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HEIGHT
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WEIGHT
160 LBS.

NECK
15\

Amazing easy way

adds solid pounds
ft  Quick!

f .
Thousands gain 5 to 15 Ibs. in a few weeks
with new double tonic. Richest imported brewers’
ale yeast concentrated 7 times, iron added.

housands Who were once scrawny, sickly, weak, praise
Tthis new easy way to gain weight, strength and health.

As you know, doctors for years have prescribed yeast to
build up health. But now with this new yeast discovery in
pleasant tablet form, you can get far greater tonic results
than with ordinary yeast—regain health, and also put on
pounds of solid flesh—and in a far shorter time.

Not only are thousands quickly gaining husky, good-
looking pounds—but also clear, ruddy skin, freedom from
constipation and indigestion, new strength and pep.

2 greatest body-builders in 1

This amazing new product, Ironized Yeast, is made from spe-
cially cultured brewers’ ale E\)/east imported from Europe—the
richést yeast known—which by a new scientific process is con-
centrated 7 times—made 7 times more powerful.

But that is not all! This marvelous, health-building yeast is
then ironized with 3 special kinds of strengthening iron:

Day after day, as you take pleasant little Ironized Yeast
tablets, watch flat chest develop, skinny limbs round out attrac-
CALF tively, complexion clear—you're an entirely new person.
14% IN. Results guaranteed

No matter how skinny and weak you may be, this marvelous
new Ironized Yeast should build you up in a few short weeks as
it has thousands. If you are not delighted with the results of the
very first package, your money will be instantly refunded.

Special FREE offer!

ANKLE To start you building up your health right away, we make this

8/2 absolutely FREE offer. Purchase a package of Ironized Yeast

at once, cut out the seal on the box and mail it to us with a

cliplging of this paragraph. We will send you a fascinating new

Posed by book on health, “ New Facts About Your Body,” by a well-known

professional authority. Remember, results are guaranteed with the very first

model package—or money refunded. At all druggists. lronized "Yeast
Co., Inc., Dept. 502, Atlanta, Ga.
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Fez several years, he was just like a score of other
orers in the plant— a good, honest, fairly capable
worker, but only that. There was nothing distinc-
tive about him or his ability— nothing to make him
stand out from the crowd— no reason, as a matter
of fact, why he should ever receive a raise.

Then one fortunate day he decided that the
reason he wasn't getting anywhere was because he
lacked special training. He searched around a bit
— asked a great many questions— and then en-
rolled for a home-study course with the Inter-
national Correspondence Schools.

“Soon after | began studying,” he wrote to us
the other day, “we had a change in management
at our plant. The new superintendent said that only

TNT ERNATIONAL

“The Universal University”

CORRESPONDENCE

men who had really studied their work were in
line for positions as foremen.

“1 certainly was glad then that | had decided to
study in my spare time. For, thanks to my I.C. S.
course, | was the only man in the organization who
could talk to the superintendent in his own lan-
guage, As a result, | was promoted over men who
had been here from ten to twenty years.”

What are you doing with the hours after supper?
Can you afford to let them slip by unimproved
when you can easily make them mean 30 much?

One hour a day, spent with the I.C.S. in the
quiet of your own home, will prepare you for suc-
cess in the work you like best. Yes, it <wili! Put it
up to us to prove it. Mail this coupon today.

SCHOOLS

BOX 4908-F, SCRANTON, PENNA.

Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins

and Why,” and full particulars about the subject before which |

TECHNICAL AND

O Architect O Telegraph Engineer

O Architectural Draftsman O Telephone Work_

O Building Estimating O Mechanical Engineer

P Wood Millworking P Mechanical Draftsman

D Contractor and Builder O Machinist O Toolmaker

O Structural Draftsman O Patternmaker

D Structural Engineer O lleat Treatment of Metals

O Inventing and -Patenting O Bridge Engineer

O Electrical Engineer O Bridge and Building Foreman
O Electric lighting D Gaa Engines 0O Diced Engines
P Welding, nieetric and Gaa O Aviation Engines

U Reading Shop Blueprints O Automobile Mechanio

have marked X:

INDUSTRIAL COURSES

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

Business Management
Office Management
Industrial .Management
Traffic Management
Accountancy

Coat Accountant

C. P. Accountant
Bookkeeping
Secretarial Work
Spanish P French
Salesmanship

U Advertising

oooooo
Doooo

/1 vou reside in Canada,

WW-1E

send this coupon to the International Correspondence Schools Canadian,

P Plumbing 0O Steam Fitting P Air Brakes O B .1l Signalman

O Heating D Ventilation P Highway”~Engineering

O Sheet Metal Worker P Chemistry Pharmacy _

O Steam Engineer P Coal Mining Engineer

D Steam Electric Engineer P Navigation O Air Conditioning

D Civil Engineer P Boilermaker

D Surveying and Mapping P Textile Overseer or Supt.

D Refrigeration P Cotton Manufacturing

O R. R. Locomotives P Woolen Manufacturing

O R. R. Section Foreman O Agriculture P Fruit Growing_

QR .H . Bridge and Building D Poultry Farming P Radio
Foreman O Marine Engineer

O Service Station Salesmanship D Railway Mail Clerk

O First Year College P Grade School Subjects

P Business Correspondence P High School Subjects

D Lettering Show Cards P Signs P College Preparatory

P Stenography and Typing P Illustrating

O Civil Service P Mail Carrier P Cartooning

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

.......................... OCCUPALION. ... et

Limited, Montreal, Canada

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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BUT JIM. »

TO MARRY,

fOH! JIM, IT'S

WONDERFUL.
NOW VOURE
ON THE WAY
TO SUCCESS

HERE'S

YES MARY, AND
THERE'S A REAI
FUTURE FOR
US IN THIS
RADIO FIELD.

PROOF

that my training pays

With R c. A. Vl.tar
#1 am with R. C. A.
1 hate been

Victor.
promoted several
times, Am In full

charge of Radio Fre-
Testing
Dept.” Louis F. Lyet,
17th & Tioga Sts..
Render ton™ Apts.,
Philadelphia, Pa.

8pare Time Jobs
Earn $15 a Week
"1 have no trouble
getting Radio work.
I have the reputation
or being the best Ra-
wninfEnt*
average to a
week _ior spare time
Croy 151 Washing-
ton ' St, Bronson.
Michigan.

with a future.

tion, police Radio and many other jobs.

Hold your job. I'll not only train you in a few hours of
your spare time a week, but the day you enroll Til send you

Radio jobs common "in most_every neighborhood.

receiving set made. Cleo
Dayton. Ohio, wrote: "
~bout $1,500 while taking the

ment, and the many other N. R.
15 aD enveiop® 01 D*8t® It on & 1lc. post card TODAY,

Owes His Success to

. Radio Training
"Since 1929 | have earned
my living In Radio. 1
owe my laBt three Jobs to
N. R." L am now in
the main control room of
one of the large broad-
casting_ chains.” 8eroe
A. De Somov, 1516 Libra-
ry Are., New York City.

Please mention this magazine
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fvou cerTAaINLY~ “THANKS" vb<T\

KNOW RADIO. SEE | HAVE
I MINE SOEVER TAKEN N.R.I.
| SOUNOEO BETTER TRAINING

ILL TRAIN YOU AT HOM
In Your Spare Time For A/'~ ~

GOOD RADIO JOB!

Mall the coupon now. Get the facts about Radio—the field

] t N. R. I. trainin fits&/ou for jobs in_con-
nection with the manufacture, sale and operation of Radio
equipment. It fits you to go in business for ¥ourse]f, service
eels, operate_on_board ships. In broadcasting, television, avia*
My FREE book telli
how you quickly learn gtnome In spare time to be a Radio
Expert.

Many Radio Experts Make $40* $60* $75a W eek
Why struggle along In a dull Job with low pay and no future?

for the lire-wire Radio field. 1 have
Hundreds of successful men now
training.

Start training now
doubled and tripled salaries.
In Radio got their start through N. B. I.

Many Make $5* $10* $15 a~Week'Extra
In Spare Time While Learning

National Radio

for doing " 28

uickly,
I give you

Instructions, which you should master

Radio Equipment for conducting eéxperiments and making testa the Home-Study Training
that teach you to build and service practically every type of of more men for the Ra-
i Industry  than

_ Better, 30 w. Beechwood Ave. dio
“Working only in spare time, | made

ourso.

Find Out What Radio Oilers

jfy book has shown hundreds of fellows how to make more
mone!
Over 35 years of age.

and win success. It's FREE_ to any ambitious fellow
Investigate. Find out what Radio offers

ou. Read what my Employment Department does to help you
et Into Radio after graduation, about my Mun’\ek/,Back Agree-
I. features. ail the coupon

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 5AD
National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. SAD
National Radio Institute, Washington* D. C.
Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me, send your book which
the Bpare-time and full-time job ogportunities in Radip and your 6050 method
of training men at home in spare tune to become Radio Experts.
(Please print plainly)

Name..
ADDRESS..

CITY.. STATE..

when answering advertisements

J. E. SMITH, President
Institute

The man who has_directed

other man in America.
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The im t Coyne Sliopi In Chicago hate « world-wide rep-
utation for training men bare in Chicago in thli Mg-pay
field In only 12 weekx. Then they get behind you to aaiura
mticcesa by siring you lifetime employment aerrice. By my
new plan YOU can take advantage of their wonderful
method of learning-by-doing NOW—no need to lose tima
and money while you ttrire and aa® to ralie the

<ary tuition. | WILL FINANCE
YOUR TRAINING

me to Co?;ne at once. Get your

ining. Theaatartpaying mefor

our training a full "two months
after you graduates, and take <
..full ten nentha te complete year
* payment*. If you will write to
>me at once | will lend you com*
:j?plete details of this sensational
% Dew plan, together with the BIG
$ FREE illustrated Book talllnc
i all about COYNE and bow many
*earn while lemming and the train*

you can get there a ..J,

tout beck study# A Y V ***
or uteleii *J v Vs
Uxerr. ' Fraildesi

SEND HOW FOR FULL DETAILS!

Mr. H. C. Lewis, President.
Dept. 15-45. 500 8. Paulina St., Chicago. IIf.
Tell mebewrcti wfll finance mej tntehur at COYNE aad eesd

ni theBIGrani IUastrmtedbookea JttJIKTTBICHY.

START

$1260 to $2100 YEAR
HEN-WOVEN—I810 S0 y -

Franklin Institute

STEADY WORK /
Many Winter ExamInation* Dept. L107
Expected / ROCHESTER, N. Y.
S):om_r.rl)orl Educa_tipn / Opnilomen : Rush E_o mo,
y FitEE of charge, list of
Mail Coupon V. S. Government big pay
jobs. Send me FREE 32-page
Today— o* book describing salaries, vaca-
® ffssw / tions, hoars, work ami send point*
9WHC. ere telling how to get one of these
jobs.
/ JHAHAC. ... s
?  Address...

Please mention this magazine

TEST the WEIL BELT

af our expanse

YOU will appear many Inches slimmer at
1 once and in Id short days your waist line
will be 3 Inches smaller. "Remember 3
inches of cumbersome fat none er no costl
“ 1 reduced m{waistS Bg.b,es“ .. writes
Gee. Bailey. ‘Lest 50 writes W. T.
Anderson ... Hundreds ef similar letters.
| MASSAGE-LIKE ACTION DOES ITI
.You win be completely comfort**I# as
fti fuleal?re-?ke a(?lon %erﬁl)ébuttlantst-
«fitly "eurakurtee” fat with every move!
Glves an grect, athletic carga%e Re-
stores abdominal wans and stomaci

FOLLOW THIS MAN

Secret_Service Operator Ni the Jebl
.'A. Wy VNdaac o ft g -
ale @" ’

-

YOU e

immure orm ute newues

tEK K71 90 KKKy ke kA

BE AN EXPERT SHOT! A Real Gun!

HI-POWER
AIR PISTOL

Model 26 Absolutely accurate; perfect bal-
ance; easy loading; hard shooting; indoor
or outdoor target practice or small game.

No license. Blued steel- rifled barrel; cal. 177J
length 10% in.; wt 1%ibs.; wood stocks. Extra
ellets 75c per 500; Darts 25c doz. FREE: Pel-

ets, Darts, Targets included.
Catalor—S&W, Celts, Rifles, Automatics, Binoculars, mte.
LEE SALES CO.. Dept. S-lI. 35 West 32nd St..

HATHR WEAKNESS

HEXSANOL, our safe, prompt acting Tablet for Bladder Weakness
or Bladder Irritation that causes annoyance and discomfort, day
and night. TXed by Thousands, young and old.

SOc Package FREE

Also New Booklet mailed on request. Bet HEXSANOL prote 111
merits in your own case. WRITE TODAY.

WORTH CO., 74 Cartluxit Stmt, Dept. 41-E, New York

Send Sestamp.
NEW YORK

Now You Can Have A New Skinin 3 Days’ Time!
Visible Ugly Blemishes Disappear!

GET THIS FREE
—and learn that what was considered impossible beroro—me re-
moval of pimples, blackheads, freckles, tan, oily skin, large pom,
wrinkles and other defects in the outer skin—ran now be dene harm-
lessly and economically at home in three days’ time in many la-
stances as stated by [fegions of men and women, young and nld.
It is all explained in a new treatise called
“ BEAUTIFUL NEW SKIN IN 3 DAYS”

which is beta? matted_abeotatety free to readers of this magmxtDe. So. werry B*
more over your hamillatiuK ekin rsed comcf)lexlon or atgua of MrfoK if poor outer
mkin looks Soiled and worn.  Simply send your name and addresw and name the

ploaced. tell your friende shout it.

when answering advertisements
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IRE USERS by the thousands alii
A. vouch for the LONG. HARD!
nder aaverest road conditions oL our |

poitiblt to offsrtirssat LOWEST J
2 month guarantee.

Han't Delay— Order -

SEND ONLY $1.00 DEPOSIT
witheaehtireordered. ($4.00deposit
on eaéhOTerugkl T(;ref) g/e ship k%a!é
ance C.0.D.# I>educfc ercent i
ILIAIERS WANTED cash is sent m full with grder. ALL
TUBES BRAND NEW— GUARANTEED. Tireefailing to t*
12 months* service replaced at half price. ORDER N (
YORK TIRE & RUBBER CO.v Dcpt. 2442
3S5S-S9 Cottage Grove Avi. Chicago,

WANTED MEN

MANAGE POTATO CHIP STORES

We furnish everythln?\‘ help finance
and locate you o experience
needed.  Tremendous profits.  Sensational
introductory starting plan.  No house-to-
house canvassin%. Wonderful P{)ortumty
Rush name for Tree book of Prof Facts—
today!

LONG-EAKINS COMPANY .
140-S High Street Springfield. Ohio

NgJOKE To Be Deaf

-Every deaf person knows that—
AWay made himeelfhear hiewatch tickafter
~'deaffor twenty-fiveyears,with hie Arti-

EarDrums. Hewore them dayandnlght
. stopped hia head

noises. Theyareinvisible i

andcomfortable,nowires |

or batteries. Write for \

TRUE STORY. Also L

bookleton Deafness. ArtificialEarDrum

. THE WAY COMPANY

743 Hofmann Bldg. Detroit, Michigan

Prostate Sufferers

An enlarged. Inflamed or faulty Prostate
Gland very often causes Lamebacl Fre
uent Night Rising, Leg Pains. PeIV|c
ains, Lost Vigor, Insomnia, etc. Man
hysmlans endorse massage as a safe ef-
ective treatment. (See Reference Book of
the Medical Sciences. Vol. VII. 3rd edi-
tion). Use "PROSAGEB," a new inven-
tion” which enables any man to massage
his Prostate Gland in "the privacy of hia
home. It often brings relief with the first
treatment and_ must “help or it costs you
nothing. No Drugs or Electricity.

DR. W. D. SMITH FREE BOOKLET
INVENTOR EXPLAINS TRIAL OFFER. ADDRESS
MIDWEST PRODUCTS CO., B-300, KALAMAZOO. MICH.

Photo by Tomello

that's all 1 need to PROVE |
can neke YOU aNEW MAN!

BY CHARLES ATLAS

Holder ottbe Title: “ The World*a Most Perfectly Develop-
cdMen**—Won In open competition in the only National
and International Contests held during the past 15 years,

/m\NE week! That's all 1 need to PROVE | can make you
v-J a new man of vitality and power. | was once a 97-Ib. weakling,
with a sickly, flabby body. How I became "The World's Most
Perfectly Developed Man"‘is told in my book, “Everlasting Health
and Strength,” which_I will send g}gu absolutely free.

Now 1- offer you a 7 days trial m? famous method. Dynamic
Tension, to PROVE that | can and will put firm layers of ‘muscle
where YOU need them most, tone up your whole system, and banish
constipation, poor digestion, bad breath, pimples, joy-killing ail-
ments.

I've got no use for tricky weights or pull é/s that may strain your
heart or other vital organs. don't dose or octor you My Dynam-
ic Tension is the natural tested method. builds® powerful
muscle, gets rid of surplus fat, gives you wtallty, strength pep that
win the admiration and respect of every man and woman.

Sepd for your free copy of my book,
FREE BOOK! illustrated with many actual photos. Leara
how 1| changed from a week, no-muscle "runt"
to the i?hy5|que you see here. Gamble a stamp
to mai m){ coupon—to learn how YOU can
now win Tlife’ biggest prize—a handsome,
healthg husk bud Address CHARLES .AT-
LAS, Dept. 381. 11 E. 23rd St, New York, N. Y.

CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. MI
US East 23rd Street, New York, N. Y.

I want the proof that your system of Dynamic
Tension will make a New Man of me—givé me a
healthy, husky body, and big muscle

evelopment,
free book,

Send me your
"Everlasting Health and Strength.”

Name..,,,.,,

(Please print or write plainly)
AdAreSS. ..o .
CHtY o State

® 1935. C. A. Ltd.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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fleres _
a Queer Wajr
to Learn Music/

NO»teacher—no monotonous exercises er confusing details. Just a
simple, easy, home-study method. Takes only a few minutes—
averages only a few cents a day. No "grind" pijck your Instrument

or bard work. Every step is clear as crystal—

: 0 Piano Violin
simple as A-B-C throughout. You'll be sur- :
prisgd & your own rapi% rogress. From the Urlt()ﬁlréle %Eﬁ{énﬁ
start you are playing real furies perfectly by Sgrnet Hari
note. ~Quickly learn” to play any "jaza™ or Frombone 'Cello
classical selection—right at home "in your Saxophone Piccolo
spare time. Mandolin Guitar.
Free Book end Demenstration Lesson Baré]_o ht S.ACC‘?”"O”
Don't be a wallflower. Fend for Free Book- ngmgnlygéﬂ
let and Free Demonstration Lesson. These ex- Composition
plain our wonderful home study method fully velce and Speeeh
:’Iind show ){ou hOV\II_ ealsny and qu;&kly_you can Culture
earn to play at little expense. Mention your Drums and Traps
favorite ﬁ\styrument. Wr’l)te NOW. 4 Automatic Finggr

. ol
Juniors’  Piano
Course

U.S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC
3531 Bnimwfck Bldg., New York City

Kidneys Cause
Much Trouble
Says Doctor

Successful Prescription Helps Re-
move Acids—Works in 15 Minutes.

Dr. T. J. Rastelli, famous English scientist. Doctor
of Medicine and Surgeon, says: “You can't feel well
if your Kidneys do not function right, because your
Kidneys affect your entire body.”

Your blood circulates 4 times a minute through
9 million tiny, delicate tubes in your Kidneys which
are endangered by drastic, irritating drugs, modern
foods and drinks, worry, and ex-
posure. Beware of Kidney dysfunc-
tion If you Buffer from Night Rising,
Leg Pains, Nervousness, Dizziness, Circles
Under Eyes, Acidity, or Loss of Pep.

Dr. alter R.  George, for many vyears
Health Director of Indianapolis, says: "Insuf-
ficient Kidney excretions are the cause of much
needless _suffering with Aching Back. Frequent
Night Rising, "ltching, =~ Smarting. Burning.
Painful Joints, Rheumatic Pains, Headaches,
and a generall¥I run-down body. | am of the
epinion ~ that the prescription” Oyster corrects
such functional conditions. It aids In flush-
ing poisons from the urinary tract, and in
freeing the blood of retained toxins, Cystex
deserves the indorsement of all doctors.” If
¥_ou suffer from Kidney and Bladder dysfunc-
ion, delay endangers “your vitality, and you
should not lose a singlé minute in” starting to
take the doctor's special prescription called Cystex (pronounced
Siss-tex) which helps Kidney functions in a few hours.” It starts
work in" 15 minutes. Gently tones, soothes, and cleans raw,
membranes,  Bri gfs new energy and vitality in 48 hours. It is
heIEmg millions of sufferers and is guaranteed to fix you up and
make you feel like new In 8 days, ‘or money back on return of
mmpty package. Get guaranteed Cystex from ‘your druggist today.

Dr. W. R. Grant

sore

Please mention this magazine

Classified
Advertising

Detectives—Instructions

DETECTIVES EARN BIG MONEY. Work borne or
DETECTIVE é)artlculars free, Experience unnecessary.
GEORGE WAGONER, 2640-A Broadway, New York,

travel.
Write,

BE A DETECTIVE. Make secret investigations. Experience
(ujrp]necessan/. Write, United Detective System, 1623 West Grand,
icago.

BECOME A SUCCESSFUL DETECTIVE.
sary. Detective Paper and Particulars FREE.
340-K Electric Building, Omaha, Nebraska.

Experience unneces-
National System,
Patents Secured

PATENTS—Reasonable terras.
Randolph, Dept. 513, Washington,

Old Money Wanted

$5.00 to $2500.00 each paid for *Id
Bob Cohen, Muskogee, Okla.

BookC and advice free, L. F.

OLD MONEY WANTED.
coins. Buying catalogue 1Qe.

OLD MONEY WANTED. Do you know Coin Collectors pa

up to $100.00 for certain U. $. Cents? High premiums for "a
rare coins? | buy all kinds. Send 4e for Larg;e1 Coin Folder.
May mean much profit to you. B. Max Mchl, 0 Mehl Bldg.*

Fort Worth, Texas.

WE BUY Lincoln Head pennies. Will pay up to $2.00 each if
over ten years old. Indian head pennies worth up to $51.00 each.
Send 10c” for Buying Catalog. Continental Coin Co., Incorporated,
K F—111 West Jackson, Chicago.

Writers

IN WRITING1 Professional _coaching t’):y successful

Also Manuscript Criticism and Fales Service
percent. Clients constantly “breaking into
print."  Free booklet, “The Truth About Literary Assistance.”
containing vital information not obtainable elsewhere. Laurence
D'Orsay (Institute of Authorship) 110 Marion Bldg., Hollywood,
Calif.

MONEY
authors at _low cost.
—Commission  ten

Education

EARN REGULAR MONTHLY SALARY AS SECRET SERVICE
and Finger Print Identification Operator . . thrills, fame,
travel. rite for details and “Confidential Reports Operator 338
Made To His Chief.” All Free. institute Applied Science,
2920 Funnyside Ave,, 140-E, Chicago.

Male Help Wanted

Dept.

MAN WANTED—OId established manufacturer will finance re-
sponsible man with complete stuck guaranteed food products, farm
and_ household necessities. Very pleasant work. Excellent oppor-

tunity for good living and extra money to save every week. ays
better ttian most occupations.  O. , Jack sold "$308, B. M.
Anderson $330 in one weel N« slack seasons or layoffs. Experi-

ence unnecessary. Write today, McConnon A Company, Room 71MT,
Winena, Minnesota.

Bow-legs & Knock Knees Straightened

WITHOUT INTERRUPTING dally routine.
New York Surgical Appliance, 132 Lerlngton Avenue,

Jneipenslte. Write.
New Tortt,

Agents

AGENTS: Smash go prices. Santos Coffee 12e lb. 4-cz Vanilla
SHc = $1.00 size Tonic l4c. Razor Blades 10 for 8%e. 108 sticks
Chewing Gum 12c. 150 other bargains. Experience unnecessary.
Write Carnation Company, SR, St. Louis, Missouri.

Checkers

BECOME AN EXPERT

The latest and most complete book, "Major Tactics of Cheekeva",
explains clearl%; lhjw to win every game. etails a new forcing sys-
tem, also the Two Move restriction style of play. A full section’ of
traps, shots, and the world’'s best problems. Also a_ large collection
of games plaved by leading champions. Send 50 cents in coin, or M. O.

HOPPER 133 Garfield Plat* Broeklyn, N. Y.
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Answer Quick!

Hera’'s B 1st of cash for someone. Would you like to
have it? We are going to pay over 55,000.00 In big cash
prizes. Can you find ten of the hidden faces in the pic-
ture? Look sharply and mark the faces you find. Then
fill In the coupon, mail quick, and you will receive oppor-
tunity to win as much as S2.2S0.00." Some one, maybe you,
will receive a new Buick Sedan and if prompt, $1,250.00
cash extra or, if all cash is preferred, $2,250.00.

Surely you would like to have this magnificent prize.
It would come in pretty bandy right now, wouldn't it?

Send Mo Money

around the dog’s legs, in the bushes, etc..

Hurry—mark the faces you find.

PRIZE MONEY NOW IN BANK

This Company is reliable. Wo
belong to the Chamber of Com-
merce of Des Moines. We bank
at one of the largest banks in the
state of lowa,—the Central Na-
tional Bank. The money to pay all
of the prises is already on special
deposit in this big strong Dos
Moines Bank for that purpose,

gopbie A. Grlesier When you send in the coupon we

Pennsylvania will send you a picture of prua

checks recently cashed by many
happy winners. Mrs. Sophie Griesscr won $4910.00
recently. Mrs. Georgia A. Johns, Kentucky, won
$1,987.50; G. Giebink, Michigan, won $975.00;
Edna Mahone%/, lllinois, won $500.00.

Yon cannot lose anything. Send in this coupon and
we will give you the opportunity to win the $2,250.00
First Grand Prize. Don’t put xt off until tomorrow.
It may be too late. Do Ittoday—Right Nowl

SEND ANSWER QUICK

Remember,send not one penny with your answer.
Allyou donow Is to find ten faces if you can and
mail die coupon. Send answer right away.

Three prominent Des Moines businessmen will
see that the prizes are awarded honestly and

Get the Opportunity to =* =

Wo want people everywhere to have the opportunity to
share In this great distribution of money. This isoux
unique way of advertising. Besides the First Grand Prize
of 52750.00 including promptness, there are 100 other big,

nd prizes. The Second Grand Prize is a DelLuxe

evrolet Master 6 Sedan or 5750.00 cash. Third Grand
Prize is DeLuxe Ford V-S Sedan or $606.00 cash. Fourth
Grand Prize is 515000 cash, and many others. Thousands
of dollars in special cash rewards. Mall your answer on the
coupon today.

Just Mail Coupon

_Study the picture of the country road and see if you can find ten of the
hidden faces. Sharp eyes may find them. Some of thém look straight at you,
some are upside down, others are sidewise. Look for them in the clouds, tree,

i It is not as easy as some people

may think. Don’t give up—keep looking and you may find them.
i This gives you the opportunity to win
$2,250.00. Send your answer quick* Don'tdelays Mail your answer today.

$1,250.00 EXTRA

Send answer quick end we will tell how
the winner can get $1,250.06 extr* cadi

FOR PROMPTNESS

promptly. Get your share of the $5,000.00 in cash
prizes, besides thousands of dollars in special cash
rewards. Over 100 prizes in all. Dept. 1609 v | found facts.
Hurry! Just mark the faces you find and send
with the coupon right away. This gives you the My Name
opportunity to win $2,250.00#First Grand Prize.
Someone wins. Maybe you. Mail your answer quick. A
Don't delay. Do it today.
PARAMOUNT PRODUCTS CO. City State.

Dept. 1600 De* Moines, lowa

Please mention this magazine when
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“Vm not
.Should 1 meet with an Accident or Sickness tonight!”

OUPPOSE you meet with an
accident or sickness tonight
—will your income continue?

Remember, few escape without
accident—and none of us can tell
what tomorrow holds for wus.
While you are reading this warn-
ing, somewhere some ghastly
tragedy, flood or fire, some auto-
mobile or train disaster, is taking
its toll of human life or limb.

Now is the Time to Protect Yourself!

If you suddenly became ill—
would your income stop? What
if you suffered from lobar pneu-
monia, an appendicitis operation,
or any of the many common ills

which are covered in this unusual
policy; wouldn’t you rest easier
and convalesce more quickly if
you knew that our company stood
ready to help lift from your
shoulders the distressing financial
burdens in case of a personal
tragedy?

Asudden accident! A sudden sickness!
Can you say neither will happen to you?

Then don't delay another day.
Protect yourself by insuring in
the largest and oldest exclusive

accident insurance Company in
America. Send the coupon NOW
for complete information about

our new $10,000 Accident and
Sickness Policy.

Under Direct Supervision of 46 State Insurance Departments

c oupon ftyrthis

FREE BOOKLET

North American Accident Insurance Co.
535 Title Bldg., Newark, New Jersey

GENTLEMEN: At no cost to
me send copy of your FREE
booklet, “Cash or Sympathy.”
There is no obligation.

NAM @ i i e
Address. ™., ., o

City. . State...............

IF PREFERRED, THIS POLICY

CAN BE SECURED ON EASY
MONTHLY PAYMENTS

Urt'ilud Olderi Eictasne Health and Acddent Ininranc* Company inArana

NORTH AMERICAN

ACCIDENT INSURANCE CO. U ««ol
SIS Title Bldg., Newark, New Jersey

Established Ortr 48 Years ] AGENTS Wanted for New Territory

[] Some of the-

W.

Features of This
Limited Policy

No Medical
Examination

SIO A YEAR
ENTIRE COST

No Dues No Assessments

MEN AND WOMEN
16 to 69 Years Accepted

$10,000

Principal Sum

$10,000

Loss of hands, feet or
eyesight

$25 Weekly Benefits

for stated accidents and
sickness

Doctor's Bills. Hospi-
tal Benefits, Emergen-
cy Benefit and other
liberal features to hel
in time of need-—all
clearly shown in_pol-
icy. his is a simple
and understandable
policy — without com-
plicated or misleading
clauses. You know ex-
actly what every word
means — and every
word means exactly
what it says.

OVER $20,«=<),000.00
PAID IN CLAIMS!
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~Director Belt reduced my waistline from *
42 to 34 inches.. | feel 10 years younger.
=Constipation gone—no tired, bioated feeling
iaiter meals.”—G. Newton, Troy, N.Y.i, A
~Director Belt instantly improves"your;j
j&jspearance, putssnap in your step, re*i
Sieves "shortness of breath," restore*
SfOUR Vigor as fat vanishM.1

Loose, fallen abdominal musdesTjd;
back where they belong Gentle was-
saga-lik* action”Increaseselimination
‘and regularity ina normal way without' J
use of harsh.” Irritating cathartics. You f
leek and feel years younger,”

f let usTprove «ur claim
. No obligation. Write to
j day for trial offer

LANDON & WARNER

Until You Try Thf*
onderful Treatment

for pile suffering. If you have piles in any
form write for a FREE sample of Page’s
Pile Tablets and you will bless the day that you
read this. Write today. E. R. Page Co.,
2315-M Page Bldg., Marshall, Mich.

<m»

ace sella .
for only 2£e. The kind of

- . used In every home
every da}/. Sailing price marked on box *1.00. You sell
for only 25c. Housewives boy on sight. Up to 100*

S)(rofit or e/ou Write for money-nuikiac details and
@“ta about other sensational Victor Soap deala. For
Qwck action send 26¢ for actual foil sized sample.

VICTOR SOAP CO., D*pt. BS-15,, OAVTON, OMIOV

KEEP YOUNG

Men ard Women. With the orlglnil
Parana Mate'. Feel Young again. It
picks you right up. Free your system
from poisons that slow you up. "Go
places and do things*. No injurious
Drugs or Dope. Endorsed by Doctors
.and Scientists. Results noticed in 48
khours. 60 day supply of Parana Mate*.
Postpaid for $1.00 with folder of facts.
National-Service Salea C»., Pcpt. 13, 147 East 47th St., N. Y. City.

STOP Your Rupture
Worries!

hy worryandcofferwith thatrypture an
Yc\>/n er? Le%\macdooutmy perFectedJleentlor{/
It has brought esse, comfort and happiness
to thousands by assisting in_relieving and
curing many cases of reducible hernia. It
as Automatic Air Cushions which hind
land draw th« broken parts together
. Jas you would a broken limb. No ob-
___jnoxiou3 Is;mngls or pads, No salves or

s ,s ,sn Blr%s\;[ee';s' ] Jg\';\?az«kfrg ’eCP ?r%fi.’taggrrg Rfé&é}as'of&
in stares nor by agents. Write today for full information
sent free in plain, Sealed envelope,

M.C.BROOKS. IBS StateSt.Marshall,Michigan

l

Bl H.

Amerlu't
Greatest Value

YouCanOanThis.

POTATO CHIP
BUSINESS

InitaH this machine at borne. = Make money right
(Zveayl Sensational new kind of “ Greaeeleaa * Chip
oxcose oil I'wrung’’ outby new invention. Par-

alyzes competition, sweeps market. New taste,

EVERYTHING SENT.
Electrical machine and
all supplies furnished

at one cost, no_ex-
tras. Full Instructions.

caé]acily of one machine selling at wholesale only.
COSTS'NOTHING to get full facts on this new and
different chip, big market, big profits, easy opera-
tion. Write for free book. J2paged illustrated. No
obligation to buy, bat send ntm* for facts on this
big opportunity now.

A. M. ADAMS, Dapt. 321, 800 N. Dearborn St., Chicago HHnoln

D U S

STRANGE
CHEMICAL £

SPONGE f$2L

Revolutionary Invention
cleans autos liké magic 1 Ban-
ishes dust, dirt, grease, traffic
film— thanks to secret chemi-
cal and sensational, self-suds-
ing feature. Also cleans lino-
leum, woodwork and windows
without work! Auto owners
and housewives wild about
this stran%e chemical spongel
SAMPLE OFFER! Samples sent” at
our risk to first person in eaeh local-
ity who writes. No obligation. Be
first—send vour name today/

y —
MUSTEK MFQ» «D «  7X1 tv 8tr»% Akron, OA*

AGENTS!
SHAKE BIS HONEY!
New, easy plan. Simply
show and take orders. No
experience needed. No

i

risk. FR TFIT.
Write today foral) d«tails.
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The Trail Of
Morgan's Men

A “Hungry And Rusty” Novelette

By Samuel

H* Nickels

Author of “Fatty Stampedes,” etc.

CHAPTER 1I.
A MURDER.

and quirted his staggering

horse to a still greater burst
of speed, “Hungry” Hawkins and
“Rusty” Bolivar reined their own
mounts out of sight behind a clump
of stunted trees. There the two
young Texas Rangers jumped from
their saddles and ran back where

AS the oncoming rider spurred

they could watch the trail below
them.
“Well,” Rusty  snarled, his

freckled face twisted in a suspicious
scowl, and his hands resting on the
long Colts that sagged his criss-
crossed cartridge belts, “what do
yuh make of thet hombre?”

Hungry shook his head and
blinked his eyes. He spat a stream
of tobacco juice into the dirt be-
side him, then straightened his



lanky figure to its full height for a
better look at the speeding stranger.

“l can’t figger ’'im out yit,” he
drawled grimly, and shifted his
belted guns to an easier position on
his lean hips. “Thet feller's in a
powerful hurry about somethin’, an’
he------- ”

Bang! They saw the rider sud-
denly dive down on the side of his
horse, then the thin, whiplike crack
of a high-powered rifle rattled
viciously across the desert country.

“Come on!” Rusty yelped, and he
whirled with his bowed legs flying.
“Some bushwhacker is shootin’ at
thet hombre! We got to git to 'im!”

Hungry was halfway to their
horses before Rusty finished speak-
ing. As a second vicious bark of the
rifle reached them, the two cowboy
Rangers leaped into their saddles
and spurred at a dead run away
from the grove of trees.

Bang! The rifle barked again,
and the two Rangers saw the rider’s
horse suddenly swerve and go to its
knees.

It was up again almost instantly,
and came staggering gamely on as
another shot rang out.

The hombre was still far out in
the desert, but Hungry and Rusty
were cutting the gap between them
at every bound of the horses be-
neath them. Both Rangers had
snatched the stubby carbines from

their saddle scabbards and were
holding them ready for lightning
use.

Bang! The unseen marksman's

rifle barked again, and the oncoming
horse stumbled and went down.

As another faint crack of the rifle
sounded, the struggling horse

dropped over on its side and lay
kicking feebly.
“Look!” Rusty yelped. “Look at

thet, will vuh? Where's them bul-
lets cornin’ from?”

The rider had made a flying jump
from his saddle as his horse hit the
ground. He landed on his feet, stag-
gered a step, then whirled. As the
two Rangers watched, they saw him
suddenly spin half around, then
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clutch frantically at his chest and
pitch headlong on his face.

Hungry barked a sharp warning
and threw his mount aside. He mo-
tioned to Rusty as he leaped his
horse down a sandy bank into a deep
gully out of sight and sprang from
his saddle.

“Hey!” Rusty yelled, spurring up
beside him. “What's the big idea of
stoppin’ here? We got to save thet
rider!”

“By shot ourselves?”
Hungry asked grimly. “Yuh
couldn’t save 'im now! He’s done
fer! Thet bullet dusted 'im front an’
back through the chest! We got to
locate thet bushwhacker, 'fore we
ride out thar in the open. Dead
Rangers never caught nobody, an’
I'm figurin’ to nab thet killer!”

Rusty slid from his saddle and
bow-legged through the sand and
gravel to the opposite bank of the
gully. There he cocked his big-
calibered carbine and peeped
through a fringe of bushes for an-
other look at the slain rider.

The fellow lay partly hidden be-
hind his dead horse. Hungry and
Rusty peered keenly at a little rise
some distance beyond for a glimpse
of the hombre who bad killed him,
but they could see only a waste of
desert brush.

“Waal, thet bushwhacker is some-
whar around,” Hungry said, and he
leaned forward for a better look.
“He couldn’'t hardly have got plumb
away vit.

Bang! The spiteful crack of the
rifle sounded again from somewhere
out in front of them, and a bullet
zipped viciously through the bush
within an inch of Hungry’'s homely
face.

The lanky Ranger ducked back,
then he spat a brown stream into
the sand beside him and rose slowly
for another look. A few steps away,

gittin’

Rusty was peering closely in an ef-
fort to spot the rifleman.

“Yuh'd better watch out over
there!” Rusty called sharply. “Thet
guy'’s already spotted yuh, an’ yuh'll
be gittin’ a bullet through yore face
in another---—--- "

Cra-c-k! The rifle pinged
wickedly, and a bullet slapped
Rusty’s hat around on his head.

Another lightning shot made the
sand boil from the gully behind him.

“Uh-huhl” Hungry grunted. “It
seems like thet guy’s spotted both of
us! Keep still an’ don’'t move!”

Hungry ran a few steps to another
clump of bushes. There he slowly
stood up and shoved his carbine
muzzle over the edge of the bank.

“Git ready now!” he called softly
to Rusty. “Put yore hat on the end
0’ yore gun an’ raise it up whar he
kin git a squint at it! When he cuts
down on it, maybe | kin spot 'im!”

With a muttered remark, Rusty
snatched off his bullet-torn hat and
hung it on the muzzle of his carbine.
At a nod from Hungry, he slowly
shoved it up where the hidden Kkiller
could see it.

Crack! Bang/ As the hombre’s
rifle barked viciously from near the
top of the rise, Hungry's carbine
blasted an instant reply.

Like a flash, a roughly dressed
hombre leaped into view from be-
hind a thick clump of brush near
the top of the rise. With hands
clutching at his throat, he staggered
a few steps, then stumbled to his
knees and pitched forward on his
fooC

“Yuh got ’'im!” Rusty vyelled.
“Dog-gone, yuh made a bull's-eye
on thet sneak the first pop! Come
on!”

“Hold on thar!” Hungry called
sharply. “Thar might be another
bushwhacker planted somewhar
close. | spotted thet jasper’s hidin’
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place by the flash of his gun, but we
got to make shore he didn't have an
amigo to help 'im,”

Hungry then held up his own hat.
When no answering bullet whizzed
toward him, he pulled off his buck-
skin jumper and shoved that up on
his carbine stock.

“l don’t think thet thar's any-
more shooters around,” he said. “I'll
git up first. If nobody shoots at
me, then you kin foiler.”

“Yeah!” Rusty snapped sarcasti-
cally7 “As if 1'd let yiuh risk yore
hide to save me gittin’ a bullet in
mine. Like blazes yuh willl Yo're
bigger'n I am, an’ yuh’'d be easier to
hit! 1'm goin’ first!”

Before Hungry could stop him,
little Rusty bounded up the bank.

With a worried grunt, Hungry
leaped after him.
Shoulder to shoulder, the two

fighting Rangers stood for a moment
with carbines poised and eyes dart-
ing searchingly in every direction.
Finally they lowered their weapons
and dropped them loosely across
their left arms where they could be
fired quickly in case they7 might be
needed.

“Git to thet rider first!” Hungry
barked, leaping forward. “If he
ain't plumb dead, maybe we kin find
out what this rookus was all about!”

They found the slain hombre
sprawled beside his dead horse. As
they7got a better look at him, Rusty
let out a startled yelp.

"A tenderfoot!” he gasped. “Look
at thet hard-b’iled hat, wall yuh—
an’ them clothes he’'s got on? What
do yuh reckon lie was doin’ way out
here?”

Hungry shook his head. With a
thoughtful grunt, he shifted his
chew of tobacco to the other cheek
and stooped beside the body.

The dead man was a young fellow
of about twenty-three, and he was
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neatly but inexpensively7 dressed.
He carried no gun, and a careful
search through his pockets failed to
reveal a weapon of any kind. There
was not even a letter to tell who he
was.

“Thet's funny!” Rusty muttered,
scowling. “I don’t savvy what this
hombre could’ve been doin’ out here

“Look out!” came an interrupting
shout from Hungry. “Look cornin’
yronder!”

Rusty whirled, carbine poised and
finger curled ready around the
weapon’s trigger. He started to
throw the gun to his shoulder, but
stopped and stood staring.

The bushwhacker they had
thought dead was again on his feet,
and he was staggering drunkenlv
down the rise. Hatless, the front of
his flannel shirt a smear of crimson
and one hand still clutching his
throat, he came reeling straight to-
ward the twd cowboy Rangers.

Suddenly the fellow halted and
braced his feet wide apart to keep
from falling. He swayed dazedly for
a moment, then with a rattling snarl,
he managed to jerk a Colt from his
holster and throw it to a level.

