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66 Street & Smith’s Wild West Weekly

Eleanor when he promised to keep
hands off.

Knowing the quick-trigger tem-
pers of the Holmes riders when deal-
ing with a Carnochen, Frazee felt
certain that he could rouse them to
take vengeance on Tex for shoot-
ing him.

CHAPTER II1.

TAKEN PRISONER.

\W IND devils were kicking up spi-

ral columns of dust like small
cyclones, when the Skillet riders gal-
loped up and surrounded Tex Car-
nochen there in the rugged gorge.
It seemed peaceful in this lonely
mountain gorge walled in by high
forest-capped mountains, jagged
peaks and ridges and perilous preci-
pices.

The beauty of the rocks splashed
with bright colors and, carved and
sculptured by wind and rain, was
made more vivid by the tapestries
of blooming flowers—purple beard-
tongue, crimson wild roses, blue-flow-
ered vetch, yellow lupins, and the
spicy, fragrant yellow of the golden
currant.

But the peacefulness was only an
illusion, and the beauty of the place
went unnoticed by the horsemen
who swept in on all sides of the lone
Curlicue S waddy.

Flinging himself out of his sad-
dle, Ringy Holmes planted both feet
wide apart in the loose gravel and
glowered at Tex Carnochen.

“Yo're a fittin’ whelp of the Car-
nochen tribe!” bawled the squatty
Skillet Ranch owner. “Yuh think
yo're a purty salty hombre, I guess,
shootin’ one of my men. I thought
you didn’t like feud warfare.”

Tex Carnochen’s good-natured
grin broadened as he gazed into the
freckled, inflamed face of the short,
stocky cattleman.

“You cain’t rile me, Ringy, and

ain’t no use in trying,” he drawled.
“You know how it is between Elea-
nor and me. I figger to marry her
if we can ever establish be-
tween our two outfits long enough
for me to do it.”

“I’ll see you burned in torment
first,” raved Ringy Holmes. “Yo're
too blamed free with yore shootin’
irons to suit me. I ain’t goin’ to let
yuh get away with this!”

“Father!” protested Eleanor.
“Hear Tex’s story first before you
pass judgment. After all, Comanche
Frazee is not a member of the
Holmes family. He’s only a hired
hand, and a new one at that. Why
are you so sure that he was in the
right?”

“I got eyes, ain’t I?” demanded
Ringy angnly. “I kin see the crim-

" son stains on Comanche’s sleeve and
_the white bandage you’ve wrapped

around his wound. There’s the
frayed rope ends, showin’ where
this interferin’ young fool shot the
hobbles offn the mare Comanche
ketched for us. If that don’t back
up Frazee’s story, then what does?”
“But, dad ” began the girl.
“You keep out of this, Eleanor,”
Ringy snapped. “If I hear another
yip outta yuh, I'll send yuh home.
This is a man’s fight, between men.”
Tossing her head defiantly, Elea-
nor glanced around at the hard-bit-
ten gunmen who were waiting glee-
fully for a chance to get a crack at
Tex Carnochen. Any Carnochen
would have been meat for them.
The Holmes family was a big one.
Through intermarriage they had in-
creased by cousins and nephews and
uncles until they were a small army,
all related. Not one of the relatives
but had lost some loved one at the
hands of a Carnochen gunman.
Although there was supposed to
be a truce between the two outfits,
they lived in hope of getting venge-
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JUST ANYBODY ANYWHAR

Can answer these hyar letters.
The writers don’t express any
special choice, everybody is welcome
as a new Pen Pal.

Dear Saat: I am a young girl, fifteen
vears old, fond of books, travel, and all
sports. I would appreciate it very much
if you could secure some Pen Pals for me.
I am by no means particular as to who
writes or where they live. I will gladly
answer all letters and exchange snapshots.

HeLex B., oF PENNSYLVANIA.

Dear Saat:  Anybody who reads this is
invited to write to me, no matter where
her home or what her age may be. I am
a girl in my teens. fond of outdoor sports,
hiking and driving included, and travel.
Plecase girls answer my plea promptly.
You may be sure that I shall answer you.

Lotv E. R, or Louisiana.

Desr Sayt: I would like to hear from
Pen Pals all over the United States, pre-
ferably those of about my own age—
eighteen. I am now working upon my
uncle’s farm. My pastimes are swimming,
boxing, and wrestling, and I spend con-
siderable money visiting matches. Movies
come next, and I am especially fond of
Western pictures. Let me hear from you,
Pen Pals, and you may be sure that you
will get interesting replies promptly.

Ricuarn J. A,, oF New HampsHIRE.

Dear Saar: T am a girl of twelve, and
I wish you would try to find some Pen Pals
for me. While I do not make it a special
condition, I would like best to hear from
girls who are intcrested. as I am, in danc-
ing, aviation, and horseback riding. Each
letter I receive will be promptly answered.

ELaINE, oF Orecox.

Dear Saxi: I am a boy, sixteen vears
old, fond of any pastime which requires
beings in the open, like playing football,
riding horseback, and so forth. [ am writ-
ing to vou in the hope that you will get
some Pen Pals for me. Although T will
eladly answer letters from anvwhere in the
world, T trust that some fellows in New
York, California, and Florida will be
among those who write to me.

Cuarces M., or WasuiNgron.

Dear Saar: T am a boy of twelve. in
th- seventh grade at school, anxious to find

Street & Smith’s Wild West Weekly

Pen Pals anywhere in the world. I like all
outdoor sports, horseback riding being my
favorite. Being a real good rider, 1 have
often mounted quite wild horses. Rodeos
are a special attraction for me, and I have

.seen everv one held near by.

