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL J



Make this easy test yourself

Ate you a victi:
blood ** starvation?

HERE is something you may not know . . . the 
difference between success and failure is often 

the condition of your blood.
For thirty-two years, Gude’s Pepto-Mangan has 

been prescribed by thousands of physicians as the 
safe way and the quick way to enrich the blood— 
give it those qualities it needs for producing 
power. It is the sure way to combat Anemia— 
that disease which thousands have and only 
hundreds know about. Yet it is Anemia—im­
poverished blood—that is usually responsible for 
lack of energy and ambition.

The iron and manganese content of Gude’s 
Pepto-Mangan is easily assimilated by the blood 
and carried to every cell of the body, rebuilding 
its latent power.

Your druggist has Pepto-Mangan in liquid or 
tablet form. Start a good habit today.

Gude’s 
pepto — Mandan 

cIbnic and Iftood Enricher

Squeeze the thumbnail 
hard. Unless it red­
dens again instantly, 
Anemia is indicated.

Pull down the lower 
eye-lid as illustrated. 
Unless the inner lid is 
a bright scarlet, 
Anemia may exist.



WRITE FOR THIS CHANCE TO MAKE

!'r *5OtJ9OaWeek
I mean it! Write me today and I will send you an immediate cash opportunity to make 
big money. I will tell you how you can establish yourself in an amazingly profitable 
business of your own without investment of one cent of capital, without previous training 
or experience. It’s a permanent, profitable opportunity in which you can make $5.00 to 
$15.00 a <lay fr im the start and where your earnings will increase each and every week. I have a prop­
osition for you so simple, easy, square and clean cut, that you are bound to make a tremendous success.

^POSITION OPEN IN YOUR TOWN
FOR MEN AND WOMEN
I want you to represent the World’s Star Knitting Company 
to take complete charge of exclusive territory and fill the 
enormous demand for World's Star products. Over a per­
iod of 30 years World’s Star Hosiery and Underwear has 
been sold direct from the mill throughout the country. We 
are pioneers, first in America to sell direct from the mil! to 
home. The genuine quality and amazingly low prices of World’s Star 
products have created a t. . mendous demand. I need representatives 
at once in every community to handle the big business.

NO EXPERIENCE REQUIRED 
No matter what your experience has been, what kind of work you 
arc doing now, how much you are making, how old you are, you are 
bound to succeed with this proposition. You can do as well as Com 
mens, Mich., who boosted his earnings $500 a month; or Stockwell, 
Ohio, who averages $100 a week. No business offers you a more 
wonderful future or greater possibilities. You are your own boss. 
The work is pleasant, dignified, delightful, the kind you will enjoy. 
Hundreds of representatives have been with us for more than 20 
years. No matter where you live you can do the same.

D. L. GALBRAITH, Pres. WORLD’S ST
833 Lake Street Established 30

EVERYTHING FURNISHED
pffpp " For this opportunity I do not ask you to in- 
■ nkL ■ vcst a penny> If you write at once I will give 
you all the details of this great business and tell you 
how you can start immediately without capital, how / 
complete sample outfits including full size irresist- ///a 
ible selling samples of our line are given to workers, f /Zwa 
Complete instruction which tells you how to begin 11 
and how to succeed—everything necessary to start 
all given without cost, to representatives. I ^Hlw
Send No Money
tails of thisigreat proposition. Right now territory jj 
is open. Don’t send a penny. Without obligation!^®™ 
on your part, 1’11 send you complete particulars of 
the greatest agency plan ever organized. Don’t
wait and miss this opportunity. $50 to $90 a week jBBTMKSx 
is yours if you act now. Send name and address/OKrfl^ffia 
only — a letter or post card will do. BUT WRITE NOW.

R KNITTING COMPANY /OIF
jars Bay City, Mich.

DOWN teed or Money Refunded.
 NO RED TAPE NO DELAY

bOWN

CHICAGO, ILL.

rX BRINGS YOU GENUINE 
UNDERWOOD TYPEWRITER

10 DAYS FREE TRIAL. Try it. test It yourself, then decide.
EASY MONTHLY PAYMENTS. So small you will not notice them.

5 YEAR GUARANTEE with every 
Shipman-Ward factory rebuilt Under­
wood, a lato model, perfect machine 
that will give you years of service.