CHAPTER Il
RUSTY DOWNED.

DANG! Hungry's carbine flipped
J up and roared in one swift move-
ment, and the bushwhacker's gun
was knocked whizzing into a clump
ef mesquite before the fellow could
fire a shot.

The hombre staggered. Crimson
dripped from the stump of one sev-

ered finger as he took a step for-
ward, stumbled and sank to his
knees. Feebly he tried to rise, then

pitched over on his face and lay help-
less.

“He’s through!” Hungry cried.
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“Come on! Maybe we kin find out
who he is.”

They rushed to where the fellow
lay and stooped over him. Hungry
caught him by an arm and rolled
him over so they could get a look at
his face.

He was a tough-looking ruffian,
and his unshaven lips were twisted
back from his tobacco-stained teeth
in pain. There was a gaping hole in
his throat where Hungry’s first bul-
let had hit him, and he was dying
fast.

“l— l—g-got 'im f-fer yuh, boss!”
he mumbled thickly, eyes rolling.
“T-took— short cut— headed ’im off.
B-blasted tenderfoot’ll— never squeal
now. [|--——-

The fellow’s big chest rattled
hideously, and crimson froth dyed
his lips as he fought for breath. He
shuddered and rolled his head from
side to side, and his glazing eyes
partly closed.

“Y-yeah—g-got 'im,” he mum-
bled faintly. “N-now yuh kin hunt
— 'nother sucker with m-money to
buy interest in hoss ranch.”

The listening Rangers exchanged
quick glanoes, then they Ileaned
closer in an effort to hear every-
thing the hombre said. His voice
was now but a hoarse whisper, but
he was still trying to talk.

“Hoss ranch!” he choked, then
chuckled feebly. “Hoss ranch!
S-some hoss ranch, b-but he fell fer
it!”

The fellow tried to say something
more, but stopped and lay gasping
and choking. Suddenly his eyes
flew open. He stared wildly up into
Hungry’'s face for a moment, then
with a shuddering groan, he went
limp.

“Dead!” Rusty snapped. “What
do yuh reckon he meant by thet
palaver? An’ who did he think he
was talkin’ to?”

Hungry shook his head and stared
down at the twisted face. “I don’t
know,” he finally drawled. “Thar’s
somethin’ queer been pulled on thet
tenderfoot, but me an’ you is goin’
to come mighty nigh findin’ out
what it is, 'fore we git through.
Come on!”

With scarcely another glance at*
the dead ruffian, Hungry and Rusty
hurried back to the murdered
tenderfoot. There they knelt for a
closer examination of the body.

They pulled off the young fellow’s
shoes and looked inside them, then
they searched beneath his clothes to
see if he might have a money belt
around his waist.

Hungry finally twisted around and
picked up the hombre’s hat. A grim
frown hardened his homely, lantern-
jawed face. He turned the hat over
and ran his finger beneath the sweat-
band.

With a sudden grunt, he clamped
his teeth on his chew of tobacco and
rose to his feet. He nodded to Rusty
and pulled out a tightly folded bit
of paper that had been cleverly hid-
den inside.

“Waal, hyar's somethin’ at last,”
he said. “Maybe this was only put
in thar to make his hat fit tighter on
his head. Still it might be somethin’
else. We’'ll soon know.”

Hungry hurriedly unfolded the bit
of paper and found that it was a
hastily written note. Stooping, he
smoothed it on his knee, then read:

“Swindled. Inherited five thousand dol-
lars and invested all in half interest in horse
ranch. Man who sold it to me named Pete
Morgan. | find he owns no horse ranch.
He had a lot of fine horses to show me when
I came here, but | have learned that they
were stolen stock. 1| gave him check for
my money, and learned last night that I
was to be murdered as soon as they cashed
check. Am trying to escape. If killed and
this is found, it will explain how happened.

“Jack Harper.”
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Rusty bounded to his feet before
Hungry finished. He had started to
roll a cigarette, but jabbed his to-
bacco and papers back in his pocket.

“Pete  Morgan!” he snarled.
“Why the ornery, low-lifed back-
shootin’ horse thiefl Him a ranch
owner! An5 he trapped this unsus-
pectin’ tenderfoot into payin’ him
five thousand dollars fer a half in-
terest in a horse ranch he never
owned!”

Hungry and Rusty had heard of
Pete Morgan, but they had never
been sent to get him. Other Rangers
as well as the rurales of Mexico had
been trying for a year to pin some-
thing on him, but the slippery
scoundrel had been too wily for the
best of them. Nothing could be
proved against him.

Morgan’s gang of ruffians worked
on both sides of the border. The
best horses along the entire Big
Bend country were rustled by them
and sold in Mexico, and horses from
Mexico were in turn driven across
the Rio Grande under cover of dark-
ness and disposed of in Texas.

Not only this, but it was said that
Morgan’s gang varied their horse
stealing with occasional raids on
border banks, mine pay rolls, and
stage robberies.

Hungry and Rusty stared at each
other for a moment without speak-

ing, Suddenly Hungry folded the
note and jammed it in his chaps
pocket.

“Waal,” he snapped, “this time

it's you an’ me thet’'s goin’ gunnin’
fer Pete Morgan. An’ what's more,
we'll either git 'im or cash in tryin’.
We shore got somethin’ on 'im this
time. Savvy?”

“Somethin’ on 'im?” Rusty
snarled. “Yuh long-legged pelican,
I'll say we have! Let's bury these
hombres, then we’ll backtrack one
of 'em until we git Morgan’s fake
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ranch located. We’ll either arrest
'im or shoot 'im. Speakin’ personal,
| don’t care which it is.”

As he talked, Rusty leaned his car-
bine against a bush. In another
moment, he and Hungry were busy
scraping a hole in the sand.

The sun was nearly down when
they finished burying the two dead
hombres. While Hungry heaped a
mound of stones above the tender-
foot, Rusty hurried away to the
gully to get their horses.

Hungry took time to scribble the
murdered hombre’s name on a bit of
paper which he rolled tightly and
placed in the shell of an exploded
cartridge. When he had put this
between two flat stones on top of the
grave, he turned and hurried after
Rusty.

“Them hosses must 'a’ strayed off
while we was busy,” he muttered.
“Rusty’s more’'n likely havin’ to
trail 'em.”

Long shadows already shrouded
the bottom of the gully as Hungry
pushed through the fringe of
chamisa and cat’s-claw and glanced
down. He called sharply to Rusty,
then stepped closer to the bank.

As he did so, the lanky Ranger
failed to see a slight movement
among some bushes behind him. He
was just starting to call |]ain, when
a powerfully built hombre leaped on
him from behind and hurled him
headlong into the gully where four
more hidden ruffians pounced jon
him and began heaving to pin Kim
down.

Dazed, Hungry fought desperately
to break away. His carbine had
been knocked from his hands, but
he wrestled furiously to reach his
holstered Colts.

Back and forth, over and over in
the loose sand and gravel, he
battled frantically to tear free. A
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clubbed gun grazed bis ear and al-
most numbed his left arm.

“Bust 'im again!” a panting ruf-
fian snarled. “Don’t let 'im break

loose! Thar might be more Rangers
around! Pin 'im down an’ tie 'im,
then we'll soon find out! Don’'t risk
shootin’!”

As another chopping blow of a
clubbed Colt whistled past his face,
Hungry hurled himself aside and al-
most tore free. He got one good
swing at a swearing hombre’s jaw,
then the other ruffians smashed him
down and wrenched his hands be-
hind him.

“Now, yuh blasted meddlin’
Ranger, we got yuh!” a tall, broad-
shouldered hombre panted when
Hungry was securely bound. “We
done finished thet runt partner o’

yores. How many more o' yuh is
thar snoopin’ around hyar? Talk
fast, or I'll finish you, too!”

“Yuh'd better take this one along
with us, boss, an’ see how much he
knows about Jack Harper,” another
ruffian suggested hastily. “If other
Rangers has been hyar, too, they’ll
all be after yuh. They may already
be out huntin’ yuh.”

Hungry had been looking around
to see if he could see Rusty. When
he heard the last speaker call the
big hombre “boss,” he jerked back
and looked up.

“So, yo're Pete Morgan, aire
yuh?” Hungry asked grimly, a
deadly greenish glint flashing in his

slitted eyes. “An’ yuh say yuh've
finished my leetle pard? Waal, if
yuh have, I'll settle with yuh fer it!

- "
“Yeah?” Morgan snarled, and he

kicked Hungry savagely in the side.
“Ranger, yo're through! Yuh won’t
do nothin’! Drag thet leetle runt
out hyar, men! We’ll hide his body,
then we’ll take this long-legged hom-

bre with us, until I have time to
make 'im talk. Hurry!”

Hungry gave a groan and rose on
one elbow as Rusty’s limp body was
pulled from behind a boulder and
dragged up the bank into the
bushes. A hot tear trickled down
his homely cheek, but he shook it
away and ground his teeth.

As he watched the ruffians gather
brush and pile it over Rusty’s still
form, he tugged furiously to break
the thongs that held him.

In scarcely a minute, his brutal
captors hurried back and lugged him
to where they had hidden their
horses. There he was tied across a
saddle and carried swiftly away.

CHAPTER Il11.
AT THE HORSE RANCH.
UUNGRY'S captors kept their

horses down in the gully out of
sight, Pete Morgan took the lead,
and he paused from time to time to
peep over the edge of the bank to
see if any other Rangers were fol-
lowing.

Hungry saw that the ruffians had
stolen his and Rusty’s horses. One
of the outlaw's was leading both ani-
mals by their bridles as they sped
along.

Soon he noticed that it was
rapidly getting darker. A low moon
had already risen above the distant
hills and coyotes were beginning to
yap shrilly from every side.

As Hungry thought of little
Rusty’s body lying back there where
prowling animals would find it, he
clenched his teeth and heaved with
every ounce of his strength to tear
free. In spite of his struggles, the
stout cords only bit deeper into his
wrists and ankles.

Finally, he relaxed down and lay
panting. Dimly in the faint moon-

light, he could see Pete Morgan and
WW-1E
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his killers. The hombres were
strung out in single file in front and
behind him, and they were now
spurring at a faster gait.

After a long ride, Morgan sud-
denly turned aside and headed down
a steep trail that led around the face
of a bluff. Gleaming in the moon-
light below, Hungry couid see the
dark water of the Rio Grande.

As they reached a narrow flat be-
neath the bluff, the outlaws again
spurred to a gallop. In a few min-
utes, the ruffians passed an old wind-
mill and a few corrals and halted in
front of a tumble-down ranch house.

“Waal, hyar we aire, men!” Mor-
gan growled. “Git thet danged
Ranger inside whar he can’t escape!
I wonder whar the rest o’ the gang
is? | told them to be roundin’ up
them hosses we aire goin’ to drive
across the river, an’ to have ’'em
ready when-------

A sudden faint rumble of flying
hoofs caused Morgan to whirl. As
the noise grew rapidly louder, he
spat an oath and nodded.

“It's them!” he snapped. “It’s
time they was giftin' hyar with them
hosses. Hurry on with thet Ranger
an’ fasten 'im good!”

Pete Morgan shouted orders right
and left, then whirled and galloped
back in the direction of the corrals.
Hungry caught a fleeting glimpse of
a herd of running horses as two of
the gang jerked him roughly to the
ground and dragged him into the
house.

The two ruffians did not take time
to light a candle. Guided only by
the pale light of the moon which
gleamed through the open windows,
they pulled Hungry across the lit-
tered floor and dumped him into a
stuffy little closet at the back of the
house. They took time to make cer-
tain his wrists and ankles were still
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tightly bound, then they bolted the
door behind them and hurried away.

Hungry waited until the sound of
the hombres’ footsteps died away,
then he heaved himself to a sitting
posture. By feeling with his feet and
head, he quickly found that he could
touch the walls on all sides.

“Uh-huh!” he gritted, “Thar ain’t
nothin’ in hyar thet | kin use to
loosen my wrists on. Waal, thar
ought to be somethin’ else I kin do.
I shore as blazes don’t aim to lay
hyar ontil them thievin’ skunks
comes back to murder me. | got to
live to settle with 'em fer murderin’
thet leetle pard o’ mine, blast 'em!”

As he talked, he wrenched and
tugged in another effort to loosen his
wrists. Suddenly he stopped and
felt carefully with his head for the
door.

“Waal, why didn’t I think o’ thet
before?” he muttered grimly. “I
hope this hole is small enough so’s |
kin git a shoulder against thet back
wall.”

Hungry hastily squirmed around
and placed both feet against the
door. With his bony shoulders
against the rough wall on the op-
posite side of the closet, he braced
himself and shoved with all his
strength.

There instantly came a creak of
hinges, and the old door bulged
slightly outward. Hungry hastily
slid his shoulders lower and tried
again.

This time, the door squeaked
noisily, but it held for a moment.

Suddenly it crashed open and
slammed back against the wall.
Without wasting a second,

Hungry rolled out into the room be-
yond. There he rose on one elbow
to listen, then he heaved himself on
toward a window in the opposite
wall.

The lanky cowboy Ranger knew
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that he had no time to waste in try-
ing to find a way to cut the thongs
that held him. Pete Morgan or
some of his gang of Kkillers might
come in at any moment, and he had
to get out of the house before they
found him.

He could hear the shouts and
oaths of the outlaws from the direc-
tion of the corrals. Dim forms of
spurring riders flashed back and
forth past the front of the house as
the hombres worked to pen the horse
herd that had just been brought
down from some secret hiding place.

Hungry had barely reached the
window when he heard the bull
voice of Morgan above the thud of
flying hoofs and squeals of frightened
horses. The big outlaw leader was
headed toward the house.

“Come on, a couple o’ yuh, an’ go
with me!” Morgan shouted to his
men. “We got to hurry an’ make
thet Ranger tell us if thar’'s any more
of 'em after us! If thar is, we got
to git them hosses across the river,
an’ git 'em thar fast!”

Working swiftly, Hungry got his
back to the wall and heaved him-
self to his feet. As he heard horses
come pounding at a run toward the
door, Hungry threw himself back-
ward through the open window and
rolled hastily away into a chamisa
thicket which grew close to the
house.

He had barely hidden himself
when Morgan and two of the gang
threw their mounts to a sliding halt
at the door and leaped from their
saddles. He heard them rush up the
few steps and stamp noisily across
the room, then came a snarled oath
and a sudden bellow of rage from
Morgan.

“Gone!” Morgan yelled. “Thet
blasted Ranger has pulled out! He’'s
— he’s been rescued! Other Rangers
is most likely hyar, an’ they've

maybe already got us surrounded!
Grab yore guns an’ head across the
line with thet hoss herd! Ride hard,
an’ be ready to shoot! Run, men,
run! We ain’'t got a second to lose!”’

With furious oaths and shouts,
the hombres bounded back outside
and threw themselves hastily into
their saddles.

Hungry’s homely face hardened in
a deadly scowl as he listened to them
race back to the corrals.

He heard Morgan bawling orders
to his men. Then came the crash
of the corral gate and the quick thud
of flying hoofs. In scarcely a mo-
ment, he saw the outlaw band start
a herd of plunging horses at a run
toward the river.

“Waal, I've got plenty on thet
feller Morgan now!” Hungry
snapped, and he hastily sat up. “I
got to git loose from hyar an’ git
my hands on a gun, then I'll git 'im!
I'll down thet whole gang fer mur-
derin’ Rusty!”

Hungry listened until the sounds
of escaping outlaws died almost
away, then he darted a quick look
around him. As his eyes fell upon
a barbed-wire fence which partly
surrounded the vyard, be rolled
swiftly toward it.

In scarcely a moment, he lay on
his face beneath the lower strand of
wire and was sawing his wrists back
and forth against its sharp-pointed
barbs.

Hungry scratched his arms in sev-
eral places and opened a stinging cut
across the back of his left hand be-
fore he felt the tightly drawn thongs
begin to loosen. At last his wrists
came free, then he sat up and
quickly untied the cords that held
his ankles.

“Now!” he gritted, and he lunged
to his feet. “My next move will be

As a stick snapped just behind
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him, Hungry whirled. There in the
darkness almost beside him stood a
hatless hombre, and Hungry found
himself staring into the gaping
muzzles of a pair of cocked Colts
that were held almost against his
body.

“Hands up, yuh blasted skunk!”
the fellow snarled. “Git 'em up, an’
make it snappy. One crooked move
an’ I'll blow yuh apart!”

CHAPTER IV.
HANDS UP, HOMBRE!

A s, the moon rose higher and
1 higher above the place where the
tenderfoot and his murderer were
buried, it lighted the thickets of
mesquite and chamisa along the rim
of the gully. A pair of jack-rabbits
could be seen playing near the pile
of brush that had been piled above
Rusty’s body.

Suddenly one of the rabbits reared
up on its hind legs and shot its long
ears forward inquiringly. It
wrinkled its pink nose and sniffed
suspiciously for a moment. Then
with a squeak of alarm to its mate,
it whirled and vanished like a gray
streak into the nearest thicket.

At almost the same instant, the
brush above Rusty’s body moved,
There came a muttered grunt, then
the brush was hurled to one side,
and Rusty’s red head shot into view.

“What the------ Rusty snarled,
then he winced and pressed a hand
to a lump on the side of his head
above his right ear. “Where’s
Hungry? What--—----- "

Rusty hurled the rest of the brush
aside and scrambled to his feet. He
batted his eyes inquiringly and
darted a quick look in the direction
of the two graves, then he scowled
and dropped his hands to his empty
holsters.

“Uh-huh!” he finally snapped. “I
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get it now! Some jasper was hid
when | went down in thet gully after
them hosses, an’ he must've
slammed me over the head with
somethin’! | wonder what hap-
pened to Hungry? He------- "

Without finishing what he meant
to say, Rusty clawed matches from
his pocket and scrambled hastily into
the gully. One look at the tracks he
found there told him what had hap-
pened.

He saw where Hungry and the
ruffians had rolled over and over in
the sand and gravel, and he also
found where the outlaws’ horses had
been left. In addition to this, he
also saw where he himself had been
dragged up the bank.

“So they packed Hungry off, did
they?” he gritted. “Thought they'd
busted my skull, I reckon. Left me
fer dead an’ beat it away. Well, I'll
show 'em, the skunks! They’'ll find
out thet I'm the livest corpse they
ever seen, 'fore I'm done with 'em!”

Rusty struck still another match
and followed the tracks for a short
distance to make certain in which
direction the outlaws had gone. As
the match burned out, he hurled it
aside and dropped his hands again
to his empty holsters.

“Huh!” he grunted. “Nothin’ to
shoot with an’ nothin’ to ride. |

Suddenly he darted a keen glance
to where the bushwhacker had been
hidden when he dropped the tender-
foot. Muttering, he climbed out of
the gully and hurried to where the
murderer was buried.

Before he reached the grave, his
keen eyes spotted the gleam of metal
in the pale moonlight, a short dis-
tance away. Leaping forward. Rusty
snatched up the dead outlaw’s long-
barreled ,45s.

“Waal, thet's lucky!” he snapped,
shaking the sand from the two
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weapons and shoving them into his
holsters. “l1 knowed we left these
guns here when we buried thet pole-
cat, but | was afraid his amigos
might have spotted 'em an’ took 'em
away. Now, I'm bettin’ he had a
hoss hid out somewhere beyond
thet rise. | hope he did, an’ thet his
amigos didn't find it. I'll .soon
know.”

With the guns slapping against his
thighs, Rusty hurried up the little
rise. He quickly reached the top,
then w'atehing keenly in every direc-
tion, he turned down the opposite
side into the mesquite beyond.

He had gone only a short distance
when an impatient whinny brought
him around with a jerk. There be-
hind a thicket to one side, he saw
the outline of a saddled horse.

“Now!” Rusty muttered as he un-
tied the animal's bridle and leaped
into the saddle, “1 got a hoss under
me, an’ guns in my holsters. Yes,
an’ thet bushwhacker’s rifle is still
layin’ whar Hungry dropped 'im!
I'll git thet, too, then watch my
smoke!”

Thirsty and hungry from its long
wait, the outlaw’s horse needed no
urging as Rusty headed it back
across the rise. The little Ranger
had difficulty in holding it when he
stopped for the rifle.

“Huh! This horse .seems to be in
a powerful hurry to git back home!”
Rusty muttered. “Thet gives me a
swell idea! [I'll just let it take me
there! | figure it’'ll lead me straight
to the skunks thet's captured
Hungry! Git on, horse!”

Rusty took time to shove the
bushwhacker's rifle into the saddle
scabbard beneath his right leg.
Then he slackened up on the bridle
reins and gave the horse its head.
The animal instantly leaped into a
gallop and struck out. in the same

direction that Hungry’s captors had
gone.

For a time, Rusty could see the
tracks left by the other hombres’
mounts, but he lost sight of them in
a patch of rocky ground a few miles
away. From there on, he had to de-
pend entirely on his horse.

Back and forth around dense
thickets of desert brush, through
rocky draws and over dry washes,
Rusty’s mount carried him swiftly
on until he reached the canyon of
the Rio Grande. There he turned
down a faint trail to a little flat be-
low'. Then the horse turned sharply
to the right. In a few minutes, it
w'liinnied and quickened its gait.

“Hold on here, boy!” Rusty
snapped softly, and he pulled the
horse to a quick halt. “T think we
must be close to w'here we’'re goin*.
We’'ll go slow from here on!”

After a searching look in every di-
rection, Rusty slackened up on the
reins and rode warily forward. He
had scarcely started when he whirled
the horse back on its haunches and
snapped his right hand down to a
gun butt.

Just in front of him, he caught
the dim outline of a house. He
stared sharply, then swung from his
saddle and tied the horse to a mes-
quite.

“1 guess this is the place I'm hunt-
in’,” he muttered. “l1 hope thet
blasted hoss don’t start whinnyin'
again, until 1've had a look around.”

Rusty jerked his other Colt from
his holster and crouched to listen.
With a muttered remark, he then
cocked both guns and crept slowly
toward the house.

“There don’t seem to be nobody
here,” he snapped. “Still I may
have already been spotted. Well, if
anybody’s lookin’ fer a fight, all they
got to do is just start somethin’. |
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ain’t in no humor to take nothin’
offn nobody!”

Rusty clenched his teeth as a
throb of pain shot through his
aching head. He pressed one hand
to the place where he had been hit
when the ruffians knocked him un-
conscious, then he crept on.

In another moment, he dropped
down in the thick gloom against the
back of the house. He paused there
to listen, then he peeped warily
through the nearest window.

“Huh!” he grunted. “Nobody in

sight. This house looks plumb de-
serted. Yeah, but looks is some-
times mighty deceivin’. | bet thet

somebody’s-------

A sudden slight noise from a short
distance away brought little Rusty
around with a jerk. Guns poised
and eyes dancing, he threw himself
into a fighting crouch.

As another slight sound reached
him from somewhere around the
house, Rusty flattened himself
against the wall and began creep-
ing warily toward it. At every step
the scrappy little Ranger expected
to feel the shock of a bullet from
some hidden watcher, but he pressed
his lips together and kept going.

He had barely reached the op-
posite corner of the old house when
he heard the noise again. This time
it seemed to come from directly in
front of him.

Rusty instantly dropped down.
He waited for a moment, guns poised
for lightning use and eyes darting to
right and left, then he leaned for-
ward and peeped around the corner.

He was just in time to see a dim
figure rise from a clump of chamisa.
At first, Rusty started to shoot, but
when he saw that the fellow’s back
was toward him, he slipped noise-
lessly toward him.

Suddenly a twig snapped under
Rusty’s foot, and the hombre spun

around like a flash. Without a
pause, the little Ranger leaped at
him and snapped an order for him
to hoist his hands.

CHAPTER V.
A FORCED SWIM.

INSTEAD of obeying, the hombre
1 straightened with a jerk and

stared. For almost a minute, he
gazed into the twin muzzles of
Rusty’s .45s. Then he relaxed and

began chuckling.

“Rusty, | thought yuh was dead,”
he said. “The sight of yuh had me
plumb flabbergasted fer a minute.

At this, Rusty’s mouth popped
open. “Hungry!” he gasped. “Yuh
long-legged pelican, it's you, an’ |
come within an ace of shootin’ yuh!
Naw, | wasn't murdered, but it ain’t
them sneakin’ jaspers’ fault thet |
wasn’t. Where did they go? | want
a whack at 'em fer givin’ me this
bump on my head!”

As Hungry led the way around to
the door of the house, he rapidly
told Rusty all that had happened.
He had barely finished talking when
a loud whinny from Rusty’s horse
brought him around with a jerk.

“Thet's only my horse,” Rusty ex-
plained hastily.

“Yeah, but thet ain’t!”
barked sharply. “Listen!”

From far across the river, the two
Rangers caught a faint answering
whinny. Rusty’s mount whinnied
again, and another answering squeal
shrilled back through the border
night.

Hungry listened keenly until he
located the exact direction of the
second horse, then he nodded grimly
and whirled to Rusty.

“Give me one o’ yore guns!” he
barked. “Quick! Then grab yore
hoss. Morgan’s gang must've
stopped over thar to see if they was

Hungry
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bein’ follered. We got to git on after
‘em. Hurry!”

Hungry snatched the gun which
Rusty instantly shoved toward him,
then both rushed to where Rusty’s
mount was tied. In scarcely a min-
ute they were astride the big cow
horse and galloping toward the
river.

“Hold on hyar!” Hungry suddenly
barked as they reached the water’s
edge. “Wait a minute! | got us an
ideal!”

“Yuh what?” Rusty snarled im-
patiently. *“Say, if ideas was dyna-
mite, yuh ain’t got enough of 'em in
yore head to blow yore hat off.
Them jaspers may be gittin’ away!
Come on!”

Hungry jumped from the horse
before Rusty finished speaking. He
grunted and looked reproachfully at
his little partner, then motioned for
him to dismount.

“l know what I'm doin’!” he
snapped. “If them jaspers is hid
over thar like | think they aire,

they’ll see thet hoss cornin’ an’ be
waitin’ fer us! | got another plan!
Just wait!”

Muttering disgustedly, Rusty slid
to the ground and stood scowling at
the opposite shore which could be
dimly seen in the faint moonlight.
He glared inquiringly as he saw
Hungry pull the carbine, from the
saddle scabbard and step back.

“What do yuh think yuh’'re goin’
to do with thet?” he snarled. “Yuh
figurin’ to shoot at them jaspers
from here?”

Hungry shook his head and smiled

grimly. “Yuh’ll see in a minute
what I'm figurin” to do!” he
drawled quietly.

Hungry had scarcely finished

speaking when their horse whinnied
again and began pawing the sand
with one front foot. An answering
neigh instantly pealed from across

the river, but was quickly cut short
as if the other horse had suddenly
been struck to silence it.

“Turn this hoss loose— quick!”
Hungry snapped. “Let it go to thet
other hoss!”

“What?” Rusty snarled.
mean thet we------- ”

With a hissed command, Hungry
jerked the bridle reins from Rusty’s
hand and looped them about the
saddle horn. Working swiftly, he
then jumped back and drove the
horse into the river.

“Now yuh’ll see what I wanted,”
he whispered. “This hoss'll go
straight to thet one thet answered,
but them jaspers thet's watchin’
won’'t find us on it. While it's mak-
in” a lot o’ noise splashin’ across
here, me an’ you’'ll be wadin’ across
lower down whar we won’t be seen.
Savvy?”

Rusty started to snarl an objec-
tion. Instead, he wrinkled his fore-
head, then grinned sheepishly.

“l savvy now!” he snapped.
“While them jaspers is gittin’ an eye-
Jul of thet hoss, me an’ you’ll be git-

“Yuh

tin’ set to cut down on 'em. Come
on! AIll I want is one crack at Pete
Morgan!”

The two Rangers raced away

along the sandy shore until they
reached a bed of rocky shoals.
There they took off their chaps, then
sprang into the water and splashed
swiftly toward the opposite bank.

“We're goin’ to have to hurry!”
Hungry barked. “I'm bettin’ thet
hoss is dang nigh acrost by this
lime! Move fast!”

“Yeah?” Rusty snarled. “Like I
ain’t hurryin’! What do yuh think
I am? A catfish? Shut up an* keep
goin’!”

Rusty would have said more, but
just then he stepped into a hole, and
his red head vanished beneath the
water. He was up in a moment and
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floundering on, but his unexpected
bath had not improved his hair-
trigger temper.

As they neared a thin fringe of
tornillos which lined the opposite
bank, Hungry slowed down until
Rusty floundered up to him in waist-
deep water. Hungry stared keenly
at the shore which loomed above
them against the sky line, then mo-
tioned Rusty back.

“What do yuh
snapped softly.

“1 thought | seen somethin’ move
in them tornillos,” Hungry whis-
pered. “It's lucky we took off our
chaps. 1 got us a hunch thet we're
maybe goin’ to do some swimmin’.
Go slow an’ keep yore eyes peeled

see?” Rusty

Bang! The thudding blast of a
big-calibered rifle lighted the tornil-
los wdth a sudden winking flash of
red flame, and a heavy bullet
chugged wickedly into the water al-
most against Rusty’s hip. As if that
one shot had been a signal, a roar-
ing volley from rifle and Colt split
the air about the trapped Rangers
with a hail of screaming lead.

“Duck!” Hungry snapped harshly.
“Don’t just dive! Throw up yore
arms an’ fall like yuh was hit, then
make fer thet deep hole below us!”

Rusty had jerked his dripping
gun. Instead of shooting, he quickly
threw up both hands and fell back
as if he had been hit. Out of sight
in the shallow water, he managed to
shove the gun back into his holster
and began swimming toward the
deeper water below the shoals.

As he saw his little partner vanish,
Hungry spun half around and
dropped the carbine he had been
carrying. He gave a loud groan,
then fell over and dived swiftly after
Rusty.

In scarcely a moment, both
Rangers were in the deep hole be-

yond the shoals. They swam on be-
neath the water until their lungs
seemed almost  bursting, then
whirled on their backs and drifted
back to the surface for air.

Little Rusty came up first. His
freckled face scarcely caused a
ripple as he emptied his lungs, then
sucked in a quick breath and dived
on.

Hungry did not risk coming up
until he was several yards farther
on. When he did so, he managed to
dart one swift look around to get his
bearings, then he went down and
swerved slightly toward the Mexican
shore.

Their boots and water-soaked
clothes were beginning to drag
heavily on them when they again
rose for air. Hungry came up in the
thick gloom almost beneath the edge
of the overhanging bank.

The lanky Ranger instantly low-
ered his feet and found that he could
touch bottom. He quickly waded in
where he could not be seen from
above, then he whirled to look for
Rusty.

He was just in time to see Rusty
come up a short distance below him.
He hissed sharply, and Rusty swam
hurriedly toward him.

“Shhh! Don't talk none!”
Hungry cautioned softly. “Listen!”

The shooting had stopped, but the
two dripping Rangers could hear the
muffled voices of Morgan’s ruffians
as they called back and forth. Sud-
denly the voices seemed to be com-
ing closer.

“Git in close to the bank!”
Hungry whispered sharply. “Quick!
Pull some o’ this brush down over
yuh an’ keep still. Them jaspers is
cornin’ to make shore they finished
us!”

Almost before Hungry finished
speaking, they heard the snap of a
stick and the thud of boots from a
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short distance away. In a moment,
they heard a low command, and
Hungry recognized Pete Morgan’s
rough voice.

“l1 think we must've got ’'em!”
Morgan grated harshly. “I saw 'em
both throw up their hands as they
went down. Hurry an’ search this
bank, then we'll shove them hosses
on to the hang-out in the hills. I'm
bettin’ these ain’'t the only Rangers
thet’s on our trail to-night, an’ they
may git word to the rurales. We
got to work fast!”

Rusty nudged Hungry as they
heard the ruffians stamp through the
brush above them. In another mo-
ment, the outlaws had scattered and
were busy searching along the shore.

Hungry and Rusty hastily flat-
tened themselves against the bank
and jerked their wet guns from their
holsters. Each quickly tested the
hammer of his weapon to make cer-
tain no mud or sand would keep it
from working. They then crouched
back to watch and listen.

Suddenly the brush crackled just
above Rusty’s head, and they heard
a muttered oath. Almost instantly,
a clump of tall weeds parted and a
villainous face appeared.

With a startled snarl, the fellow
darted one quick look at Rusty’s
crouched form, then he drew back
with upraised Colt and struck with
all his strength at the little Ranger’s
red head.

CHAPTER VI.
THE FIGHT IN THE TORNILLOS.

IF that savage blow had landed,

Rusty’s skull would have been
split and his lifeless body hurled be-
neath the water. But the murder-
ous blow never reached its intended
victim.

Hungry happened to glance up
just as the fellow struck. The
lanky cowboy Ranger’'s bony arm

shot out with the speed of a darting
sidewinder, and he grabbed the hom-
bre's hairy wrist. Like a flash, he
jerked the fellow down and shoved
him under the water before he could
fire a shot or let out a yell to the
rest of the gang.

The outlaw struggled frantically
to tear free, but Hungry held him
down and kept his face under the
water until he got a grip on the fel-
low’s neck. He then slammed him
over the head with his Colt barrel
and knocked him unconscious.

“1 had to hit 'im,” he whispered
to Rusty. “Help me hold 'im against
the bank. We don’'t want to plumb
drown 'im, but | couldn’t risk lettin’
'im yell for help.”

“Aw, chuck the skunk back in the
water an’ let 'im drown!” Rusty
snarled softly. “It'd be good rid-
dance of bad rubbish!”

Hungry shook his head and got a
better grip on his victim’s collar. He
groped in the water until he re-
covered the hombre’'s gun and
handed it to Rusty. When he had
pulled a second Colt from the limp
ruffian’s holster, he paused to listen.

He could hear Morgan’s gang
beating through the brush some dis-
tance down the river. Finally he
heard them coming back.

Both Rangers hugged the muddy
bank until the outlaws passed their
hiding place. They waited until the
hombres were some distance away,
then they climbed out of the river
and pulled their unconscious prisoner
after them.

“Waal,” Hungry drawled, we
now got us a pair o’ guns apiece an’
another supply o’ cartridges. We're
all set to-------

A sudden sharp yell from one of
the outlaw gang caused Hungry to
glance up inquiringly. He heard
them calling back and forth, then

“
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Morgan’s bull voice cut through the
uproar.

“Git around thet hoss herd!” the
outlaw leader barked. “Git goin’,
men! Bill Stark is missin’! A
couple o’ yuh go back an’ see what's
happened to ’'im while we git these
hosses awav from hyar! Work
fast!”

“Yuh hyar thet?” Hungry whis-

pered. “Grab the rest o' this hom-
bre’'s cartridges while 1 tie ’'im!
Quick! Morgan’s sendin’ two o’ the

gang to hunt 'im, an’ we got to be
ready!”

Little Rusty was clawing the brass
cartridges from their prisoner’s
crisscrossed belts before Hungry
finished speaking. Working swiftly,
they tied the prisoner and jumped
back into the brush.

Almost before they had time to
hide themselves, they heard the roar
of flying hoofs and knew that Mor-
gan’s men were leaving with their
herd of stolen horses. A softer thud
in the sand of the river bank a short
distance away told them that two
of the gang were coming to look for
the hog-tied prisoner.

“Git ready!” Hungry snapped,
jerking his guns from his holsters.

“Like 1 ain't ready!” Rusty
snarled softly. “Just wait till 1 kin
git me a crack at them jaspers!”

“No!” Hungry warned hastily.
“No shootin’ ontil 1 give the word!
We want the hosses thet them hom-
bres is straddlin’! Savvy?”

In another moment, the dim
forms of two riders loomed among
the tornillos a short distance away.
At sight of them, Hungry nudged
Rusty and whispered for him to be
silent. He then gave a loud groan.

Like a flash, both riders threw
their mounts back on their haunches
and whirled toward Hungry. Stiffly
erect, hands on their guns, they sat
staring.

“Oh, Stark!” one of them called
guardedly. “Bill, was thet you?”

Hungry groaned again, then
braced himself and pressed Rusty’s
arm.

One of the riders growled an oath.
“Thet must be Bill,” he snarled
softly. “He’s maybe had a bowie
throwed through 'im. Thar wasn't
no shootin’ done! Come on!”

Hungry and Rusty heard the sud-
den creak of saddle leather as the
two ruffians spurred toward them.

“What the blue blazes?” one of
the hombres grated as he caught
sight of the unconscious prisoner.
“Why, thet's Bill!”

Both riders instantly jerked to a
halt. They looked warily in every
direction, then leaped from their
saddles.

“Yeah, this is Bill!” one snapped
harshly. “He’s been—— Blast it.
he's tied up! Git back, quick! We
may be surrounded by Rangers or
rurales! Run!”

Snarling oaths, the hombres
whirled. Without even taking time
to free their companion, they
leaped for their horses.

“Hands up thar, you!” Hungry
barked, and he and Rusty bounded
from the brush with leveled guns.
“Reach! Don’t-—-—- "

Bang! The thudding blast of a
hastily fired gun drowned the sound
of his voice, and a whizzing bullet
tore a shower of leaves and twigs
from the tornillo above little Rusty’s
head.

As Rusty threw himself aside into
a fighting crouch, Hungry fired a
single hurried shot and leaped for
the horses. He hastily shoved his
left-hand gun into his belt and
grabbed the bridle reins, then fired
again from the liip with his right as
the swearing outlaws cut down on
him.

Bang!

Bang-bang-bang! The
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stuttering roar of outlaw and Ranger
guns filled the thickets of tornillos
'with a hail of whizzing bullets.

Driven back from the horses by
Hungry’'s quick work, the outlaws
hurled themselves aside and dropped
flat in the nearest brush. From
there, they fought savagely to Kkill
the two cowboy Rangers.

Rusty’s twin Colts thundered
like a pair of shotguns as he ducked
and weaved from side to side in or-
der to spoil the outlaw’s aim.
Hungry kept a tight grip on the
frightened horses with his left hand
while he fired with his right at the
flashes of their enemies’ guns.

As Hungry's first gun clicked
empty, he dropped the weapon and
snatched the second Colt from his
belt in a cross-arm draw. With this
last weapon spitting fire and smoke,
he crouched on one knee.

A bullet grazed Rusty’s cheek and
tore a limb from a tornillo behind
his head. Another ball whizzed be-
neath his left arm and whined spite-
fully out into the river.

Suddenly the outlaws stopped
shooting. Rusty fired two more
shots, then his own hot guns elicked
upon empty cylinders, and he dived
back into the brush to reload.
Hungry fired again, then he, too,
paused and leaned forward with up-
flung Colt.

For a fleeting moment, there was
only the sound of clicking guns as
the fighters frantically ejected empty
shells and crammed fresh cartridges
into their hot weapons.

Hungry did not move. With four
cartridges still in the gun he held,
he waited, his eyes riveted warily on
the thicket where the outlaws were
hidden.

Rusty was first to reload. His
gun hammers clicked back, and he
bounded up.

Bang-bang! Hungry’s long Colt
flamed twice, then there came a
crackle of brush and the muffled
thud of running feet. He fired again,
then whirled.

“Hyar!” he yelled to Rusty.
“Grab a hoss, quick! Them jaspers
is decided to make a run fer it!
Come on!”

Rusty was halfway to the nearest
horse before Hungry finished speak-
ing. The little Ranger slammed one
gun into his holster and leaped into
the saddle as Hungry bounded
astride the other horse, then both
streaked in pursuit of the escaping
outlaws.

For a moment, whipping brush
and low-hanging limbs almost tore
them from their saddles, A sleeve
of Hungry’s shirt was ripped from
shoulder to wrist, and Rusty got a
deep scratch across his face.

Bang! Without warning, a gun
thundered almost under the nose of
Hungry’'s mount, and a bullet split
a limb above his head.

Bang! Hungry's Colt blasted an
instant echo, and he saw a dim fig-
ure reel and go down in the brush
beside him.

As the lanky Ranger hastily threw
his mount to a stiff-legged halt and
whirled for a second shot, Rusty let
out a yelp and tore away to the left
through an opening in the trees.
Hungry had just started to dis-
mount for a look at the hombre he
had killed when he heard Rusty and
the other outlaw begin shooting.

Bang-bang-bang-bang! The four
roaring guns sprayed hot Ilead
through the brush for a split sec-
ond, then it was over. Hungry spun
his mount on its hind legs just as he
heard Rusty come speeding back to-
ward him.

“Did he git away on yuh?”
Hungry barked hastily.

“Did he git away?” Rusty snarled.
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“I'll say he didn’'t! Does this look
like he got away?”

Hungry blinked and leaned for-
ward in his saddle. He grunted and
mopped the sweat from his homely
face as he caught sight of two new
guns in Rusty’s belt and an extra
pair of cartridge-filled belts at his
saddle horn.

It was only the work of a moment
for Hungry to dismount and un-
buckle the guns from the waist of the
hombre he had dropped. He hung
these over his shoulder and swung
back into his saddle.

“Waal,” he drawled, reaching for
his wet tobacco and biting off a
soggy chew, “1 reckon we’'d better
hurry an’ see to nabbin’ Pete Mor-
gan. Thanks to these hyar men o’
his, we’'ve now got guns an’ bosses
to do it with. Come on!”

Without a backward glance, the
two fighting Rangers whirled their
horses and sped on at a dead gallop
through the tornillos.

CHAPTER VII
SHEEP TRACKS.

A S they hurried to the plant v.nere

they had heard Pete Morgan and
his gang start away with the herd of
stolen horses, Hungry and Rusty
carefully reloaded their guns. Each
now had two long Colts in his hol-
sters and an extra pair thrust inside
his belt.

They quickly reached the place
where the horses had crossed the
river. At that point, they slowed
down and began searching as best
they could for tracks.

In the dim light under the trees, it
was difficult to see. But when the
two Rangers began circling among
the scattered chamisa and cat’s-claw
beyond, Hungry gave a sudden
grunt of satisfaction and motioned to
Rusty.
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“Hyar they go!” he drawled
grimly. “They went this way!”

Rusty was beside him almost in-
stantly. In scarcely a moment, they
were slowly following the tracks
through the scattered desert growth
toward a low range of hills which
they could dimly see against the
starry sky line.

For a time, hardly a word passed
between them. In the faint light, it
kept them both watching in order to
hold the trail of the escaping out-
laws.

Though they worked patiently,
they often lost sight of the tracks.
Occasionally they were forced to
ride in wide circles to locate them

again.
Finally they turned up through a
wide stretch of taller mesquite.

Soon they passed through that into
a dense growth of stunted trees at
the base of the hills. There they
again lost the trail.

With eyes riveted on the ground,
they leaned low in their saddles and
rode slowiy back and forth for sev-
eral minutes. Suddenly Rusty leaped
from his horse and stooped in an
open place among the trees.

“Found somethin’?”
called softly.