MurreLL S., oF Texas.

Dear Saxt Wites: I am a boy of
twelve, and I would like to have some Pen
Pals of about my own age, especially some
Western boys. I will exchange snaps and
gladly offer to give whatever information
I can about the State in which I live.

Bossy F., oF FLoRIDA.

Dear Saat: I have been reading the
W. W. W. for a long, long time, and have
always been interested in your department.
I am now in a hospital, so badly crippled
that I am unable to go out. I am in hopes
that vou let me join your club in order to
keep in touch with the outside world. My
home State is Oklahoma, and I long for
the West, but I am afraid that I will not
go back. Whoever may read this, young
or old, in this or foreign countries, please
write to me. I am interested in stamp
collecting, but more than anything else I
like to write poems of a personal nature.
And in exchange for a few canceled stamps,
I am willing to write a poem on any sub-
ject whatever that is suggested. I am fifty
vears of age. an old-timer as it were, who
has a lot of interesting facts to tell about
the old Indian country back in '95.

D. C. BLakkLy, or DistricT COLUMBIA.

WESTERNERS WANTED

Thet's natural fer readers of a
Wild West magazine, an’ gals an’
boys o’ the West should respond
readily, bein’ glad o’ the chance tuh
boost their home.

Dear Saxi: I amn a boy of twelve, and
I wish to get some Pen Pals, especially in
the West, although I shall not refuse letters
coming from anywhere in the world. I can
ride horseback quite well, and expect to be
a cowhoy when I grow up. In the mean-
time. [ like to hear about the West and
the kind of life the Westerners lead.

B. Duriraa, or Sout CARoLIaA.

DEeAar Sani:  Please help a nineteen-year-
old boy to find a few good Pen Pals. I am
especially interested in the States of
Arizona, New Mexico, Nevada, and Caii-



Western

fornia, and would appreciate it if boys
there would write interesting letters to me
with all sorts of information about the
West. Letters concerning hunting and fish-
ing experiences are most welcome.

CarL VaLLe, oF MIssouRI.

Drear Sam: I am a girl of fifteen. I am
longing for Pen Pals and wish that you
would ask some Western cowgirls to write
to me. [ like horseback riding very much
and do it at every opportunity that offers.
That is one of the reasons why I would like
to have cowgirls for my Pen Pals.

Louise KNtpsoN, oF Noete Dagora.

Dear Sam: I am a girl of seventeen,
fond of the West and of mountainous
remions. For that reason, I desire to get
some Pen Pals with whom I could cor-
respond on that subject. I am, however,
especially interested to hear from some
middle-aged people who live far from any
town and are lonesome. [ hope that I will
get some letters promptly and will not fail
to reply to them at once.

Leta MaRIE, OF MINNESOTA.

Dear Sam: I am a boy, nineteen years
old. I have read a lot of Western stories
and have seen some swell Western movies,
but that is not sufficient for me, and I am
going to join -the Pen Pals so that I can
get more information about the West.
Cowhoys or fellows living on ranches in
any of the so-called cattle States, even city
folks from out West, please write me soon.
I will surely appreciate it and answer
promptly. B N., oF CALIFORNIA.

DEear Saar: I am a girl of fourteen. I
have read about the West and would like
to know more about it. For that reason,
I would like you to get me some Pen Pals
there. I would especially be glad if some
cowgirls would write to me. Prompt re-
plies are promised for every one.

BrownN-gvEs, oF MICHIGAN.

Dear Sam: I am a widow of nineteen.
I would appreciate it very much if some

Pen Pals
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one from south of the Rio Grande would
write to me. My husband came from
Mexico, and I would surely enjoy having
somebody there tell me about the country.
Anybody else, anywhere, is also welcome
to write.

BertHA M., OF NEW JERSEY.

DEar Sam: I am very much interested
in Western ranches, and I would like to get
acquainted with cowgirls in order to learn
more about that part of the West. I am a
grl of sixteen and expect that in a couple
of years I shall go West myself. Hence my
desire to make a few connections there
now. Exmva Sarth, oF NEw YORrk.

Dear Sam: I am a boy, sixteen years
old, very anxious to hear about the West
and the possibilities of employment there.
I intend to go West and figure on settling
down either in Texas, Arizona, or Montana,
from where I hope fellows around my own
age will write to me with information.

Tuaap WBoLEY, oF TENNESSEE.

Dear San: I am a boy of eighteen,
fond of all things Western, and hopeful,
therefore, to get somme Pen Pals from the
States of Utah, Arizona, and New Mexico.
I am working on a farm, myself, and there-
fore especially interested in hearing from
ranchers and farmers out West, for ex-
change of information. Will gladly ex-
change snaps and answer all letters.

G. G. M., oF Loumsiana.

Thet’s the lot fer this week. I did
my part, now yuh do yores: Pick
yore Pen Pal an’ start the ball rollin’

-by writin’ first. Don’t always figure

on the other fellow bein’ the first one
tubh write.

An’ remember the rules. Foller
’em an’ everything will be hunky
dory.

So long till next week.

JU\
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	Riders Of Rio Mesa

	By Samuel H. Nickels


	The Snappin’ Turtle Kid

	By James Perley Hughes


	The Bar U Twins On Circle N

	By Charles E. Barnes


	The Bitter Creek Buckaroos

	By Philip F. Deere


	Six-guns And Salt

	A “Shorty Masters” Story

	By Allan R. Bosworth


	Gun Bait of the Cow Trail

	By Cleve Endicott


	The Lazy Stranger In Longhorn

	By Charles M. Martin


	Western Pen Pals
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