FREE BOOK OF FACTS. Write to­
day, inside story about typewriter 
huBineeg, typewriter rebuilding, how 
we do it,our wonderful offer. Act now

SHIPMAN WARD MFG. CO.
2633 Shipman Bide.

BUCHSTEIN’S FIBRE LIMB
is soothing

cool, nt;

for Catalog Today.

Also fibre arms, and 
braces for all deformities

your stump. —strong, 
light. Guaranteed 5

DON’T WEAR 
A TRUSS

10 MONTHS 
TO PAY

Transactions Confidential

MONTHS To 1'AYoN EVERYTHING.
Diamonds, 

r yj. T E N 
Send forlit.

B Buchstein Co., 
610 3rd Ave., S. 

Minneapolis, Minn.

AUTHORIZED CAPITAL *1,003,000.

LW-SWEET INC
BWI1660 BROADWAY, NEW YORK

BE COMFORTABLE— 
Wear the Brooks Appliance, the 
modern scientific invention which 
gives rupture sufferers immediate re­
lief. It has no obnoxious springs or 
pads. Automatic Air Cushions bind 
and draw together the broken parts. 
Nosalves or plasters. Durable. Cheap. ~ K noanuz 
Sent on trial to prove its worth. Be- MR c- E- BROOKS 
ware of imitations. Look for trade-mark bearing portrait 
and signature of C. E. Brooks which appears on every 
Appliance. None other genuine. Full information and 
booklet sent free in plain, sealed envelope.
BROOKS APPLIANCE CO., 222-A State St., Mar,hall, Mich.



Wifi

Healthy 
folks keep 
fit with 
Beemaris- 
you’ll find 
its daily 
use is

'a sensible 
habit”

firm, strong and healthy or

American chicle co.

A EARN A•*AWlLIv * 9 GOOD INCOME
Youcan sell Premier Knife Sharpeners 
to housewives, restaurants, stores, 
etc. 9 out of 10 will buy. Sells for 
50c. Write today for attractive 
offer. PREMIER MFG. CO.
Dept.51 Detroit, Mich.

LARGE 
PROFIT

DEAFNESS IS MISERY
I kimw because I was Deaf and had Head Noises for 
over 30 years. My invisible Antiseptic Ear Drums re- 

I ___ stored my hearing and stopped He mi Noises, and will 
■ SgSW ilo it fur you They are Tiny Megaphones. Cannot be 
1 seen wlien W|}rn- Effective when Deafness is caused by
1 j. Catarrh or by Perforated. Partially or Wholly Destroyedcir Natural Drums. Easy to put in. easy to take out. Are 

"I'nseen Comforts.” inexpensive. Write for Booklet 
arid my sworn statement of how 1 recovered my hearing.

A. 0. LEONARD. Suite 98, 70 Sth Ave., Hew York City

your teeth will begin to loosen 
andeventually come out—one 
of the penalties of Pyorrhea. 
But there are others even 
worse. Pus pockets form and 
generate poisons that cause 
rheumatism, neuritis, anae­
mia, indigestion and other 
diseases.
Don't wait for tender, bleed­
ing gums to warn you of 
Pyorrhea’s coming. Ward it 
off by going to your dentist 
regularly and using Forhan's 
For the Gums twice a day. 
This safe, efficient, pleasant- 
tasting dentifrice counteracts 
the effects of harmful bacteria, 
hardens soft, tender gums, 
keeps them sound, firm and 
pink. Furthermore, it cleans 
and whitens the teeth and 
keeps the mouth fresh, clean 
and wholesome. 35c and 60c.

Formula of R. J. Forhan, D. D. S. 
Forhan Company, New York

GET THIN
Free Trial Treatment

Sent on request. Ask for my "pay-when-reduced” 
offer. I have successfully reduced thousands of 
persons, often at the rate of a pound a day, with­
out diet or exercise. Let me send you proof at 
my expense.

I>R. It. NEWMAN, Licensed Physician,

Fdrha if.s
State of New York, 286 Fifth Ave.. N. Y. Desk C-67

KHJRTEgH

FOR THE GUMS
More than a tooth paste— , 

it checks Pyorrhea I



Chair

on famous 
Symphonic 
Mahogany,

lire, Rur;>, Lamps, Sil- 
Save b'p money at our 
tie as down; up to a

all ymir FiirnLhinES at

Just 17c
a Day

Pays for 
this 

Beautiful

Big* Catalog FREE
in Book of Better Homes.”