“I'll say | have,” yelled Rusty.
“Come here, quick!”

Hungry drove his mount quickly
forward and swung from his saddle.
All around him, he saw hundreds of
tiny tracks that led in every direc-
tion.

“Sheep!” he barked. “Thar's
been a whole herd of 'em drove past

Hungry

hyar, an’ it's happened since thet
Morgan gang took them hosses
through! Yuh savvy what thet
means?”

Rusty gritted his teeth and jerked

around. He glared sarcastically,
then stooped over the nearest
tracks.
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“Sure | savvy what this means!”
he flared. “Sheep is supposed to be
bedded down at night. When
they’'re drove around in the dark,
yuh can bet yore bottom dollar it's
fer a purpose!”

Hungry nodded and spat out a
stream of tobacco juice. “Right!”
he said. “An’ the purpose in this
case was to tromple out them hoss
tracks so’'s they couldn’t be follered
if somebody tried to trail ’‘em.
More'n likely, it's been tricks like
this thet's always kept officers from
catchin’ up with Morgan in his
orneriness.”

Rusty muttered something and
looked keenly in every direction. He
glared again at the sheep tracks, then
stood up.

“Waal,” he snapped grouehily,
“what are we aimin’ to do? Yuh
meanin’ to stand here all night?”

“1 ain't!” Hungry said sharply.
“We're goin’ to quit tryin’ to track
hosses an’ track sheep instead! |
figure thet'll be the way to find them
hosses. When we find hosses, we
find Morgan’s gang! Come on!”

Hungry tossed his bridle reins to
Rusty and leaned down. He studied
the tiny tracks for a moment, then
began following them slowly through
the trees.

He had gone only a short distance
when he and Rusty heard the faint
bleat of a sheep from somewhere out
in the darkness. Hungry instantly
jerked erect and stood listening. A
second bleat sent him hurrying back
to Rusty.

“Did yuh git the direction on
thet?” Rusty whispered.

Hungry nodded grimly and
grabbed his bridle reins. “Git yore
guns ready!” he snapped softly.
“Them sheep is darned close to us!
Fork yore hoss an’ be ready to
shoot!”

The Ranger partners leaped into
their saddles. As still another faint
bleat reached them, Hungry mo-
tioned in the direction of the sound
and led the way through the trees.

As they rode away, both dropped
their right hands to a gun butt.
They also leaned low in their sad-
dles and watched warily on both
sides for ambushed outlaws who
might be planted to cut down on
them at any moment.

Suddenly Rusty motioned Hungry
to a halt. Still holding up a hand,
he stood in his stirrups and sniffed
the air.

“What is it?” Hungry whispered.

“1 smell sheep!” Rusty snarled
softly. “We must be gittin’ close!
Yeah, what's thet ahead of us?”

Hungry bent lower and peered in
the direction Rusty was pointing.
There like a dark smudge among the
trees, he finally recognized a brush
corral.

“Hit the ground!” he instantly
whispered. “We’'ll leave our hosses
hyar an’ slip over thar on foot! Yuh
ready? Come on!”

Both dropped noiselessly from
their saddles and looped their bridle
reins over the nearest limbs. With
guns gripped ready for use, they
crept watchfully forward.

As they drew close to the corral,
they stopped again. With every
sense keenly on the alert, they
stared to right and left, then went
slowly on.

Suddenly Hungry nudged Rusty
and crouched down. There just
against the side of the corral, he
spotted the dim figure of a man.

“Thet jasper lias already seen
us!” Hungry whispered. “He
must’'ve heard our hosses. He's
starin’ straight toward us!”

“Yeah, an’ there's two of 'em!”
Rusty replied hastily. “There’'s a
second hombre standin’ against the
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brush just to the left of the one you
seen. See 'im?”

Hungry stared, then nodded. He
motioned quickly to Rusty, then
cocked both guns and threw them
to a level.

“Hands up thar, you two jaspers!”
he barked sharply to the hombres at
the corral. “No tricks, or we’ll drill
yuh! Reach!”

As if fully expecting such an or-
der, both hombres instantly shot
their hands above their heads.

“No shoot, senior!” one called
hastily. “We ees only poor sheep-
herders, senor! We haf do noth-
eeng!”

“Yeah, too bad about you!” Rusty

snarled. “Yuh ain’t done nothin’,
huh? Feller, yo're a liar by the
clock! Come on, Hungry an’ let's

git 'em!”

As the Rangers strode forward,
they kept their guns pointed at the
two Mexican herders. The hom-
fcres had surrendered too easily, and
Hungry and Rusty suspected
treachery.

“What was yuh doin’ out with
them sheep at this time o’ night?”
Hungry snapped. “Talk fast, hom-
bres, an’ no lyin’!”

“Oh, senor, the sheeps she haf no
been out!” the nearest herder, a
dark, powerfully built hombre re-
plied. “The tracks you see were
only of a few strays wheech we haf
just find an’ breeng in.”

“Yeah!” Rusty snapped. “One
does the lyin’ an’ the other stands
ready to swear to it, huh? If yuh
don't------- ”

Without finishing what he meant
to sav, Rusty suddenly jerked
erect. Just beyond the corral, he
had caught the faint outline of a
cabin. He motioned toward it with
his left-hand gun.

“See thet shack over there?” he
hissed to Hungry. “Look! 1I'll bet

yuh these sheep-lovin’ jaspers has
got amigos planted there to shoot
us down the minute we turn our
backs.”

Hungry’s homely face hardened at
sight of the house. He stared at it
for a moment, then frowned.

“Yuh may be right at thet,” he
drawled, a deadly greenish glint
creeping into his slitted eyes. “Waal,
we’'ll soon find out. Lead us to thet
cabin o’ yores, hornbres! We’'re go-
in” to have a look in it. If any
shootin’ starts, it's goin’ to be just
too bad fer yuh. Git goin’!”

In spite of the Mexicans’ pro-
tests, Hungry and Rusty spun them
around. Hungry barked a sharp
command. Then he and his scrappy
little partner drove both herders
ahead of them toward the cabin.

CHAPTER VIII
THE FIGHT AT THE CABIN.

they neared the house, Hungry

and Rusty proceeded with ex-
treme caution. They stepped closer
to the two hombres and covered
them with their cocked guns.

At a signal from Hungry, the
powerfully built herder shoved open
the door. The Rangers followed
warily, then Rusty snapped a match
on his thumb nail.

“Nobody here,” he snarled, dart-
ing a quick look around them.

“Looks is sometimes mighty de-
ceivin’,” Hungry drawled quietly.
“Light thet candle thar on thet
table, an’ we’ll take a better look.
My bet is thet Morgan always keeps
these herders liyar to hide his trail
fer 'im with sheep tracks when he
passes through to his hang-out. In
thet case, yuh kin bet thar’'s some
other watcher planted not fur away
— maybe several of 'em!”

Rusty muttered something and
hastily touched his match to the
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candle. As it sputtered, then flamed
brightly up, they darted another
look at the cabin.

Except for a couple of greasy,
sheepskin-covered bunks and a pair
of hide-bottomed stools, the filthy
little room was bare. There was
only one window, and it was with-
out sash or curtain.

Hungry glanced sharply at the
window and door, then he turned to
the scowling herders. He stared at
them thoughtfully.

“Now, hombres!” he demanded
sternly. “I want to know which way
Pete Morgan went when he passed
through hyar with them stolen
hosses. Tell us the truth, an’ we'll
not arrest yuh? Savvy?”

“Aw, rats!” Rusty snarled dis-
gustedly. “Yuh long-legged pelican,
the truth ain’'t in 'em! Let’s tie 'em
up, then we’ll unravel Morgan'’s trail
ourselves. Tie ’em or shoot ’'em,
then let's git. busy!”

“Just wait!” Hungry drawled. “I
want to------- "

Zzzip! A whizzing knife split the
air within an inch of Hungry’s face
and chugged spitefully into the wall
where it stood quivering. A second
knife grazed his shoulder as he
leaped back and whirled.

Instantly there came the sound of
running feet, and Hungry darted
toward the open window. Before he
could reach it, a muffled yell from

Rusty brought him around with a
jerk.
Thud! One of the hide-bottomed

stools hit Hungry a terrific blow in
the chest, hurling him against the
wall. He staggered and went to one
knee as the powerfully built herder
dived on top of him and slashed
wickedly at his throat with a razor-
edged bovie.

As Hungry threw his head aside to
dodge the blow, he got one fleeting
glimpse of Rusty and the other

herder on the floor beyond the
table. The next moment, the lanky
Ranger was battling for his life be-
neath the window.

A back-handed rip of the knife
grazed Hungry’'s chin as he heaved
to one side. He wrenched frantically
to free his hands and use his guns,
but the hulking herder had both
knees on his arms and kept them
pinned to the floor.

Suddenly Hungry jerked up one
knee and shoved the hombre slightly
to one side. Like a flash, he then
doubled up, drove both feet into the
herder's stomach and sent him
sprawling backward.

Almost before the fellow knew
what had happened, Hungry was on
him. A swinging blow of the lanky
Ranger’s right-hand Colt snapped
the hombre’s hairy wrist and sent
the knife spinning against the wall.
A second blow knocked him uncon-
scious, then Hungry whirled to help
Rusty.

Little Rusty and the other herder
had rolled clear across the earthen
floor and were battling earnestly be-
neath one of the bunks. As Hungry
leaped toward them, he saw the
bunk rip loose from the wall and
rise from the floor.

“Take thet, yuh sheep-lovin’ pole-
cat!” came a muffled snarl. “An*
here’'s another just like it! Try
jumpin’ on somebody’s back again,

will yuh?  Onless yore blasted
head’s harder than 1 think it is,
yuh've quit jumpin’ on people’s
backs!”

Hungry heard a grunt and the
sound of a blow as he upended the
bunk and threw it out of his way.
With one swoop of his big hand, he
grabbed Rusty and dragged him off
the limp form of the other herder.

“Let me loose, blast yuh!” Rusty
snarled, struggling to get back at
the hombre. “Thet skunk piled on
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me from behind an’ tried to carve
my innards out! Dog-gone his ornery
time, let me hit 'im again! Look
what he done to my only shirt, will
vuh?”

Hungry darted one look at his
little partner's knife-slashed shirt,
then he grabbed the battered herder
by a foot and dragged him out into
the floor. Without, a pause, he
snatched a bit of rope from a peg on
the wall.

‘“"Hyar!" he barked sharply to
Rusty. “Git busy an’ help tie these
jaspers! Hurry! The hombre thet
throwed them knives at me through
thet winder is most likely burnin’
the breeze to tell Pete Morgan we're
hyar! We maybe ain’t got a second
to lose!”

Tliey quickly tied up the two
herders and rolled them into a cor-
ner out of the way. They then col-
lected the hombres’ knives.

“Waal,” Hungry snapped, eying
the razor-edged weapons, “l can’'t
say as | cotton much to these hyar
kind o’ fightin’ tools, but I Kin use
'em if | have to. We may need 'em,
so we'll just take 'em along!”

He handed Rusty the two they
had taken from the herders, and he
selected the pair that were sticking
in the wall. He saw that the latter
were heavv-bladed throwing knives,
and he gave a grunt of satisfaction
as he thrust them in his boot legs.

With this he hurried to the win-
dow and peered out into the dark-
ness. He listened keenly for a mo-
ment, then whirled and motioned to
Rusty.

“Come on!” he called sharply.
“We'll git these two hombres out an’
hide ’em, then git ready fer Pete
Morgan! He’'ll either be coinin’
back to finish us, or he’ll send some
o’ his gang to do it!”

Working swiftly, Hungry and
Rusty dragged the two herders out

among the trees and hid them where
Morgan’s men would not be likely
to find them. This done, the two
Rangers led their horses farther
away and tied them where they
would not be seen.

“Now, stay hyar while I go back
an’ blow out thet candle,” Hungry
said. “We'll-—- "

“Shhli!” Rusty suddenly hissed.
“We'd better have biowed out thet

light while we had a chance! Look
over there!”
Hungry jerked up his head.

There just beyond the corral, he saw
two dim figures. As he stared at
them, two more hombres came slip-
ping around the corner of the cabin.

“Huh!” he grunted. “Pete Mor-
gan couldn't have been fur away
with them hosse.s. | wonder if them
four hombres is all he sent back to
see to finishin’ us?”

“We'll soon find out!” Rusty
snarled softly. “Watch me lift thet
jasper thet's slippin’ toward the
door!”

Rusty lifted his right-hand gun to
shoot, but Hungry shoved the

weapon down and whispered for him
to wait. Hungry then pulled a pair
of his own Colts and noiselessly
thumbed back their hammers.

“As long as yo're in the Ranger
service, don’t never take a shot at a
feller without first givin’ ‘im a
chance to surrender peaceable,” he
drawled grimly. “Of course, when
they plumb refuse, see kin yuh shoot
the tarnation out of 'em!”

With this, Hungry rose on one
knee. He nodded to Rusty, then
braced himself and raised both guns.

“Hands up over thar, you
jaspers!” he called sharply. “Reach!
Wc got yuh covered!”

The two hombres beside the house
hurled themselves back and aside.
The ones at the corral threw them-
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selves into a fighting crouch, and all
snapped their guns to a level. %

“Yuh surrenderin’?” Rusty yelled.
“We ain't tellin’ yuh again! Yuh'd
better reach while yo're all in one
piece!”

Bang! Bang-bang-bang-bang! The
stabbing flash of hastily fired Colts
lighted the yard in front of the
cabin, and a hail of whizzing bul-
lets split the air viciously above
Hungry’s and Rusty’s heads.

“Pour it to 'em!” Hungry barked
as he and Rusty opened fire.
“They've asked fer it! Down ’‘em
all, an’ try not to miss a shot!”

CHAPTER IX.
HANDS UP, HOMBRES!

pOR a moment, the thundering

roar of guns drowned all other
sounds. Hungry and Rusty fired
slowly in an effort to make every
shot count.

Bullets tore up the ground all
around them and slashed twigs from
the trees above their heads. Their
own bullets ripped splinters from the
wall of the cabin as the four out-
laws ducked and dodged from side
to side.

Rusty felt the breath of a bullet
that fanned his cheek. Another slug
knocked up a spurt of dust between
his feet, and a third burned a crease
along his left arm.

Suddenly one of the outlaws spun
against the cabin wall, clung there
weakly for a moment, then sank to
his knees and rolled over.

“One down an’ three to go!”
Hungry snapped grimly.

At that instant* a bullet spattered
against a boulder beside him and
filled his cheek with slivers of flying
lead and stone. Hungry wiped his
face with his sleeve and kept shoot-
ing.
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Another outlaw pitched forward
on his face and lay twitching. With
startled oaths, the other two dived
hastily for shelter around the corner
of the cabin.

Bang! A lightning shot from little
Rusty staggered one of them before
they could get out of sight. Hungry
saw the fellow sag to his knees, then
lurch weakly to his feet and reel
back into the shadow of the wall.

“Come on!” Hungry instantly
shouted. “We’'ve cut 'em down to
one! Let's git him 'fore he escapes

on us!”

With guns poised for sudden use,
the two young Rangers bounded into
the open and raced for the corner of
the cabin. A bullet sliced the air
between them as they passed the
door, then came a hoarse oath and
a swift thud of feet from the dark-
ness beyond the house.

“Git to the hosses!” Hungry
yelled without turning his head.
“Thet last hombre is makin’ a git-
away on us! Grab our hosses while
I see did we finish thet other'n!
Run!”

With an angry yelp, Rusty spun
away toward the trees. Hungry
darted on around the corner of the
house and stooped for a split second
beside the twitching body of the
hombre Rusty had dropped.

“He’s finished!” Hungry mut-
tered. “I thought maybe he might
live long enough to talk. 1 figured
to bluff 'im into tellin’ us the way to
Morgan’s hide-out. Waal-—-- "

A sudden thud of flying hoofs
sounded from the trees beyond the
corrals, and Hungry bounded erect.
He was just in time to catch a faint
glimpse of a spurring rider, and his
right-hand gun flew to a level.

Bang! He sent a bullet whizzing
past the hombre’s head, then fired
again as the fellow vanished from
sight.

WW-2E
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He started to try one more shot,
but Rusty rocketed around the cor-
ner with their horses and halted in
front of him. Instead of shooting,
he snatched his bridle reins and
sprang into his saddle.

“Did yuh git 'imp” Rusty yelped.

“Missed!” Hungry snapped. “Git
on after 'im ’'fore he gits plumb
away! Ride like blazes! Maybe
he’ll lead us to whar Morgan an’ the
rest o’ his bunch aire! Git goin’'!”

Hungry had his horse in a dead
run before he finished speaking.
With Rusty close behind him, the
lanky Ranger led the way at top
speed in the direction the escaping
outlaw had gone.

“Listen!” Hungry called over his
shoulder. “Listen close! We got to
keep in hearin’ distance o' thet
jasper’s hoss!”

“l hear it!” Rusty barked.
dead ahead of us! See thet?”

As Rusty spoke, a shower of
sparks flew from under the shod
hoofs of the horse in front of them.
Hungry drove his own mount to a
still greater burst of speed and bal-
anced his right-hand gun for light-
ning use.

In a few minutes, they emerged
from the trees and raced on up a
rocky slope that led to the hills be-
yond. They could now see the dim
form of the hombre they were fol-
lowing.

Suddenly they saw the fellow twist
around in his saddle. Hungry saw
his right arm whip up, and he
ducked instantly.

Bang! A bullet split the air where
the lanky Ranger’s head had been,
and a second shot tore up a spurt of
dust beside his horse.

Bang-bang! Both Rangers fired
at the same time, and they saw the
ruffian slump down over his saddle
horn. He sagged there for a mo-
ment, then pitched from his flyin
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horse and went the
ground.

With guns poised, Hungry and
Rusty slid to a halt beside him and
leaped from their saddles. Hungry
tossed his bridle reins to Rusty and
rolled the fellow over.

“Is he dead yit?” Rusty asked.

Hungry shook his head and leaned
down. “Not yit,” he said. “He’s
hard hit, though. | hated to have
to shoot 'im. | wanted him to lead
us to whar Morgan’'s hid. That's
the jasper we're after!”

Rusty grunted impatiently and
dropped to one knee beside him just
as the outlaw groaned and rolled his
eyes up at them. He saw that the
fellow was dying fast.

The hombre choked hoarsely and
tried to raise his head. Crimson
froth trickled from one corner of his
unshaven lips as he fought to get his
breath.

“B-blasted— meddlin’—Rangers!”
He gasped, the muscles of his brutal
face twitching. “Yuh—yuh'll git
what's c-comin’ to y-yuh! Yuh—

rolling on

g-got no right—f-follerin’ us in
Mexico!”

“Ain't we?” Rusty snapped.
“Wrong again, hombre! We’'ve been

made honorary members of the
rurales, an’ we kin foller such
jaspers as you into Mexico City if
we're a mind to!”

Rusty would have said more, but
Hungry motioned for him to be si-
lent. The lanky Ranger then
leaned closer to the dying outlaw.

“Listen, feller!” he drawled
sternly. “We're after Morgan, an’
we want to know whar his hidin’
place is. Thet jasper has been dodg-
in’ the law a long time, but we're go-
in’ to git 'im! Come on an’ tell us!
Yo're cashin’ in, an’ yuh might as
well come clean.”

The hombre rolled his
weakly from side to side,

)
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and a
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croak of hideous laughter twisted his
thick lips. He glared up savagely
and clenched his big hands.

“Want to f-find Morgan, d-do

yuh!” he snarled, voice rattling in
his throat. “W-waal, yuh’ll soon
find 'im! He’'ll git yuh fer this!
He'll-----—-- ”

A spasm of coughing choked him,
and he fell back. Stark hate flamed
for a second in his glazing eyes, and
his lips curled back from his yel-
lowed teeth.

“Y-yeah,” he choked, chest heav-
ing. “M-Morgan’ll—

With a hoarse cry, he flounced al-
most to a sitting posture, and one
shaking hand closed on Hungrv's
arm in a clutching grip. He clung
to the tall Ranger for a moment,
then fell back and lay twitching.

“Dead!” Hungry snapped. “1
hate to see 'em pass out like thet!”

Hungry shrugged his bony shoul-
ders, then he laid the outlaw’s hat
over the distorted face and stood up.
With a quiet nod to Rusty, he took
his bridle reins.

“Waal,” Rusty snapped, “which
way now? Since our late guide met
with an accident, how're we goin’ to
find Pete Morgan?”

With his homely face as expres-
sionless as the rocks around them,
Hungry reached unhurriedly for his
battered plug of tobacco. He calmly
bit off a huge chew and tongued it
into his cheek, then he glanced side-
wise at the dead outlaw.

“Waal, 1 think this feller has al-
ready showed us the way to Mor-
gan,” he drawled. "He was headin’
straight to 'im when we had to shoot
im. We'll just keep goin’ an’ use
our eyes an’ ears. Let’s go!”

Hungry threw his bridle reins
over his horse’s neck and swung
into the saddle. With Rusty close
beside him, he started on in the di-
rection of the hills.

As they rode along, he and Rusty
carefully reloaded the empty
chambers in their guns and dropped
the weapons back into their hol-
sters. Then watching closely in
every direction, they urged their
tired horses on.

Soon they were riding through a
maze of broken rock and jutting
ledges. In some places, it was dif-
ficult to find a way through them.

Suddenly Rusty noticed that his
mount kept pulling to one side. He
at once slackened up on his bridle
reins, and the animal started on an-
other route through the boulders.

“Hey, look here!” he called softly
to Hungry. “This hoss knows
where it's goin’! Let’s give 'em both
their heads! They’ve been up here
before, an’ I'm bettin’ they'll lead
us straight to Morgan’s hide-out!”

Hungry nodded and quickly
loosened his reins. In another mo-
ment, he found that their horses
were taking a faint trail which
wound back and forth through the
huge rocks.

“Waal!” he grunted. “Now, we're
gittin’ thar! Tt can't be very fur to

As a faint click sounded from the
darkness in front of them, Hungry
hissed a sharp warning to Rusty and
pulled his mount to a quick halt.
With both hands streaking to his
Colt butts, lie leaned forward in his
saddle.

“Hands up thar, both o* yuh!”
came a sudden snarled command
from somewhere close. "Reach!
We got yuh sky-lined, an’ we're
plumb itchin’ to blow yore blasted
innards out!”

At first, Hungry started to draw
and shoot in the direction of the
voice. Instead, he hastily motioned
Rusty back and raised his bands
above his head.
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CHAPTER X.
Morgan's hang-out.

DUSTY let out a yelp of fury and

' threw himself sidewise in his
saddle. He had his gun half out of
his holster before Hungry could
quiet him.

“What the livin’ blue blazes an’
tarnation!” Rusty snarled. “Yuh
ain't meanin’ to fold up an’ sur-
render at this stage of the game?
Let's shoot it out with ’em right
here!”

“Steady, pard!” Hungry barked
quickly. “Git yore hands up ’fore
them jaspers rips a bullet through
yuh! We can’t see to do nothin'—
yit!  Savvy?”

The way Hungry said that caused
Rusty to stiffen and dart him an in-

quiring stare. Unable to see
Hungry's face, he muttered dis-
gustedly and slowly raised his

hands.

“Thet's better!” the unseen hom-
bre growled from the darkness. “I
was just gittin’ ready to drill yuh
plumb center, yuh blasted runt!
Now, shuck out o' them gun belts,
both o’ yuh! Reach down with one
hand an’ unbuckle ’em! Let 'em
fall to the ground whar | kin see
imi”

“Do as he says,” Hungry managed
to whisper. “Drop yore guns care-
ful. Let 'em slide down the side 0’
thet rock, then move out from be-
hind me. Hurry!”

As a snarled oath reached them
from the darkness, Rusty hastily
reached down and unbuckled his
crisscrossed belts. He then let them
slide along the side of a sloping rock
to the ground and again raised his
hand.

Hungry’'s guns thudded to the
trail at the same time, then the
lanky Ranger touched his horse’s
shoulder lightly with his heel and
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made it spin around so that his left
side was toward the hidden outlaw.

“Keep thet hoss still, thar!” the
fellow snarled. “Keep them hands
up, too, an’ no tricks! I'm cornin’
out now!”

Instead of hoisting his right hand,
Hungry dropped it straight down be-
side his body. W.ith his left side to-
ward the hombre, he knew that in
the darkness the fellow would not
know whether he had both hands in
the air or only one.

The Rangers heard a muttered
grunt and the crunch of gravel, then
a muffled form moved from behind
a huge rock directly in front of them
and stopped close to Hungry'’s horse.
The fellow was holding a big carbine
ready in both hands and there was
a sarcastic leer on his bearded face.

“Walked right plumb into it,
didn't yuh?” he sneered. “It’s lucky
the boss sent me down hyar to watch
this trail!”

“Yeah!” Hungry drawled danger-
ously. “Yuh was usin’ the word
‘we’ back thar when yuh throwed
down on us. So yuh was alone all
the time, an’ was tryin’ to bluff us
into thinkin’ yuh had yore gang with
yuh!”

As Hungry talked, he slipped his
right foot noiselessly from his stir-
rup and pulled it up within reach of
his hand. A greenish glint crept into
his usually mild eyes as he stared at
the rifleman.

The fellow chuckled coarsely and
leered. “I reckon | fooled yuh!” he
said. “l1 was alone all the time.
Morgan’ll have a good laugh when
he hyars how | nabbed you two
blasted Rangers single-handed.”

“Yeah!” Hungry drawled, and his
groping fingers closed on the buck-
horn handle of the heavy throwing
knife in his boot. “Waal’—he
yawned carelessly, then his right
arm whipped around, and he hurled
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the knife with all his strength—
“maybe Morgan’ll git 'im a laugh
out. o' thet, too! How do vuh like
it!”

With a startled grunt, the hombre
whipped up his carbine, but before
his finger could <close on the
weapon'’s trigger, the whizzing knife
thudded to the hilt in his throat, and
he spun half around. His carbine
clattered to the ground, and he
clutched frantically at the knife as
he pitched sidewise among the
rocks.

“Yuli got 'im!” Rusty ejaculated.
“Dog-gone, yuh shore handed it
right back at 'im!”

Hungry nodded grimly and spat a
brown stream against the rock be-
side him. He swung from his saddle
and picked up his double-holstered
gun belts before replying.

“Yeah,” he finally drawled. “I
figured thet hombre was alone when
he first spoke, but | couldn't be
plumb shore ontil he got to braggin’
how he’'d fooled us. It's lucky we
saved them throwin’ knives!”

Hungry finished buckling his guns
about his waist, then he walked over
to the dead outlaw and pulled the
heavy knife from his throat. He
wiped the blade on the fellow’s
greasy shirt, shoved the weapon
back in his boot top and again
mounted his horse.

“Waal, where do we go from here?”
Rusty asked. “I'm gittin’ sleepier
every minute, feller, an’ I want to
git this Morgan-chasin’ over with.
We been on the prowl nearly all
night!”

“Just keep yore shirt on an’ give
yore hoss his head again,” Hungry
drawled, starting forward. “I don’t
figure thet guard would have been
posted very fur from Morgan’s
hang-out. Come on! An’ be ready
as blazes to start fannin’ them guns
yo're packin’!”

Quickly they passed between two
towering cliffs and found themselves
in a narrow canyon. There where
the feeble moonlight could not reach
them, they rode slowly on in com-
plete darkness.

Suddenly the canyon widened
into a grassy meadow, and Hungry
and Rusty spotted several horses a
short distance in front of them. At
almost the same instant, Rusty
caught the faint gleam of a light to
one side.

“Look!” Rusty barked softly.
"Look yonder! We've caught up
with thet herd of stolen horses, an’
there’s a light to our left!”

“Morgan’s secret hang-out!”
Hungry drawled. “Waal, he’s been
dodgin’ the law a long time, but
Rangers has finally trailed 'im down.
Yeah, an’ the note we found on thel
tenderfoot will help to convict ’'im.
Git off yore hoss an’ come on!”

Rusty instantly sprang from his
saddle and shifted his guns around
on his hips. When he and Hungry
had tied their horses close to the can-
yon wall, they turned and started
toward the light.

As they drew closer, they slowed
down and slipped their guns from
their holsters. A cabin w-as just in
front of them, and they could hear
a hum of voices from inside.

“Si, senor!” an hombre suddenly
shouted, and the two Rangers
paused to listen. “I tell you. senor.
eet ees those Hungree Hawkins an’
Rustee Bolivar! | see them at the
cabin where you keep the sheeps, an’
I know eet ees them. | haf seen
them before!”

A bellow of rage drowned the
sound of the Mexican’s voice. The
listening Rangers heard the scrape
of chairs and stamp of feet, then
Morgan’s bull voice cut through the
uproar.

“Hungry Hawkins an' Rusty
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Bolivar, was it?” he bellowed sav-
agely. “I ought to have cut thet
long-legged Ranger’s throat when |
had 'im. Yeah, an’ | should have
done the same with thet runt part-
ner o' his instid o’ just battin’ 'im
over the head with my gun. |1
thought I'd killed him, but I must
‘a’ only stunned 'im. Aire yuh
plumb shore it's them?”

Without waiting for the Mexican’s
reply, Rusty let out a snarl of fury
and darted forward with upflung
guns. Hungry caught him just in
time and pulled him back.

“Hold on thar!” Hungry whis-
pered sternly.

“Hold on, nothin’!” Rusty gritted,
eyes blazing. “Did yuh hear thet?
Did yuh hear what Morgan just
said? Blast his ornery time, it was
him thet give me this lump on my
head! It was him thet hit me! He

)

“1 know! | heerd it all!” Hungry
cut in softly. “Come on, an’ no
shootin’ till I give the word. We
want them jaspers alive—if possi-
ble!”

In a moment, Hungry and Rusty
were beside an open window. Inside
the cabin, they saw Pete Morgan
and five amigos grouped around a
rickety table. All of the ruffians
were trying to talk at once,

“Shet up!” Morgan finally roared,
and he kicked his chair behind him
and lunged to his feet. “Thar ain’'t
but only one thing we kin do. Juan
hyar says thet them two blasted
Rangers was headed this way when
he seen 'em last. We’'ll git down to
whar the canyon narrows an’ shoot
‘'em as they come in. Grab yore
guns!”

“Never mind them guns!” Hungry
barked, leaning through the window
with leveled Colts. “Yuh won't
need no guns whar yo're goin’, so
just reach!”
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“Yeah, an’ make it dog-goned
snappy, too!” Rusty yelled, kicking
open the door and stepping inside.
“Up with 'em, all of yuh!”

CHAPTER XI.
THE RURALE FIRING SQUAD.

iyyTTH startled oaths, Morgan and

his men shrank back, hands
clawed above their gun butts and
eyes darting from Hungry to Rusty.
Pete Morgan’s drink-reddened face
was twisted in a snarl of murderous
fury as he watched Hungry throw a
leg over the window sill and leap
into the room.

“Git 'em, men!” Morgan suddenly
bellowed, and his big hands swooped
down.

Br-r-r-a-m! Bang-bang-bang-bang!
Outlaw and Ranger guns crashed in
one bellowing roar that jarred the
old cabin to its foundation, and
screaming bullets hurled splinters
and dust in every direction.

A bullet tore through one of
Rusty’s holsters and slapped it
around on his hip. Another ball
clipped a lock of hair from his head
and tore a gaping hole in the door
behind him.

Hungry staggered as a bullet
grazed his thigh, but he Ilimped
aside and downed two hombres be-
side the table. A bullet from near
the window split his shirt across the
chest and cut a stinging groove in
his arm above the elbow.

The little room was a swhirling
cloud of black smoke, and the candle
fell over on its side, sputtering. A
thrown chair just missed little
Rusty’s bobbing head and smashed
against the wall.

Three of the outlaws were now on
the floor, and one of them was try-
ing feebly to crawl into a corner out
of the way. Rusty, darting past
him, downed a fourth behind the
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table. He sped on to the window to
stop another who was trying to get
away.

Hungry glanced through the pall
of powder smoke, and he was just in
time to catch a swift glimpse of his
little partner’'s bowed legs as Rusty
dived through after the hombre who
had got outside.

Bangl A gun blazed almost in
Hungry’s face, and he felt the slight
shock of a bullet that grazed his
shoulder.

Hungry'’s left-hand gun thundered
a reply, but the last remaining out-
law ducked under his arm and both
went rolling on the littered floor.

Back and forth, over and over,
locked in a struggle to the death,
Hungry and the fellow rolled almost
to the door. Both lost their guns,
but fought on with their bare hands.

Suddenly the fellow butted
Hungry in the chin. As the lanky
Ranger’'s head snapped back, the
fellow tried to gouge his eyes from
their sockets.

But Hungry wrenched aside and
kneed the hombre in the stomach in
time to save himself. He then
clinched with the powerful ruffian
and rolled with him beneath the
table. There the fellow tore free
and bounded up.

Hungry was after him like a flash.
The table crashed over, and the
candle winked out on the floor be-
neath the outlaw’s trampling feet as
he dived forward and snatched up
one of their fallen guns.

Bang! A bullet grazed Hungry'’s
shoulder, but he stumbled aside as
the gun swung up. He instantly
darted back to the wall where he
could dimly see the hombre between
himself and the open door.

Bang! The outlaw’s gun thun-
dered again, and the bullet tore
through the wall beside Hungry’s
head.

Hungry instantly swooped down
and snatched the throwing knife
from his right boot. He straight-
ened with a jerk and darted aside.
As the hombre’s gun roared a third
time, Hungry’s arm whipped up and
forward, and he hurled the long-
bladed knife through the fellow’s
chest.

Without a pause, Hungry whirled
to look for Rusty. As he did so, he
heard a hoarse bawl for help from
the vyard. He sprang hastily
through the door.

There in the faint moonlight, he
saw Rusty. The scrappy little
Ranger was seated astride a heaving
figure, and he was swinging a
clubbed Colt above his head.

“Help!” came another bawl, and
Hungry instantly recognized Pete
Morgan’s voice. “Help! Pull ’im
offn me! He’'s tryin’ to hammer mj®
brains out! Help!”

“Shet up!” Rusty snarled. “Blast
yuh, yuh ain’t got a single brain in
thet head fer me to knock out! How
do yuh like this?”

Thud! Hungry saw Rusty's gun
smash down and heard a howl of
pain from Morgan.

“Hyar!” Hungry barked, and he
grabbed Rusty’s arm, “Don't plumb
kill thet feller!”

Rusty struggled for a moment to
tree hfs arm. At last, he allowed
Hungry to pull him from his bat-
tered victim.

“Blast yuh, what did yuh have to
go buttin’ in fer?” he demanded,
grinning crookedly. "Tliet's Morgan
I was beatin’ up. Dog-gone his
ornery time, | shore paid him back
fer that smack he give me on the

head! Take a squint at 'im! If he
ain’'t beat up to suit yuh, I'll bust
'im again!”

Hungry grunted dryly and rolled
Morgan over. He took one look at
the half-dazed outlaw leader's bat-
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tered face and skinned head, then
he reached in his pocket for some
hoggin string.

“Now,” Rusty snapped, “1
reckon thet hombre will git him a
rope------- ”

Rusty suddenly clawed his guns
from his holsters and leaped back.
From just below them in the can-
yon, his keen ears had just caught
the drum of flying hoofs.

“Listen!” he barked. “Listen to
thet, will yuh? Is thet maybe more
of Morgan’s gang cornin’?”

Hungry jerked around. As he saw
the dim forms of a band of spurring
riders, he bounded up. He started
to dart back into the cabin for a pair
of guns, but suddenly stopped and
blinked his eyes.

“Rurales!” he gasped. “How in
tarnation do yuh reckon they found
their way hyar?”

Rusty hastily lowered his guns.
In another moment, they were sur-
rounded by a whole company of
Mexico’s mounted police.

“Hands up, senores!” a rurale cap-
tain blazed, spurring forward with
uplifted saber. “Do you surrender,
or shall my men be forced to shoot
you where you stand?”

Hungry smiled grimly and held up
one big hand. “Yuh needn’t bother
to shoot,” he drawled. “The shoot-
in’ is done over, Captain Rodriguez.
This hog-tied jasper is Pete Mor-
gan, an’ yuh'll find the rest o’ his
gang scattered from hyar to the
Rio Grande.”

“What?” the rurale officer barked
sharply, and he leaned closer to peer

at the Rangers’ faces. “Why, eet
ees Senor Hungry Hawkins an’
Sehor Rusty Bolivar. My frien’s,
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We hear the
What have

the rurales salute you!
shooting, an’ we come.
you do here?”

“Ain't my pard done told yuh
what we’'ve done?” Rusty asked,
grinning impudently. “We’'ve abol-
ished thet Morgan gang yuh’ve been
wantin’ so long. There he is!
Yuh’ll find 'im sort o bunged up,
but he ain’t too bungafied to be shot.
Some of yuh kin treat 'im to a firin’
squad, while me an’ this pard of
mine gits patched up.”

While a rurale sergeant and a
couple of troopers hoisted Pete
Morgan to his feet and led him away
to where they could stand him up
against the canyon wall for execu-
tion, the two Rangers and Captain
Rodriguez went into the cabin and
lighted the candle.

The rurale officer was just wrap-
ping a bandage around Rusty’s arm
when a sudden roar of carbines
blasted from down the canyon.
Rusty jumped, then he grinned and
looked across at Hungry.

“A firin’ squad has just finished
Morgan!” he snapped. “Thet's
what | call service! Fer downright
fast work, these Mexicans has got
the world beat. When a man needs

executin’, they don’'t fool around
about it. They just finish ’im then
an’ there. Reach me a little more

of thet liniment, cap. | want to rub

some on my head.”

Thet shore was one plumb excitin’
night fer Hungry an’ Rusty. It come
purty near ter bein’ the last one, fer them,
too. Howsomever, it will take a lot o
lead ter sink thet pair. They'll be ridin’
the Rio trails ag'in soon—in Street &
Smith’s Wild West Weekly. Don’'t miss
‘'em!

T&ARO



Stealin®* Hot Spur

Stage Hosses
By Stephen Payne

Author of “Fire Trap On Flying E,” etc.

HEN the Hot Spur stage

hove in sight of Holcomb’'s

stage station, atop the
mountain range, young Johnny
Dowst felt a sudden hunch that all
was not as it should be.

There was the haystack-dotted
meadow stretching away to the
south; there was the cluster of
storm-proof log buildings and the
corrals nestling under a low bluff.
A mother cat and her Kittens were
sunning themselves near the door of
the house, and chickens were cluck-
ing about in the yard. So every-
thing looked serene.

But that day, there was no change
of horses in the yard, harnessed and
ready to be hitched to the heavy
coach the moment the others were
unhitched. Nor was Sam Holcomb,
the rancher, who tended the stage
stock at this station, in evidence.

The stage, on the up trip from
Hot Spur to Rails End, was right on
time, just as Holcomb always ex-
pected it to be since the little dark
kid “who shore could handle his rib-
bons anc”his whip” had taken over
the job as driver.

Johnny Dowst had slapped on the
brake and called “Whoa!” quite un-
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necessarily, for the team knew very

well that this was the end of the
run for them. Passengers began to
crawl out of the stagecoach, to

stretch, walk .around, and pass re-
marks.

The rawboned fellow riding on the
high front seat beside Johnny
smoothed his huge walrus mustache
and inquired:

“Whar at’s yore stock tender,
driver?”

The dark kid had done considera-
ble wondering about this hombre, for
the man wore two heavy Colt six-
guns and crossed belts and looked as
if he might be a cattle detective or
a special officer of some kind.

“l1 aim to see,” Johnny answered
the question, and ran over to the
log barn.

It Was empty—empty when there
should have been eight stage horses
inside it!

Four of these were brand-new
horses recently purchased by the
stage company— a team of matched
blacks, blooded stock that had cost
upward of two hundred dollars
apiece. Johnny Dowst had picked
those horses himself, and he loved
them as any true lover of good
horseflesh would have. Now they
were gone!

The kid stepped out of the stable
and stood stone-still, his stormy eyes
taking note of tracks in the dust and
the gravel. Two men had come on
saddle horses, leading one extra.

Those hombres had captured Sam
Holcomb and forced him to mount
the led horse. They had driven the
stage stock southward down the
valley, and since there were no
horses in sight in Holcomb’'s
meadow, they must have picked up
Sam’s own horses, also.

Suddenly Johnny became aware
that the rawboned, two-gun hombre

had joined him and made himself
familiar with the situation.

“Looks powerful like the broncs
has been stole and the stock tender
took along,” the man said. “Kind
o’ leaves us stranded, huh?”

“Oh, the hosses on the stage’ll
haul it to the next station,” retorted
Johnny, annoyed by the sort of
smug grin on this jasper's florid face.

“Course | hate to make 'em do it,

“Hey!” rang a shout from the
house, which three of the passengers
had entered. “Hey, driver! There’s
a piece o’ paper stuck to the kitchen
table with a butcher knife. Writ on
this paper is: *We has took Hol-
comb along tuh perfect ourselfs. |If
yuh foiler us, we'll see yuh, and Hol-
comb’ll be kilt. We don't mean
maybe, neither.” ”

Black eyes snapping, Johnny sped
to the house, where the passengers
— three drummers, a school-teacher,
and a pimply-faced youth— were
staring at the scrap of paper. As
the kid driver entered, they bom-
barded him with questions.

“Yes,” he replied, “Sam Holcomb
lived here all alone, worked on his
ranch, and took care of the stage
stock. No, Holcomb himself would
never have been party to any such
steal. He’'s a square-shooter;
mighty fine scout.”

“Them tough nuts has shore got
us where th'e hair’s short,” spoke up
the rawboned two-gun man. “We
don’t dast to toiler 'em.”

Johnny whirled on the hombre.
“Was yuh figgerin’ on helpin’ me?”

“Yuh bet I was. I'm a stock de-
tective, me. Two-gun Randall’'s my
name. Yuh must 'a’ heard o’ me.”

Johnny shook his head, yanked off
his floppy black hat, and ran one
small, strong hand through his
tangled midnight hair, while the
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school-teacher whispered to one
drummer, “He’s an Indian, isn’t
he?”

“Dunno. Yuh might ask him.”

The dark kid paid no heed. They
could think he was a Mexican, for
all he cared. This complicated steal
had him fuming.

Follow the thieves, overtake ’'em,
shoot it out, were the things to do.
But he didn't dare, for Sam Hol-
comb’s life was at stake. The sher-
iff would be equally baffled.

Yet perhaps Sam Holcomb had
managed to leave some word, or
some clew that would help. Johnny
abruptly turned into the second
room, which was Holcomb’s bed-
room and living room.

Finding no messenger or clew
there, he stepped outside, and as he
stood staring off across the moun-
tainous country, he heard Randall
launching forth on a windy story:

“1 hadn’'t no more to go on than
this piece o’ paper’'d be, but | shore
rounded up the nest o’ sidewinders.”

“Oh, yeah,” snorted Johnny pri-
vately. “Yuh said yuh’'d help me.
Do somethin’ now, big noise.”

His horses, still hitched to the
stage, gazed at him inquiringly, and
two nickered softly, telling their
driver they thought they should be
unhitched. But Johnny’s mind was
elsewhere, wrestling with a thorny
problem.

Trail the thieves, and Sam Hol-
comb would die. Fail to trail the
dirty crooks, and the stage horses
would be lost forever— and perhaps
Sam would be killed, anyhow.

Suddenly the kid driver felt the
mother cat, which had been sunning
itself when the stage arrived, rub-
bing its arched back against his leg.
He stooped to pet it, for he loved all
animals except the natural enemies
of stock and of man.

His troubled gaze passed from the
cat to her playful kittens. What
was that they were toying with and

worrying? A large glove. One of
Sam Holcomb’s!
Picking up this glove, Johnny

Scratched with
on the sweat-
two words

stood as if frozen.
the point of a nail
soaked palm were
“Osage Pass.”

The kid thrust the glove into his
hip pocket and went into action.

“’'Board!” he shouted. “We're
rollin’!”

Osage Pass, one of the highest
along the mountain range, lay

twenty miles, air line, south of Hol-
comb’s stage station. Now, by driv-
ing on westward, Johnny would
cross this same range far to the north
of where the horse thieves intended
to cross it—if Sam Holcomb’s
message was correct.

At the next stage station, ten
miles distant, Johnny’'d get a saddle
horse and, if he was in time, he'd
meet the thieves as they came over
Osage Pass from the east.

Now steep grades lay ahead of the
weary stage team, but Johnny un-
furled his whip—a whip with a
springy hickory handle and a twelve-
foot lash. He drove his horses mer-
cilessly. He hated this, but it had
to be done. He took the down
grades at a wild gallop, brake shoes
screaming, the coach rocking on two
wheels at every turn. The passen-
gers inside the coach were too scared
to kick, but “Two-gun” Randall, on
the front seat, yelled:

“Yuh drive like a maniac. What's
got into yuh?”

This hombre had said he was a
stock detective. So Johnny told
him.

“And yo're a-linin’ out tuh head
'em off, huh?” boomed Randall.
“Shore, I’'m goin’ with yuh.”
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The stage thundered into the next
stage station, where all was as it
should be, the stock tender on the
job, the change of horses ready.
Johnny told this stock tender what
was up, ordered him to drive the
stage on to Rails End and return the
next day, also to notify the sheriff.

Then the dark kid and Two-gun
Randall swung to saddles on extra
horses, and struck out across the
hills. Johnny took his whip as well
as his rifle, for many times previ-
ously, this four-hourse whip had
served him well. Just as a cow-
puncher can do amazing things with
a rope, the stage driver could do
amazing things with his whip.

Leading the way, the kid set a
furious pare, but he didn’t leave
Two-gun Randall behind. This
florid hombre quickly showed that
he knew how to manage a horse, re-
gardless of how rough the trails, and
knew how to ride with the best of
the cowboys.

Johnny allowed privately that if
the geezer didn't show a streak of
yellow, he’'d be good help in this
crisis.

A “reat fear rode with the young
stage driver. Unless the thieves had
traveled slowly he would be too late
to meet them at Osage Pass, and
then Johnny and Randall would be
forced to follow the stoleh horses.

They'd be seen, of course. And
Johnny could not forget how those
cunning crooks had left the message:
“If yuh foller us, we'll see yuh, and
Holcomb'll be kilt.”

However, the two man hunters
were in time when they reached the
low saddle between two snow-tipped
peaks, there atop the immense moun-
tain world. There were no fresh
horse tracks in this swale, and look-
ing eastward down a dark canyon

that cut the face of the range,
Johnny caught a fleeting glimpse of
the stolen horses coming up along
the trail.

His mount and Randall’'s were as
wet as if they had been dragged
through a lake. Their nostrils were
turned wrong side out, their sides
heaved like bellows as their breath
came and went in panting gasps. Of
grim necessity, this had been a ter-
rific, horse-killing ride.

“1 just looked back an’ seen the
hull forest afire,” remarked the two-
gun hombre.

“Huh?” Johnny did not catch the
other’s meaning.

Randall chuckled. Evidently lie
considered himself quite a wit.
“Waal, the way yuh burnt up the
earth, it's a wonder the woods ain’t
afire.” he opined.

“Oh, | get yuh. Say, yo're an old
hand at this sort of thing. What's
our next move? Pick us out a place
to lay low'and get the drop on them
sidewinders afore they know what's
up?”

“Yuh got the right idea,” Two-
gun said. “Fust, let's loosen the
cinches on our hosses so they can
get their wind easier, then we’ll
mosey down yander to whar the can-
yon opens, an’ hide ourselfs behint
them big piles o’ rock.”

Randall swung off and began to
loosen his latigo. Johnny did like-
wise.

Suddenly he felt the cold round
muzzle of a six-gun pressed hard
against his neck.

Never had the kid stage driver
been so astounded. Off guard and
unprepared for any treachery, the
feel of the gun sent an icy shiver
down his spine, while his muscles
seemed to grow rigid. A chuckle
sounded behind him, and Johnny
found his voice.

“Hombre, if this is a joke--—--—--- ”
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“ Tain't no joke, stage driver.
Move, and yo're a dead un. Drap
flat on yore face, arms ahead o’ yuh,
or I'll squeeze trigger.”

For a second, Johnny calculated
his chances. He carried no Colt .45
himself. His whip was hung over
his saddle horn; his rifle was in its
scabbard tied to the saddle.

He was as quick as a weasel, wiry,
agile, and of deceiving strength for
one of his small stature, and he was
a fighter from the word go. But
Randall was a powerful hombre—
with the drop. To fight back now
would be to die.

Johnny obeyed the command.

"Now just put the little fists
round behint yuh,” ordered Ran-
dall, chuckling again. How the kid

hated this sound, hated the man!
“I'll just loop this cord over 'em,
so.”

“No savvy,” Johnny grated.
“Yuh gone bughouse, feller?”

“Not none. Keep danged still
while | take yore whip and wrop the
lash round yore ankles, 'cause | ain’t
got another piggin string. That
whip did come in handy.”

A minute later, leading Johnny’s
horse, the man loped along the swale
to where the trail entered the can-
yon. As Randall reined up, a
peculiar, long-drawn-out whistle
floated across the mountain still-
ness.

An answering whistle came from
the canyon. Then a rider spurred
into view. He pulled up and spoke
to Randall. The two looked toward
where Johnny Dowst lay, struggling
desperately to free himself and
thinking bitterly:

“That two-gun hombre a stock
detective? Huh! He's a smart
crook, workin’ hand in glove with
the hoss thieves. Waited till he got
me plumb off down here, where
there ain’'t a chance of my gettin’

any help, afore he stuck me up. The
tricky whelp!”

The stolen horses now appeared—
eight stage horses, and six that had
belonged to Sam Holcomb. Behind
this herd rode a sawed-off hombre,
as wide as he was tall, leading a
brown nag with Sam Holcomb tied
to the saddle.

Sam was hatless, his face skinned
and battered, his shirt ripped to
rags. Johnny could imagine the
honest stock tender’'s dismay and
wrath at seeing the kid upon whom
he had banked, equally as helpless
as he himself.

The three crooks now drove the
horses onward until they came
abreast of the dark kid stage driver,
who sized up the newcomers more
closely. The sawed-off fellow' looked
stupid, yet wicked and brutal.

The other was plainly the boss. A
tall, rail-thin hombre, he had a cruel,
thin-lipped mouth and the unblink-
ing eyes of a reptile. Johnny didn’t
need to be told he was a Killer who
enjoyed Killing.

“This would 'a’ been bad medi-
cine fer us,” the fellow was saying,
“but that yuh was on the stage,
Randall, just fer to see what the
driver or the sheriffd do, and fer to
protect us in case the driver did
somethin’ like he done.”

“Uh-huh,” returned the two-gun

hombre, .leering at Johnny. “It
shore come out all jake, too. |1 told
him | was a stock detective. Ain't
that good? Me a cattle dick! Hah-

hah! Course he never suspected me.
Nobody in this neck o’ the woods
does, neither. So——"

“So yuh allow yuh'll hit the back
trail,” the snake-eyed man cut in,
“minus yore guns, and Kkind o’
bruised up like yuh had been in a
fight, escapin’ by the skin o’ yore
teeth. And yuh’ll tell— "~

“Uh-huh,” interrupted Randall.



Stealin” Hot Spur Stage Hosses 45

“Tell the sheriff o’ Rails End. and
others as is int'rested, how me and
Johnny Dowst met up with the
thieves, and Johnny got Kilt, an’ |
got captured but escaped, and them
tough thieves still swears they'll
murder Sam Holcomb if they is fol-
lered. Will that yarn keep the law
offn yore trail, Snake-eye?”

“Reckon so. Better shoot the kid
full of holes and leave his carcass
layin’ here, eh?”

Johnny glanced at Sam Holcomb,
to see an expression both horrified
and hopeless on the man’s rugged
face.

“Kill me, 'stead of the kid,” said
Sam steadily. But no one paid him
any heed.

“Yeah, shoot the dark kid driver,”
rasped Two-gun Randall. “He’s
shore a snorty li'le cuss. Gosh! If
I hadn’t been ridin’ the stage, you
jiggers'd be coyote feed now.”

“Squatty,” the snake-eyed man
addressed the sawed-off hombre,
“take Holcomb out o’ the way and
watch them hosses. They is plumb
locoed tuh hit the back trail, 'spe-
cially them blacks what we wanted
particular. Me an’ Randall’'ll turn
loose this kid an’ practice shootin’
on him as he runs.”

Indeed, the stolen stage horses
were anxious to head for home.
Knowing horses, Johnny Dowst had
realized this at once. The instant
the men ceased driving them, they
had faced about, looking down coun-
try, snatching a mouthful or two of
grass and stepping forward restlessly.

He had known then that at the
slightest opportunity, those blacks
intended to make a break. They
saw a chance to bolt now— and did.

As “Squatty” prodded his saddler
to “watch them hosses,” and as
Randall dismounted to untie Johnny,
there sounded a drum of hoofs. The
stolen horses, the four blacks in the

lead, flashed past Squatty, who
yelled and spurred his mount to
head them off. Too late!

But “Snake-eye” went into action.
Shouting at the top of his lungs and
waving his rope, he sent his mount
out ahead of the horse stampede.

He belted one of the blacks over
the head, yet it swerved aside and
darted past him. Others passed him
on the farther side of his plunging
saddler.

“Help me, yuh chumps!”
Snake-eye.

Squatty had dropped the lead rope
of Sam Holcomb’s mount, because
leading a horse handicapped him.
He was feeding his nag the steel,
racing alongside the runaway herd.

But he could not get around them;
neither could Snake-eye leap his
mount up ahead of those animals
that had got past him. The bunch
thundered into the canyon, carrying
the two horse thieves right, along
with it.

roared

Meanwhile, other things were hap-
pening with breath-taking speed.
Sam Holcomb’s mount had stepped
on the trailing bridle reins, promptly
breaking them and then chasing
after the bunch, taking Sana with it,
of course.

Two-gun Randall, on foot, had
reached Johnny just as the rush
started. He turned back to get to
his saddle. But his horse and the
horse Johnny had ridden both joined
the stampede before Randall was
able to catch either one of them.

Johnny, sitting up in the dust,
laughed for the first time in hours as
he saw Two-gun Randall running for
all he was worth after the herd and
gasping: “Whoa, whoa, boy! Stop,
Oaths.

Randall seemed to think he would
catch a mount, or that Squatty or
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Snake-eye would catch one for him.
At any rate, he kept going, vanish-
ing into the canyon, where a
streamer of dust was being kicked
up by racing hoofs.

“If that ain't a hot mess,” said
the dark kid. “But them hosses
saved my hide—for a little bit. Too
bad Sam’s still ridin’ with the
crooks. Now to get loose.”

He had been unable to break the
stout cord on his wrists, but the
knot in the whip lash on his ankles
had slipped and kept on slipping.
Randall had tied a granny knot.
Therefore, Johnny soon had full use
of his feet.

He took the whip with him—it
was his only weapon—as he ran to-
ward the canyon. There were rocks
to the right and left, and he wasn’t
long in finding a sharp-edged one.

But it seemed hours before he was
able to saw that stubborn cord on
his wrist enough to weaken it and
break it. And to his dismay, he
heard the ring of iron-shod hoofs—
the stolen horses returning.

The kid hastily found a hiding
place among a nest of big boulders.
A minute later, up out of the canyon
the bunch filed. Johnny’s mount
was among them: so was Holcomb's,
the man still tied to his saddle.

Behind the sweating, panting
horses rode Snake-eye, Squatty, and
Randall. As they reached open
country, they pulled up, and Snake-
eye snarled, “Whar's that danged
kid?”

“Wh-why, he is gone!”
gasped. “How'd--—-- "

“Why didn’'t yuh stay tuh watch
'im or Kill 'im?” rasped Snake-eye.
“Yuh might 'a’ knowed yuh couldn’t
do us no good. 'Twas me as headed
off them danged smart hosses. |
shore beat up a couple o' ’em
aplenty, too.”

Johnny’s black eyes glittered with

Randall

rage. He had already seen the rope
welts on two of his pets. It was a
good thing for Snake-eye that the
dark kid did not have a rifle at this
instant.

A man who’d abuse a horse needed
killing without warning. Snake-eye’s
own saddler was spur-cut from
shoulders to flanks and wabbly on
its feet.

“Boss, | never figgered he could
get away,” Randall tried to defend
himself. “Anyhow, he’'s afoot and
couldn’t 'a’ got far.”

“Couldn’'t? Bet that kid’s four
miles on his way to that stage sta-
tion whar you and him come from,
Randall,” growled the boss thief.
“No use tuh hunt fer him. But
we've still got our hostage,” point-
ing at Holcomb. “Rope me a fresh
hoss, Squatty. My wuthless nag’s
all in.”

Squatty did as directed, catching
one of Holcomb’s horses which was
saddle-marked. Snake-eye changed
his saddle to this new mount, and
snapped, “Come on, fellers! Le's
ride!”

They passed onward, going down
the western slope of the mountains.
Johnny Dowst had been at his wit’s
end to know what to do, and had
dared do nothing. But now he fol-
lowed them.

At first, he had to be most cau-
tious. However, the thieves soon
reached forested country, and then
Johnny was able to take their route
without danger of his being seen.

Fortunately for him, he was an
agile kid, with a rawhide, whalebone
body. Otherwise, he would have
been outdistanced in no time, for
Snake-eye used his rope brutally on
the stolen horses, forcing them along
at a sharp trot, regardless of how
rough the going.

That evening the three toughs
halted to get a hurried meal for
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themselves. Johnny’s tongue was
hanging out a foot, his clothes clung
to his sweat-soaked body, and he felt
as if he had passed through a driving
rainstorm.

They drove the horses off the
main trail into a gully, which
widened out to a small open area,
steep-walled to the right and left.
The crooks blocked the entrance by
building their tiny camp fire in it.

In spite of the way they had been
driven and abused, those spirited
blacks, and the other horses also, had
not got over the idea of turning
back, Johnny was glad to see. He
was also pleased to note that the
men took Sam Holcomb from his
saddle, although they tied him hand
and foot again.

When Randall and Squatty
dragged the stock tender over to the
fire, he stretched out as if dead.
Quite evidently he was numb and
cramped from the grueling ordeal he
had experienced.

The three toughs made coffee, and
toasted in the flames a couple of
grouse one of them had killed with
rocks. How good this crude fare
smelled to worn-out Johnny Dowst,
who had not eaten since six that
morning; who had traveled twenty
miles at breakneck speed on horse-
back, and then another twenty or
more on his own feet!

He felt as if he could not compel
his aching legs to do another thing.
But he must. All this unsettled,
wild, mountainous country was in
shadowless twilight now. How the
kid hoped darkness would descend
before the hard-bitten crooks would
push onward, as they undoubtedly
intended to!

Randall, of course, had told the
others that the stage driver had sent
word to the sheriff of Rails End to
come to Osage Pass. They allowed
that Johnny would throw in with

the sheriff and his posse; that they
would be pursued in spite of their
threat to murder Holcomb.

However, if overtaken, they'd use
the stock tender as a hostage, force
the John Law to talk turkey with
them. But they believed they were
safe for at least five or six hours yet.

So much Johnny learned from
scraps of cross talk as the thieves
did their cooking. Snake-eye was
furious that Sam Holcomb had man-
aged to leave the message for the kid
stage driver.

Two-gun Randall could not be
blamed because Johnny had found
this message, but Snake-eye still
blamed Two-gun for the dark kid’s
escape. Randall should have shot
him.

“Nice sort of reptile, he is,”
thought Johnny, wondering how he
could turn the tables.

Even if he had been armed, the
odds were by far too heavy for him
to have the remotest chance of win-
ning a gun fight. But something
must be done, and done now. For
when the thieves started onward,
Johnny knew he could no longer
keep up with them.

“If 1 could just get 'em split up,
so | could tackle 'em one at a time,”
his thought continued.

He began to circle around the
natural corral, and on the far side,
where the steep-banked gulch en-
tered this small open area, he found
that poles had been placed across
this narrow opening to bar a cow
trail which led up to it. Johnny had
considered attempting to stampede
the horses past the three men, but
the chances of success were few. The
chances of being caught or shot him-
self were many.

But now, discovering the bars
across the gulch, his black eyes
kindled with hope. Across the
open area from him, Johnny could
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see the three hombres wolfing their
meal.

Holcomb lay by the fire. Between
it and the dark kid were all the
horses, the saddled ones having been
turned in with the others. And the
light was growing dimmer and dim-
mer.

Working swiftly, silently, Johnny
removed the poles that barred the
gulch trail. Then he stole like a
phantom in among the horses. No
guns had been left on the saddles,
but the kid had long ago noticed
this, so he wasn't disappointed.

As he removed the bridles from
Snake-eye's, Two-gun Randall’s,
Squatty’s, and Sam Holcomb’s
mounts, he kept glancing toward the
fire. Apparently the toughs could
not see into the darkness beyond the
bright circle of firelight. But they'd
soon hear something.

The stage driver slipped the lash
of his four-horse whip about the neck
of one of the black horses, and led
it up the gulch. The other three
blacks followed their leader, and as
Johnny turned it loose, it veered to
the left, climbing the hillside to take
the back trail.

“Shore" a good thing for me you
broncs is dead set on goin’ home,”
whispered the dark kid.

He stole back to the natural cor-
ral to get all the other horses
started. But this was unnecessary.
There was no grass in the little
pocket, and the ravenous horses, see-
ing and hearing others stringing out
of it, had instantly trailed after the
leaders.

Of a sudden, the sound of their
hoofs striking rocks reached the ears
of the three hombres. As one man,
they bounded to their feet. One
shouted:

“What the heck? Hosses gettin’
away! Up that gully!”

“Can’'t be. | put poles ’'cross it,”
yowled Snake-eye.

But Squatty and Randall were al-
ready running full tilt across the

open area.

“Whoa, hosses! Whoa!” one
called.

The other gasped: “Our saddle
nags is leavin’, too!”

Naturally, being left afoot
alarmed these hombres as nothing
else could. To them, it was the

greatest of calamities, and Johnny
enjoyed their panic.

Now Randall and Squatty had
rushed up into the gully. One
stopped long enough to bellow:
“Somebody’s took down the poles!”

Then the two ran onward, trying
to overtake and catch at least one
of the horses.

V.

Meanwhile, Johnny was out on
the rim, circling back to reach the
other opening to the natural corral,
to reach the fire, where Snake-eye
had now jerked Sam Holcomb up-
right. Snake-eye’s harsh voice
roared above the ringing drum of
hurrying hoofs:

“Somebody took down the poles?
Wonder if it could be that danged
kid we thunk had high-tailed it?”

No reply came from either Ran-
dall or Squatty. But Snake-eye
flipped his Colt from its holster,
aimed at Sam Holcomb’s head, and
boomed:

“Hey, yuh geezer what's tryin’
tub monkey with us, I'll count three,
and unless yuh yell out yo're a-com-

in’, or ’less yuh show yourself,
bands up, right in this circle o’ fire-
light, I'll kill Holcomb deader'n a
nit!”

“The cur’ll do it, too,” grated
Johnny, stealing silently nearer and

nearer to the man and helpless Sam
WW -3E
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Holcomb. “I can’t let Sam be Kilt,
but--—-- "

“One!” boomed Snake-eye. “Two!
Yuh cornin’, hombre?”

“Cornin’!” Johnny called.

As he spoke, his right hand darted
back, then forward. His whip was
gripped in this hand, the long lash
unfurled, and Johnny had room to
swing it!

Snake-eye whirled

toward the

voice. Thus, for an instant, his Colt
.45 no longer covered Sam Hol-
comb, In that instant, Johnny’s

whip hissed and sang.

Snap! Its popper caught Snake-
eye's right hand and cut it wide
open.

The roar of a shot sounded as the
six-gun flew out of Snake-eye’s grasp
to land—of all places—right in the
camp fire.

How Johnny had wanted to get
that gun! But he had not time even
to swing his whip again before
Snake-eye had hurled himself upon
him.

The tall horse thief's right hand
was numb, but he had full use of his
left, and it clamped on Johnny’s
shoulder as the kid tried to dodge.
Down they both went, Johnny un-
derneath.

Snake-eye was yelling at the top
of his voice: “I got 'im. Got the
kid! Yuh catch any hosses, hom-
bres?”

“Yuh got the
boomed across the night.
ain't caught no hosses.
afoot, we is!”

Twisting, writhing, fighting with
every ounce of his strength, Johnny
squirmed out from under his heavier,
stronger foe, gained his feet. But
Snake-eye was up, too, slashing at
the kid with his terrible left fist.

Before Johnny could leap out of
reach, the savage man sent a smash-

ing punch to his head which lifted
WW—-4E

kid!” a reply
“Naw, we
Set plumb

the lightweight stage driver into the
air and laid him flat.

Groggy, half stunned, the kid was
struggling to rise, and Snake-eve had
snatched up a chunk of firewood,
yowling, “I'll brain yuh!” when Sam
Holcomb went into action.

Although tied hand and foot, Sam
lunged forward. Head-first, like a
goat, he struck the tall thief in the
stomach, thud!

Snake-eye doubled up like a jack-
knife, collapsed in a heap, and
Johnny bounded erect, just as the
spiteful crack of a rifle snarled across
the small open area.

A bullet whistled close past the
dark kid's head. In that instant, he
realized that Squatty and Randall
had returned from their fruitless
chase, and one had fired at him—
with his own rifle.

No time to try to get Snake’s gun
from the fire now. No time even to
see if that hombre himself was
knocked cold.

Johnny grabbed Sam Holcomb,
who had lost his balance, pitching
forward headlong, after butting
Snake-eye.

Without knowing how he did it,
the kid lifted Sam bodily, racing out
of the circle of firelight. More leaden
slugs had whined close before the
darkness hid these two from Squatty
and Two-gun Randall.

Johnny had felt something under
one foot—the stock of his whip.
Burdened though he was, he
stooped, caught hold of it, rushed on
for possibly twenty feet.

Here was a thick juniper-berry
bush. The dark kid eased Sam Hol-
comb down behind it in the deepest
shadow, fished in the man’s pocket,
found a knife and cut the cord on
his wrists and ankles.

A sound of ringing spurs and
thumping boot heels in the little
basin behind Johnny—Randall and
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Squatty racing across the open area
to the camp fire. Randall was pant-
ing:

“That wiry li'le rip-twister's
a-packin5Sam off. We’'ll shore drop
‘'em both!”

They had guns; the stage driver
none. However, he had fled as far
as he intended to. Leaping away
from Holcomb, to the Ileft, he
dropped down close to the dark
earth; saw the two hombres plain for
a moment as they raced through the
circle of firelight, and then saw them
more dimly as they came on.

They passed between Johnny and
the juniper bush that shielded Sam

Holcomb, stopped, listened. One
gasped, “Which way’'d he go?”
“Don’t hear nothin’,” clipped the
other. “What's—-- "
The man wBs about to ask,

“What's that noise?” But he never
finished his question.

“That noise” was the swish of
Johnny Dowst’s whiplash. And the
popper at the end of this lash struck
Squatty at the butt of his left ear.

It opened a gash to the bone. It

brought a yelp of pain. It caused
Squatty to reel drunkenly.
Two-gun Randall, turning, and

bringing up his Colt, though he had
not seen Johnny, received the next
lightninglike snap of the whiplash
full on his mouth. He voiced a sort
of unearthly, weird screech as he,
also, reeled. To add to these two
hombres’ confusion, there came a
sudden bang-bang-bang!

Ashes and embers flew every
which way back at the camp fire.
The shells in Snake-eye’s Colt .45,
which had dropped into this fire,
were exploding.

But Squatty and Randall, both
rattled, and neither knowing what
had hit him with such cutting force,
thought Johnny was shooting at
them.

Rallying, they blazed away with
their six-guns at the spot from which
the explosions had sounded—the
camp fire. Vivid streaks of flame;
crash and thunder of bellowing six-
guns.

Johnny, unseen as yet by either
hombre, was counting the shots. Of
course, Randall had another Colt,
still in its holster, and Squatty held
Johnny Dowst’s rifle in his left hand,

Gun hammers abruptly clicked on
emptied shells, and Squatty shoved
his smoking weapon into its holster,
while Randall gulped in a queer,
strained voice:

“Heck! | never seen 'im thar. 'lId
yuh, Squatty?”

“Naw. But I see 'im now!” yam-
mered Squatty. “To our right! See
'im, Randall?” He jerked up the
rifle.

But Squatty never had a chance
to use the Winchester. A figure ap-
peared behind the horse thief. It
was Sam Holcomb.

Sam grabbed the rifle, hurled it
aside, and then he and Squatty were
at it, hammer and tongs, tooth and
toenail. Sam, mad over the way
he had been treated, was a raging
fury.

Blow after blow from his rock-
hard fists found the sawed-off hom-
bre's face and chest, and soon
Squatty buckled at the knees,
sagged, wilted. The ground caught
his body.

Meanwhile, Randall, upon catch-
ing sight of Johnny, had sent his
left hand streaking to draw his sec-
ond Colt. But the dark kid was
ready for him. Ready with a sing-
ing whiplash that hissed viciously
as it cut through the air, and cut
with the savageness of a knife when
it struck.

The first stroke caught Randall’s
left shoulder. Johnny was a little
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wild, or it would have ripped the
man’s forearm. As it was, the blow
rendered Randall's arm numb and
useless.

The next slash hit Randall right
under his chin, and he staggered
backward, croaking out hoarsely,
“ "Nuff!”

“Get over to the fire!” snapped
Johnny, throwing one glance at Hol-
comb and Squatty, and observing
that Sam had the best of the fight.

Randall moved to the fire.
Johnny followed, whip ready; and
there was Snake-eye, just getting to
his feet, groaning, and holding both
hands over his stomach.

“Set down right in the light,” or-
dered the dark kid, “or I'll pluck
out one o’ yore reptile eyes!”

Snake-eye staggered nearer the
fire and sat down. So did Two-gun
Randall. Both glared balefully at
ragged Johnny Dowst, the little dark
kid stage driver who, even yet, they
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could scarcely believe had got the
best of them.

“How yuh cornin’, kid?” sounded
3am Holcomb’s husky voice. Sam
himself appeared, dragging Squatty
up close to the small fire. “Why,
yuh shore seem tuh be cornin’ all
Jake,” he ejaculated then. “Golly!
Ain't | glad 'twas you as was on the
job!”

“And ain't I glad you left me a
message, Sam,” said Johnny. “Pull
Randall's teeth. He’s still got a
Colt. And tie all the hcss-stealin’
whelps.”

“After which, we’ll eat,” whooped
Sam. “We're afoot, forty miles from
no place. But the sheriffll be coin-
in’ along about daybreak and”—his
eyes met those of the little dark kid,
with thankfulness and gratitude
glowing in their depths—*“and I'll
tell him how Johnny Dowst I'arnt
three foxy, tough nuts not tuh steal
Hot Spur stage hosses!”

gum

ANCIENT INDIAN BURIAL VAULT FOUND

In southwestern Colorado, among
the ruins on a mesa near Ackmen, in
Montezuma County, there has been
discovered lately a burial chamber
of the prehistoric Indians.

The use of this chamber has been
traced back to natives who lived in
this section of the country two thou-
sand years ago, or perhaps more
than that, and is believed to be the
most ancient ceremonial burial vault
that has been uncovered so far.
Five others have been unearthed at
various times, but they were not as
ancient as this last one. They are
called kivas.

The recent operations in the ruins
of Montezuma County prove that
groups of various native races occu-
pied the site long ages ago, but no
records have been found to show

why the place was finally aban-
doned, but that it has not been occu-
pied for about two thousand years is
proved by the burial chambers. For
what other purposes, besides burial,
these chambers served, still remains
a mystery.

The excavations show that the
dead were dismembered and buried
in sections, for not one complete
skeleton was found. Enough sepa-
rate sets of bones were uncovered
to account for fourteen bodies.

It is supposed that some elaborate
ceremonies must have been per-
formed in the kivas at the time of
the burials, or when the bodies were
dismembered, and it is hoped that
further explorations on the site will
bring to light some objects that may
solve the mystery.



A Brave Pioneer Mother

During the Civil War, the women
of the new settlements of the West
had a hard time. One young
woman, Mrs. Derrick, who did not
see her husband during the four
years he was with the army, lived
with her small child at Tarrant,
Texas.

She raised her own corn and most
of her cotton, pulled the lint from
the seed with her fingers, spun the
thread, wove the cloth, and made
clothes for herself and her family.
She did the same with the wool,
which she sheared from her own
goats.

There came a day when the en-
tire community had no bread, no
flour, and no salt. They had meat
in abundance, because they Kkilled
and dressed their own beef and pork.
They were tired of meat without
bread and without salt and had
reached the point when they could
eat no more.

There had been some talk of
wheat being held by a planter near
the Louisiana line, and Mrs. Der-
rick persuaded a neighbor woman to
go with her and get a load of it.

She had a span of large black
mares. These were hitched to the
wagon, and off went the two women
on a ten to fifteen days’ journey to
buy the wheat.

But the planter was unfriendly
and stubborn. He was offered
twenty-five dollars for five bushels,
and said he had no wheat either to
sell or to give away. The women
tried to persuade him, but he be-
came angry and abusive, and or-
dered them to go away.

Then Mrs. Derrick picked up her

Winchester, and turned toward two
slaves who were in the yard.

“Show me the wheat granary!”
she commanded.

The slaves said not a word and
did not move to obey.

Mrs. Derrick broke the silence.
“l mean just what | say,” she de-
clared sternly.

Then the planter motioned to
them to get the wheat. She drove
over to the granary, and filled her
wagon bed full to the brim. She
offered again to pay for it, but the
man refused.

He then asked her what her name
was and where she lived, and she
told him. When he learned what a
journey the two women had made
in order to get wheat, he called his
wife out to meet them.

Then two slaves came along with
a sack of coffee, a barrel of sugar, a
hundred-pound barrel of salt, a fifty-
pound barrel of honey, and one of
sirup.

The planter then told them to go
back by way of the mill and have
the wheat ground into flour, saying
that he would pay for the grinding.
He gave them a written order for
the miller, and as they were leaving
he said:

“If you two women are brave
enough to risk your lives for your
own and other families, by making
such a long journey alone through
wild country, the least | can do is to
help you out.”

With many sincere thanks, the
women drove away and arrived
safely at home. They did not meet
a single soul on the way, although
hostile Indians were raiding only
five miles west of their route.



The Bar U

Twins and

the Gun Artist

By Charles E* Barnes

Author of “The Bar U Twins On Thunder River,” etc.

“Gunner” Harmon reined his
iron-gray mount back on its
haunches just short of the
wrecked bridge across Eagle River,
he grinned sarcastically about him
at the shouting workmen and wav-
ing cowboys who were trying to flag
him down. One more jump and the
bronc would have plunged into the
churning, foamy waters, forty feet
below.

The babble of voices died down
as Gunner made a flying dismount
from his skittish pony and began
looking around him as if hunting
for some one.

He had never been in any danger
of going over that broken bridge.

AS

The wild ride and perilous stop on
the brink of the chasm was just
Gunner's way of serving notice on
cowpokes and bridge workmen that
he was a reckless hombre.

The bridge repairmen went back
to work, growling under their breath
about a “danged fool, scarin’ folks
half to death.” The ring of ham-
mers and the rasp of saws filled the
air.

A cloud-burst had pounded tree
trunks against the pilings of the old
bridge until it had been battered
away. The greater part of the male
population of Mescal was out here
either helping with the job or
watching the others work.
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The Mescal folks pretended not
to notice Gunner, as he stalked
among them, but nearly every one
stole glances at his tall, beefy figure
and the evil, scarred face, that was
only partly hidden by the floppy
brim of a hat pulled low.

Gunner's eyes were pale, watery,
and set too close together. His
mouth was an ugly slit in a dirt-
stained, leering face.

For a few minutes, he stood on
the bank of the river, holding the
reins of his horse and watching the
progress of rebuilding. Then he
dropped the lines, shifted his two
wooden-handled Colts, sat down on
a piling and pulled a flask from his
pocket. Placing it to his lips, he
let the fiery liquid gurgle down his
throat.

Now the Mescal people were look-
ing at him with distinct dislike and
distrust. A man who drinks alone
is always an object of suspicion.

Gunner saw the glances directed
at him, and he began swaggering
about, glowering at the peaceful
cow-punchers and town loafers. He
was plainly looking for trouble.

As he moved he kept taking
husky swigs from the bottle. There
was a thud of hoofs and a tall,
broad-shouldered young cowboy
came galloping up.

It was Tom Carter, son of Sam

Carter, wealthy owner of the
Bar U Ranch. He was one of the
famous Bar U twins. As he dis-

mounted his wide, innocent-looking
blue eyes rested with interest on
Gunner Harmon.

In spite of his youth, Tom was
a seasoned hunter of outlaws. In-
stantly he spotted Gunner as an un-
desirable character, and he took in-
stant means of getting apquainted
with him.

“Have you seen Sheriff Torby
around here?” he asked.

Instead of answering, Gunner
smashed the empty whisky bottle
on a rock and glared at the young
buekaroo. Both of his hands rested
on the butts of his holstered guns.

Insolently he tried to stare Tom
down, thinking that the young-
looking puncher was some weaner
who was not yet dry behind the
ears. Tom’s solemn eyes stared
right back at him from an unlined
face. The youthful waddy never
ran from trouble.

Tom was a well-known figure in
the Eagle River ranch country, but
to Gunner Harmon he was just a
dude-dressed kid, decked out in
fancy Stetson, pearl-handled six-
guns, checkered shirt, and flaring
batwing chaps.

“Stop makin’ faces at me and an-
swer my question,” drawled Tom.
“I'm lookin’ fer Jim Torby.”

“Well,” said Gunner, “thet’s all |
got to do—keep track of the sheriff.
I'll be plumb tickled to go git him
fer yuh.”

The words were not so bad, but
the tone was mean and sarcastic.

“l don’t think I'm goin’ ter like
you,” said Tom dryly.

“The blazes you say!” burst out
Gunner. “Mebbe you’d like a gun
barrel popped over yore haid.”

Gunner Harmon took a step for-
ward, yanking out his right-hand
Colt as he moved. Then suddenly
he halted, his jaw sagging. With
magic quickness both of Tom Car-
ter’s hoglegs appeared in his hands.
Steady as a rock, their muzzles
pointed at Gunner’s middle.

“If you don’t like the way | play,
we'll start all over again,” said Tom
with a grin.

That grin identified him. It was
the only way most people could dis-
tinguish him from his twin brother,
Jerry, who never smiled.

“You worked a trick on me!”
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flared Gunner, his face crimson.
“Holster them guns, and I'll beat
yuh to the draw.”

Tom’s guns plopped back in their
sheaths almost before Gunner had
finished speaking. He was plumb
ready to accommodate this hombre,
who had all the earmarks of being
a bad one.

“You make the first break, mis-
ter,” said Tom. “I don't want it
said thet I killed yuh by no trick.
Go ahead now, smoke 'em up.”

Gunner’s rat-trap mouth twitched
slightly. Fear widened his eyes and
drowned out the effects of the
whisky, the bottled courage that he
always needed.

He took one step backward—two.
Then with the laughter of the crowd
ringing in his ears, he turned, ran
to his horse, mounted, and galloped
away.

But he did not go far. Not even
far enough to be out of earshot of
the jeering remarks and the hoots
and catcalls that followed him.

It was not entirely the gun magic
of Tom Carter that had caused Gun-
ner to make his sudden departure.
He had seen a short, red-faced man
slowly approaching on a flea-bitten
roan. It was Sheriff Torby, a man
Gunner did not care to meet, even
though the law officer did not know
him.

Gunner watched Tom Carter ride
to meet Sheriff Torby, and he
sneaked closer to listen to what was
said, leaving his bronc tied in a
thicket.

Working around in back of some
boulders, he crouched down where
he could see Torby and Tom with-
out being seen himself. He learned
a lot in those few minutes. And
when he finally remounted again, an
evil grin was on his thin lips.

Chortling and chuckling, he
spurred his iron gray back up the

trail in the direction from which he
had come.

“Now thet | got friends in Mes-
cal, me an’ my gang is goin’ ter pay
them a visit,” muttered Gunner with
a laugh. “I'll kill two birds with
one stone. One of them birds will
be this feller the sheriff calls Tom
Carter, and the other will be plenty
of dinero that we’'ll take from the
general store and the Wells Fargo
office.”

Tom Carter and Sheriff Torby
walked slowly along, still talking.
Tom had on a pair of new metal-
studded wrist cuffs and Torby be-
gan kidding him about them. They
were of brown leather with a big
Bar U burned on them.

The Bar U twins had one hard
and fast rule. When they bought
something new, they both got the
same thing so that they were al-
ways dressed alike. Unable to be
told apart by their features, they
were equally baffling in their clothes.

It was quite a joke with Torby
that each time Tom got something,
Jerry had to get the same thing.

“l don’'t know what's goin’ ter
happen when you fellers start goin’
with girls,” gibed the law officer.
“1f yuh don’t find twin ladies, you'll
both have to go with the same lassie,
and she’ll never know, unless yuh
tell her, whether she’s with Tom or
Jerry. | wouldn’t know right now
which one you was if you hadn't
told------ "

“Save thet, will yuh, sheriff?” in-
terrupted Tom. “I'm really serious.
That feller 1 jist tangled with
scooted because he seen you, not
because he was seairt of me. He’s
bad medicine. And he’s not the
only strange gunman |'ve seen
hangin’ around. 1 jist thought I'd
tell yuh.”

“Thanks for nothin’,” chuckled
the sheriff. “You boys are always
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stirrin’ up a hornets’ nest where
there ain’t none. Give yore pa my
sympathy.”

“l think you mean congratula-
tions,” retorted Tom lightly, and
rode away.

A tall, bronzed young cowboy on
a single-footing sorrel, pushed into
a boulder-strewn, brush-strewn can-
yon, Piute Pass. He whistled as he
rode, halting now and then to wipe
beads of sweat from his forehead
and to rest his badly lathered bronc.

The puncher was an exact double
of the gun-fighting waddy who had
tangled with Gunner Harmon. But
he was not Tom Carter, and he had
never laid eyes on Gunner in his
life. He was Jerry Carter, Tom'’'s
brother, the other Bar U twin.

In addition to his usual range out-
fit of gray Stetson, fancy checkered
shirt, bullhide chaps, and Coffeyville
boots, Jerry had added a new touch.
He also wore steel-studded wrist
cuffs, exactly like Tom'’s.

Jerry’'s whistle suddenly broke
off, and his innocent blue eyes nar-
rowed slightly. Just ahead of him
on the rocky trail, a horseman
blocked the way.

He was an evil-looking hombre on
a big iron gray. He was tall and
beefy and the floppy brim of a
slouch hat partly hid a scarred face
and a rat-trap mouth. That mouth
was parted in a twisted grin as Jerry
came to a halt in front of him.

The ruffian was Gunner Harmon,
but Jerry did not know that. Gun-
ner, for his part, thought he was
looking at Tom Carter, whom he
had almost fought at the bridge.

“Hello,” said Jerry. “Has Sheriff
Torby passed this way? |'m looking
for him.”

“Huh!” snorted Gunner. “Is that
all you kin talk about? Every time

you see me, you ask me about the
sheriff. | guess you ain't quite
bright.”

Jerry flushed with anger, and un-
consciously his hands dropped to-
ward the butts of his pearl-handled
45s. But he did not touch the
weapons. For he understood, now,
what had happened.

This beefy hombre had talked
with Tom. Jerry also had been
looking for Sheriff Torby to warn
him about some hard-looking cus-
tomers that had been prowling
around Eagle River ranches of late.

The situation was not a new one
for the Bar U ranny. Many times,
strangers had confused the twins,
frequently to their sorrow.

Jerry glanced around and for the
first time saw the black barrels of
rifles, pointing at him from behind
rocks and trees.

“What’s the matter, mister,” he
drawled, looking at Gunner fear-
lessly. *“Are your boys too bashful
to show themselves?”

“Ride your words!” warned Gun-
ner. “l ain't takin’ no more gab
from you. We're goin’ ter finish
what we started back there at the
bridge. And if you think you're a
faster gunman than | am, snag out
yore hogleg.”

Jerry nodded toward the hidden
outlaws and slowly shook his head.

“Not with them fellers all set to

shoot me in the back,” he objected.
“When 1| fight, | want a chance to

win. If you're robbers, git on with
yore work and let me know the
worst.”

Jerry was filled with a wild desire
to grab for his guns and make a
fight of it, but his reason told him
it would be suicide. Gunner blocked
the narrow, brushy path in front of
him. The rifle muzzles were so
close that the ambushers could not
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miss. For once, he would have to
submit.

Gunner Harmon gave a signal and
the outlaws rushed from their hid-
ing places to surround Jerry Carter.
“Loco” Pardee, a .short, wizened,
black-bearded man was second in
command. He jabbed a cocked hog-
leg against Jerry’s back, while an-
other stripped him of his weapons.
His hands were tied in front of him
with leather thongs, and then the
band started up the canyon with
him, one of them leading his sorrel.

Soon they left the arroyo, crossed
a grassy meadow and finally
emerged into a clearing, surrounded
by high boulders. Jerry was jerked
out of his saddle. Some one came
up behind him and spoke to him.