Bargain Prices

Home Furnishings 
Pianos or Players 
Phonographs
Out th)9 adv.—write TO-DAY 

for FREE Book.

Cxtfaa.
Dept. 31 BUFFALO, N. Y.

Peoria, Ill. Chicago, III.

PRICES REDUCED

Down

Only 
$

to 
Pay

ESMARAIDA & PARSON’S

I ** Mack grasped the 
insane woman juet 

as she jumped,' *

DAUGHTER
By L1BBIE SPRAGUE PHIL1.5PS.

SPECIAL SALE PRICE with a six (6) 
months’ subscription to THE ILLUSTRATEO

COMPANION ONLY 25 CENTS.
This book ia teeming with hum^r, pstbot, 
and romance. AH will admire the noble 
character of “ Esmaralda.” Mrs. Fhil- 
lips portrays the story as no other 
could. It is a wonderfully fascinating lavs 
story, with thrilling adventuros. It deals with 
a light hearted, gay but pure girl who 
gets into all sorts of trouble through 
the gossiping of the parish people. 
Because of her the Pastor nearly loses

Ms church, when at a critical moment Esmaralda becomes 
the heroine of the hour and the slanderers discover their 
error to their own shame. It holdsjtha rtarfer entrancsd from 
atirf to finish. The book is in good clear type with illus­
trated covers. Likbia Sprague Phillips writes exclusively for THE IL­
LUSTRATED COMPANION; has done so for 15 years. Ono minister 
has furnished it with sermons for 18 years ; other writers 
Lave contributed regularly for years. THE ILLUS­
TRATED COMPANION is 46 years old. The years of con­
tinued service shows that our magazine is one of fixed 
standard worth. We know you will enjoy reading it. 
THIS OFFER of magazine fi months end book lor 25 cents is made to get 
naw subscribers. Book without paper, 12 cents. Address 
F.B. WARNER CO., ftpt. ES-3 50 Chamber* St., New York

Normandy Chocolates :tr<- <>f (lie highest

HOME SUPPLY COMPANY, Oept. 388
133 Duane Street N. Y. C

Every Girl
Can Earn a

RACELET WATCH
" By Selling Normandy Chocolates

colors, sizes; made in our new factory. SAVE $10 to 
825 by direct from the factory purchase. 
Delivered free on approval, express prepaid, for 30 
Daya’ Free Trial. Easy Payments, if desired.

best quality, at factory prices, express
■ paid. Lamps, wheels, horns, equipment
*and repairs at unusually low prices. Send No 

Money, do business direct with makers.
0253 C0MRMYMCcUlmvr H4 Chicago

Write today for free ll 
Ranger Catalog, fac- 
tory prices and marvel­
lous easy payment terma

Yes, 
lowest 
prices on 
UNDERWOOD, 
REMINGTON, L.C. SMITH, Guarantee

Luminous Pictures, 
very curious, great choice for $ 1.00, 
$3.00, $5.00. Try! Money back if 
not satisfied. Paris-Pictures, Dept. 8, 
in Neuilly-Plaisance (S & O) France.

ROYAL, and all standard makes On easiest terms ever 
offered. Re-manufactured like new by the famous 
“Young Process” to give a lifetimeof service.

Hmm TmZmI Our liberal ‘'direct from factory plan’* 111 UdVS I I lul *av«“ half. You actually use thetype- 
* writer 10 days without obligation to

buy. Let ua prove we have the greatest typwriter bargains 
ever offered. You actually eave from $40 to $50.
ty Big Illustrated Cataloe FREE "W 
Thia interesting valuable book explains fully how “Young 
Process of Re-Manufacturing” guarantees you highest qual- 

M . ity.perfectserviceandsatisfaction.Rushcoupontodayto
YOUNG TYPEWRITER CO.,(Est 1911)

>■■?!?■■■■■■■■.■■■■« SEND COUPON NOW »■■■■■■■■■■..........  [
■ Young Typewriter Co., Dept 1523, 654 W. Randolph St, Chicago 
B Send me Free book and Special Reduced Prices. This 
B does not obligate'me in any way.

ALADDIN
Bwe pay the freight

You can buy all the mate­
rials for a complete home 
direct from the manufac­
turer and save four profits 
on the lumber, millwork, 
hardware and labor.

5'ROOItl^

Name.
Address.
CigL. ..State..

Price includes all lumber cut to fit; highest grade interior wood­
work, siding, flooring, windows, door-s glass, paint, hardware, nails, 
laths, roofing, with complete instructions and drawings. Freight 
paid to your station. Permanent Homes - N O T PORTABLE. 
Many styles to choose from. Write nearest mill today for 
FREE Money-Saving Aladdin Catalog No.

The ALADDIN Co. ^cyh^tayn
Wilmington, North Carolina; Portland, Oregon; Toronto, Ontario



Sell Foxes 
fA permanent lifetirr 

siiion for you in a 
tial, unlimited indu 
Big Pay Jobs 
for Producing 
SALESMEN
Our men have made from $200 to $1,000 a 
month and more. Our national magazine 
ads produce live leads for you. \\R1 11 
I()| )AY for full part icul.irs and our FR LI C 

belling outfit of photos and profit charts on

Customers need have no previous fox ex­
perience or own any land—we ranch foxes 
for them—they reap the animal increase 
and pelt profits. A yielding investment 
for their dollars now. A si cady income for 
the man who intends to retire, bield un­
limited—^ll prM/w!s tri th $5 or $5,000. 
Many selling plans-—full or part ownership, 
whole or time payment. Costs not hi ng to 
get full particulars. WRI 1 E TODAY.

3700 Windswept Building
HENDERSON, Jefferson Co., NEW YORK

lOil Free Trial 
g^. . aZ ;. Forget 

GrayHair
Mary T. Goldman’s Hair Color Re­

storer is a clear, colorless liquid, clean as 
water. Nothing to wash or rub off. Re­
newed color even and perfectly natural 
in all lights. No streaking.

My Restorer is a time-tested preparation, 
which I perfected many years ago to renew the 
original color in my own prematurely gray 
hair. I ask all who are gray to provo its worth 
by accepting my absolutely Free Trial Offer.

MAIL COUPON TODAY
Send tod a j’ for the special patented Free 

Trial Outfit which contains a trial bottle of my 
Restorer and full instructions for making con­
vincing test on one lock of hair. Indicate color 
of hair with X. If possible, enclose a lock in 
your letter.

[Please print your name and address" — — -j
MARY T. GOLDMAN 1

I 495-CGoldman Bldg., St. Paul, Minn. (
•. iL-.i3c Bt-iiu your patented Free Trial Outfit. X shows I 

1 color of hair. Black........ dark brown......... medium .

FREE 
TRIAL 

COUPON

| brown........  auburn (dark red)......... light brown.
। light auburn (light red?........  blonde.........

I Name___ ___________________ ____ _________
J Street_____________________ City------- ----------

For Inflammation 
of the Throat, 

Coughs,Hoarseness Dlay a &iXf
John I. Brown & Son. Boston. Mass.

IL F. Ritchie A Co., Ine., Sales Agents, New York.

DIAMONDS WATCHES
CASH or CREDIT

SEND FOR FREE CATALOG
— Over 2,000 illustrations of Diamond - set Jew­

elry, Watches, Pearls, Mesh Bags, Silverware, 
etc. Sent prepaid for your Free Examination. 

XTEDMC. Goode delivered or^ firet payment of one- 
iA1 tnmo. tenth of purchase price; balance in equal 

amount* withinejjclit months,payable weekly,aemt-

WATCH

I8-K White Gold, 17 Jewel*. $27.50 
14-K White Gold, 15 Jewels. $24.85

LOFTIS BROS. & CO.
National Jewelers 

DEPT. L-222 
108 N. State St., Chicago, ID. 

Store* In Leading Cltle*

monthly or monthly, at.your convenience.