As he turned to answer, a fist
crashed hard against his unprotected
jaw. Lights flashed before his eyes,
as he hit the ground with a jarring
thud. He could feel his legs being
cinched together with ropes and
heard the cutthroats talking about
some loot that they had buried.

Gunner Harmon reached down,
caught Jerry by the collar and
jerked him to a sitting position.
During the ride, the Bar U puncher
had learned their names. He knew
that this was the gang of the no-
torious Harmon and that he was in
for a tough time of it.

When Gunner searched him and
did not take any of his money, Jerry
began to be puzzled. All Gunner
seemed to be interested in was a
number of letters and other docu-
ments Jerry had been carrying in an
inside pocket.

Jerry’s attention was now drawn
to a lanky, peaked hornbre, who sat
on the ground with a cheap tablet
on his knee, industriously making
marks with a tally pencil. The
others crowded around, watching his
work with great interest.

The pencil wielder was “Slats”
Connor, and he was drawing a pic-
ture. Suddenly the men doubled
up with laughter, pounding each
other on the back and guffawing.
Gunner Harmon went over, took one
look and roared with mirth,

“By jing, Slats, you shore kin
make pitchers!” said Gunner. “I
ain’'t seen nothin’ so funny in a long
time. Let's show it to him.”

Still chuckling and gurgling, Gun-
ner held up the drawing for Jerry
to see. It was a fairly good likeness
of the Bar U waddy with a lot of
funny touches added. It made him
look goggle-eyed and long-nosed.

“Yore nose got that way from
pokin’ it inter other folks’s business,”
jeered Gunner.

The final touch was a nursing bot-
tle which Jerry was pictured hold-
ing in his hand.

“I'm Kkeepin’ thet to remember
you by, kid,” chuckled the outlaw
leader. “Too bad we got to kill the
original.”

“The original
said Jerry coolly.

Gunner nodded his head up and
down several times.

“You got nerve,” he admitted. “I
kind of hate ter plug yuh and leave
yuh here fer the coyotes to gnaw
on. But business is business. Slats,
cut out the foolishness now and git
busy.”

“Shucks,” said Slats, “why not let
the kid write the note!”

“That's an idea,” put in Loco Par-
dee, jabbing a knife against Jerry’s
throat. “I know jist how to coax
him.”

Jerry’s blue eyes glittered, but he
did not cringe as the keen point of
the knife pricked his flesh.

“l don't coax worth a darn,” he
said.

With a low snarl of rage, Loco
lifted his knife to strike. Gunner

is much better,”
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Harmon hurled himself against the
squat, wizened Kkiller, knocking Loco
to the ground.

“Put away thet knife,” roared
Gunner, kicking Loco’s prostrate
form. “One more break out o’ you,
and I'll let yuh have it.” Then
turning to Jerry Carter, he con-
tinued. “We better git down ter
cases. | listened to you an’ the
sheriff talkin’, an’ I know all about
yuh, Tom Carter. Yore old man’s
rich, owns the Bar U Ranch, and
has got a big drag with the sheriff.
Yo're writin’ Sheriff Torby a letter,
sayin’ thet bandits is raidin’ the
Bar U.”

“What's the idea?” asked Jerry.
He did not correct Gunner’s impres-
sion that he was Tom.

“Do as yo're told,” growled Gun-
ner, his anger rising.

“l1 ain't writin’,” declared Jerry

stubbornly.
Gunner’s clenched fist struck
Jerry in the face, knocking his

bound body over. Slats Connor,
range-riding artist and forger, had
been reading through the papers
taken from Jerry’'s pocket. Some
were in the handwriting of the pris-
oner, but Slats didn’'t know that.

“l don’'t find no writin’ in the
name of Tom Carter,” said Slats.
“Here's some of a feller named

Jerry. But of course that wouldn’t
be this feller, would it, Gunner?”

“No,” said Gunner. “This
weaner’'s name is Tom Carter. I
heard the sheriff call him thet with
my own ears and heard him admit
he was Tom. Never mind tryin’
ter forge his signature anyhow\ |
got an idea.”

Reaching down, Gunner unfas-
tened the steel-studded wrist cuff
from around Jerry’s arm. The in-
ner side of the leather was still shiny
and new. Gunner and Slats talked
in low tones for a moment. Then

Slats began to print words on the

light-colored leather. The note
said:

Sheriff Torby: Bandits raiding Bar u.
Send help. Tom.

Gunner and the others crowded
around Slats’'s handiwork. Some
one came up, leading Jerry’s horse.
The wrist cuff with the words writ-
ten on it was tied to a saddle thong.

Jerry watched the preparations
with solemn eyes. He knew what
this meant. They would use this
trick to draw Sheriff Torby and all
the able-bodied men out of Mescal.
Then the outlaws would raid the
town.

Jerry glanced up to find the ugly,
wrinkled face of Loco Pardee, glar-
ing at him behind the glittering
blade of a knife.

“We're through with him, Gun-
ner,” said Loco, gripping Jerry by
the throat and lifting the dagger to
plunge it into the cowboy’s body.
“1'll finish him off.”

Gunner whirled, snarling like a
wild cat. One of his guns leaped
from its holster and came up flam-
ing. Loco Pardee fell across Jerry
Carter, both hands clawing fran-
tically at a wound in his chest.

Writhing in his death throes, he
rolled clear of the Bar U puncher.
His heels drummed on the ground,
raising tiny clouds of dust. Then he
lay still.

“Drag him off in the brush an’
leave him fer coyote bait,” barked
Gunner Harmon. “He’s been askin’
fer it, ever since he j’'ined us. I'm
boss of this outfit. If anybody
doubts it, let him speak up right
now.”

No one spoke.

Gunner explained that he wanted
to keep Jerry alive, in case he might
want to use him again to lead them
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to a hide-away or something. Slats
was left on guard, and the bandits
galloped away toward Mescal, lead-
ing Jerry’s sorrel with the steel-
studded wrist cuff flopping up and
down on a saddle thong.

Despair filled Jerry Carter’s heart
as he watched the bandits ride tri-
umphantly away. He was lying on
the ground against a rock. His arms
and legs were beginning to feel
numb from being bound so tightly.

Escape seemed impossible. Slats
Connor was walking back and forth
in front of him, watching him
keenly.

After a wdiile, Slats sat down, gun
in his lap, and began making a
sketch of a golden eagle, perched
high on a ledge.

Jerry began to inch his way along
the ground, trying to get a pur-
chase on something so that he could
pull himself to a sitting position.
His fingers closed over a slab of
shale and he sat up.

He just had to get away and save
Mescal from being raided. Gunner’s
talk had revealed the outlaw plot.

The bandits would drive Jerry’s
sorrel into Mescal. When Sheriff
Torby saw the wrist cuff with the
note on it, he would never think
for a moment of trickery. He would
gather every available man and ride
to the Bar U, leaving the town un
protected.

Although he was bound and help-
less, Jerry started wriggling noise-
lessly toward Slats Connor. He
would try to make a break, even if
he died in the attempt.

A riderless sorrel bronc raced up
the main street of Mescal, mane and
tail flying in the wind, stirrups flap-
ping. Several men saw it and made
a grab for the plunging animal, but

missed. Finally a mounted cowboy
seized the bridle and brought it to
a halt.

Sheriff Torby, just emerging from
his jail office, saw the cayuse and
recognized it. Pulling his Stetson
low over his forehead, he ran across
to the little group surrounding it.
A riderless horse was often the sign
of tragedy.

“What's the matter here?” he
puffed, his eyes centering on the
Bar U brand on the bronc’s shoul-
der. “This cayuse belongs to either
Tom or Jerry Carter. Them boys
ain't throwed off easy. Something’s
happened to one of them.”

A spectator gave a cry and
pointed to a steel-studded wrist cuff
tied to the saddle horn. Torby took
it off and slowly examined it.

A Bar U was burned in the
leather. This was identical with the
cuff that he had seen Tom Carter
wearing earlier in the day. Or so
Jim Torby thought.

On the smooth leather inside the
big wrist cuff were some lettered

words. The message said:
Sheriff Torby: Bandits raiding Bar U.
Send hG|p Tom.

“Dad blame my hide,” muttered
Jim Torby. “This says thet out-
laws is tacklin’ the Bar U Ranch.
If it's a practical joke-—- No, it
cain't be. Them boys wouldn’'t do
such a thing. Besides, Tom was
warnin’ me against some outlaws
early this mornin’. Git yore guns,
boys, we're ridin’!”

Yelling and firing off their six-
guns in the air, the crowd broke.
Some raced to the hitch racks, un-
tied their ponies, and galloped out
on the road to the Bar U. Others
hurried home to get their weapons
and to saddle up.

For half an hour, the sheriff was
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busy issuing ammunition and fur-
nishing guns to those who had none.
Mescal’s streets were quickly emp-
tied of men. Every able-bodied
male who could ride or could get a
horse joined the parade to get in on
the excitement.

Torby was the last to leave. The
sheriff was getting pretty old, and
he was perfectly willing to let young
men stand the brunt of fighting.

As he was locking up his office, a
smooth-faced and broad-shouldered
young cowpoke trotted his sorrel
bronc around a corner and dropped
down beside the law officer. It was
Tom Carter, Jerry’'s brother.

Since Tom had tangled with Gun-
ner Harmon, he had been out doing
some quiet scouting, trying to locate
the hide-out of the bandit gang that
he felt sure was near by. His pearl-
handled guns flapped against his
batwing chaps as he dragged the
dulled rowels of his spurs across the.
board walk.

“Hey!” cried the sheriff. “What're
you doin’ here?”

Tom Carter blew tobacco smoke
through his nostrils.

“What does it look like I'm
doin’?” he retorted. “You better
take a tuck in yore belt, Torby.
You look like yo're about ready to
explode like a dynamite cap.”

“But the ranch—the raiders?”
burst out Sheriff Torby. “Why ain’t
yuh home?”

“Do | have ter stay home?”
chuckled Tom. “Mebbe you figure
because there’s raiders around that
I shouldn’'t be out alone.”

Sheriff Torby’s big paw, closing
around Tom Carter's arm, brought
the cowboy to realize that something
serious was wrong. From his saddle-
bag, Torby pulled the metal-studded
wrist cuff and pointed to the words
on it.

Tom Carter placed a broken
thumb-nail on the signature, “Tom.”

“Who is this Tom?” he inquired.

“Why, Tom Carter, yore brother,”
snorted Torby impatiently. “What's
the matter with yuh? Cain’'t yuh
read? Don’'t yuh see what's prob-
ably happened. They ambushed
Tom, and he got a chance ter send
me thet message, tied on his boss.”

The young puncher’s eyes lighted
with a peculiar expression. “That
would be all right, sheriff, except for
one thing,” he drawled. “I'm Tom
Carter.”

Sheriff Torby’s mustache waggled
frantic signals of amazement. His
mouth popped open.

“You Tom?” he exclaimed. “Why
you cain't be. That's Tom’s wrist
cuff. 1 seen it on him only a few
hours ago.”

“Well, you'll see it on me still, if
you look close,” asserted the waddy,
holding out his wrists to show the
leather bands around his arms.
“That note is a fake. Somebody
who has captured Jerry and thinks
it's me, done it. We got to find my
brother.”

Through the dirty window of the
sheriff's office, Tom saw a lone rider,
a big beefy man with an evil, scarred
face, astride an iron gray, come rid-
ing up the street. Tom recognized
him as Gunner Harmon.

“See that feller!” said Tom grimly.
“l bet he knows somethin' about
this.”

Sheriff Torby placed his big hands
on the window casing and peered
through the pane of glass. Gunner
had dismounted and was casting
sidelong, suspicious glances into all
the buildings.

“Now don’t be too sure,” said the
sheriff. “You ain’t got no evidence.
Jist because you tangled with him
don’'t mean-——-- "

“1 got a hunch,” interrupted Tom
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Carter. “You go an’ talk to him.
Git him back to the jail.”

Sheriff Torby started to argue, but
knowing that the Bar 1J twins had
an uncanny habit of being right, he
growled an oath under his breath,
walked out of the jail office, and
strode up the board walk.

Gunner saw him coming, and his
face showed distinct surprise. Why
wasn't the sheriff at the Bar U
Ranch? The lawman started to
speak. -

“Bandits is raidin’ the Bar U
Ranch!” yelled Torby. “Come inter
the jail office, an’ I'll give yuh some
ammunition! We’'ll ride out to the
ranch together! Everybody else has
gone!”

Although Torby couldn’'t see
them, Gunner knew his men were
creeping up, keeping in the shelter
of buildings and alleys.

“All right, sheriff”
“1'll go.”

Gunner followed Torby up the
board walk. He had come in ahead
to spy and see if his plan had
worked. Gunner didn't want to
shoot the sheriff down in the street.
Plenty of time for that later.

Torby entered the doorway first,
with Gunner right at his heels. The
bandit leader was nervous, and his
pale eyes darted into every corner.
His spurs jingled, as he strode across
the board floor.

A tall, broad-shouldered cowboy
stepped from the jail corridor into
the office. Gunner started to speak,
but his voice trailed off in a breath-
less whisper. His heart seemed to
stop beating, and unseen fingers
seemed to clutch at his throat, shut-
ting off his wind. Unbelief was writ-
ten on his face as he gazed at a
boyish cowpoke with wide, innocent
eyes.

“Wh-wh-what're you doin’ here?”
stammered Gunner. “l------- "

he grunted.

“Grab yore guns, polecat!”
snapped Tom. “Let’s finish the ar-
gument we had at the bridge! What
have you done with my brother?”

Bang! A rifle spoke from outside,
and the windowpane crashed into
a thousand pieces.

Tom’s hands blurred toward his
guns, but Torby, his shirt front
crimson-stained, slumped against
him, throwing off his aim, as his
Colts roared.

Bullets thudded into the walls and
floor as Gunner leaped back through
the doorway, both six-guns blazing.
But Gunner was nervous, and his
shots went wild.

As the bandit chief disappeared
around a corner of the building, Tom
dragged Torby toward the jail cor-
ridor, away from the whistling slugs
that spurted from the weapons of
the other outlaws.

A Kkiller started to run into the

office.  Tom’s six-guns spat flame
and the hombre fell across the
threshold. Charging across the

room, Tom fired through the door-
way. Another bandit toppled from
his horse into the street.

Tom slammed the heavy door
shut and bolted it as lead slugs
ripped through the wood.

One of Gunner’'s men raised his
Colt and aimed through the win-
dow at the limp form of the sheriff.
Tom’s hogleg barked, and the man
threw up his hands and crashed to
the sidewalk as the rest of the ban-
dits took to cover.

Picking Torby up under the arms,
Tom hauled him into a jail cell and
placed him on a bunk. Outside, he
could hear the bandits breaking into

stores. He ripped away Torby's
shirt. A jagged wound was re-
vealed.

Through the jail window, Tom
saw outlaws carrying giant powder
into the Wells Fargo office. Shot
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after shot, he fired at the flitting
shapes, but Torby’s groans brought
him back to the lawman’s side.

Tom wanted to rush out and bat-
tle the bandits, but he had to plug
up the old sheriff's wound. Torby’s
life depended on it.

A loud explosion rocked the town.
He knew they had blown the safe.
Through the smoke and dust, Tom
saw Gunner’s men rushing out of the
Wells Fargo office.

Kneeling down by the window,
the Bar U waddy blazed away. One
bandit, trying to mount, fell back-
ward and lay still.

Sweat streamed down Tom’s face.
His lean hands clutched the butts
of his hot guns tighter. The out-
laws were keeping in the shelter of
buildings, returning his fire.

Bullets slammed into wood,
knocking splinters in his face, as the
bandits raced away, driving riderless
broncs before them. Pursuit was
impossible. They had taken every
horse in town.

A bitter feeling of failure swept
over Tom. Gunner had made a fool
of him.

V.

Jerry Carter inched himself
within a few feet of Slats Connor.
The skinny hombre was busy draw-
ing on the cheap tablet. A plan
was forming in Jerry’'s mind.

“Light me a cigarette,” Jerry said.

Slats glared suspiciously for a mo-
ment. Laying down his pencil and
paper, he stood up. With bony fin-
gers he extracted the “makin’s” from
his pocket and built a quirly. Light-
ing it, Slats bent down and placed it
in Jerry’'s mouth. The Bar U ranny
puffed and blew smoke through his
nose.

Behind Slats, a row of boulders
extended a foot high out of the
ground. Working his bound hands,

Jerry strained at the ropes that held
his wrists. Slats, quick to sense
danger, knelt down.

“You've got them ropes loose!” he
rasped.

Slats tried the bonds, but they
were tight. As if by accident, the
cigarette Jerry had been holding in
his mouth dropped. Straight down
it fell, alighting on the back of
Slats’s skeletonlike hand.

With a wild yell, the outlaw
slapped at the burned place on his
hand, jumping back. The boulders
caught him in the ankles, throwing
him off balance.

Jerry’'s muscles tensed. Like a
huge spring suddenly released, he
hurled his body through the air. His
head smacked into Slats’s stomach.

The bandit groaned and toppled
backward to the ground, striking his
head on a rock. Slats lay sprawled
on his back.

Dragging his bound legs behind
him, Jerry bent over the fallen hom-
bre and got the bandit’'s knife from
his belt. Holding the knife between
his knees, he cut the ropes that
bound his hands. Then he freed his
legs.

Slats was moaning as Jerry dis-
armed him. The twin rubbed his
numb wrists.

Jerry stuck one of Slats’'s guns in
his belt, holding the other cocked
in his hand. Slats rubbed his head
and sat up as Jerry prodded him
with his bopt.

“You got some loot buried around
here?” said Jerry.

“No,” replied Slats.

“You're a liar,” snapped Jerry. “I
heard -Gunner talkin’ about it. Go
dig it up!”

“Gunner would Kill me,” growled
Slats sullenly.

“You dig up thet money, or I'll
kill yuh,” drawled Jerry.

Slats saw the threatening look in
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Jerry’s blue eyes and saw his trigger
finger curl back. The outlaw got up
and walked to a patch of brush.

Bending over, he pawed at leaves
and twigs, uncovering a hole. He
hauled out several money bags and
piled them on the ground. Jerry
took the sacks and put them in the
saddlebags of Slats’s bronc.

“You wrote a note about me/”
said Jeri*y, “now write one about
yoreself. Git a piece of paper and
write what | tell yuh.”

The Bar U puncher’'s innocent,
boyish face never changed expres-
sion, but something in the sudden
icy tone of his voice, made Slats
obey. In a minute, Jerry finished
dictating the note.

After scanning it briefly, he put
the note on a flat-topped stone, and
placed a rock on it to keep the paper
from blowing away.

With his hands tied in front of
him, Slats mounted. Riding behind,
keeping one hand on his guns, Jerry
galloped toward Mescal.

The clatter of steel-shod hoofs on
rock echoed from the granite walls
of Piute Pass as Gunner Harmon
and his gang rode toward their
camp. The money bags, tied to
Gunner’s saddle, bounced up and
down, causing the gold coins to clink
together. The bandit leader’s round
face was covered with sweat.

Gunner believed that the blue-
eyed cowboy in Mescal was the one
they had left in camp. He had prob-
ably killed Slats in his escape. Slats
was a danged fool. Anyway, the
buried money would still be there.

Leaving Piute Pass, the bandits
swept up the trail and into their
camp. There wasn't a sign of Slats’s
body. The killer boss saw the ropes
Jerry had cut, then his eyes lighted
on the note.
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Leaning out of the saddle, he
picked up the paper. Gunner’s eyes
flamed, and his hand shook as he
read the words. The note said:

Sheriff Torby: When you come back
to Mescal, from the Bar U, you'll see this
I hope. I'm one of Gunner's bandits. 1've
dug up his hidden money and will take it
to your office and wait for you there. |
want to go straight and make honest money
by collecting the reward offered for Gunner
in Bennet County. Stats Connor.

A hoarse oath escaped Gunner
Harmon’'s mouth. His thin lips
drew back into a cat snarl. Crush-
ing the paper in his hairy paw, Gun-
ner hurled it to the ground.

“The dirty, double-erossin’ skunk’s
got our money!” he roared. “We're
ridin’ back to Mescal! [I'll fill him
so full o’ holes he'll look like a piece
of window screen!”

All was confusion as the outlaws
turned around and raced back to-
ward Mescal. Faster and faster
Gunner Harmon and his bandit crew
urged their tired horses.

Once again they thundered up
Mescal’'s main street and hurled
themeslves out of the saddle in front
of the bullet-riddled jail office. Bris-
tling with rifles and six-guns, they
cautiously made their way toward
the entrance. Suddenly a cool,
clear voice broke the stillness.

“Do yuh want ter surrender or
dodge hot lead?”

Standing in the doorway was a
smooth-faced, wide-eyed cowboy,
with pearl-handled Colts gripped in
bronzed hands. It was Jerry Carter.

For an instant the bandits hesi-
tated. Then one of the outlaws
turned sidewise. A big .45 appeared
in his hand and blazed swiftly.

Wham'! Bang! Jerry’s Colts
jumped and backed in his lean
hands.
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Clawing crimson out of his eyes,
the bandit fell forward on the board
walk, stayed there a minute, and
then rolled into the street.

Gunner was firing wildly, yelling
oaths in a hoarse voice. Slugs
whined through the air. Horses
plunged and kicked; wounded men
screamed.

Turning on his heels, Gunner
started to run. A figure was walk-
ing toward him. At sight of the
man, Gunner’s mouth popped open
and his eyes widened. He took a
sCtarr%Ied step backward. It was Tom

arter.

Gunner’s face drained of color as
he saw what appeared to be the
same waddy who stood in front of
the sheriff's office. His momentary
confusion was fatal.

~With 45 slugs zi(gping close to
his head, Tom beat Gunner’s bullet
by a fraction of a second. Over the
sights of his Colt, he saw Gunner
s;cg;lnger, fall to the ground, and lie
still.

The fight was over. On seeing
their leader go down, the other out-
laws broke and fled.

_Sheriff Torby lay in the jail bunk,
his shoulder swathed in bandages.
A cigar was clenched in his teeth,
and he was grinning at the Bar U

twins standing in front of him. Jerry
was talking. _ _

“I knowed thet Slats liked to write
notes,” said the twin. “So | had
him write one to you, sheriff. You'll
never git it, but we got Slats and a
bunch “of money.”

“Me an’ Tom was shore glad ter
see yuh come ridin’ in,” said Torby.
“It looked like Mescal was cleaned
out permanent. But the Bar U
twins alius figure some way out. Go

see what Slats is doin’.

Tom unlocked a barred door and
stepped into the next cell. His firm
lips twisted into a grin as he looked
at the beanpole outlaw. Slats was
busy drawing a picture of himself
on the bare jail wall.

“Byiin I” chuckled Tom. “That
shore” looks like yuh, Slats, but
there’s somethin’ missin’.  Give me
thet pencil.” _

Taking the stub of pencil from
Slats’s hand, Tom drew a hangman’s
nooie around the Kkiller’s scrawny
neck.

The Bar U twins are shore bad hom-
bres ter try ter buck. They got a plumb
persistent habit 0’ nosin’ out trouble, giv-
in' it first draw, an’ then shootin’ it full
o holes. If it wa'n't fer them, Mescal
would shore be in a bad way right now.
Don’t miss the story o’ their next adven-
ture. Yuh'll find it in an early issue of
Street & Smith’'s Wild West Weekly.
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CHAPTER .
A DESPERATE BREAK.

HE fall from the courthouse
window to the sun-hardened
_ earth was enough to have
jarred Thad Carse badly. But Fate
seemed dissatisfied with just shak-
m% the young ranny up a bit.
rom 'somewhere up there in that
stuffy courtroom that was now filled
with shouts and the sound of thud-
ding feet came the hollow boom of
a shotgun. Thad Carse felt buck-
shot téar slantwise across his back
and hips. _
The blow knocked him forward on
his face. From behind and above
him came a triumphant yell.
IA/W—SE

Thad’s lean face was white al-
ready from the three long months
he had spent in the little jaif at the
back of the courthouse. The pain
of those biting shot turned him
whiter, and from behind his locked
teeth came a groan.

But he lurched up and started
away as the scattergun roared
again. He heard the hiss of the
shot as it Cloass d his body, but none
of it found him.

_Doubled half over, Thad ran a
zigzag course to the hitch  rack
leaped aboard the first horse his dull
aze found, and kicked the heels of

IS run-over boots into the animal’s
flanks with stinging force.

Somebody at the courthouse had
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found a rifle, and Thad felt the hot
breath of a slug that missed his bob-
bing head by the narrowest mar-
gin. The horse he had leaped
aboard reared, spun on hind feet
and leaped in among a number of
wagons and buggies standing in the
shade of some DIg pepper trees.

Thad was sick now from the
buckshot wounds in his back— so
sick the world swam crazily before
his blurring eyes. But he knew that
he was heading west out of Mon-
terey town toward the nearest hills.

It was a relief to have a horse
beneath him and feel the beat of
clean wind in his face once more.
That rush of wind was clearing his
head, too, and he could see a lit-
tle better by the time he shot past
the last adobe house and hit the
gently sloping range beyond.

Each lunge of his mount brought
pain to those wounds in his back,
and he had to keep groans of a%ony
locked behind his grinding teeth.

_ Behind him there was much yell-
ing, and he could hear the occa-
sional whine of a bullet in the air
as he hammered arvay from town.
But the horse under him was run-
mnq smoothly. It would take those
rattle-headed jaspers back there
some time to get mounts and line

out.

Thad looked down at the horse
he strode for the first time, and
there was suddenly a bitter grin on
his wide lips. His sm_okr blue eyes
puckered, and from his lean throat
came something that resembled a
harsh chuckle. _

The horse was a trim-legged,
deep-chested sorrel—a bronc that
he knew only too well. He did not
have to glance back at the Long H
brand on'its hip to know that it was
Seth Hag?erty’s private horse.

Hag?_ler , Owner of the mighty
Long H, was the man who had

ressed the murder charge against

had Carse. )

Less than ten minutes ago, Thad
had stood before a white-haired
judge and heard himself sentenced
to hang b{) the neck until dead.
There had been a big crowd in the
courtroom—a crowd that had
waited in breathless silence while
the judge’s voice droned out that
terrible sentence.

Numbed, sick with the thought of
payln%_ the supreme penalty[ for
something he had not done, Thad
had stood as if frozen, listening
while the judge pronounced the sen-
tence. Then a vagrant breeze
laden with the scent of sage an
clean earth, had brushed Thad’s
grz(ijy face. He had turned his head
and discovered that some one had
opened one of the windows in the
courtroom.

Thad hardly _
had haploened after that. The J“dPe
was still speaking, saying a kindly-
sounding something to the doomed
outh who stood before him. But

had had not been listening.

The scent of and sandy earth
did something to"him, causing him
to crouch and tremble as if he was
frightened. He remembered, dimly,
that there had been sneering
laughter. )

e had turned to see big, raw-
boned Seth Haggerty and his
Long H outfit grinning at him in a
g[;loatlng manner. They had thought

had was cowering because of what
the judge had just told him.

Then Thad had leaped. His fist
still ached from the blow he .had
driven into Seth Haggerty’s face.
There had_been yells, the rush of
feet—and Thad Carse, dodging like
a rabbit among a pack of hungry
Qounds, was streaking for the win-

ow.

Somehow he had gained that

remembered what
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window, dived through, and landed
on the ground, eight feet below, to
be ripped by buckshot. And now
Seth Haggerty, who had had that
murder charge brought against
Thad, was furnishing the horsé that
was swiftly carrying the youth to-
ward the safety of the hills.

Thad grinned ruefully at the pur-
suit that was already Stringing out
behind him, then turned his smoky
eyes ahead. The wind caught his
sandy hair and whipped 1t out
behind his well-molded head. It felt
%ood to be forking a bronc down the

reeze once more. He was free!

But how lopg could he remain
free? That thought steadied Thad,
brought his whirling mind up short.
He was striking the hills now, well
ahead of his pursuers. The big sor-
rel under him was a top horSe in
an%/ man’s string and had plenty of
bottom. T _

“A little thing like hoss stealin’
don’t matter when a man’s already
slated for hangin’,” Thad rasped
aloud. “This red scamp under me
can make the border easy, if |
swmg him an’ head that way.
Mebbe------" )

Thad let his voice trail off. It
had just occurred to him that a
man In his boots would need some-
thing besides a good horse if he
cheated the noose Seth Haggerty
had put around his neck.

Pale features set grimly, Thad
swung the sorrel, but not toward the
border. North he traveled now,
straight toward his own 7 spread.
He had to have blankets, food,
money—and guns.

The posse on his heels wiould, he
knew, think of that, and IlkeI)[/
enough head straight for the 7. Bu
Thad was banking on the sorrel to
keep him ahead of those kill-crazy
jaspers who rode his trail with un-
sheathed guns.

The big horse under him was still
running Ssmoothly, apparently just
warming up. Thad headed it up a
long wash, then topped out on high
ground half an hour later.

He could see nothing of the posse
that was somewhere on his back
trail. But ahead, nestling beneath
cottonwoods that stretched leafless
branches toward the blue sky, was
the 7 ranch house— the only home
Thad had ever known.

Behind the big adobe house was
the grave of the mother Thad re-
membered only faintly. And beside

that old dgrave was a fairly new one
tﬂat held” “Blue” Carse, Thad’s fa-
ther.

Big, good-natured Blue Carse had
been found on the range five months
before, bound hand and foot, a bul-
let hole between his eyes.

Blue had been tortured fiendishly
with a knife before that bullet be-
tween his eyes had killed him. His
body had been bruised from head
to foot, and some fiend had worked
on his face and chest with a knife.
The knife wounds showed that they
had been there several hours be-
fore Blue Carse was shot. Blue
Carse’s wrists had been bound with
new strings that had been cut from
a saddle, _

Thad, after the shock of his fa-
ther’s death, had begun checking up
on that one slim clew. He had
finally turned to Toby Wallace,
who ran a saddle shop in Monterey.

Toby had done a stretch in prison
for rustling 7 steers and made no
bones about telling the world that
he hated the Carse family. But
Thad had swallowed his pride and
gone to Toby in the hope that he
might obtain”some information that
wouid lead him to the man or men
who had murdered his father.

Thad had stepped through Toby
Wallace’s saddle-shop door just at
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dusk one evening, with a gun in his
hand. Wallace had made it known
that he meant to kill the first Carse
who stepped inside his place, and
Thad was taking no chances on the
hot-headed fool making a gun play.
Men along the street had seen Thad
go into the saddle shop, and a crowd
had formed in the street.

Toby had sworn at Thad wildly,
then a shot roared out, and Thad
caught a brief glimpse of a man
moving away from a window. He
fired—and was found standing over
the lifeless body of the saddler.

Three of Seth Haggerty’'s riders
who had been in the crowd swore
in court that they saw Thad Carse
shoot Toby Wallace down cold.
After that-------

Thad jerked his whirling thoughts
up short. He was at the familiar
yard gate now. He dismounted, hit
the ground running.

The wounds in his back pained
terrifically, and his head was spin-
ning again. But he locked his teeth
and went doggedly down the sandy
walk to the big front porch. He
stepped up on the porch, leaped to-
ward the door—and almost tumbled
backward.

The door opened before him, and
a man stepped out, grinning coldly
down the barrels of twin .45s that
were cocked and leveled at Thad.
The man behind those guns was
grizzled, cold-eyed “Tab” Mayse,
one of the deadlist gun fighters who
ever wore the badge of a lawman.

CHAPTER I1I.
THAD FINDS A CLEW.

pOR a long moment, Thad Carse

stood there, breathing heavily,
looking into those leveled guns.
Then Thad’s smoky eyes lifted to
lock with Sheriff Tab Mayse’s dull
black gaze.

“Lift 'em, kid, or I'll see if yuh
kin pack off .45 slugs easy as yuh
did them blue whistlers I slammed
into yuh,” the grim sheriff snarled.
“Sky them paws, Thad Carse, or I'll
blow yuh in two!”

From inside the house came muf-
fled swearing. Thad knew that
“Chigger” Beal and “Lanky” Simp-
son, the two men who had been run-
ning his spread for him, were either
bound or handcuffed so that they
could not help him.

Wearily, Thad lifted his hands,
mouth twisting in a bitter smile.
He knew without being told what
had happened.

Uncannily shrewd, the cold-eyed
little sheriff had figured that Thad
would be riding here to the 7 for
such things as grub, bedding, and
guns. The sheriff had crawled that
famous pure-bred racer of his, hit
the smooth trail, and headed
straight to the 7 without bothering
to cut Thad'’s sign in the hills.

Thad had thought of the grim lit-
tle sheriff and that bay racer, but
had naturally supposed that they
would be somewhere behind him,
following his trail.

“Yo're a Carse, all right,” the
sheriff was snarling thinly. “No-
body but the owl-hoot breed of man
would 'a’ made the crazy break yuh
made to-day.”

“Since when,” Thad snarled back,
“did the Carses git named owl-
hooters?”

“Ever hear yore daddy, Blue
Carse, talk much about his past?”
the sheriff asked, and chuckled in
a manner that made Thad go hot
with anger. “An’ did yuh know,”
the sheriff went on, “that yore uncle,
Tom Carse, was hung hyar in this
county fer stage robbin’ afore yuh
was born?”

There was something so insulting
in the sheriffs manner and voice
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that Thad felt himself trembling
with ra?e. But he controlled his
anger, tought back the desire to
smash a fist into the man’s face.

He knew this sheriff'srecord. Tab
Mayse was noted for bringing in
wanted men dead rather than alive.
Blue Carse had called the sheriff a
cold killer— called him that to his
face and told him that he was unfit
to wear the star he wore. Thad
remembered that now' as he saw the
officer tense, saw his black eyes be-
come slitted and dangerous.

“Go ahead!” Thad snapped sud-
denly. “Jerk them triggers, yuh
cold-hearted little snake! Want to
talﬁg) me back under a tarp, don't
yuh?” _ :

The sheriff twitched, but those
bead% eyes did not waver. His thin
mouth Ssagged open, then snapped
Sh%ﬁ o lauighed grittily, jarringl

ad laughed grittily, jarringly.
“How much Woulg yore brother-in-
law, Seth Haggerty, gay yuh if yuh
did drill me, Mayse?” he taunted.
“I reckon he'd shore make it worth
yore while, wouldn’t he?”

That shot went home, for the
sheriff's sallow face turned a sickly
hue. He swore grittily, and the

uns in his hands wavered the least

it. Paper-white, Thad Carse stood
there, Wa!tln? for those guns to
blast the life from him._ _

Despite his overhandiness with a

un, Tab Mayse was as honest as

ey came. A killer, yes, but a man
who killed only when he felt it nec-
essary. _
Thad Carse knew those things,
yet he was dellberatelly flinging In-
sults into the teeth of that quick-
trigger sheriff. Thad had suddenl
decided that the blasting shock 0
lead that would hammer the life
from him would be much better
than sitting in some murky ceil in
prison waiting for the noose.

The decision made Thad reckless.
He deliberately lowered his hands,
smoky eyes blazing strangely in his
white face.

“Go ahead!” he almost vyelled.
“Yank them triggers! Yo're Seth
Haggerty’s man, hide, hoofs, an’
taller. Seth’ll give yuh fits onless
yuh kill me like he told yuh to.”

The sheriff rocked back, gash
mouth open to emit strangled oaths.
He was as white as Thad now, and
for once in his grim career he was
letting his temper get the upper
hand.” With a flipping motion he
holstered one famous gun, then came
toward Thad with the other weapon
slightly lifted.

“I— 1"l pound yore danged head
off fer sayin’ them things, Carse!”
he wheezed. “I'm nobodg’s man,
an’ I'll make yuh swaller them in-
sults, yuh murderin’ young snake!”

The  sheriff leaped suddenly, the
1qun in his hand chopping down at

had’s hatless head. But in that
brief instant before the sheriff
leaped, Thad saw what his talk had
done. He saw the sheriff lose his
head, knew that the officer meant
to gun-whip him.

ad’s lanky, hard-muscled body
settled, and his hands balled into
knotty fists. One of those fists
whizzed out and up now, and the
much smaller sheritf was lifted up
and back as if propelled by huge
springs.

Dazed, badly shaken though he
was, the sheriff's brain still worked.
He saw his mistake, saw Thad
Carse leaping at him even as his
body struck ‘the rough flooring of

the porch. . ]
The gun in the officer's hand
thundered. Thad Carse lurched

drunkenly, crimson spurting from

his cheek to turn his face into a

twisted crimson mask. _
But before the sheriff could fire
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again Thad was on him, fists deal-
ing terrific blows. The sheriff went
limp, but Thad Carse was taking
no chances on this chance of es
failing. He aimed a wallop at the
sherit’'s jaw, and grinned through
his mask of crimson when the offi-
Fer twitched half over, then became
imp.

“Playin’— possum— huh?”  Thad
parrll;cgd. “But yo’re out now, dang
yunh! _ .

He IeaPed up, kicked the sheriff’s

uns off the edge of the porch, and
ived into the house. He could
hardly believe that he had bested
that dreaded little man hunter—
could hardly believe that he was
free now to ride on.

“Owl-hoot breed, am IP” Thad
rowled. “Well, mebbe that ain't a
ad breed, after all.”

There in the big, cool living room
were two men, bound hand and foot.
One of them was a short, thickset
waddy, who turned bu_IglngTeyes on
Thad and began to grin. That lit-
tle hombre was Chigger Beal, a
youngster who had been practically
raised on the 7. _

Beside Chigger lay Lanky Simp-
son, a ranny who was six feet four
and weighed one hundred and
twenty pounds. Lanky’s bony face
widened into a grin, and his’ long,
skinny neck stretched as he lifted
his big, shag?y head.

“Saw us loose, Thad,” Lanky
boomed in a very deep voice for

such a skinny fellow. *“Cut these
piggin’ strings an’ we’ll go take keer
0’ that star-toter. He told us how
yuh busted loose.”

“Say, hurry an’ git us loose,”
Chigger yapped. “l “see yore back
is all soaked, an’ yore face looks
like it was half shot away. “I’ll tie
up them hurts, then------

"Nope, boys, can't turn yuh
loose!” Thad grinned crookedly at

his two friends. “If | did, that
danged sheriff would arrest yuh,
claimin’ that yuh helped me )
If yo're tied like he left yuh, he
can't make no fool charges.”

Thad hurried to the big fireplace
and lifted down a pair of worn belts
and holsters from the mantel.
Those crisscross belts were full of
fat cartridges, and the scarred hol-
s}&s held a brace of cedar-butted

The belts and %uns had belonged
to Blue Carse. Thad’s hands trem-
bled a little as he buckled his fa-
ther’s weapons about his waist.

He was moving with all possible
speed now, for he knew that at any
moment the posse that had taken
his trail from town would show up.

From a tobacco jar on the mantel
he lifted a roll of hills, shoved the
money into a pocket of his service-
worn “trousers, then ran from the
living room down a hallway that
led to his own bedroom.

He reappeared a moment later, a
black Stetson pulled low over his
forehead, a blanket roll tucked un-
der one arm. Chigger and Lanky
were %/elllng wildly, swearing at
Thad for not turning them loose.

“No can do, boys,” he told them
briefly. “I want 'yuh here to run
the 7, not in jail for helpin’ a fugi-
tive escape.  Adios. Yuh'U
hearin’ from me, one of these days.”

_Despite the howls of protest from
his two friends, Thad left the room
stepped out onto the porch, and
started toward the sorrel. He
would have no time now to gather
up grub. Thad got to the sorrel,
then IWheeled to glance toward the
corral.

“| better learn to think a little
faster,” he growled, and leaped
aboard the sorrel.

He spurred down to the horse cor-
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ral, where a dozen saddle horses
stood regarding him with pricked
ears. Thad grinned widely, for
there in the bunch was Ute, his own
big, brown horse. And tied back of
the corral, nose lifted over the top
bars, was the sheriff's famous racer.

Thad threw down the corral bars,
stepped inside, and wialked to where
Ute stood anrtler(ljg at his approach.
The horse sniffed, then came for-
ward to muzzle Thad’s shirt pocket.
The other horses were already pour-
ing out and racing wildly away to-
ward the open range.

Thad grinned, for he would have
a fresh mount, while the  that
would take his trail would still be
riding the horses they had left
town on.

He led Ute to a saddle shed, piled
gear onto him, and rode back to
where the sorrel stood. Thad
strlpBed gear from the sorrel, tied
the blanket roll behind his saddle,
then mounted and rode around the
corral to where the sheriff's racer
stood pawing and fidgeting. Thad
slid to the ground once more,
stripped saddle and bridle from the
trimly built bay, and chuckled
when the horse bolted with a squeal
of delight.

He was about to mount again
when wild shouts caused him to peer
through the bars of the corral and
toward the house. He was just in
time to see the reining in at
the gate. Sheriff Tab Mayse was
running toward them, yelling and
pointing toward the corral!

Thad whirled toward his mount,
then seemed to freeze. His eyes
widened, then became hot, glinting
slits. He had glanced at the sher-
iff's saddle in turning. And there,
just behind the cantle, were the
stubs where a set of saddle strings
had been cut.

Thad’s hand shook as he fished in
a trousers pocket. He drew out the
crimson-smeared saddle strings that
had been tied about his father’s
wrists. Thad stooped, unrolled the
saddle strings he had taken from
his pocket. The cut ends of those
strings matched the stubs on the
sheriif’s saddle.

CHAPTER III.

“kill 'em both!”

| QNLY by exertin eveg ounce of

will power did Thad Carse man-
age to tight back the anger that
flooded through him. But, control-
ling himself, he mounted and
spurred away from the corral, al-
most instantly lost in a thicket of
mesquite.

He could hear yells about the cor-
ral, and knew that his going had
been discovered. But the only thing
Thad could think of was F?_ettlng to
some water hole, bathing the
wounds on his back, then figurin
out some way of getting at Sheri
Tab Mayse.

Back there, he had wanted to
lunge out into the open, drag his
father’s guns from their holsters, and
pour the Iead_thek/) held into that
cold-eyed sheriff's body. But even
in that moment of anger Thad had
realized that the posse would, in all
likelihood, cut him down before he
could fire a single shot at the officer.

“Dad always said that little snake
had no heart and was a plumb out-
an’-out killer,” Thad gritted through
locked teeth. “But dad alius fig-

ered Mayse as honest an’ above
oin’ anything snaky. Dad was
wrong there, Ute hosS. That star-
totin” little varmint was there when
dad was tortured an’ killed. If he
didn’t do it himself, he helped.”

Thad loped on toward a water
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hole he knew of, little dreaming of
the turn events had taken at the
ranch house.