RAILROAD WATCHES
HAMILTON NO. 992, 21 Jewels, Adjusted SEE 

to 5 Positions!. Gohl filled 25-Year Case ***
ELGIN’S LATEST RAYMOND, 21 Jewels- SEE 

8 Adjustments. Runs 40 hours one winding
NEW MODEL HOWARD, 21 Jewels .Adj. to $OA

5 Positions. Extra quality Gold filled case

Satisfaction Guaranteed or Money Refunded.

mlld 18-k White

on first paymentof
$7.6(1 ihen Z$1 .75

A WEEN

Delivered

WRIST

w
Nothing to 
Pay J or but

Quality

free trial in your own home.
, Then if you decide to keep it you 

can take ten months to pay. Witte 
at once for tree saxophone booklet.

fek Other York Band Instruments sent 
'Jkk on the same easy terms. Free liter- 

atu re upon request.

J. W. YORK (EL SONS
Dept. 2125-C Grand Rapids, Mich.



ffdown!
! —anddirectfromfactory

Only $1.00 down buys the 
famous Studebaker Insured Watch 
direct from the factory at the low 
factory price. Choice of 54 newest 
Art Beauty Cases, in white gold, 
green gold or yellow gold effects; 8 
handsome dial designs. Mail coupon 
for beautiful Style Book in colors— 
Sent Free!

21 Jewel E%tra thin
Studebaker

The Insured Watch
Has 21 Jewels—8 adjustments—and is insured for the 
lifetime of the owner. The masterpiece of timepieces 
at an amazingly low price.

Watch Chain FREE!
For a limited time we are offering a beautiful Watch 
Chain FREE. Write while offer lasts.

Mail Coupon for FREE Book 
Mail coupon today for magnificent Studebaker Book 
of Advance Watch Styles. Find out how you can 
buy direct from the factory—save money and own one 
of the finest watches made. The Book shows 54 newest 
thin-model designs in Art Beauty Cases. Sent FREE!

STUDEBAKER WATCH CO.
Dept. J-30 South Bend. Indiana

Canadian Address: Windsor, Ontario
Ask for Ladies* Bracelet Watch Folder

Ask for Jewelry Folder

STUDEBAKER WATCH CO.
Dept* J-30 South Bend, Indiana
Please send me your Free Book of Advance Watch 
Styles and particulars of your $1.00 down offer.

If you live in Canada vend your inquiry 
to our Canadian office: W indsor. On tar io.

Name ...................................................................................
Address............................................................................
City............................. State................

□
 Check here for _. I I Check here for
Ladles Watch Folder I | Jewelry Folder

Stop Using a Truss

Blflucsd Fac-SImlli 
Gold Medal.

STUART’S PLAPAO-PAOS 
ore different from the truss, 
being medicine applicators 
made eelf- adhesive pur­
posely to hold the distended 
muscles securely in place. 
No straps, buckles or spring 
attached — cannot slip, so 
cannot chafe orpress against 
the panic bone. Thousands 
have successfully treated 
themselves at home without 
hindrance from work—most 
obstinate cases conquered. Grand Prtt.

Soft a* velvet—easy to apply—Inexpensive.- Awarded 
Gold Medal and Grand Prix. Process of recovery is 
natural, so afterwards no further use for trusses. Wa 
prove it by sending Trial of PlapaO absolutely EpEE 

Write name on Coupon and send today. i 11 SaC
Plapao Co. 633 Stuart Bldg., St Louis, Me.

Kame...............................................................................
Address.......................................................................................
Baturn mail will bring Free Trial Plapao........................... .

18 kt. white gold 
hand engraved an< 

pierced mounting. 
Rare beauty.

. Only

Genuine
DIAMOND

Easy for you to own this beauti­
ful ring- or give it as a present.

Simply send $1 to us today.
L IO DAYS’ FREE TRIAL
I Wear ring 10 days and if you don’t 
I agree it is an amazing bargain, 
I return it and we will refund your 
I money. If satisfied, pay $3 a montl 
r until $30 is paid.

B? D> 1? 17 catalog. Diamonds. Watehea, 
* Jewelry, $1U to $1000. All 01

long credit. Wonderful values.
Eat. 1890 Address Dept. 341

Baer Bros. Co.
6 MAIDEN LANE - NEW YORK

Pimples
YOUR SKIN CAN BE QUICKLY CLEARED of Pim­
ples, Blackheads, Acne Eruptions on the face or body. 
Barbers Itch, Eczema, Enlarged Pores, Oily or Shiny Skin.

mv* Write today for my FREE Booklet, “A (’LEAR- 
P P^Pj TONE SKIN”, telling how I cured myself after 
“ ■’.“-T foxing afflicted for over fifteen years.
$1,000 Cold Cash says I can clear your skin of the above blemishes.
E. S. GIVENS, 113 Chemical Building, KANSAS CITY,MO.

Musical 
Instruments

We have a wonderful new copyrighted Bystdtai of teaching nota 
music by mail! To first pupils in each locality we will give free a $20 
■uperb violin. Tenor Banjo, Ukulele, Hawaiian-Guitar, Banjo, Man. 
dolin, Banjo-Ukulele, Banjo-Mandolin, Cornet or Banjo-Guitar abso. 
lately free. Also teach Piano and Organ. Very email charge for 
lessons only. Four lessona will teach you several pieces. Over 
100,000 successful players.. We guarantee success or no charge. 
Complete outfit free. Write today. Dept, 140, No obligation. 
SI Inasriand School of Music. 1815 Orchard St.. Chicago, HL

Fra® 
Trial

, wood. Remington. Oliver— jUnX 
prices smashed to almost half.*2 and it’s yours

All late models, completely rebuilt and re­
finished brand new. GUARANTEED for ten 
YEARS. Send no money—big FREE catalog ~'
shows actual machines in full colors. Get our direct-
ment plan and 10-day free trial offer. Aimitorf time, so writs today. 
International Typewriter Ex.,486 W. Lake St. Dept. S30.Chicago



Ifrmw NEWAwNDspark plug

— • sure-fire plans. Sells on
sight to every auto owner. Phillips, Ont., 
writes “Sold 2 dozen today, 3 dozen yes­
terday. Rush 10 dozen.” Write for spe­
cial Free Demonstrator Offer and FREE

Just Out—Amazing Invention— 
Beacon Lite Spark Plugs. You 

‘ see the flash of each explosion in 
the cylinders. Tells which are firing right. 

•^5* Greatest improvement in spark plugs 
-since gas engines were invented. Won­
derful gas savers. Agents coining money.

WEEK
। 111 Easy to make with new

ti—sure-fire plans. Sells oi

deal to introduce these wonder spark plugs In 
your territory. Write quick—today.

CENTRAL PETROLEUM COMPANY
Cleveland, Ohio544 Century Building

1 BECOME AN EXPERTAccountant
Executive Accountanta command bit? salaries. Thousands of firms 
need them. Only 5,000 Certified Public Accountants in U. S. Many 
are earning $3,000 to $10,000 a year. Wo train you thornly by mail in 
spare time for C. P. A. examinations or executive accounting posi­
tions. Knowledge of bookkeeping unnecessary to begin. The course 
is und'-r the personal supervision of William B. Caatenholz. A. M.. 
C. P. A., former Comptroller and Instructor, University of Illinois; 
also former Director of the Illinois Society of C. P. A.’s, ana of tbe 
National Associntion of Cost Accountants. He is assisted by a large 
B’atFof C. P. A.’s. including members of the American Institute of 
Accountants. Low tuition fee—easy terms. Write now for information.
LaSalle Extension University,Dept.365’H Chicago

The World's Largest Business Training Institution

10 CTS. WILL BRING YOU- 
A WONDERFULLY INTERESTING BOOK, written by the 
Trainer of Many of the World’s Greatest Strong Men. It tells 
you—How to Develop—Vitality, Energy, Endurance, Muscle 
and Nerve Strength, Perfect Physique It tells the weak, 
How to grow strong - It tolls the strong. How to grow 
stronger It tells how to develop strong Lungs and Heart —It tells 
how to gain Powerful muscles and vigorous digestion—It ie a PRAC­
TICAL GUIDE TO GOOD HEALTH. STRENGTH and VIGOR—It 
tells in plain language, SIMPLE METHODS that ANYONE can easily 
follow It contains (10 Half-tone illustrations of Giants of Strength

ALL FOR ONE DIME. Send stamps or coin today for a copy of 
this marvelous Hook revealing my astonishing discoveries about rebuild­
ing the Human Body, during more than 25 years’ experience as 
America's foremost Physical Culture Instructor.
PROF. H. W. TITUS, 105 East 13th Street, N. Y., Dept. A12

»Jgg? 