In the 7 ranch yard, Seth Hag-
gerty faced the "cold-eyed little
sheriff. Haggerty’s iron-jawed face
was flushed with” anger, and there
were dangerous I:_?_hts_ indling in his
icy gray eyes. His lips lifted in a
snarl as he %Ifowered down at the
battered sheriff. _

“Let a slick-eared kid best yuh
after bringin’ in some o’ the saltiest
men that ever rode this border coun-

try!” Hagﬂerty sneered. “Tab, |
flr(i;ured yuh had better sense than
that.”

_The sheriff bristled, flat, expres-
sionless eyes eOlpuckerlng._ “Since
when,” he asked flatly, “did yuh git
the notion that | had to answer to
yuh fer what happens?”

Seth H_ag%erty snarled an oath,
and, let his big, bony hands smack
against the butts of the twin guns
thonged to his thighs. He yanked
the weapons half out of their hol-
sters, then seemed to hesitate as he
caught the mirthless grin tugging at
the sheriff’s lips.

“Go ahead, Seth,” the little star-
toter spoke softly. “Ever since that
sister 0’ mine that yuh married died.
| 've wanted to kill yuh. Yore abuse
was the cause o’ her death, Hag-
gerty. 1°d shore like to kill yuh.”

Seth Haggerty shuddered, and let
go of the rquns he was gripping. Few
men would heb@ believed that gun-
swift Seth Haggerty was afraid of
any man. Yet Haggerty was afraid
of one man, and that man was the
g_rlm sheriff who stood looking up at

im out of those emotionless eyes.

“I—1 was riled, Tab. Fergit it,
Haggerty stammered. “Hearin’ that
that danged kid got away upset me
some. | wanted

Haggerty caught himself, swear-

ing in confusion. But the sheriff
had not missed the earnest tone in
Haggerty’s voice.

“Yeah,” Mayse drawled, “yuh
shore did want that kid dead. Like
yuh've always wanted his pappy
dead. Like yuh wanted his uncle
dead, years ago. Why, Haggerty?
How come yuh hated the Carses?”

Seth Haggerty snarled savaﬂely,
face going " purple, then white.
“That’s my Wprlvate business,” he
snapped. “Why | want to see the
last Carse snake put six feet under
Is my affair.” )

“Not when yuh start usin’ the law
as a cat's-paw, it ain’t, Seth.” The
sheriff's voice was still silky. “I’ve
%ot a hunch them three men o’ yores
one some lyin’ in court, feller!”

Seth Haggerty stiffened, and there
was real concern in his icy eyes “Yfien
he glared down at the sheriff.

“Say,” he blurted, “are yuh
stickin” up fer that danged kid?
Wait ontil some o’ the voters git
wind o’ this.”

“I’'m goin’ after Thad Carse,
when that bunch o' fools quit
swarmin’ all over the range.” The
sheriff shrugged. “Thad’s wanted,
an’ I'm an officer. Reckon he’ll
come back feet first, ‘cause he’s got
nothin’ to lose by forcin’ a shoot-
out.”
~Some of the possemen who had
ridden out from town just then
came _running to report” that the
sheriff's horse was missing. The lit-
tle officer swore roundly, and bow-
legged out behind the corral where
his saddle lay.

He picked up the heavy hull,
hung it on the corral, and stood glar-
ing "about at the mesquite that
stretched away into the draws.

“The kid likely turned my hoss
loose, like he did all the others,”
the sheriff snarled. “An’ that thor-
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l(2u hhbred will be somethin’ to
etch.”
“Fetch yore saddle,” Seth Hag-
erty snorted, “an’ I'll have one 0’
e boys turn a hoss over to yuh.”
“Dang that saddle!” the sheriff
flung back. “I've cussed it ever
since | let yuh sell it to me last
month. Danged thing’s too heavy
fer that hoss 0’ mine to run under.”
Hnag;(ferty started to protest, but
see to think Dbetter of it. He
looked at the saddle on the corral,
and it seemed that there was a
slight smile on his lips as he eyed
the stubs of leather strings behind
the cantle. _
But the sheriff was not watching
Haggerty (JUSt then. The little off-
cer turned, stalked back to where
the possemen had left their horses,
and picked out the best-lookmg
horse among them. He shortene
the stirrups, and was swinging up
when the possemen came runnin
toward their mounts, ready to fol-
low the sheriff.

Chigger Beal and Lanky Simpson,
having been turned loose by the
sheriff, were seated on one end of
the porch, glowering sullenly and
maklng?1 rather pointed remarks
about having to fumigate the place
to get rid of the skunk odor.

“Hey, yuh two,” the sheriff yelled
at them, “stop yammerin’ an’ act
like yuh had some sense. Did Thad
Carse say he was headin’ fer any
particular place?”

“Shore,” Lanky boomed. “Thad
said he was headin’ fer China.”

“Didn’t either!” Chigger yipped.
“Lanky, yuh know better than ter
lie ter the sheriff, Yuh heard Thad
faé/'ge was goin’ to Africky same as

I .11

“Yup, he did say that.” Lanky
]Q_odded. “But he was goin’ to China
irst.”

The sheriff swore harshly, then
wheeled to face the posse. “Yuh
hombres,” he bit out, “ride on back
to_town.” ]

The sheriff wheeled the big
grulla horse he had chosen to ride
and went jogging away. He turned
in behind "the corral where his sad-
dle had lain, then burrowed away
into the mesquite, eyes coldly
watchful.

Standing in the ranch yard, Seth.
Haggerty laughed croakingly, eyes
dancing with evil delight.

“Tab Mayse has never failed to
fetch back a man he went after,”
Haggerty chuckled, glancing toward
Chigger and Lanky. “An’ the funny

art o’ it is, he usually brings ‘em
a(élﬁ'com'” d Lanky both got

igger and Lanky both got u
a ridiggl_ous pair when theyg stood
side by side.

“Git!” Lanky boomed at the
crowd that was milling about the
place. “I’ll count ten, then Chig-
ger an’ me will start throwin’ lead
at whoever aint on his hoss or
tryin’ to git on.”

“Count by fives so’s the buzzards
can't all git-away,” Chigger yipped,
and yanked a Colt with no clumsi-
ness whatever. _

Lanky drew a six-gun, cocked it,
and let" the round barrel settle in
Seth Haggerty’s general direction.
Hag%ert swore uneasily and made
for his horse, but as he passed a
certain scrawny, tawny-eyed little
hombre who looked as if he were
badlz in need of a good scrubbing,
the Long H owner slowed down.

“Hang back when we ride away,
Len,” gerty rasped from one
corner of his mouth. *“Circle back
when nobody is lookin’, an’ foller
the sheriff. that him an’ Thad
Carse both cash in their chips.
Make it look like they fought it
out.”
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CHAPTER IV.

THE SHERIFF GOES DOWN.

"P'HAD CARSE was in worse con-

dition than he had thought.
With the excitement over for the
time being, his brain became
numbed again, and the gnawing
ain of those shot wounds in his
ack made him sway dizzily in the
saddle.

He made the water hole he had
headed for, stripped, and bathed.
The water was icy, and some of the
fire seemed taken from his wounds.

“Thad could feel five gashes across
his back, but could not see how
deep the shot had cut. He rinsed
his undershirt free of the crimson
that had soaked into it, tore the
garment into strips, and completed
a crude job of bandaging after no
little offort. But with each move-
ment of the muscles beneath that
rlpged flesh, Thad winced.

ut of the water and dressed
again, he found that the numbness
was returning to his brain. It was
all he could do to keep from crawl-
ing beneath the brush that grew
albout the water hole and going to
SIeep. . .

But that, he told himself firmly,
would never do. That cold-eyed lit-
tle sheriff would be on his trail, fol-
lowing with the grim persistency of
a bloodhound.

Thad’s teeth ground whenever he
thought of the sheriff. He remem-
bered that saddle, and the stubs
that had once been saddle strings
behind the cantle. _
~“I'll smoke that fishy-eyed son if
it’s the last thing | do!” Thad mut-
tered thickly as he reeled to Ute and
climbed intd the saddle.

Thad was cooler now, however,
and able to think more clearly de-
spite the heaviness of his brain.” He
realized only too well that he would

not have a show against the sheriff
in his present condition, for that
star-toter was faster than greased
lightning with guns.

Or did he really want to shoot it
out with the sheriff? Somehow,
Thad’s weary mind kﬁpt trying to
buck at the notion. He could not
hel(s) remembering things his father
had said about Tab Mayse.

Blue Carse had disliked the
sheriff, and had not hesitated to tell
the little star-toter so. But Blue
Carse had called Mayse square.

“Dad never mlsAudged a man that
| know of,” Thad grumbled as he
rode away through the hills.

Still, there were those saddle
strings in his pocket— rawhide
thongs that were ' crimson-stained
from Blue Carse’s wounds. And the
cut ends of those saddle strings
matched the stubs behind the sher-
Iff's saddle.

Thad shook his head wearily,
trying to puzzle it all out. He was
ﬁomtlng toward a nester outfit that

e knew of, in the hope that he
could buy a hot meal.

Thad’s lean jaws clamped as he
thought of his neighbors. He had
to go some place, get some sort of
salve or liniment that would drive
the fire from those wounds, and get
some food. Thad realized that lack
of food was hurtln%hlm, weakening
him almost as much as the pain.

But to obtain food he must visit
some neighboring outfit, and it had
ust occurred to Thad Carse that he

ad no neighbors who had ever
acted friendly toward him or his fa-
ther. He had often wondered why
none of the neighbors ever rode past
for a friendly Visit, but had never
got around to asking his father the
reason. o

He wished mightily, now, that he
had asked his dad a few questions
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—wished that his father had ex-
plained things to him.

For the first time in his life,
Thad realized that the Carse fam-
II\IX had never been welcome in the

onterey country. But the ex-
plza_?atlon to that would have to
wait.

Ahead of him, nestling in a sickly-
Iookln? rove of cottonwoods that
were leafless at this time of year,
Thad spotted the nester’s shack.
Smoke lifted from the rusty stove-
pipe, and as he a?proached he yard
gate he caught the odor of fryin
meat and boiling coffee. Tha
sniffed hungrily, mouth watering.

He was about to step down out
of the saddle when the shack’s door
flung open, and an angular, frowzy-
looking woman stepped out onto the
little stoop. There was a shotgun
in the woman’s work-roughened
hands, and the twin barrels of the
weapon were slanting straight to-
ward Thad.

The woman’s dark eyes looked
sultry, and her mouth was drawn
into a determined line.

“Git _yo'self away from heah,
Thad Cahse!” she spoke suddenly.
“Ah kin shoot bettah than that fool
sheriff done. Git, yo’ rascal!”

Thad blinked, utterly unable to
understand the woman’s evident dis-
like for him. “Why— why, say, Mrs.
Turner,” he stammered, “whatever
is the matter? | never done yuh
folks any harm.”

~ “Co’se not,” the woman drawled
In her twangy voice. “Yo’ stripe
knows bettah than to fool with us
hill folk. We------"

The woman broke Off, for around
one corner of the cabin ste[%ped
Lonny Turner, her hushand. Tur
ner was a lanky, thin-faced man,
with fierce, black eK_es and the sulky
disposition of his kind.

He glowered at Thad Carse, fin-
ering the trigger of a long rifle he
eld with apparent carelessness

across the crook of his left arm.
But that long rifle was cocked, and
Thad saw that it covered him
squarely. o

“Heard my woman say git, didn’t

ye?” Lonny Turner snarled thinly.

‘We uns ain’t bringin’ the law on
us by shelterin’ yo’ kind. | was in
the Co'troom when yo® got yo’ sen-
tence an’ made that break.’

“Thad whirled Ute, afraid to trust
himself to make a reply. He sent
the big brown horse  thundering
away, quartering off toward the
nearest hills.

He had ridden perhaps thirty
yards when something snarled
thinly past his bent shoulders, and
up ahead he saw a little geyser of
sand. Thad dropped forward in-
stinctively, and felt another slug rllp
through his billowing shirt, narrowly
missing his already painfully
wounded back.

With a snarl of anger, Thad
dropped low along his mount’s neck
and shoulder, on the right side. His
left spur clamped under the saddle
shirt, left hand grlpplng the saddle
horn, he shucked the gun from his
right-hand holster, raised his head
above the crook of his knee and
the saddle pommel, and slanted his
gun backward.

He had naturally supposed that
Lonny Turner, the hill-billy nester,
was sllnﬂlng those slugs after him.
What Thad saw brought a gasp
from his lips, and a worried frown
to his brow. Back there at the nest-
er's shack was Sheriff Tab Mayse,
just leaping aboard his horse, Win-
chester waving wildly in one hand.

The sheriff had evidently dis-
mounted and used one of the gate-
posts as a rest to do his shooting.
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The officer was mounting now and
spurring after his quarry, however,
and Thad turned his eyes to a
brushy slope just ahead.

“Them onhospitable nesters done
me a favor, at that,” the youth mut-
tered as he reined Ute into the pro-
tection of heavy brush. “If they'd
fed me like | wanted, that little
star-totin’ jigger would 'a’ snagged
me while | was eatin’.”

The thought of food was gone
from Thad’s mind, replaced by the
grim necessity of devising ways and
means of losing Sheriff Mayse. Or
did he actually want to lose the
sheriff?

Thad wondered wearily whether
or not he really wanted to escape.
There was that business of the sad-
dle strings. Perhaps it would be
best to draw rein in that little clear-
ing ahead yonder, step down from
his horse, and wait until Sheriff
Mayse rode up.

Thad knew that in his present
condition he could never hope to
equal the sheriff's famous draw.
But he might stay on his feet long
enough to get a shot or two at the
gun fighter.

“If | stay on the dodge,” Thad
gritted aloud, “that sidewinder will
round me up sooner or later, an’
drag me back to hang for somethin’
I never done. If I fight it out with
him here an’ now—well, a bullet is
better than a rope.”

Thad was in the little clearing
now. He glanced up at the crest
of the brushy ridge that lifted
sharply above him, wondering sud-
denly if the sheriff would hit for the
crest and try getting a line on the
direction his quarry had taken.

Weak and sick, Thad knew that
he could not stay in the saddle much
longer. The sheriff would overhaul
him, maybe shoot him out of the
saddle without giving him a chance.

“Show-down is my only chance,”
the youth muttered, and was lifting
his feet from the stirrups to dis-
mount when from somewhere up
that brushy slope above him came
the coughing report of a rifle.

Thad flinched, ducking low. But
no bullet had come near him. He
was trying to understand the situa-
tion when the rifle barked once
more, and into the clearing lunged
the sheriff's mount.

In the briefest space, Thad saw
that the officer was tumbling side-
wise, knew by the limp way he
struck the earth that he was hard
hit.

CHAPTER V.
HIDDEN SHACK.

DUT even as Thad Carse saw those

things he was acting with all the
speed he could muster. His pain-
dulled eyes had caught the smudge
of powder smoke puffing from a
clump of cat’s-claw well up the side
of the slope as that second rifle shot
whipped out.

Thad’s right hand dipped, came
up with a heavy Colt. The range
was long, but not impossible. The
gun in his hand boomed twice, and
the cat's-claw clump wiggled con-
vulsively. A man stood up, clawed
at his face, then pitched headlong
down the rocky hillside.

“Didn't have sense enough to
allow for the fact that he was
shootin’ downhill, else that slug
would 'a’ got me in the head!” Thad
snarled, and gigged Ute up the hill-
side.

The big horse scrambled up over
treacherous loose rock, snorting and
lunging over the poor footing. Thad
was swaying in the saddle like a
drunken man, the Colt still gripped
in his fist, blurred vision riveted on
that still form ahead.
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He saw without dismounting that
the man was dead from a slug that
had struck him under one eye.

“Len Baxter,” Thad muttered
dully as he looked down into the
glazed, tawny eyes.

This presented a new puzzle for
Thad’s numbed brain to untangle.
Len Baxter was known in Monterey
as a mean-tempered little walloper
who always rode good horses, spent
ﬁ_lenty of money, and herded b

imself. If he were connected wit
any one in any way, nobody knew
aibout it.

But Thad Carse was much too
weary at the moment to struggle
with the puzzle of why Len Baxter
had sneaked along that ridge to gun
the sheriff and him.

“He meant to get us both, that’s
certain,” Thad grunted. “An’ if
he'd 'a’ held his sights right, | reckon
he would ’a’ done it.”

Thad turned Ute back down the
slope, and a few minutes later was
halting to sit his saddle and look
down at the sheriff. The officer lay
as he had fallen, face pressing into
the dirt, hands outflung._ _

Thad saw the spreading crimson
blotch on the back of his yellow
shirt, and nodded grimly. “*“Shot
P_Lumb through,” he began. “Looks
I e ______ ”

But Thad’s voice jerked to a halt,
and he dismounted so quickly that
his WabeK_knees all but gave away
beneath him. He had seen the
sheriff twitch as if he were tglng
to turn. Thad stooped, grasped the
officer’s shoulder, and rolled him
over.

The sheriff's eyes were closed,
which meant that he still lived. A
dead man’s eyes would have been
wide open.,
~ Thad laid a hand over the sher-
iff's heart, and felt a faint, slow
beating that meant the man’s life

hung by the slimmest thread. There
was a red smear on the front of the
sheriff's shirt that ringed a tiny
black hole. _

Thad opened shirt and under-
shirt, his own troubles and suffer-
ing forgotten for the moment. The
rifle bullet had struck the sheriff
just above the collar bone, rangin
downward. Thad turned the sheri
over, and saw that the bullet had
gone through, leaving a small, clean
wound at the back. _

“Bullet didn’t flatten, though it
come out through the shoulder
blade,” he growled. “Which means
Il_etn _Baxter was usin’ jacketed bul-
ets.

Breath was fluttering in and out
the sheriff's slightly open mouth.

His lips, pale and ‘loose, were al-
]Eeatdhy rimmed with red-flecked
roth.

“Drilled through the lung,” Thad
again spoke aloud. “But a Jjacketed
slug wouldn’t do a lot of damage.
If "a saw-bones could work on

_Thad’s voice trailed off. His po-

sition was one to cause any man
worry. There was his horse, and
ahead lay the safety of brushy hills
and hidden draws. "All Thad Carse
had to do was mount and ride on.
But that meant leaving a man to
die of thirst and fever.
_ Thad shook his head slowly, try-
ing to get it all through his logy
brain. He could not ride on and
leave the sheriff, even if they were
enemies. Nor could he stay here.
There might be a posse following,
men who would shoot Thad Carse
on sight. And there was Lonny
Turner.

The Turners were bound to have
heard the shootmg._ Beyond a
doubt, the_ sulky hill-billy would
come snooping over to see what the
shooting had been.
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Thad knew what that meant. He
would be either killed or taken pris-
oner by Turner. And that meant
getting blamed for shooting the
sheriff and Len Baxter both.

Thad’s lips curled in anger, but
he stooped, gathered the slight
sheriff into his arms, and reeled to
where the officer's mount stood
snorting and trembling.

He tied the sheriff across the sad-
dle, handling him as gently as pos-
sible. Then Thad reeled back to
his own horse, mounted, and went
up the slope past where Len Bax-
ter lay. He found Baxter's big,
grain-fed horse a few moments later,
stripped it of riding gear, and rode
back down into the clearing.

The sun was getting low, and
Thad realized dimly that if he could
get away from this spot before some
one showed up, he would have a
chance to hole up for the night and
perhaps gain some strength.

The hills swam crazily before his
eyes, and there were times when he
felt as if he were falling from the
saddle. But he managed to keep
his mind working enough to head
for a certain deep canyon back in
the hills where he had once trapped
wild horses. There was a crude
stone shack there that he had built
under a bluff, and a spring of clean,
cold water.

It was not far across the rough
hills to that canyon, yet it seemed
hours to Thad Carse before he spot-
ted the red cliffs at its mouth. He
swung in under the cliffs, and was
about to turn the bend that would
bring him within sight of the reck
hut he had built, when his nostrils
drank in the tang of wood smoke.
The sun had set, and dusk had deep-
ened until it was almost dark in the
valley. '

Thad looked up at the tall cliffs,
the tips of which were still painted

by the last rays of daylight. From
his present position he knew that
the little stone shack was less than
a quarter of a mile ahead.

He slid to the ground, made sure
the sheriff's horse could not slip the
rope that was fastened to Ute’s
saddle horn, then started forward
on foot. There was a strange roar-
ing in his ears, and his senses were
so numbed that he could barely tell
when his feet were on the ground.

He forced himself to go on, know-
ing in a dim sort of way that he
would soon keel over from sheer
weakness and exhaustion.

Those wounds along his back were
stiff and sore now, and his whole
body cried out for rest and nourish-
ment. He fell twice before he had
traveled fifty yards, but managed to
crawl to his feet and stagger on.
He was in sight of the little rock
hut now, and could see a dim red
blur that he knew was light com-
ing from the one opening he had
left in a side of the shack to serve
as a window.

Thad tried to hurry his steps, and
was within fifty feet of the shack
when the door opened and he saw
the blurred figure of a man stand-
ing there as if peering out into the
darkness.

Thad tried to jump toward an up-
reared rock that was only a pace
ahead, snatching at his guns at the
same time. But his boots caught
on something and he fell heavily.

Dimly, as if from a great dis-
tance, he heard a shout, and the
clatter of booted feet on the stony
earth. He knew that some one was
running toward him from the shack,
and tried to prop himself up.

But Thad had driven himself too
hard. His brain reeled crazily for a
moment, then darkness settled over
him like a blanket.
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Thad was unconscious when a
match flared over him and a man’s
voice lifted in a hoarse oath as the
1]‘cl|cker|ng light showed his set, pale
ace.

CHAPTER VI.

“yo'ke goin’ back to jail.”

UNLIGHT in his e¥es caused
v Thad Carse to blink, then glance
about drowsily. He was snugly
comfortable, and felt like going
back to sleep. But a crudely
shaped window held his sleepy
aze until his mind cleared, and he
egan remembering things. _

e sat up suddenly, tossing aside
warm blankets that had covered
him.  The movement brought
twinges of pain to his back, and he
was - suddenly remembering those
wounds. But Thad’s mind was too
busy at the moment to think much
of his wounded back.
~ He saw at a glance that he was
inside the little stone shack he had
built some years ago. There was
a fire in the stove across the room
from him, and from a steaming pot
came the savory odor of stewing
meat. Thad blinked, groped for his
clothes that were piled on an up-
ended box, and was dressing when
the cabin door swung open.

He saw two things then that
brought him fully awake. On a
thick pallet of blankets just across
the room was Sheriff Tab Mayse,
cold eyes regarding Thad steadily.
In the doorway stood Lanky Simp-
son, bony face wreathed in smiles
as he watched Thad finish dressing.

“What happened?” Thad blurted.
“How come yuh here, Lanky? An’
how'd | get here?”

Thad had only a hazy memory
of what had happened the evenin
before. It did seem that he ha
come here to the deep valley and
tried to reach the cabin. He had

seen a light and come in, or had
that been a dream?

“Feelin’ better, huh?” Lanky
boomed, striding on into the room.
“Yuh ought to, Thad. | took four
buckshot out o’ yore back an’ used
nigh a hull bottle o' screw-worm
dope on them gashes.”

had had smelled the pungent
odor of the salve, but had thought
little about it. In fact, he was
thinking of other things even now.

“How come yuh here?” he asked
again, eyes riveted on the gangly
Lanky Simpson. o

“I took out after this little weasel
when he hit yore trail,” Lanky
boomed, jerking a big hand toward
the staring sheriff.  “Seen yore
sign was leadin’ him this way an’
took a short cut, figurin’ yuh might
'a’ come hyar ter rest up.”

“Play actin’ won't git yuh two
any place.” The sheriff's voice
sounded hollow and weak. “Better
finish me while the sign’s right,
Thad Carse.” _ _

“l got hyar an’ waited ontil
dark,” Lanky continued, calmly ig-
norlng _the sheriff.  “Yuh come
stumblin® in, an’ after 1’d taken keer
0’ yuh, I went to hunt yore hoss.
Found the sheriff an’ fetched him
in.  Looks like the jasper will live,

“Yeah,” the sheriff sneered, “yuh
made a poor job o’ killin’ me, Carse.
Slick, way yuh got above me an’
hﬁndted me "this slug through the
chest.”

Thad opened his mouth as if to
reply, then closed his lips firmly.
Smoky eyes hard, he stood twisting
a slim cigarette and staring at the
sheriff. With the mﬁarette going,
he seated himself on the edge of the
bunk, aware that he was much im-
proved after a night’s sleep.

The sheriff thought Thad had
bushed him, and the youth knew
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that no amount of argument would
change the grim little officer's mind.
But 1t angered him to be accused
of such a stunt. _

He rammed a hand deep into one
pocket, pulled out the stained sad-
dle strings that had held his father’s
wrists together, and dangled them
grimly from one hand. _

“Ever see these before, sheriff?”
Thad asked sharply. _

His eyes were keenly alert, riv-
eted on the officer's wan face. The
sheriff was a mighty good actor if
those saddle strings meant anything
to him, for not a muscle in that wan
face moved. Nor did the sheriff's
dull eyes so much as flicker. )

“Them things,” the officer bit
out, “was on Yyore daddy’s wrists
when he—when he was found.
Why?”

“Yuh ought to know!” Thad
snarled, getting to his feet suddenly.
“Mayse, onless the sign lies, yo're
about the lowest specimen that ever
breathed. These saddle strings
come from yore own saddle.”

The sheriff's features twitched
now, and for a brief instant there
was a look of something that might
have been alarm in his cold eyes.

“What,” he snarled thlnlﬁy, “are
yuh drivin’ at, young feller?”

In a voice thick with emotion
Thad explained how he had found
the stubs of missing saddle strings
on the sheriff's saddle, and how the
cut ends of those stubs matched the
ends of the strings he held. _

The sheriff's face went white,
then red, as he listened. Thad saw
something kindling in those flat, ex-

ressionless eyes, something that
ooked bleak and dangerous. _

“So!” The sheriff's voice was lit-
tle more than a soft whisper. *“I
wondered why a certain gent was
willin’ to sell me an eighty-dollar
hull for twenty-five.”

“Who?” Thad croaked, wonderin
at the strange feeling o_f relief tha
was flooding through him.

Beyond a doubt, the sheriff knew
nothing of the saddle strings that
had been cut from that hull he
owned. And deep within him Thad
Carse was glad. For the first time,
he realized that he held a lot of re-
spect for this grim-eyed little man
who had made law and order stick
in the wild border country.

The little room was so silent that
the bubbling of the (:IOOt on the
stove sounded like drum beats.
Lanky Simpson was staring _in
amazément at Thad and the soiled
rawhide strings he held in slightly
trembling fingers.

Thad was as tense as a coiled
spring, watching the sheriff's white
face, waiting for the officer to name
the man from whom he had bought
that saddle. But the sheriff's dull
eyes had become expressionless once
more, and his thin lips were settled
in a grim, hard line.

“Thad,” his voice knifed the
heavy silence, “do yuh think I'm
the kind o’ skunk that would kill a
man the way yore daddy was
killed?”

Thad groaned inwardly. He had
hoped the sheriff would “answer his
question, name the man from whom
he had bought that saddle from
which those strings had been cut.

“An’ do yuh think, sheriff, that
I’'m the breed of skunk that would
bush yuh like yuh was yesterday?”
Thad countered grimly.

“Thad, if I'd "a’ knowed about
them saddle strings cornin’ from this
little snake’s saddle, I'd ’a’ put salt,
instead 0’ screw-worm salve, in
them bullet holes in his side,” Lanky
Simpson’s mlﬂhty voice boomed
hoarsely. “Why,"the ornery little
skunk needs------ '

WW —5E
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“Thad,” the sheriff's voice cut
Lanky off sharply, “yuh made it
hard on yoreself in court by refusin’
to say why yuh went to Toby Wal-
lace’s saddle shop. Was—was yuh
tryin’ to find out, mebbe, who had
bought new saddle strings lately?”

Thad nodded. “That’s why |
went to Wallace’s shop,” the youth
admitted. “l went in with a gun
in my hand, aimin’ to make Wallace
behave while 1 questioned him. |
told the rest of it a dozen times at
my trial.” _

“Yeah,” the sheriff grunted, “I
know yuh claimed yuh was augerin’
with "Wallace when some ~gent
blasted him from the window.
Shore yuh don’t know who done
that shootin’?”

“l ain’t shore, but I've got a
strong hunch that | salted him down
permanent yesterday.” Thad’s
voice was brittle, harsh. “The fool
didn’t know how to line his sights
proper for downhill shootin’.” ~

“So | noticed,” the sheriff tried
to chuckle. *“He missed me first
time, then got his sights set better
afore | could spot him.”

Thad blinked, then a grin tugt%ed
at his lips. “Then_ uh know that
| didn’t bush yuh, like yuh accused
me of doin’?” he asked, and won-
dered why it should matter so much
to him what the sheriff's answer
would be. )

“Sa’y, what yuh two talkin’
about?” Lanky ~ Simpson roared.
“Why in blazes don’t yuh tell a man
somethin’, huh?” _

“l said what | did hopin’ yuh'd
tell what yuh knowed,” the sheriff
admitted "quietly. “Lanky com-
menced askin’ how | qot plugged
an’ by questionin’ him_ found"out
yuh wasn’t_packin’ a rifle. "Who
drilled me, Thad?”

“Len Baxter,” Thad snapped, and
told what had happened at the lit-
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tie clearing where he had stopped
for a shoot-out with the sheriff.

The sheriff's face went bleak
when Thad told of stopping for the
purpose of fighting it out with him.

“Yo’re owl-hoot breed, plumb
through!” the officer grated, e¥es
hard.  “I’'m glad Baxter’s slug
slapped me to sleep. Otherwise, yuh
an’ me both would be buzzard bait
to-day. An’ we never would '@
knowed that a certain snake-
brained skunk planned it jest that
way.

‘yMeanin’, 0’ course, the gent who
sold yuh that saddle.” ~ Thad’s
ytq)lce was flat, bitter. “Who was
I .11

The sheriff wiggled beneath the
blanket that covered him. Then
one corner of that blanket flipped
back, and a cocked six-gun was
weaving from Thad to Lanky
Simpson. _

“Snuck this gun while yuh was
out, Lanky,” the sheriff rapped
thinly. “Behave, yuh beanpole, or
I’ll cut yuh in two with slugs. Thad,
sky théem paws! Yo’re goin’ back
to jail.”

CHAPTER VII.

“*HAGGERTY SOLD ME THAT SADDLE.

T*"HAD crouched, white-faced and

tense. He should have known
that the waspy sheriff would pull
something like this.

“Aim to take me back to stretch
rope, do yuh?” Thad asked, spar-
rlan desperately for time.

rom the tail of his eye Thad
could see his belts and guns, piled
atop the little table in the center
of the room. A leap would carry
mmt to those weapons, And after

a ......

“Ain’t_takin’ yuh back to hang,”
the_sheriff snapped, halting Thad’s
racing thoughts. “I’'m takin’ yuh
back an’ lockin’ yuh up, which is
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my dUtK' Then I’'m goin’ after the
jasper that sold me that saddle. His
neck, an’ not yores, will stretch
hem\ﬁ— mebbe.”

“Why the mebbe?” Thad growled
heatedly. _

“There’s a chance,” the sheriff an-
swered softly, “that the buzzard
will try his hand at smokin’ his way
out 0’ the mess he’sin. In that case
he won't need hangin’.” _

Thad shivered in spite of himself.

There was _somethln% so cold, so ut-
terly certain, about this lawman.
He was crawling from his blankets
now, coming out with slow, easy
motions, flat eyes seeming to be on
E)_oth Thad and Lanky at the same
ime.
_ Lanky’s big, bony face was work-
ing, and his right "hand had lifted
less than shoulder-high. Plainly, he
was ready to start something, and
the knowledge made Thad Carse
start nervously.

Sheriff Tab® Mayse would start
that gun of his talking at the first
sign of trouble, regardless of what
hiS personal opinion in the matter
might be. Duty was the thing that
made a slave of the sheriff, drove
him mercilessly on, making of him
a machinelike man feared by those
outside the law. _

“Lanky!” Thad rasped. “Take it
easy. Want abullet in yore gizzard?
Mr. Mayse’s pet hobby is killin’.”

The sheriff flinched at the words,
but made no reply. He was on his
feet now, swaying'a little, face whit-
ened by the pain his movements
brought him.
~ He shook his head sharply, and
in that instant Thad Carse” knew
that the sheriff could never make
the long ride to Monterey. Some-
where aonﬁ_ the trail he would tum-
ble from his saddle. That punc-
tltjre_d lung would never stand the
strain.

_In fact, the lung was already act-
ing ugly, for the sheriff was begin-
ning to cough. Thad cried out in
genuine alarm when he saw crimson
smudge the sheriff's pale lips.

“For gosh sakes, yuh bull-headed
oF wart-hog, sit down!” Thad cried,
and strode forward without realiz-
|r}g it. “Ease back down there,
afore it’s too late. Don’t yuh see

that------ Gosh!”
The last came in a strangled gasp,
and Thad leaped with all his might.

The sheriff had folded up as If a
bullet had pierced his brain. The
six-gun spilled from his fingers, and
he would have struck the hard-
[?acked dirt floor jarringly but for
had Carse’s muscular arms wrap-
ping about him. _

Thad eased the officer down on
the pallet, bending anxiously to
place one ear against the bandaged
chest. _

Lanky Simpson strode forward,
swearing boomingly. “Take out
ore knife an’ slit the skunk’s
hroat!” he advised. “Take yuh in
after yuh saved his life, would he?”

“l lost my knife,” Thad growled,
“pbut yuh've got one. I'll hold his
head back while yuh do the whit-
tlin’ on his neck.” _

Lanky jumped back, big mouth
hanging open. Not until he saw
the Took on Thad’s lean face did he
savvy that he was being kidded.

He grinned sheepishly, realizing
how wild his talk had been. He was
about to say something when Thad
leaped up, alarm written on his face.

“Listen!” Thad hissed. _

It took no great amount of listen-
ing to hear the churn of shod hoofs,
squeak Of saddle leather, and rat-
tIeTﬁf gltl Chael(la’lls‘)t' th ly shaped

ad le 0 the poorly shape
window, &%red out, ICzthenywh?rrl)ed
back into the room to make a fly-
ing leap for his six-guns.
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“Seth Haggerty!” he snarled sav-
a?ely. “Seth Haggerty, three-four
of his men, an’ that nester, Lonny
Turner!” _

“Let ’em qit close, then well
waltz outside an’ git the drop,”
Lanky croaked hoarsely. “An” if
that Haghqe_rty snake makes ary bad
move, |1l give him his needin’s.”

“Watch "Lonny Turner,” Thad
warned, and told swiftly what had
happened at the Turner cabin the
day before.

Lanky swore roundly, gun out
and cocked.

“I'll' remember that,” LankY

growled. “Turner has ate 7 beef all
along, fer |'ve seen him butcherin’
it twict. But yore dad alius said
let fellers like Turner alone I_on? as
they ate the beef they kilt instead
o’ sellin’ it.”
_“Don’t talk so loud,” Thad cau-
tioned. “Them jaspers have spotted
the smoke cornin’ out of the stove-
pipe, an’ will be watchful. They
must be close.” _

Thad’s voice had barely trailed off
when from somewhere outside came
a hoarse yell, and the sudden rattle
of hoofs” as horses were spurred

quickly away. _ _
“Hunt cover!” a voice lifted
wildly.  “Told yuh we better not

ride up hyar so'bold. That brown
hoss in the corral yonder is Thad
Carse’s. An’ the grunia is the one
the sheriff left on.” _
“Seth HaOt];gerty oratin’, dang his
hide!” Thad snarled. “I wish to
gosh he hadn’t spotted my hoss.”
“Boys,” Haggerty’s voice lifted
again, “we've got that Thad Carse
coyote cornered shore. An’ I reckon
it ain’t hard ter figure out who Kkilt
Len Baxter. Nor it ain’t hard to
figure out why the sheriff has never
showed up.” _
“ToF ye | heerd fast shootin’
close tuh my place yistidy,” came

a yelled reply, and Thad recognized
Lonny Turner’s nasal whine. “I
low thet Cahse young un has done
killed the sher'f, Mistah Haggerty.”

“Yo're right, Turner,” Seth Hag-
gerty answered. “Carse kilt my—m
er— kilt Len Baxter, then drilled the
sheriff, too, or I miss a guess.”

Peering out the window, Thad
caught only brief glimpses of the
men as they swarmed behind boul-
ders and brush clumps in the can-
yon. Their horses were huddled to-
gether out in the open, and Thad
counted Six.

“Six of them an’ two of us,
Lanky,” Thad growled, “which is
Iont?_lodds.”

“Hey, Carse!” Seth Haggerty was
bawling from behind a big boulder.
“We know yo’re in thar,” so come
out. Or do yuh want us ter smoke
yuh out?” ~ )

In his anxiety to make himself
heard, Seth Haggerty peered over
the boulder, a gun gripped in each
big fist. Before Thad could answer,
a Colt crashed ml%ltlly within the
little shack, and Seth Haggerty went
tumbling backward, squalling in
alarm.

Thad was about to turn and tell
Lanky to stop the shooting when he
saw a snaky motion in a clump of
brush not far from the cabin door.
Thad glanced over his shoulder, saw
Lanky standing beside the door
which he had opened a crack. Then
Thad’s eyes whipped back to the
brush clump. _

He saw a long rifle barrel poke
slowly forward, and caught a brief
limpse of Lonny Turner’s mean
ace as he nestled one lank cheek
against the rifle stock. Thad could
see Turner’s left hand slide out
along the forearm of the long gun,
and his lips twisted in a cold smile.

His right-hand Colt stabbed
through the window, steadied
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briefly, and roared thunderously.
Lonnie Turner leaped uF, screamin
ﬁatk(ljs, wringing a bullet-torn le
and.

“Thanks, Thad!” Lanky croaked.
“I never see that snake ontil yore
lead jumped him out. He’d ’a” got
me, shore.”

Lanky’s Colt thundered, and
Lonny Turner quit dancing about
to dive toward shelter.

Guns opened in a vicious roar
now, and Thad and Lanky were
both forced to seek the safety of
the stone walls. _

“There’s more than one man in
thar,” Seth Ha/g erty yowled. “Be
keerful, men. A bullet nigh brained
me, an’ Turner is out o’ the fight.
Watch sharp, boys!”

“What’s cornin’ off hyar? Why
all the shootin’?’

Thad turned at that weak voice.
He had forgotten the sheriff until
now. The officer was staring up at
Thad, some of the glassiness gone
from his dark eyes.

Thad told him briefly what the
trouble was, grlnnlnP sourly as he
spoke. “So it looks like a break for
yuh, sheriff,” he finished anquly.
‘Yore friend, Seth Ha?gert,y, will be
smokin’ me out afore Tong.

There was an expression in the
sheriff's eyes that Thad could not
understand. The little officer sat up
slowly, shaking his head s_harpg/
when' Thad would have objected.
The sheriff was moving with cau-
tion, wise enough to know that too
much strain would start that lung
pumping crimson again.

“Pass me my ?uns, Thad,” the
sheriff spoke quietly as he got slowly
to his feet. “An’ don’t worry none
about me tryin’ to make trouble fer
yuh. Seth Haggerty is the gent who
sold me that saddle’with the missin’
strings.”

CHAPTER Vm.

THAD HIRES TWO HANDS.

HITE to the lips, Thad Carse

stood there in the powder-
fogged little shack, wild lights burn-
ing in his smoky eyes as the full
meaning of the sheriff's words
dawned on him. o

Sheriff Tab Mayse, wise in the
ways of men like Thad Carse, knew
the storm that was passing through
the youth’s soul. The little sheriff
reached forward, laid a steadying
hand on Thad’s arm. ]

“l been a fool, son,” the officer
said softly. “Been an awful fool.
Haggerty slated me an’ yuh fer a
shoot-out, knowin’ that neither o’
us would live through it.” _

“Hag.cfjerty’s the snake that Kkilt
dad!” “Thad’s voice was so utterl
cold that the gun-fightin’ sheri
flinched a little. “But why, sheriff?
Why would Haggerty want dad
dead? An’ why would he want yuh
an’ me to smoke each other down?”

“Owl-hoot Dbreed!” the sheriff
rapﬂed thinly. “Thad, yore daddy,
Seth Haggerty, an’ me was ridin’
the owl-hoot trail when we was yore
age. Ridin’ it together. But yore
dad steadied, settled down, an’
talked Seth an’ me into doin’ the
Sarm"’ - - -

There were voices lifted outside
and an occasional bullet snarled
throu%{l the poorly shaped window
to flatten on the stone wall of the
shack. _ _

Lanky Simpson was still at the
door, now and then throwing a shot
at brush or rock that hid a gunman.
He was swearing hoarsely, listenin
'ﬁo what was being said there behin

im.

“Then— then folks know that dad
used to ride the owl-hoot trail, huh?”
Thad Carse choked. “That’s why
our neighbors never act friendly.”
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It was a statement, not a ques-
tion. The sheriff nodded and swore
under his breath. _

“Haggerty, blast him, has kept
deviiin” yore daddy an’ me to turn
bronc_again, after all these years,”
the officer growled. “He poisoned
the minds o’ yore neighbors by
tellin’ ’em lies on yore dad.”

“An’ he killed dad,” Thad Carse
almost panted the words, “because
dad wouldn’t turn outlaw. | see it
all now, see why dad an’ him quar-
reledI ,ﬁm’ why our neighbors hated
us.

_ “Steady!” the sheriff clipped,
tlghtenmg his grip on Thad’s sleeve.
“Yo’re right, 0’ course. Haggerty
worked on yore dad constant, fig-
urin’, 1 reckon, that if Blue went
bronc |'d foller along. But Blue
wo.uldn’t do it, an’ Haggerty figured
a way to git rid o’ him an” set yuh
?n’ me onto each other at the same

ime.

Thad’s wild rage had settled to a
smoldering something that ham-
mered through his nerves like a fe-
ver now. But his brain was cool,
and working with lightning speed.

“That saddle business!” he cried.
“Sheriff, it was a frame-up from the
start. Haggerty knew 1’d go to
Toby Wallace, tryin’ to find out who
had bought saddle strings to replace
the ones that were on dad’s wrists.”

“An’ Haggerty had a man there
— Leri Baxter, likely—to drill Wal-
lace foul while yuh talked to him.”
The little sheriif nodded. “It was
one 0o’ Seth’s Long H_riders that
opened that winder which give yuh
the idea of escapin’. An’ it was
Long H men that got in the way so
stop yuh when

bad nobody coul
yuh made yore play.’

“Wanted me out, 'so’s yuh an’ me
would tangle!” Thad’s voice was
dangerously calm. “With yuh alive,
he was afraid to start sackin’ the

country, knowin’ yuh’d tumble to
him. An’ | reckon he was afraid
dadt had—had told me about the
aS .11

P “We figure alike.” The sheriff
nodded slowly. “But the game ain’t
over yet, son. If yuh Kin fergive
me fer the— the thing | tried to do
when yuh | 7

“Forgit it,” Thad clipped. “Me,
I’'m waltzin” out there.  Seth Hag-

erty killed my dad— tortured him,
then killed him.” _

“Steady!” Sheriff Mayse gritted.
“Kill Haggerty, an’ that charge will
still hang yuh. We've got to have
Seth Haggerty alive,” _

“What If he talks?” Thad bit out.
“What if he tells about the past?
Yuh’ll be------"

“I’ll be huntin’ a ridin” job, askin’
yuh to hire me!” The grim sheriff
grinned crookedly. “I’ll be done as
sheriff. But | kin still hold down a
ridin’ job. We want Haggerty
alive.”

Thad nodded, a queer lump in his
throat. Owl-hoot breed the sheriff
might be, but he was a man.

Thad stepped to the little win-
dow, a gun In each hand. Lanky
Simpson was swearing hoarsely be-
cause he could not get a shot at
Seth Haggerty’s arms or legs.
Sheriff Tab Mayse walked slowly to
the table where his famous guns
lay, picked them up, and came
slowly back toward the door where
Lanky was standing.

“Stand over, beanpole!” The
sheriff's white face twisted into a
grin.  “If yuh ain't skeered o’
catchin’ skunk scent, let me have
part o’ this door to shoot through.”

“Ain’t no skunk oil on a man
that’ll lay down a rep like yuh've
ot to a kid that shore needs help,”
anky rumbled softly. “Yuh'll 'do
to ride the river with, sheriff.”
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There was a queer expression on
the grim little man hunter’s wan
face as he looked up at Lanky, then
edged in to where he could peer
through the partially Oﬁen door.

“You, Ha%qerty!’ Thad Carse’s
voice made the sheriff and Lanky
flinch.  “I’'m wise to yore hull play,
yuh snake-brained whelp! Yuh tor-
tured my dad, then killed him, be-
cause he wouldn’t follow yuh down
the owl-hoot trail.” o

The guns that had been firing in-
termittently were silent now, and a
sultry hush' settled over the canyon.
Then Thad heard men swearing
hoarsely and muttering things he
could not understand.

“Yuh had Len Baxter drill Tob
Wallace in a way that made it loo
like 1 killed him,” Thad’s voice
knifed the silence. “Yuh knewll’d
go to Wallace sooner or later
wantin’ to know if anybody ha
brought a set of saddle strings
lately.”

Again there were muttered words
out " there among the brush and
rocks, but Thad could not catch
what was being said.

“But the sheriff didn’t miss the
saddle strings on that hull yuh sold
him,” Thad yelled almost wildly.
“Yore scheme ‘come close to workir’,
snake, ‘cause | seen them missin’
strings an’ almost done what yuh
aimed | should— shoot it out with
the sheriff.”

I think | savwwy how yuh got
wised up,” Seth Haggerty Spoke at
last, and_there was a hint of un-

easiness in his rasEy voice. “Len
Baxter give up head, afore he
cashed in, huh?’

“Owl-hoot savvy wised me up,
yuh mangy buzzard!” Thad yelled.
‘An’ now |’m givin’ yuh a chance
to come out with yore hands up.
The noose yore slicK tricks built for

my neck has done changed to yore
size/ 5

“Like yore daddy, huh?” Seth
Haggerty™ laughed harshly, mirth-
lessly. ““Yuh dont know when
yo're whipped, do yuh? At ’im,
men! Smoke that slick-ear out an’
¥uh’|l git a hundred bucks apiece.
f yuh kin cripple him up, do it.
Il work on him like | did that
psalm-singin’ daddy o’ his.”

_“I reckon yuh fergit that Thad
ain't alone, ~ Seth!” ™ Sheriff Tab
Mayse’s voice was not loud, but it
crackled like the popping of a whip.
“Waltz out, yuh fish-eyed snake, an’
we'll settle this—yuh an’ me.”

Silence fell again—a breathless,
hushed silence that was somehow
more ominous than shouts would
have been. Then came a mutter of
voices from among the rocks, and
four men stood up slowly, hands
reaching hl(?_fl]. Those four men
were Seth Haggerty’s hard-faced,
sht—\;\:yed punchers.

“We hired out as tough hands,
sheriff,” one of them called. “But
we didn’t know that we was workin’
fer a snake that’d kill a man the
way Blue Carse was killed. Count
us out o’ the powder show-down

_ Wham! Bra-aa-ng! Two0 blast-
|_r;:(t;_ shots, and Seth Haggerty’s voice
lifting in a hoarse scream.

Two of the four punchers who had
stood up dropped limply, Ha%%e_r-
ty’s lead smacking through their
bodies from behind. The other two
whirled, hands dropping to lift guns
that boomed and roared.

Before Lanky and Thad Carse
could lunge through the door and
reach those two hard-case cowboys,
the shooting was over.

Lonny Turner, wounded hand
pressed close to his middle, was bolt-
Ing down the canyon as fast as his
long legs would carry him. The
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two Long H cowboys stood side by
side, each gripping ‘a brace of guns
that spouted smoke. Beside a bi
rock lay Seth Haggerty, double
until his knees touched his chin,
groaning oaths.

~The sheriff, still moving with cau-
tion, stalked up, pinched face
twitching, guns gripped in hands
that trembled from weakness. The
two Long H punchers dropped their
?uns, grinned ruefully, and turned
0 face the sheriff, hands lifting.

Lanky Simpson started to say
something, but never spoke. There
came the blasting, roaring thunder
of guns.

Lanky and the two Long H
unchers wheeled, eyes bulging.
heriff Tab Mayse twisted his wan
face into a slow grin, holstering his

Thad Carse stood crouched half
over, a smoking Colt in each hand.
The three men who whirled were
just in time to see Seth Haggert
straighten out, a cocked Colt spill-
ing from his right fist, death rat-
tling in his lead-torn chest.

“Haggerty’s color wasn’t right
for a man that’d tasted lead,” Thad
explained smplx._ “I watched the
skunk without him knowin’ it, an’
seen him unwrap from around that
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gun he was boldin” all the time. |
—| remembered dad, then.”

“But—but_yuh should ’‘a’ jest
winged him, Thad,” Lanky Simpson
boomed hoarsely.  “Now, that
charge agin’ yuh------"

“That charge,” the grim little
sheriff horned in, “is a good as
lifted. These two Long H rannies
heard Haggerty admit that the hull
thing was a frame-up. Their word
an’ mine will clear Thad.”

“Yeah, we surrender,” one of the
Long_H men snarled. “An’ we'll
talk Thad Carse’s neck out o’ the
noose. Slip on the bracelets,
sheriff, an’ git it over with.”

“Bad conscience, huh?” The lit-
tle officer grinned feebly. *“Waal,
don’t worry. Yuh two, an’ the two
that Haggerty killed, done a white
thing. When yo’re through tellin’
a judge what yuh know, yuh’ll be
free to ride yonderly.”

“The owl-hoot breed better han
together,” Thad Carse chuckled sud-
denly, eyes on the two fidgety
Long H riders. “If yuh two gents
crave it, there’s honest work on the
7 for yuh.”

The two tough waddies blinked,
grinning sheepishly. “Yo’re took up
on that!” they both blurted in the
same breath.

END
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A Pioneers Prophecy

A pioneer with foresight and
vision far beyond the ordinary had
the ambition to found a colony. He
had seen the transient population
come and go, always moving from
place to place, and he longed to
gather together men who would
settle the country by farming, till
the soil and grow crops.

Paris Cox was a Quaker who came
to the Great Plains in 1879. After
traveling extensively, and examining
carefully many sections of the
country, he decided upon the site
that hé called Estacado, in the ex-
treme northwest corner of Crosby
County, Texas.

He "then sent word by the
numerous travelers who were con-
stantly passing, asking them to tell
others that persons of the Quaker
faith were invited to come and
settle on the land he had chosen.

He dug the first well in that area,
walling it up with rock hauled from
the Palo Duro Canyon, about thirty
miles northeast.
~ As there was no other settlement
in all the %reat expanse, the new
town soon had quite a population.
The country was well stocked with
deer, antelope, wild horses, some
wild hogs, and plenty of smali game.

The colony was prospering, and
everythln% seemed promising for a
permanent colony. Then TCroshy
County was organized, and the
county seat was established at the
new settlement of Estacado.

All went well for a while, but the
county seat was later moved to
Crosbyton, and the little colony be-
gan to languish and dwindle. Many
moved to the county seat, and lands
_torlllat had been cultivated were left
idle.

“In 1884, a meeting was held to
discuss the future of Estacado.

Paris Cox spoke earnestIY of what
n

could be accomplished. closing
his g he said:
“This is destined to be the

greatest farming country in the
world. Some day, you will see this
entire land white with cotton. Our
own gins will care for it, and a rail-
roa(g will haul it from this very
spot.”

Paris Cox had farmed in the
South, and he knew what he was
talking about. But he was laughed
at and ridiculed. Croshyton Soon
attained prominence, and” attracted
the population. The discouraged
settlers of Estacado scattered.

The ground went back to grass,
and Paris Cox was looked upon as
a false prophet. He died and was
buried In the cemetery on a high
knoll, about three miles to the south
of the settlement, which he had
selected himself as a last resting
place.

For some years, the settlement
was nothing_but wild range land.
Then the railroads came. The big
herds no longer went on the long
trails, and no cattle grazed on the
land of Estacado. o

To-day, the entire_countryside is
white with cotton. The whole sec-
tion is just one large farm. A
modern cotton gin stands near the
former dwelling” of the founder of
the colony, and a few miles away the
railroad provides transportation to
market for the cotton and other
products that flourish here. _

Paris Cox sleeps his last sleep in
the little cemetery, surrounded by
miles of white cotton fields, the
richest in northwest Texas, a ||V|ng
?roof of the pioneer’'s prophecy.

he name of Estacado has dis-
appeared, and the site is now known
as Croshy.



Jumped By Apaches

A True Story of the Wild West

By Kent Bennett

Author of “Escape from the Vigilantes,” etc.

APPARENTLY safe gmong
friends in the little Mexican
~village in the desert, Billy the
Kid and three companions were en-
joying a much-needed rest. Their
gaunt, travel-weary horses were
stuffing themselves with grass which
rew at the head of a wide draw not
ar away. _ _

At that moment, Billy and his pals
were hunkered in the scant shade
beside an old cantina, Close beside
them, the fat bartender crouched
lazily, a corn-husk cigarette glowing
between his lips.

From an adobe shack not far awa
came the lilting strains of a Spanis

song that a little dark-eyed senorita
was coaxing from a battered guitar.
Above the sound of the music came
the sharp tap of dancing feet and
rhythmic click of castanets, drowned
from time to time by shrill blasts of
girlish laughter. _
_Billy the Kid grinned and shifted
his heavy guns to a more comforta-
ble position on his slender hips. The

youthful outlaw gun fighter then

winked at the Mexican bartender
and nodded in the direction of the
music. _ _
The bartender smiled and lazil
blew a smoke ring up into the still
air. “Beeg baile thees night,” he re-
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marked. “The senoritas, they ees
getting readié.” _
Billy chuckled. He pulled off his

dusty sombrero and ran his slim fin-
gers through his blond hair.

“Don’t these girls ever do any-
thing but dance?” he laughed.

The Mexican wrinkled his fore-
head and studied the tip of his ciga-
rette thoughtfully. He sighed and
glanced up as he caught a flash of
red dress around the corner of the
adobe. Then he shrugged his thick
shoulders. _

“Quien sabe?” he said carelessly.
“Mebbeso they do something else
same time. | don’t know. The old
ones theé/ cook the frijole an’ the
tortllla_. ut thees senorita, | theenk
most time she dance.”

Billy the Kid and his three Colt-
armed companions burst out laugh-
ing. Billy darted another look in the
direction of the music. Then he be-
gan softly humming the tune the
girls were playing.

S_uddenl?/ he stiffened and darted
a piercing look under the bartender’s
arm at a small dust cloud that had
Wst appeared out in the desert.

ith a muttered remark to his com-
panions, he sprang to his feet and
stood staring. _

“What do yuh see, Kid?” one of
his amigos drawled, chuckling. “If
yuh think it’s worth lookin’ at, let
us know. If it ain’t, we're just too
ornery lazy to move.”

“Riders cornin’!” the Kid snapped,
without turning his head. “Take a
look out there.” What do yuh make
of thet?” _

With startled grunts, his com-
anions bounded erect and stared.
he Mexican bartender barely

turned his head. He shrugged his
fat shoulders and went leisurely on
with his smoking. o

Out there in"the blistering sun,

two riders had just emerged from the

head of arocky draw. They paused
for a moment behind a thin fringe of
stunted mesquite, then came riding
slowly on. _ _

“One of them hombres is forkin’
a burro,” the Kid snapped. “The
other is on a horse, an’ they both
look as if they’d come a long way.”

Billy’s companions stared” keenly
at the oncoming strangers. They
slid their hands to their gun butts
as the hombres drew closer. _

“Hadn’t ¥uh better git behind this
cantina, out of sight, Kid?” one of
them growled, a look of suspicion in
his slitted eyes. “Thar’s a mighty
bl%reward offered fer yuh now, an’
yuh know thar’s a pile of hombres
out to try collectin’ Iit. Yo’re worth
as much dead as alive, too. Better
hide, Kid. Thet may be a sheriff,”

Billy shook his head. His promi-
nent buckteeth disappeared as his
thin lips drew together in_a grim
frown, ‘and his slim hands slid closer
to the butts of the heavy Colt .45
that sagged his crisscrossed belts in
thong-tied holsters.

“I"ain’t runnin’ none from no two
hombres,” he snapped softly. “I'm
Stw[n’ right here, an------ o

ith a'sudden start, the Kid stiff-
ened and bit off what he meant to
say. He blinked and stared for a
moment. Then he grinned and took
his hands from his gun butts.

“A  tenderfoot”” he barked,
chuckling. “Now what do yuh make
of thet? “A tenderfoot away out here
in the desert. What the dickens an’
tarnation do yuh reckon he’s doin’
here? Them fellers must have lost
their way.” _ _

Puzzled, Billy and his companions
stared at the oricoming riders keenly.
The Mexican bartender lazily pulled
his corn-husk cigarette from"his lips
and turned to look, his curiosity at
last aroused.

As they turned the corner of a
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tumble-down corral, the supposed
tenderfoot  took the lead. He
whg)ped his horse to a faster gait
and passed his companion’s burro as
he entered the

iny huddle of
adobe shacks. _

He was a tall, powerfully built
hombre, and he carried a long-bar-
reled rifle balanced across his left
arm. A businesslike Colt .45 was
thrust into the waistband of his gray
trousers, but he was dressed in the

arb of an Easterner from hard-
oiled hat and collar and tie to long-
tailed coat and low-heeled shoes.

His companion was an old Mexi-
can. There was an expression of
lazy indifference on his  dark-
skinned face as he flogged his long-
eared burro forward.

“Howd?/],_ gents!” the stranger
growled, his cold blue eyes riveted
on Billy’s face. “I’'m Tlookin’ fer
Billy the Kid, an’ | reckon this here
younker is him.” o

At this, Billy’s companions jerked
the guns clear of their holsters.
Billy ‘merely grinned and motioned
for them not to shoot. Then he
faced the big hombre. _

“I'm Billy the Kid,” he said
quietly. “Was there somethin’ yuh
wanted to see me about?” _

Like a flash, the fellow’s rifle
muzzle swiveled down and covered
the Kid. A hoarse, gloating laugh
rattled from the corner of his snar-

ling lips.

Hands up, Billy the Kid!” he
rasped. “Don’t none of the rest of
ye try to help ’im none, either! If
ye do, consarn ye, I’ll------"_
~ “Don’t shoot 'im, men!” Billy cut
in sharply, waving down his amigos’
ready guns. “This fool ain’t 8$t
sensé enough to come in out of the
wet. He don’t seem to realize thet
we could’ve cut 'im down before he
finished talkin’, if we had wanted to.
Wait!”

“What? What'’s thet?” the hom-

bre roared. “Ain’t got sense
enough to—— Blast yore leetle
runty carcass!

_ r |'ve got me a %ood
mind to just go ahead an’ finish ye
right hvar an” now!” _

he Kid’s slender hands twitched
for a lightning stab for his holsters,
and hisslitted eyes blazed like twin
points of blue flame. For a split
second, it looked as if he meant to
draw and shoot. _

But _he soon got control of him-
self. The killer Tight slowly left his
eyes, and a humorous grin ‘twitched
one corner of his thin |ﬂs.

In spite of the rifle, he suddenly
burst out Iau%hln?. He could easil
see that the big tellow was a toug
tenderfoot from somewhere. The
hombre was certainly not a West-
erner, _

“Ain’t ye surrenderin’, or do |
have to shoot ye?” the man growled
impatiently. ““lI’'d a leetle mite
ruther take ye in alive, if | kin. A
dead man would soon spile an’ git to
smellin’ in this hot sun, but if I've
gcl>t to shoot ye, consarn ye, | kin do
it”

“Don’t shoot!” Billy chuckled.
“I’'m surrenderin’ plumb peaceable.
| reckon yo’re some pore fool thet’s
come West to try earnin’ thet big re-
ward thet’s offered fer me. Well,
when yuh've collected it, yuh kin gﬁ
back an’ tell yore folks thet yu
sure earned it.’

As Billy talked, he swiftly un-
buckled his gun belts. With a sly
wink at his amigos, he handed the
Mexican bartender his weapons. _

_“All right, feller,” he said, grin-
ning up at his captor. “Yuh’ve now
captured Billy the Kid. Just what
do yuh think’yo’re goin’ to do with
l'm?11

The big man sneered. With a
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flourish, he drew a pair of cheap
handcuffs from his pocket and had
one of the Kid’s amigos snap them
on the youthful prisoner.

“Now, whar’s yore horse?” the
hombre growled. *Yeah, an’ whar’s
thet blasted Mex guide | brung with
me to show me the way hyar?
Somebody tell 'im | want ’'im. |
ain’t stayin’ hyar to have somebody
tryin’ to rescue this blamed kid out-
law. We’re leavin’ right now.”

A little crowd of Mexican horn-
bres had collected to see what was
happening. When they heard the
man speak of his dark-skinned guide
as a_ Mex, the b%;an mutterin
angrily. Several slid dusky hands
toward the knives in their belts.

Billy the Kid hastily waved them
back.  Then, grinning, he barked
rapid-fire commands In their own
language and motioned one of them

awvzy. _

~ With a quick nod of understand-
ing, the Mexican darted around
the corner of the old cantina. He
was back in a minute with the miss-
ing Igmde. _ _

‘Hyar!” the hombre with the rifle
barked, scowling, “Grab thet burro
an’ crawl on it, ye black-faced, lazy
whelp! Git ready! We're _,oullln’
back out o’ hyar with this Billy the
Kid. Come on!” _

One of B|II¥1’S amigos led in the
Kid’s saddled horse and helped him
mount. The Kid was still chuckling
as his blﬂ_captor drove him away in
front of him. _

“So long, amigos!” Billy called
back. “Tell the girls to postpone
thet dance until | get back. | won’t
be gone long.” _

As the crowd began laughing, the
Kid waved his manacled hands and
nodded impudently at the scowlin
rifleman. _He then turned an
jogged on into the blistering desert.

So ye think we’ll be cornin’ back

h‘yl\z;lr do ye?” Billy’s captor snarled.
“Well, ye'won't! [ didn’t come way
out hyar in this countr¥ to nab ye
fer nothin’. I'm after thet reward
thet’s offered fer ye, an’ I’'m goin’ to
collect it. Ye onderstand? [|'m
counted a bad man whar | come
from, an’ I'd just as soon shoot ye

as look at ye.

Billy merely chuckled. He
glanced knowingly at the Mexican

uide and began whistling tunelessly
hrough his prominent buckteeth,

At a wink from the Kid, the guide
headed away from all beaten trails
and turned straight out into the
desert. Billy knew that his captor
would have "to depend entirely on
the Mexican to lead him to where he
wanted to go. _

All through the sweltering after-
noon, the big hombre drove them
mercilessly on. At times, the fellow
paused to drink greedily from their
only canteen of water, but he did
not offer any to Billy or the guide.

On through scattered patches of
greasewood and stunted mesquite,
across dry washes that had not
known rain for_months, their guide
led them steadily on. Bll(ljy had to
smother a grin as_they rode past a
tall clumﬁ of ocotillo for the second
time without his bullying captor’s
even noticing it. _

~Soon the sun sank behind the low
hills to the west of them, and the
sudden coolness of evening settled
over the desert. Coyotes were be-
ginning to yap shrilly from all sides,
and an occaslonal rabbit scampered
across their path. _

As darkness settled down, Billy’s
captor began muttering. The fellow
glared angrily at the guide and
growled an oath.

“Say!” he finally snarled. “Whar’s
thet spring an’ thet patch o’ trees
that we camped at last night? Why
ain’'t we come to it yit? Whar is it?”
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The Mexican was puffing lazily at
a cigarette. He glanced around,
then “shrugged. _

“Quien sabe, senor?” he replied
carelessly. “I have take you by an-
other way thees time. We not pass
that place no more. Thees night,
we sleep out een thees mesquite.”
€ “Ye what?” the fellow roared.
“Why in blazes didn’t ye go back
the way ye come? We might just as
well stop hyar, then, blast ye! Git
off 0’ thet donkey an’ start buildin’
a campin’ fire, ye durned ignoramus!
Don't set thar'an’ gape at me. Git

own!

The Mexican shrugged again, and
lazily pulled his burro'to a halt. He
darted a S|delong11_glance at Billy,
then swung from his old saddle and
yawned. _ _ _

‘While he built a fire of mesquite
sticks, the big hombre hauled Billy
down from his horse. The fellow
then pulled off both saddles and tied
their mounts to a stout bush.

_“I reckon we’ll eat us a snack o’
vittles now,” he growled. *“I brung
some sardines an’ crackers along.
Truck like thet costs an outlandis

plenty in this danged country. |
don’t' know whether | ought to feed
expensive grub like that to sich as
you or not. My danged guide
Pobblec_l down a whole can on me
ast night, the durned wuthless
hawg!”

The fellow glared at Billy and the
Mexican guide. Then with a mut-
tered remark, he pulled a couple of
sardine cans and some crackers from
his saddle pockets.

The Kid was more amused than
angered at the way his stingy captor
grudgingly divided the ~meager
supp)(1 of food between them. He
and the Mexican guide exchanged
glances. Billy talked to him in his
own language, and the Mexican
winked knowingly, then grinned.

“Ye needn’t start jabberin’ thet
ﬂlbberlsh ~around hyar!” the big
ombre finally snarfed. “If ye're
F]rylln’ to overpersuadl?_ the Mex to
elp ye escape, ye kin save yore
breg_tﬁl. Lige Nezly ain’t ne\_/e%/ let
a prisoner git away on ’'im yit, an’
|’'m too old to start. Now shet up,
both o’ ye!” _ _

Theysoon finished eating. Lige
Neely hauled a blackened cob pipe
from” his pocket and smoked for a
time beside the fire. F_|nall)(, he got
up and snapped a pair of leg irons
on Billy’s ankles. _

“l reckon thet’ll hold ye ontil
mornin’,” he growled. “Ye couldn’t
hardly make "out to escape on me
with handcuffs an’ leg shackles both
onye. Now I’ll tie ye hard an’ fast
to "a bush. Then I'm goin’ to
sleep!” _ _

With alength of picket rope which
the Mexican guide carried on his
saddle, Neely tied Billy’s ankles to a
stout mesquite. He then spread out
both his own and the Kid’s saddle
blankets and lay down in them for
the night.

The Kid stretched out as com-
fortably as his shackles and the rope
would allow and waited until Neely
began snoring noisily. He then
rose on one elbow and glanced to
where the Mexican lay Deside the
dying fire. )

A Sllﬁht hiss brought the Mexican
up with a jerk. Billy nodded and
jerked his head meaningly toward
Neely, and the’ guide rose noiselessly
to his feet. _ _

The hombre listened to the noise
of Neely’s snoring. Then he flashed
Billy a white-toothed grin. Chuck-
lingsilently, he crept over beside the
sleeping 'hombre = and carefully
picked up the fellow's heavy Colt,
which lay on the blanket beside him.
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He carried the weapon back to
the fire and hastily unloaded it.
Then, using his strong teeth, he
pulled the bullet from each cartridge
and replaced them with wadded
cigarette papers.

‘When he had reloaded the Colt
with blanks, he crept back and
placed the weapon beside its unsus-
pecting owner and picked up the
rifle. He carried that out into the
mesquites and hid it. Then he
waved at the Kid and slipped swiftly
to the horses. _

By working slowly and with ex-
treme caution, he led Billy’s mount
and his own long-eared burro away
through the sand and disappeared in
the darkness. In a few moments,
Billy heard a faint thud of hoofs as
the hombre galloped swiftly straight
away from the camp.

“Well,” the Kid chuckled, “thet
hombre  has shore pulled Lige
NeeIKl’s stingers. | wonder what
Mr. Neely’ll do when he wakes up
an’ sees his rifle an’ thet guide gone.
‘Mad’ won’t be no name Ter it!

Billy lay back and stretched out
as comfortably as the rope would
allow and listened with amusement
to Neely’s lusty snores.

_Suddenl){1 illy stiffened. He
lifted his head and listened for a
moment. Then he rose on one

elbow.

Boom-boom-boom! Boom-hoom-
boom-boom! The faint rhythmic
beat of what appeared to bean In-
dian tom-tom or war drum sounded
distinctly through the still desert

night.

%llly waited. Soon the noise
soundeéd agalr_m from a point nearer
to him, and with it came the muffled
thud of hoofs and a chorus of dis-
cordant war whoops. _

Billy glanced " across at Lige
Neely. The hombre was still snoring

loudly.
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“The noise of the drum and thud-
ding hoofs grew rapidly louder. A
startled coyote streaked past the
camp. It paused to glance back,
then gave a dqglike yelp and quickly
sped on

For é time, the uproar died down.
Then it burst out afresh. The

hideous din of whoops and war drum
sounded from the mesquites a short
distance away, and Lige Neely’s
wall-eyed dun horse swapped ends,
to stare in the direction of the noise.
As the ear-splitting racket came
still closer, Billy jerked around and
shot a quick look at Neely. He was
just in time to see him_open his eyes
and rise hastily to a sitting posture.
“W-wh-what is thet?” Neely
gasped, blinking dazedly. “Uh—it
sounds like some sort of a shivaree.
What the— what is it?” )
“Yuh’ll soon find out, feller,” Billy
the Kid snapped. “Didn’t yuh
never hear Injun war whoops before?
Yuh’ll think it’s a shivaree if a
bunch of Apache warriors starts rip-
pin’ poisoned arrows through yuh!”
“Injuns!” Neely gasped, and his
mouth flew open In terror. “Is

Without finishing what he started
to say, he whirled and reached to
where he had left his rifle. When he
found it gone, he let out a hoarse
bawl and “snatched up his six-gun.

“My rifle gun is gone!” he choked.
“All in tarnation I"ve got to battle
ther,? Injuns with is my pistol! |
can’t-—-

With eyes dilated and face mottled
with fear, he stood trembling. He
stared out into the darkness, then
ran across to the Kid and crouched
behind a mesquite.

“What'll | "do?” he stammered.
“Tell me how | kin beat 'em! |
ain't hankerin’ to git skulped, an’
_mayPe burnt at a stake, by no In-
juns!”
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Billy smiled quietly. “Well, yo're
in fer it now, Neely,” he snapped.
“Thet racket is gittin’ mighty close.
Gittin’ scalped alive an’ bein’
burned at a stake is shore an awful
ornery way to die, but | don’t reckon
anything can save yuh now.
Good-by, Neely!”

Billy had scarcely finished speak-
ing when the war drum again let out
its bellowing clamor. With wild
shrieks and whoops, a crowd of gal-
loping riders burst from the mes-
quites a short distance beyond the
camp fire.

In the faint moonlight, Billy got
one fleeting glimpse of feathered war
bonnets and hideously painted faces.
Then a shower of arrows rained
about him and Neely as the yell-
ing redskins surrounded them.

Bang! Neely's big Colt thun-
dered, and he let out a howl of ter-
ror.

With hands shaking, he fired again
and again.

The Indians sped past, whirled
and came on again. This time, the
few of them who had guns began
shooting. The rest fired another
shower of arrows that kicked up the
sand all about Neely’s huddled form.

“We're lost, Kid!” Neely bellowed
hoarsely. “I'm goin’ to be skulped
alive. Ow-w-w!”

Again the warriors circled and
came on. The crack of Neely’s old
Colt was almost drowned by the
bark of Indian rifles and the roar of
flying hoofs. Arrows thudded against
the hombre’s body and fell to the

ground.
“Ow-w-w! 1'm goin’ to die now!”
Neely howled. “I been shot with

pizened arrers!”

“Then why don't yuh try run-
nin’P’ Billy shouted. “There’s yore
horse tied over there to thet mes-
quite! Maybe yuh kin make it to
'im an’ escape. Take me with yuh!

Hurry! Them Indians is circlin’ to
charge us again!”

Neely let out a shriek of mortal
terror and bounded up. He darted
one wild look over his shoulder at
the oncoming Indians, and went rac-
ing at breakneck speed to his horse.

He made one frantic grab at his
bridle reins, ripped them from the
mesquite, then leaped astride the
horse and tore away into the night,
with the band of Indians streaking
along behind him.

Bang! Bang-bang-bang-bang!
Wham! The thundering roar of
guns blasted and echoed across the
desert.

Billy shook his head and smiled
dryly.

He listened as the sounds grewr
fainter. After a time, they died
away. Then Billy leaned back.

“I'll bet thet Neely horobre don't
stop till he gits back to where he
come from,” he chuckled. “If he'll
just give thet horse its head, it'll
take him straight to where it be-
longs. If he gits out of this desert
alive, he won't ever come huntin’
me no more.”

In a few minutes, the Kid heard
the steady thud of hoofs. The
sound grew rapidly louder and
louder, and the Kid rose on one
elbow.

Soon the band of Indians rode into
view from the mesquites and gal-
loped on to the camp fire. Their
half-naked bodies gleamed in the
moonlight as they sprang from their
horses and began laughing uproari-
ously.

“Beelly, you should be weeth us
to see that faller run!” a fat one
wheezed, grinning. In spite of his
paint and chicken-feather war bon-
net, Billy recognized the Mexican
bartender. “The farther he go, the
faster he get.”
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Laughing and giggling, the crowd
of disguised Mexicans gathered
around the Kid. Several had home-
made bows, while a few carried old
guns. One had a big empty canteen
that he had been beating for a war
drum.

“Beelly, your treeck for scaring
those hombre ees pretty good, no?”
the bartender said, chuckling. “I
theenk maybe eef he don’'t geet some
place pretty soon, he goin’ to run
those horse to death.”

“Yeah, he’'s had him one good
scare,” the Kid laughed. “We cir-
cled clear around town three times
to-day, and | was afraid he was go-
in’ to get next to what me an’ thet
guide was doin’.”

“Well, come on, Beelly,” the bar-
tender chuckled. “We load you on
a horse an’ take you back. Eet ees
only half a mile back to town, an’
we file those handcuff off so we can

have our baile. The senoritas are
waiting for the dance, an’ they say
for us to hurry back weeth you.”

“The dance!” Billy said, grinning.
“Yes, I was so interested in the way
thet Neely hombre left here that I
almost forgot about that dance.
Hoist me on a horse, somebody! I'll
bet yuh Neely will sure have him
some scary tales to tell his folks how
he once held off the whole Apache
tribe single-handed. Lead on to
thet dance, an’ let’s forgit 'im!”

Note: Billy the Kid was always a
great hand to play jokes, and he often
played them on friends as well as ene-
mies. Mexicans are also great hands for
harmless pranks, and they certainly
helped play a good one on this tough
tenderfoot.

No one seems to know where Neely
came from, but he seems to have J™en
some backwoods tough who thought he
was bad enough to go after the Kid.

—Editor.

CICHTONLINE

RUSTLER CAUGHT BY STRINGS

Sheep had been disappearing mys-
teriously for some time from the fine
flocks of Dan Crowell, rancher at
Menard, Texas. Dan’s sheep are
Valuable, and his wool fetches high
prices. So he worried some at his
losses.

After thinking up various ways
and means of recovering his sheep,
Le-aiflkfrUpon a novel scheme for
catching- the thief. He tied around
the necks of a number of the sheep
pieces of fine string of different col-
ors, which he knotted for identifica-

n purposes, concealing the strings

in the thick wool. Then he
Lted.

For some time, nothing happened,
except that the woollies continued
to leave the flocks without saying

good-by to the owner or to the
herders. Then, one day, a map was
arrested on suspicion of having
added to his flock by helping himself
from the stock of others, and his
sheep were corralled for examination.
Among those who went to look them
over was Mr. Crowell.

Pointing out some of the animals
to the officers, he said, “That one
will have a black string with two
knots around its neck. The one over
yonder has a green string with three
knots, and on that fat feller in the
corner yonder you'll find a red string
with five knots.” And so on.

Dan recovered all his sheep, and
he is happy. The rustler is in jail,
besides having paid a substantial

fine, and he isn’t so happy.
WW —6E



Senor Red

Mask and

the Gold Of Los Gatos

By Guy L* Maynard

Author of “Senor Red Mask At Haunted Mesa,” etc.

CHAPTER I.
EL HIENA LAUGHS.

HE red-masked caballero
watched the dim trail ahead
_with narrowed eyes. This
bandit-infested Mexican bad lands
vygs a dangerous place for a strange
rider.

But young Tom Goodwin, better
known along the Rio Grande as
“Senor Red Mask,” was little con-
cerned about his safety. For he was
on a hunt for “El Hiena,” or the
“Hyena,” fiendish chief of the bor-
der crooks, who had cruelly tortured
to death Senor Red Mask’s boyhood
pard, Jim Trent.

W W -7E

“Thet ornery cutthroat is likely
ter be ridin’ along here with a new
gandg thet he’s picked up,” Senor

ed Mask told himself.  “I hear
that he jped _from the rurales
after the big fight we had on
Haunted Mesa,”

Where the trail forked—one
branch skirting the tornillo thickets
that lined the river bank, the other
turning abruptly southward to cross
a dismal stretch of cactus fiat—
Senor Red Mask reined his big black
horse to a halt. His dark eyes, gaz-
|r_1rc[1< through the slits in hiS scarlet
silk mask, noted the position of the
|OW-dePIng western sun.

“We’ll rest a while, Thunder,” he
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murmured to the high-headed black.
“This here’s the time anyplace where
we was ter meet Gray Eagle.”

“Hooking a silver-spurred black
kid boot round the broad silver horn
of his fine Mexican saddle, the
caballero sat at ease while he smoked
a cigarette. _

The last raKs of the setting sun
glistened on the silver buttons and
conchas and the beautiful silver
decorations of his handsome black
velvet charro costume, which any
rich rancher of old Mexico would
have been proud to wear.

_Touches of bright color were
given by the red silk sash round his
slim waist, from which P(geped the
gleaming white pearl stocks of a pair
of long-barreled Colt .45, and by
the red-white-and-green silk serape
flung carelessly across one broad
shoulder.

It was the suddenly flagged ears
of his mount that brought Senor
Red Mask up straight in his saddle,
alert for whatever might come.
Hastily reining the big black into
the cover of a mesquite beside the
trail, he waited.

“Thunder must "a’ heard another
horse cornin’ up the trail Senor Red
Mask muttered under his breath
after several moments of silence.
“Funnfy thet the hombre don’t show
up-. If it was Gray Eagle------

“The senar ees wise to hide from
those who ride thees bandit trail,”
a low, deep voice cut in.

With a start of surprise, Senor
Red Mask turned quickly to face
a jtalwart Mexican Indian who sud-
denly appeared beside his mount.

“Gray Eagle, amigo!” exclaimed
the caballero with a grin of relief.
“If yuh’d 'a’ been a rattlesnake, |
would ‘a’ been bitten.”

A twinkle lighted the Indian's
dusky eyes for an instant, although

his bronzed face was as expression-
less as a chunk of sandstone.

“An’ eef | had been one of El
Hiena’s bad men, mahat then?” he
asked dryly. _

Before the last word was fairl
out, the Indian’s mouth closed wit
an astonished grunt. For he was
staring into the cold black muzzle
of a six-gun which had appeared as
if b?; magic within a few inches of
his head.

“Quien sabe? Maybe the hombre
would" be plenty sorry thet he
sneaked up on me,” rejoined the
caballero, chuckling as he holstered
his weapon with the same dazzling
S with which he had drawn it.
“But we’re wastin’ time, amigo.
What's new since | last saw you?
What about the gold thet | “sent
you to give Jim Trent’s mother?”

“She send many thanks to you,
senor, weeth her ‘prayers for your
safety,” the Indian replied.

Senor Red Mask’s dark eyes
misted. His thoughts went back Tor
a moment to the young waddy who
had been his well-loved pard.” Jim
Trent had left his widowed mother,
his younger brothers and sisters, to
go prospecting in the Mexican
mountains,

Although he had found gold,
enou%h to pay off the mortgage on
the home ranch and replace the
stock which had been rustled after
his father’s death, Jim Trent had
been unable to carry it home. Fol-
lowed by the bandit chief, El Hiena.
the young waddy had been forced
to cache his treasure in various spots
along the homeward trail.

He had finally been caught, as he
was about to cross the border to
safety, and died under the awful tor-
tures’ of his captor. Arriving too
late to save his pard’s life, Senor
Red Mask had buried him in a
lonely grave on the bank of the Rio
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Grande, vowing to avenge his death
and recover the gold for the dead
waddy’s mother.

The caballero came out of his sad
reverie_at a touch on his sleeve.
Gray Eagle was holding a folded
scrap of paper before him,

“Eet ees a message wheech was
een that poke of gold the senor find
on Haunted Mesa,” said the Indian.

Senor Red Mask glanced quickly
at the pencil-scrawled words on the
paper. . :

‘It’s another mﬁher note, tellin*
where the next cache of gold is hid,”
he murmured. “I’ll figure out what
It means.”

Gray Eagle turned away to qﬁt
the wiry buckskin pony which he
had left concealed in the chaparral
while he slipped forward on foot to
See if the coast was clear.

Senor Red Mask read the strange
message through carefully.

Tom: Tell spirits to look in secret cache
for a pot of gold. It will be in the bot-
tom of last coffin in a tomb built in middle
of the Indians' old graveyard. There is
danger in dark depths of the den of wild
cats. Jim.

_Tr?e caballerod_had_ fo%nd oﬁher
cipher messages directing him where
to find treasure which Jim Trent had
cached. He knew the secret of find-
ing their real meaning. But he was
plainly stumped by this one. _

“Readin’ every fourth word, this
{)aper says:  ‘Look fer gold in last
omb of graveyard in the cats’,”
muttered the ~puzzled caballero.
“But thet don’t make sense. Grave-
yard in the cats! Huh?”

For a long moment, Senor Red
Mask bent his wits to the task of
figuring out what those last few
words could mean. _ _

It was the forked trail beside
which he had halted that finally
gave him the clew he needed. One

branch of the trail— a dim pathway
that twisted southward through the
thorny chaparral— led to a Mexican
town “called Los Gatos. And the
name stuck in the Caballero’s mind,
once he had recalled it.

“The trail ter Los Gatos—why,
dog-%one it, Los Gatos is Spanish
Ber It e catls’_!” Sgnor RT%d tI\/Iask sud-

enly exclaimed.. “Thet message
mear¥s the gold is hid in the Los
Gatos graveyard.”

~Sure that "he would remember the
directions, Senor Red Mask lighted
a match and held it to the paper.
He did not want to risk having that
message fall into enemy hands.
~ The bits of ash were’ still flutter-
ing to the ground when a sound
reached the Caballero’s ears that
made him turn in his saddle with a
start of alarm. Drumming hoofs
were comln% up the trail.

Then as aE) cry of warning rang
out as Gray Eagle pulled his buck-
skin pony to a sliding stop beside
Senor Red Mask’s big black.

“Eet ees El Hiena an’ hees ban-
dits!” exclaimed the Indian. “They
are loco weeth smoking marihuana.
They ride the trail to rob an’ keel.”

Senor Red Mask’s dark eyes

leamed through the slits in his scar-
et mask. His veins tingled at the
approach of his hated enemy.
Sooner than he had expected, he was
to have another chance at the mur-
derer of Jim Trent.

Pop! The rawhide lash of a bull
whip cracked like the report of a
carbine above the pounding of shod
hoofs and the shouts and oaths of
marihuana-maddened riders.
~Then the evil gang of border ruf-
fians swept into; view of the two
watchers hidden in the mesquite.

Through the purple dusk that was
alread ra_\pln% its shadowy mantle
over the dim, brush-fringed trail, a
dozen dark horsemen spurred their
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sweating mounts. _In the lead a sin-
ister, hunched figure, like some
weird, misshapen beast, clung to the
saddle of a dgalloplng white horse.

The leader’s shaggg black hair
streamed in the wind. His hide-
ously ugly face, leering through a
mat of greasy black beard, was con-
torted with rage. _

“Hey-hey-y-y!” A shrill, blood-
curdling cry, like the unearthly
laughter of a grave-robbing hyena,
1(:elc?oed across the desolate cactus
a

Senor Red Mask felt his scalp
crawl beneath the black sombrero
that covered his dark curly hair.
That demon on the white horse was
like an evil spirit of the night.

“Hey-hey-hey-y-y!”  Again the
eerie screech of the Hyena rang out,
while the cutthroat crew streamed
past Senor Red Mask and his In-
dian friend. _

Then the shouts and thudding of
hoofs grew fainter, the vicious
cracking of the long-lashed bull whip
died away, as the riders whirled
their spooky mounts at the fork of
the trail and spurred away to the
southward. _

“They’re headin’ fer Los Gatos,”
Senor Red Mask told himself, and
turned quickly to his companion.

“Let’s go, amigo! We’re followin’
them coyotes.”
CHAPTER II.

TROUBLE IN LOS GATOS.

J-lUDDLED at the foot of a wind-

swept mesa, the little town of
Los Gatos offered scant welcome to
the few travelers who chanced to
Pass that way.  Strangers were
ooked upon Wwith suspicion, for
there was always the chance that
they were spies for the rurales, seek-
ing to locate the hang-outs of crooks
who were hiding from the law.
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It was to this dangerous spot that
the trail of his enemies led Senor
Red Mask, in the evening of the
day following his sight of El Hiena
and his gang on the river trail.

Saddle-weary and  plentifully
sprinkled with” powdery gray alkali
dust, the young caballero rode his
big black "horse down the narrow,
starlit street. Gray Eagle, his faith-
ful Indian amigo and guide, had left
him on the outskirts of the dirty,
evil-smelling village.