WH»M500n*Btf 
MENS. WOMEN IS to 05 
Mark with an “X” position or positions you 
want. Cut this ad out, write your name at 
bottom and mail IMMEDIATELY.

Assorting Mail in Post Office.
’ ’ Handling Mail in Train (Traveling).
\ Delivering Mail in City.

General OfficeWork, Filing and Answering 
Telephone, etc.

Typewriting.
• Bookkeeper.

j Driving Mail Truck.
Auditor for Income Tax Work, 

' Matron at Indian Agency.
Filing Letters. Cards, etc. 
Patroling U. S. Border.

; Seamstress, Indian Agency.
I Special Agent. Making Investigations.
[ Inspecting Immigrants.
| ’ Inspecting Foreign Goods.
i Guarding U. S. Prisoners.
; Guarding Government Property.
i । Postmaster.

' Delivering Mail in Country.
Forest Ranger, Guarding U. S. Forest. 

OZMENT’S SERVICE BUREAU, 
St. Louis, Mo. 490, C. J. Ozment, Mgr.

Gentlemen: Send me full particulars of 
positions I have marked with an “X,” sal­
aries, locations, opportunities, etc. Also 
tell me about your 15 hours’home “coach­
ing” tests for the exams, for these places.
NAME.......................................... .................
ADDRESS....... ......... -............... ..........
Write plainly and mail immediately.

Be the Man Make $24.00 a Day
A/rtfir selling “Jim” Foster finely tailored 

nr uic iiuui suits and topcoats at the low price 
of $12.50. You make $3.00 on every order. “Jim” Fos­
ter Jr. clothes for boys 6 to 16 are also big sellers. Sell 
men’s vests, too, and make additional profits. Write for 
samples and information now ’ Address “Jim,” care of 
•‘Jim” Foster Clothes, 2cmcAGo,a Illinois'

If You Would Like to Get a Check for

One Hundred Dollars Fifty Dollars 
Twenty-five Dollars

READ

THE POPULAR MAGAZINE
You will find in that magazine the details of a contest in which your judgment and ability 

will be put to the test.
THE POPULAR is the biggest and best known of all the all-fiction magazines. This 

contest which it conducts you will find more interesting than any cross-word puzzle. The 
rewards are in cash and any one who likes good stories has a chance to win.

Price, 25c on all news stands



Powerful life -at the most remarkable 
battery values ever offered

A TOUCH on the starter—and the 
coldest engine jumps into life! 
Action! A loud, cheerful horn. 
Bright, white lights!

I*
These are the first things you 

notice when a Prest-O-Lite Bat­
tery powers the electric system 
of your car. And next—along, 
repair-free life that simply elim­
inates battery worries!

There can be no better battery 
made than Prest-O-Lite. Per­
fected by the greatest electro­
chemical research laboratories 
in the world, Prest-O-Lite 
brings you battery-per­
formance that warms the

heart of any motorist! And at a 
remark.ably low price—$15.20 
and up

Get this live, powerful bat­
tery when you need a replace­
ment for your car, You won’t 
have to look far. Prest-O-Lite 
Stations—“The Oldest Service 
to Motorists”—cover every part 
of the country with their signs 
of “Friendly Service.”

Ask to see the new Prest-O- 
Lite Super-Service Battery.
THE PREST-O-LITE CO., INC.

INDIANAPOLIS. IND.
New York Office: 80 East 42nd Street, 
Pacific Coast Factory: 599 Eighth Street, 

Ita, San Francisco. Canadian Factory: Prest- 
■ O-Lite Company of Canada, Ltd., To- 

ronto, Ont.

I

HORN IGNITION

LOUD PEPPY

BATTERY 
SERVICE

STARTING

VIGOROUS

FOR RADIO—Prest-O-Lite 
Radio Batteries are standardized. 
The Prest-O-Lite Radio Chart, 
featured by dealers everywhere 
—will show you the battery that 
suits your set exactly.

BRIGHT



Ready with your Kodak
There’s a real thrill to the picture that 

breaks on the scene without warning. Out 
comes your Kodak; quickly and easily you 
bring it into play and—the picture that found 
you prepared, soon finds a place in your album.

Autographic Kodaks $6.50 up

Eastman Kodak Company, Rochester, N. Y., The Kodak City



that good old licorice

©1925 
AMERICAN 
CHICLE CO.

“HE WON!