The Indian would scout around
the cantinas and fandango halls,
seeking the hang-out of Hiena,
while Senor Red Mask boldly en-
tered a posada, Or inn, and began
carrying out the plan which he had
formed to get his enemy. _

For the rider of the justice trails
had no intention of playing a wait-
ing game. Action was his motto.
He meant to carry the fight to El
Hiena that very night. o
~ “This ought ter be a tough joint,
if it lives up ter its name,” Red
Mask told himself, as he spotted a
low, graé/-walled adobe buiil ing that
sprawled over a considerable front-
age on the dusty street.

The name painted in huge letters
across the front of the place was
La Posada del Diablo, meaning the
Devil’s Inn. _

Reining his horse over to the hitch
rail, the caballero dismounted. A
moment later the musical tinkle of
his silver spurs announced his en-
trance to the big barroom that oc-
cupied the front of the building.

A quick glance over the low-
ceilinged, dingy room showed Senor
Red Mask that there were few pa-
trons. It was still early in the eve-
ning. Later, there would doubtless
be a throng of thirsty hombres at
the bar. ) )

Gaming tables, which filled one
end of the cantina, would attract
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their share of business. It was just
the fset-up the eaballero was look-
ing for.

%triding up to the long bar, Red
Mask rapped loudly ~with his
knuckles on the damp pine counter.
The summons got him the grum-
bling attention of a paunchy, pock-
marked hombre who had been doz-
ing on a stool tilted against the back

ar.

But at sight of a masked stran-
ger, dressed In the handsome, costly
costume of a eaballero, the cantinero
showed very noticeable signs of in-
terest. The evil light that flickered
in his shifty e)ﬁes was not lost on
Senor Red Mask. _

The latter smiled to himself. He
felt sure that the ugly-faced pro-
prietor of the Devil’s Inn had recog-
nized him.

_“He’s been tipped off thet I'm
likely ter show up in Los Gatos,”
Red Mask told himself. “El Hiena
IS cunning as a fox. He knowed
thet 1'd be on his trail. He would
be purty shore ter pass the word
around in tough joints like this, so’s
they could warn him, soon as |
showed up.”

The innkeeper was smirking and
bowing, plainly trying to make his
strangé customer " believe that he
was interested solely in his welfare.

“In what way can I, Pedro Var-

as, serve the senor?” he asked in

panish.

“With a drink of cold water first.
After that, | shall take lodgings for
myself and my horse,” replied Senor
Red Mask, using the same language
as glibly as a born Spaniard.

The fawning cantinero quickly
placed a large and none too clean
goblet of tepid water in front of the
eaballero. And while his customer
drank, Pedro Vargas cast a crafty
glance at two villainous hombres
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who sat at a table near the arched
entrance to the barroom.

One of the ruffians, a swarthy
half-breed, nudgned his companion.

“That ees 'heem, amigo— thee
Senor Red Mask who El Hiena or-
der s to keep watch for,” whispered
the breed. “Let us go and tell the
chief.”

The other hombre sneered. He
was a burl¥ gringo, broken-nosed,
and with a three-day growth of yel-
low beard on his cruel, flat face. His
ale eges held murder as he glanced
rom the eaballero standing at the
bar, back to his_slinky companion.

“Mug Haley ain’t sneakin” out on
no dude Mex,” bragged the gringo
cutthroat. “Yuh an’ me Wll_%lt
thet smart red-masked jasper right
hyar an’ now, Gila. We’ll give him
a dose 0’ hot lead an’ pack his re-
mains down ter the Tarantula Can-
tina whar El Hiena is restin’.”

“Mug” Haley eased his notched
45 in its holster while he muttered
to the half-breed “Gila.” Both hom-
bres were top gunmen, vicious as
sidewinders. They had been care-
fully selected by their murderous
leader to act as his lieutenants in
the gang of crooks which he had got
together. _ _

“Bueno. That suits me fine,”
agreed Gila, who was a knifer as well
as a gunman. “But | haf heard
much of thees masked hombre’s skill
weeth seex-guns. We mus’ be ver’
careful.”

“Listen, Gila,” growled Mug
Haley contemptuously. “Yuh sit
right hyar while | go git thet dude
all by myself. I'll show him a trick
0’ gun-slingin’ thet he ain't never
seen afore.” .

The breed grumbled at his mean-
tempered pard’s rough speech, but
consoled himself with a S_WI% of raw
I'E]e_quila from the bottle in Tront of

im.
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“’'sta bueno, eef you weesh to
take the chance,*he said.

“It ain’t goin’ ter be no chance,”
grunted Mug, rising to his feet and
Starting toward the bar. o

As he neared his intended victim,
Mug Haley sized him up with more
curiosity than caution.  The broad
Rack of the young caballero caught

IS eye.

Wﬁ/at a fine target that would be,
thought Mug, right where the edge
of the gayly colored silk serape
crossed the black velvet bolero
jacket. N _

But the vicious gunman was in
no hurry to do his murder. He had
no doubt of his ability to beat this
masked stranger to thé draw, and to
down him in a face-to-face gun bat-
tle. Mug intended to bait his vic-
tim before killing him.

About to voice an insult to the
caballero, who still leaned idly
against the bar, sipping water, Mug
chanced to look in the dusty, fly-
specked mirror that ornamented the
back bar. And then he stiffened.

The figure of Seiior Red Mask
was reflected in the mirror. Below
the edge of the scarlet silk mask,
a mocking smile quirked the firm
lips of its wearer, making the waxed
points of his small dark mustache
stick upward. Gleaming eyes
looked out through slits in the
mask.

_Mug Haley halted for a moment,
disturbed by that challenging vision
in the mirror. He knew that Senor
Red Mask could see him in the big
looking-glass, too.

A slight chill ran down the gringo
gunman’s backbone as he thought of
what his fate might have been had
he decided to try that treacherous
shot in the back.

Then Mug’s bravado _returned.
Sneering to conceal his agitation, he
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slogged up to the bar alongside the
caballero.

“Put thet hog-wash down an’
have a man’s drink on me, hombre,”
Mug ordered rather than invited.

Senor Red Mask half turned to
face the trouble-seeking ruffian.

“When | dreenk a man’s dreenk,
eet weel be weeth a man, not weeth
a skunk,” Red Mask answered
coldly. “You onderstand, si?”

White-lipped  with fug/, Mu
Haley drew back a pace. Growls 0
rage came from his corded throat.
For a moment, he seemed unable
to collect his senses to the point of
attacking the defiant caballero.

And that moment was put to good
use by Pedro Vargas, the innkeeper.
Hastily slipping from behind the
bar, the cowardly cantinero mo-
tioned for a thickset, low-browed
swamper to take his place. Pedro
foresaw trouble, and was taking no
chances on stopping a wild bullet.

By that time, Mug Haley had got
control of both his hand and his
tongue.  His clawing fingers
snatched at the heavy .45 holstered
low on his thick thigh,

“I’ll blast yore insides out, yuh

dang-----
Brang-g! A roarin unshot
drowned the words on Mug Haley’s

lips.

_Before he could pull trigger, the
six-gun in his hand was knocked
clattering to the floor.

Senor Red Mask had coolly
waited till his murderous foe’s
weapon was clearing leather before
starting his own  lightning-swift
draw. Then he had shaked one of
his pearl-handled Colts from its hol-
ster under his red silk sash and
blazed away in time to spoil his op-
ponent’s shot.

“Git him, Gila!” roared Mug
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Haley, shaking his numbed hand to
restore feeling.

The gringo gunman’s cry for aid
was not needed. Gila, the half-
breed Kkiller, was already slithering
across the barroom. His skinny
brown hand streaked downward for
a deadly six-gun. He was figuring
on taking a safe and sure shot at
the Caballero’'s broad back.

But Senor Red Mask was not
caught off guard. He had expected
to take on odds in the battle. Pivot-
ing on his silver-spurred heels, he
crashed a shot at the swarthy
crook.

“Caramba/” squalled Gila, clutch-
ing vainly at the butt of the hol-
stered six-gun which had hung on
his sagging cartridge belt an instant
before.

Senor Red Mask’s swift gun play
had scored again. His bullet had
cut the belt from Gila's lean hips,
letting gun and all drop to the floor.

But with his enemies disarmed,
the fighting caballero was still
forced to give battle. Mug Haley
had recovered the use of his numbed
right hand. The big gringo leaped
in, swinging a huge fist. Evidently,
he hoped to land a knock-out blow
while Red Mask’s attention was on
the treacherous half-breed.

Senor Red Mask heard Mug com-
ing in time to block the blow with
his elbow. He stumbled backward,
jarred by the force of the border
ruffian’s attack. Disdaining to use
his six-gun on an unarmed foe, he
shoved the weapon into its holster.

“Fist an’ skull, huh!” Red Mask
muttered as he straightened and
whipped over a looping left at the
snarling outlaw.

Crack! The Caballero’'s rocky
knuckles landed like a sledge ham-
mer on Mug Haley’s ugly flat face.
Crimson trickled from a ripped
cheek.
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“Argh-h!” snarled the gunman.

Swinging wildly, he rushed furi-
ously at Senor Red Mask. One
hammer-hard fist caught the cabaj-
lero on the chest, knocking him
backward against the bar.

The breath forced from his lungs,
Senor Red Mask tried to rest for
an instant before leaping back into
the fight.

But Mug Haley thought he
scented victory. He bounded for-
ward, both big red fists cocked for
knock-out blows.

“] got ter get goin’ sudden,” Red
Mask gasped as he struggled to fill
his empty lungs.

The hard-pressed caballero forced
himself to move. He leaned for-
ward, tensed his muscles for a quick
lunge at his burly foe. And then
the whole Devil’'s Inn seemed to col-
lapse upon him.

Senor Red Mask reeled. His
senses almost left him. Some hard
object had crashed against the back
of his head with stunning force. His
dulled eyes saw Mug Haley’s yellow-
stubbled face light up with a leer
of triumph.

“Hit him ag’in, Miguel! Bust the
bottle on his hard haid!” yelled
Mug.

Without seeing it, Red Mask

knew what had happened. The vil-
lainous hombre behind the bar had
seen his chance to aid the crooks in
their unfair battle with the masked
stranger. And the caballero real-
ized that another blow of that bot-
tle would finish him.

Senor Red Mask tried desperately
to collect his senses, to force his
partly paralyzed muscles to respond
to his great need. But he knew
there was not sufficient time. He
heard the swish of the bottle as it
circled for a crushing blow. When
it landed, all would be over.
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CHAPTER m.

DEATH STRIKES.

N that terrible moment when the
dazed and helpless caballero
waited for the death stroke to fall,
he suddenly glimpsed a familiar
bronzed face framed in an open case-
ment window across the barroom.
He saw a flash of yellow lamplight
on naked steel, heard a sinister hum-
ming that he knew for the deadly
flight of a keen-bladed knife.

‘Ai-i-i"”  The sudden, agonized
scream of the bottle wielder died
away in a gurgling moan.

Red Mask heard the hombre’s
heavy body crash to the floor be-
hind 'the bar. The caballero shook
his head to clear his senses. His
grabbling knees stiffened.

He saw Mug Haley jump back,
bawling an oath of surprise and fear
at the sudden death which had
struck with the swiftness of a light-
nlnﬁ_bolt_. And Gila, the half-breed,
rushing in with uplifted knife, also
halted like a man on the brink of
a chasm.

Senor Red Mask’s hands hovered
above the gleaming white pearl
stocks of his twin six-guns. A snarl
of fighting rage replaced the cold,
defiant smile” which his brown-
stained face had worn a few mo-
ments before.

“Pick up those seex-guns, you
yellow-streaked cowards!” snapped
the caballero. “I weel not draw till
you haf the guns een your hands.”

But the grim challenge went un-
answered. Gila and Mug wanted no
more of the masked rider's game.
Like whipped and snarling curs, they
turned and slunk away, disappearin
a moment later in the dark street 0
Los Gatos.

“Bueno, let 'em go,” Senor Red
Mask muttered under his breath.
“They’ll head straight fer the can-
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tina Where their ornery_boss is
hangin’ out. An’ when El Hiena
hears their story, things will shore
start happenin’ in this old town.”

Striding swiftly to the window in
which Gray Eaglé had appeared, the
caballero whistled softly. _

“I am here, senor,” a low voice
answered from the shadows.

“An’it’s danged lucky fer me that
you were here,” Red Mask observed
d_rrly. “Thanks, amigo. An’ now',
will 'yuh please take my hoss to a
safe ‘place—down in the chaparral
at the end of the street?”

“And the senor—what more
trouble can he find, now'?’ asked the
grim Indian, with a tinge of sarcasm
In his guttural voice.

“Plenty,” chuckled the caballero.
“Senor Red Mask will now let Pedro
Vargas show him to a sleepin’
room.” _

“Een wheech his sleep weel be
much disturb’,” Gray Eagle grunted,
and turned swiftly to get Thunder.

Senor Red Mask went quickly
back to the bar. His work In Los
Gatos was just beginning. He had
no time to lose, if he was to carry
out his plans successfully.

Pedro Vargas, pasty-faced and
trembling, Was overseéing the re-
moval of the dead swamper by a
couple of husky peons. He started
like one who sees sudden death, at
sound of the Caballero’s Jlngllng
spurs.

“What—what can | do for the
senor?” stammered the innkeeper,
turning to face Senor Red Mask.

“You might use more care in
choosing the servants who will at-
tend me,” Red Mask said coldle/.
“An’ now you will be so kind as to
show me a room in which I may
sleep comfortably.”

Pedro Vargas’s pock-marked face
suddenly changed expression. The
look of ‘terror vanished. He gazed
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at Senor Red Mask in utter amaze-
ment, like one who can scarcely be-
lieve his ears. Then a sly and evil
look came into his shifty eyes.

“Ah, the senor shall have the best
that my poor house affords,” said
the paunchy innkeeper. “I, myself,
will "be honored to show the senor
to his room.”.

“Move quickly, then, fat one,”
Senor Red Mask ordered coolly. “I
have no wish to be delayed.”

Hastily grabbing a lighted candle
off the back bar, Pedro Vargas wad-
dled toward an inner doorway that
led to a long, narrow corridor. “Senor
Red Mask followed close on the
heels of his tricky host.

A few moments later the caballero
found himself in a stuffy, poorly fur-
nished bedroom, the only window of
which opened upon a rear patio, or
courtyard. And as he returned the
oily “mannered innkeeper’s good
night, he detected a sly grin of ex-
ultation on that hombre’s face.

“A gent by the name o’ Vargas
shore ain’t figurin’ ter let me sleep
in peace to-night,” Red Mask told
himself with a knowing nod. “He
seems ter think thet I’'m loco enough
ter lie right down here an’ snooze
while he puts El Hiena an’ his cut-
throat gang wise to where they kin
grab me.”

But in that, the caballero hardly
ave his crafty host due credit.
edro Vargas was smarter than he

looked. He had already planned a
little surprise for his masked guest,
in case the latter should decide to
depart before the arrival of his
enemies.

CHAPTER IV.

BAD MAN'S BRAND.

IT was awild scene that MugTHaIey
and Gila burst in on at the Taran-
tula Cantina.
The two cutthroats had lost no
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time in getting back to the hang-
out of their chief. Burning with de-
sire for revenge on Senor Red Mask,
their sole thought now was to set
the whole pack of murderous out-
laws on him.

“We got thet masked hombre lo-
cated, chief!” Mug Haley bawled as
he rushed through the cantina door-
way one Jum'o ahead of his evil
companion, Gila. o

The riotous gang of drinking and
gambling crooks ceased. their wild
carousal.  Turning quickly from
tables and bar, they clustered round
the two gunmen.

El Hiena, the brutal-faced leader
of the gang, slithered across the bar-
room, cracking his long-lashed bull
WhIEI viciously. )

“Hey-hey-y-y!” The hairy, squat-
bodied Hyena vented his horrid
laugh as he shoved his henchmen
aside and halted before Mug and
Gila. “What ees thees | hear?
Thee maldito Senor Red Mask ees
een Los Gatos?”

“Yuh bet he's hyar,” Mug Haley
loudly declared. *He’s uP at the
Devil’s Inn, goin’ ter bed this min-
ute, unless he changed his mind after
| give him a danged good beatin’.”

‘You beat heem weeth fists?”
sneered EI Hiena. “Bah!
slash heem to leetle bits for the coy-
otes weeth m)éS whip, when next |
catch heem. But for why did you
not breeng heem here?”

The blustering gringo outlaw was
none too quick-witted. He hesi-
tated, confused for the moment by
his wily chief's unexpected question.
Fearing El Hiena’s wrath, he did not
dare tell the truth, _

“Waal, yuh see, it was this a way
boss,” Mug explained lamely. “Thet
masked hombre had some of his
amigos posted outside of Pedro Var-

as’s place. When | was gittin’ the
est of him, them cusses up an’

| weel



[106

killed the bartender an’ covered Gila
an’ me.. We had ter leave him an’
come high-tailin’ it down hvar.”

El Hiena snarled a Spanish oath
through his greasy mat of tangled
black beard. ~ “You come here for
help, si>» he sneered contemptu-
ously. “Two very brave gunmen
run like scared rabbits. But there
ees no time to lose. Let us go to
thee Posada del Diablo, pronto, an’
surprise that masked hombre.”

“Hooray!  viva!” shouted the
motley crew of border ruffians as
they surged out of the cantina 0N
the "heels of their leader. _

But Senor Red Mask’s enemies
were not the only ones who were
planning surprises.  The young
caballero was at that very moment
scheming to bring his long ride on
the justice trail to a swift and sur-
prising end.

No sooner had the sound of Pedro
Vargas’s shuffling feet died away in
the corridor outside his door, than
Red Mask began preparations to
degart_ secretly from the Devil’s Inn.

Sitting down on the edge of the
miserable bed, made of rawhide
strips stretched over a framework of
rough-hewn cottonwood poles, he
removed the |_n(?llng silver spurs
from his black kid boots and stowed
them safely in a pocket of his black
velvet 'pantalones. )

The next move was to inspect the
door. It was, as he had suspected,
fastened in some secure manner on
the outer side, by the wily inn-
keeper.

ut this did not worry the cabal-
lero. He had no intention of go-
|ngI out that door. Finding it locked,
only confirmed his suspicion that
Vargas meant to do him ill.

“Ill slip out of thet window an’
do a little spyin’ around,” Red Mask
told himself. “El Hiena an’ his
gang will come chargin® up here

Street & Smith’s Wild West Weekly

purty soon, if | don’t miss my guess.
An’ he’s the skunk I’'m after. " If |
kin draw him away from his gang
fer a minute, him an’ me will have
a show-down.”

Going to the window, Red Mask
pushed the heavy wooden shutters
Wl(tje open and peered cautiously
out.

A portion of the littered and dirty
Patlo was dimly lighted by a nearly
ull moon that was rising above a
distant range of rugged mountains.
Only the ground ben ath the win-
dow was in a deep shadow of the
inn.  There was no sound or move-
ment, no_thln(]; to indicate that an
enemy might Turk in the vicinitv.

Reassured, Senor Red Mask
climbed nimbly through the open
window and dropped into the dark-
ness below. But the caballero’s feet
had scarcely touched the ground
when he stifled a cry of surprise and,
alarm.

_A pair’ of powerful arms suddenly
circled his slim waist, pinning his
own arms to his sides. The hot,
teqzdla-reeking breath of a burly,

runting human brute was in his

ace.

Caught completely unawares,
Senor Red Mask was powerless in
the grip of his unknown assailant.
He was bent backward by the hom-
bre’s weight and strength. Losing
his balance, he crashed heavily to
the ground.

Jarred by the fall, Senor Red
Mask lay quiet for a moment. His
muscles relaxed, but his quick wit
was working. He pretended to be
knocked breathless.

The simple ruse worked. The
husky Mexican who was holding
Red Mask down, eased the bone-
breaklng grlp of his hands and arms.
He started to his feet, lifting his un-
resisting captive at the same time.

This “was the fighting chance
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which the caballero had hoped for.
Suddenly exerting all the strengﬁh
of his muscular young body, he
broke his captor’s hold.  Before the
hombre could lg(;rapple with him
again, Red Mask leaped clear.

For the moment, the caballero
was free. But he was in a desperate
situation. His burly foe was lung-
ing at him, snarling oaths and
threats. As the hombre moved out
of the shadows, Red Mask saw the

|I_?t of moonlight on a long-bladed
nife.

“l could stop him with a bullet,
but thet would bring a whole mob
here an’ spoil everything,” thought
the caballero.

Whirling, to dodge a thrust of
the deadly knife, Senor Red Mask
tripped over a ragged sagebrush that
grew in the shadows of the ill-kept

atio. He heard an exultant grunt
rom his eager enemy, caught a
limpse of the knife in"his stabbing
and.

But the caballero was as active
as a wild cat. With a quick twist
of his lithe body, he saved himself
from falling. ere was no time
to dodge or run. Instead, he

rabbed the thick wrist of his mur-
erous assailant’s knife hand.

Thud! Bifft Red Mask rained
blows to the Mexican’s ugly face
with his free hand.

Grunting and swearlng?1 from the
pain of his punishment, the hombre
with the knife struggled furiously
to wrench loose. But he soon tired
of that. Flndlng that the steely
grip of his cool and fearless opponent
could not be broken, he tried an-
other tactic. )

~Suddenly lunging forward, the

vicious cutthroat tried to drive his
long blade into Senor Red Mask’s
body in spite of the latter’s hold on
his_wrist. o )

Sweating and straining with the
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tremendous exertion of trying to
hold off the heavier and more power-
ful Mexican, Red Mask quickly dis-
covered that he was slowly but
surely losing ground. Inch by inch
the keen-edged knife was moving
toward his pounding heart.

“l got to—to-——- ’ _

The desperate Caballero’s panting
whisper s_udder_lly( ceased. An idea
born of his terrible predicament had
flashed into his mind. _

“With a quick side step, he jerked
his foe partly off balance. Before
the surprised hombre could recover,
Senor Red Mask thrust out a foot
and tripped him. It was an old
wrestling trick that had won many
a brawl for rough-and-tumble
fighters who knew it.

Without releasing his hold on the
now panic-stricken” hombre’s wrist,
Senor Red Mask dropped with him.
But now the caballero had gained
the upper hand. He was on top.

With the Ieverage of his enemy’s
falling body to aid him, he twisted
the Mexican’s arm violently to force
him to let go of the knife. There
was a groan. The heavy body be-
neath Red Mask went limp.

Hastily pulling his hand from un-
der the prostrate hombre, Senor
Red Mask saw a dark smear. He
turned the b_od)[/ over, face upward
in the moonlight. _ _

“He’sdead!  Fell on his own knife
an’ drove it through his heart!” ex-
claimed the caballero.

Still bending over the dead man,
Senor Red Mask quickly decided on
a bold and dangerous stunt. The
man was dressed in the loose, cheap
cotton garments of a peon. Doubt-
less, he had been a roustabout in
Devil’s Inn, ready to do any vil-
lainous job in payment for plenty
of vile liquor. _ _

Senor Red Mask swiftly stripped
trousers and shirt from "the dead



108

hombre, leaving him clothed only in
dirty undergarments. The two
articles were of extra large size, and
were easily ?_ull_ed on over the cabal-
lero’s tight-fitting costume.

A huge palm-fiber hat had fallen
from the hombre’s head during the
battle. It, too, covered Red Mask’s
fine, silver-decorated black felt
sombrero. A ragged serape of
shoddy material completed Red
Mask’s disguise. _

He slipped off his red silk mask
and pulled the big sombrero low to
heldp conceal his face. The muﬁllng
folds of the serape round his necl
and jaws gave added safety from
prying eyes. He looked exactly like
eve'r\Y peon in Los Gatos.

“Now I'll slip around in front of
this joint an’ see if | can't fool El
Hiena when he shows up,” Senor
Red Mask told himself.

But before he hurried away from
the spot, the caballero plucked a
couple of green shoots of sage from
the scrubby bush over which he had
tripped during the fight. These he
placed, crossed, on the dead cut-
throat’s chest.

It was the “bad man’s brand” of
old Mexican-border days— now the
famous mark of Senor Red Mask.

CHAPTER V.

A GRIM SURPRISE.

TRANSFORMED for the time be-
ing into the character of a poor
?eon, one which he frequently used
or the purpose of spying on his
enemies, Senor Red Mask now be-
came “El Muchacho,” or the Kid.
Leaping over the low adobe wall
of the patio, he ran down an alley
till he came to a narrow cross street
of the little village. Then he
hunched his shoulders and assumed
the shuffling gait of the peon which
he appeared to be.
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As he reached a corner of the
main street, a short distance above
the Devil’s Inn, EI Muchacho halted
a moment_to get his bearlngs.

Loud voices and the thudding of
booted feet on cobblestones, warned
him that a crowd of hombres were
moving rapidly up the shadowed
Street.

“I'll bet thet's EI Hiena an’ his
%ang headin’ fer the posada,” mut-
ered the Muchacho. “I ought ter
%et close enough so | kin hear what

e aims ter do.”

~ But the Devil’s Inn was the lead-
ing hotel of Los Gatos. Peons were
not allowed to loaf in and around
its barroom. Their place was in the
cantinas Of the poor quarter.

Dressed as he was, EI Muchacho
would be kicked out, possibly shot,
by some vicious-tempered outlaw.
And it would be impassible for him
to pass himself off as the burly ruf-
fian who had attacked him in the
Eatlo. That hombre was too well

nown to his employer, Pedro
Vargas.

Then the sharp crack of a bull
whip, echomP down the adobe-
walled street like a pistol shot, told
the Muchacho that his guess had
been correct. Only the fiendish
Hyena would be "wielding that
wicked lash. And the gang was
about to enter the inn.

_“Standin’ here like a lamp post
ain't gettin’ me nothin’,” the.
Muchag o0 told himself. “I got ter

A loud snore broke in on the
young peon’s thoughts. He glanced
around, and saw a ragged figure
sgrawled on the ground in the
shadow of a dobe shack. The hom-
bre was probabIY a beggar, and he
was most surely in a drunken
stupor. But what caught the
Muchacho’s eye was a Dattered
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guitar that lay in the dust beside
Its owner,

“Thet’s a break,” EI Muchaeho
said with a grin.  “I’ll borrow that
ol’ noise-maker an’ give them crooks
some music while I'm spyin’ on
‘em.”

Darting into the darkness, the
Muchaeho was soon in possession of
the musical instrument and back on
the street. _

The barroom of the Devil’s Inn
was seething with a noisy mob of
ruffians when EI Muchaeho took his
stand in the shadow, close beside an
open window. Curious passers-by
were stopping to see what the up-
roar was about. At any moment,
the poorly dressed peon might be
driven away. _

El Muchaeho began hurriedly to
play a lively Mexican fandango
tune. Wandering street musicians
were common in Mexico. It was a
Pood excuse for his presence there.
T his music pleased, he might be
allowed to remain.

_ But after a few moments, the lilt-
ing dance tune died away. El
Muchaeho was there for a purpose.
He wanted to hear what his enemies
were saying, what evil things they
were plotting besides his own death.

Pop! El Hiena cracked his great
whip to silence the mob.

“Hey-y-y! Where is that accursed
red-masked hombre?” shrilled the
angrly voice of the bandit chief,
“Tell me, Pedro Vargas, where he is
sleeping, that | may rouse him with
this rawhide.”

A vile mixture of gringo, Mexi-
can, and Apache breeding, the
Hyena thought always of torturing
his victims.
~ Pedro Vargas hastily left off serv-
ing drinks and waddled out from
behind his bar. In mortal terror of
the deadly outlaw leader, Vargas
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fawned and smirked to show his
good will. _

“Ha, it is a great joke, senor,”
he began. “That miserable Red
Mask has gone to his bed. But I,
Pedro Var?as, at your service, am
no fool. haf locked him in his
room, and posted a guard at his
window. He is kept very safe for

you, senor.” _ _
“Bueno! =~ We will grab him
pronto!” cried El Hiena.” “I have

much to settle with him, and there
is a golden treasure of which | wish
to know.” _

Outside the barroom window, El
Muchaeho permitted himself a de-
risive smile as he listened to the
threats and plots of his enemies.
There was a grim surprise awaiting
them, back in the shadowy, ill-kept
courtyard of the Devil’s Inn.

Lifting his clear tenor voice, El
Muchaeho began singing the mourn-
ful Spanish words of “La Palorna”:

“l am the wandering dove that seeks
The sad nest where | was born.”

The effect of the song on his audi-
ence was not what Muchaeho
had expected. A screech of anger
came through the open window as
El Hiena started for the door. The
outlaw chief was yelling to his gang-
sters to catch the unseen singer.

“He recognized my voice,” was
the alarming thought that flashed
into EI Muchacho’s mind.

He was in a tight fix. El Hiena
would remember his face, from hav-
ing seen it in former encounters. A
swift and cruel death awaited hum,
once the outlaws had him in their
clutches.

Darting round a corner of the
posada, the Muchaeho ran through
a narrow, dark between the
hotel and a near-by shack. He
paused for only a few seconds at
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the patio wall, to {erk off the flap-
ping peon garments and sombrero
and toss them into the patio.

He had barely finished, when the
loud yells of his enemies warned him
that it was dangerous to delay. He
slipped behind a thick-leaved china-
berry tree that grew beside the back
door of the shack. Replacmg his
scarlet silk mask, he became Senor
Red Mask a%aln, ready to meet any
danger that threatened.
~ Then the outlaw gang was stream-
ing past the Caballero’s hldln% place.
They ran toward a corral and sheds
at the rear of the patio, searching
as they went. An_ hombre clam-
bered up on the patio wall, glanced
hastily over the inclosure.
~ Something he saw in the moon-
light, brought a startled squawk
from the hard-bitten crook on the
wall. His evil companions came
dashing up from all sides in answer
to the alarm. o

“Hey— hei/_iy-y!” The hair-raisin
laugh of EI Hiena ran%] throughou
the night like the cry of a maddened
hyena. “It is the mark of Senor
k'(lald th%Sk!” hedscrﬁecrrm]ed. “He halls

illed the guard—he has escaped!”

~Senor Re% Mask stepped from be-
hind the chinaberry tree. His sine
fingers strummed fiercely on the bat-
tered guitar which he still clasped.

“Like the hawks of the Rio strike their

prey,
I ride the dim trails and outlaws slay!”

The caballero’s voice reached the
surprised and furious outlaws who,
by this_time, were all inside the
patio. They knew that grim fight-
Ing song of the Mexican rurales—
“Camin0 de Muerte,” or “The
Death Trail.” Wild with rage, they
clawed for their six-guns.

“Thet’ll give the ornery skunks
somethin’ ter think about,” Red
Mask muttered as he darted away
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through the shadows. “Meantime,
| got ter give this ol’ guitar back
ter its righttul owner.”

CHAPTER VI.

HIS BACK TO THE WALL.

OETURNING the guitar proved
' to be no easy matter. = Senor
Red Mask ran to the spot where he
had seen the drunken beggar lying
on the ground, only to find that he
had disappeared. _

“Dog-gone the luck!” exclaimed
the exasperated caballero. “All thet
ruckus must 'a’ woke him up. But
| got ter find him. It would be all
the same as stealin’ his guitar, if |
was ter leave it here an’ anything
happened to it.”

Hurrying to the main street, Red
Mask glanced around for a sight of
the beggar. He doubted that an
hombre In his condition could have
got far in so short a time.

“Yonder he goes, takin’ up the
whole street,” Red Mask muttered,
as he glimpsed a man staggering
down the moonlit street, beyond the
Devil's Inn. “I’Il bet he’s hoppin’
mad ‘count of not findin’ his guitar
when he woke up.”

‘Shouts and oaths from the out-
witted crooks in the alley told the
caballero that they were hot on his
trail. But he was determined to re-
turn the guitar which he had bor-
rowed without leave.

The street was emp’g, as was the
Devil’s Inn when Red Mask sped

ast it. It seemed that every hom-

re in that vicinity had joined in
the search for the supposed peon
musician and the masked caballero.
Most of them had no idea that he
had played both parts.

“Hold, hombre! Here ees your

uitarra!” called Senor Red Mask as
%e drew near to the reeling beggar.
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Hearing, but not understanding,
the liquor befuddled hombre
turned and gazed owlishly at the in-
strument with which he was accus-
tomed to earn a few centavos each
day. It was in the hands of a
masked stranger. An idea struggled
through his sodden brain— an idea
that spelled danger for Senor Red
Mask.

“Help— help! Thieves!” howled
the beggar, in tones that could be
heard the length of the street.

Red Mask bounded close to the
screeching man. He thrust the
guitar into one of his clutching
hands, a Mexican silver dollar into
the other.

“Shut up, you loud-mouthed
fool! There is more money than you
could have earned in a week!” he
snapped, and leaped back into the
shadow of a dobfe ca-sa

But the damage was done. That
alarming cry had been heard by the
Caballero’s enemies. Their yells and
threats redoubled. In a moment
they would come charging into the
street. Where could he safely hide
till they had gone past?

Senor Red Mask chuckled as he
thought of the empty Devil's Inn.
They would never think of looking
for him there. He darted across the
street, half-crouching in the shad-
ows as he ran.

Through the Ilow-arched open
doorway he popped like a badger
taking to its burrow. He almost col-
lided with Pedro Vargas, who had
apparently just entered the barroom
from a side door.

“Senor Mascara Roja!”
the frightened innkeeper.

Red Mask leaped toward Vargas.
He must prevent him giving the
alarm.

But the fat camtinero was panic-
stricken. Already unstrung at view-
ing the remains of his servant back

gasped
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in the patio, he expected instant
death for himself.

Even a rat will fight when cor-
nered. Pedro Vargas carried a pis-
tol. His trembling hand clawed it
out of his pantalones pocket

Bang! The pistol roared a split
second before Senor Red Mask’s
range-hardened fist crashed on Var-
gas’s quivering jowl.

But the cantinero was shaking so
from terror that his bullet went
wild. He dropped in a shapeless
heap on the floor, knocked cold as
a stone.

“Now | got ter run fer it!” Senor
Red Mask told himself, as he whirled
back to the front door. “Thet pack
o’ two-legged wolves was bound ter
hear thet shot.”

A moment later the caballero
found that his enemies had heard
plenty to urge them on to the Kill.
They were surging down the street
in a living torrent. The instant they
caught sight of their quarry, they
cut loose with a fusillade of six-gun
shots.

But Senor Red Mask was a very
uncertain target. Weaving and
dodging down the shadowy street,
he escaped the hail of hot lead that
whistled past his ears. Reaching a
corner, he turned down a side street
without checking the fast pace that
he was setting his pursuers.

It was dark in that alleylike
side street. The moon had not yet
topped the adobe buildings that
stood wall to wall, presenting a solid,
unbroken front on both sides of the
street.

“Here’s where | lose 'em,” panted
the caballero.

A hundred yards farther, Senor
Red Mask began to have doubts
about giving his foes the slip. They
had turned the comer and were in
full cry on his trail. Ahead loomed
a great iron-grilled gate whose skele-
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ton framework was as grim and for-
blddlnﬁ_ as prison bars.

Dashing up to the gate, Red
Mask confirmed his worst fears. A
cﬂa{n and padlock held it securely
shut.

_Exultant yells came from up the
dim street. "Then the sinister crack
of a bull whip, a shrill outburst of
hyenalike laughter. The murderous
ganP was closing in. _

“I’m caught like arat in a trap,”
gritted the desperate caballero.

Turning to face his enemies, his
back to the wall, Senor Red Mask
determined to sell his life dearly.

CHAPTER VII.

THE GOLD OF LOS GATOS,

JPACING certain death at the

hands of his onrushing foes,
Senor Red Mask’s ready wit did not
desert him. Several ideas flashed
through his mind in swift succession
for a 'means of escaping the doom
which was about to overtake him.
But only one seemed to offer even
a remote chance of working out suc-
cessfully. _ _

“l could I|kel¥1_ climb over this
gate,” he told himself, “but I'd
shore make a fine target for them
gun buzzards ter shoot at while |
was climbin’.” _

Another _disturbing  argument
against scaling the great iron grille
was the fact that Senor Red Mask
hadn’t the least idea of what might
be on the other side of it.
~ “Mebbe it’s out of the fryin’ pan
inter the fire, but here goes!” Red
Mask exclaimed.

Almost before the words were out
of his mouth, the caballero was
nlmbI% scrambling UE the heavy,
wrought-iron grillework.

But reckless and daring as he was
Red Mask felt his veins run cold
as he rose above the dim, shadowed
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ground. Every upward inch he
gained brought him into greater dan-
ger from fI}/_lng lead. _

His howling foes were drawing
near. Their shouts told him that
his mad attempt to break out of the
trap had been discovered. _

Bang-bang-bang! Bellowmg SIX-

uns rained a shower of bullets at

e hard-pressed fugitive.

Red Mask suddenly flinched from
the searing pain of a hot slug that
raked his ribs. Trail dust spurted
in tiny clouds from his black som-
brero " as whistling lead ripped
through its wide, curving brim and
high peak.

Certain that every second would
be his last, the caballero threw every
ounce of strenct;th he possessed into
a final desperate upward lunge that
wotuld carry him over the top of the
gate.

Panting, gasping for breath, he
cleared the rounded iron rim. But
In his reckless haste, his clutching
fingers missed their hold on a bar.
He slipped. A stifled cry of alarm
burst from his lips.

He dropped like a plummet,
landed in a breathless heap on the
ground. But he was on the op-
posite side of the gate from his pur-
suers.

For a moment, the caballero lay
%asplng for breath. That fall would

ave killed or crippled a man less
tough and hardy than he. But hard
knocks had been his lot in life from
earliest boyhood. Outlaw broncs
and stampeding steers had failed to
overcome him.

Staggering to his feet, Senor Red
Mask shook himself, drew a dee
breath. A quick movement of hands
to holsters, reassured him that his
pearl-handled Colts were safe.

With the furious clamor of his
foes ringing in his ears, Red Mask

W W -7E
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wheeled away from the gate and ran
through a screen of shrubbery.
Once more in the open, he sud-

denl?/ halted in amazement. His
startled eyes beheld a strange and
eerie scené.

~ Long rows of gray tombs, ghostly
in the' moonlight, filled the high-
walled inclosure. He was in the
graveyard of Los Gatos.

“Fer Pete’s sake!” exclaimed the
surprised caballero, “l got a break
after all. | ain’t scared of ka'nts,
an’ it'll take thet gang of crooks
some little time ter get in here.”

Safe for the moment, Senor Red
Mask walked rapidly down a row
of tombs. He wanted to find a safe
place of concealment before that
g_an% of murderous crooks caught
sight of him again. The thought of
rqettlnq El Hiena, the fiendish out-
aw dchlef, was still uppermost in his
mind.

But before he was halfway across
the old weed-grown cemetery, Senor
Red Mask remembered a very im-
Portar]t duty which he had to per-
orm in Los Gatos—one that was
second only to bringing the mur-
derer of Jim Trent to justice.
~“The gold!"” Senor Red Mask
ejaculated. “Thet message | got
said it was cached in the last tomb
in the graveyard of Los Gatos.”

Now that he was in the Mexican
burying ground, the caballero
uickly decided to go after the gold.
IT he could secure it, he would place
it in care of the faithful and trust-
worthy Indian, Gray Eagle. Then
he would be free to follow the jus-
tice trail after EI Hiena.

_With this added objective to take
his time, Senor Red Mask had need
to hurry if he was to elude his
enemies. He broke into a run,
dodging clumps of cactus and
chaparral that had been allowed to
grow in the neglected graveyard.
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Upon reaching the farther side of
the inclosure, he halted to survey the
tombs around him. They were in
fairly even rows, each row ending
on aline with the others. How was
he to tell which was the last tomb?

Red Mask hastened along the
foot of the adobe boundary wall,
watching keenly for any tomb that
might extend beyond the line. In
a far corner of ‘the cemetery, his
search was rewarded.

He S|ghted an age-decayed vault
that ha ewdentlF been built with
little regard for alignment.

“This must be the one,” the cabal-
lero told himself as he got busy with
ahe rusty latch on the heavy iron

oor.

There was no lock to hinder him.
After a few minutes’ work, he had
the simple iron latch so it would
move. Then he swung the door
open and peered inside. _

The tomb was large. Its ruined
ornaments had once been handsome
and costly. Doubtless, some rich
don of ancient days had built it to
hold his many kin. But it had evi-
dently been long unused. A musty,
decayed odor greeted the eaballero’s
nostrils as he stepped inside.

By the dim light of the moon
which filtered down through a small,
barred opening in the far end of the
tomb, the interior was seen to be
practically in ruins. Bats flitted
around the broken niches in the
walls which had once held human
bodies. _

Anxious to get his unpleasant task
over quickly, Senor Red Mask
moved about the gruesome place,
inspecting the crumbling niches.
Many of them contained dry bones.
In a’dim corner he found ‘a crude
coffin of masonry. Its top had
mostly crumbled away, exposing the
contents to view.

As the caballero bent over the
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open coffin, a dusty skull leered up
at him.  Gripping his nerves, he
leaned closer and saw that it rested
on some object that raised it several
inches off the bottom of the coffin.
Curious, Red Mask reached in and
moved the grinning skull.

And then he saw the thing he
sought— a well-filled buckskin poke.
He had found the gold of Los Gatos
— aportion of the treasure for which
the young waddy, Jim Trent, had
paid with his life.

As Senor Red Mask grasped the
gold bag, he heard a sound that
made his heart leap into his throat.
Whlrllng in_his tracks, he saw a
hairy, dwarfish figure, dressed in
wrinkled leather clothes, outlined in
the doorway. A great bull whip was
looped across its thick, muscle-
padded shoulders.

Then the door clanged shut, the
heavy iron latch slammed into place.
A hideous cry, like the laugh of a
carrion-eating hyena, rang through
the old graveyard. _

The caballero leaned against the
crumbled coffin. A half-stifled
Proan of despair passed his clenched
Ips. He was in the power of his
fiendish enemy, El Hiena.

CHAPTER VIII,

WITH HOT LEAD AND STEEL.

CCREECHING with evil glee, e

Hiena scurried away through the
dry weeds and cactus to gather his
band of cutthroats. Afraid to tackle
Senor Red Mask single-handed, he
meant to take no chances on the

escape of his hated enemy. _
“Hey, amigos! =~ Come _quick!
Senor ‘Red Mask is caught!” the

Hyena cried at the top of his shrill
voice. _
They came running from ever
uarter of the old ce_meteré whic
they had been searching. Gringos,
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Mexicans, and half-breeds, their ex-
ultant whoops mingled as they
rushed up to join their boss. Venge-
ance and gold— they would have
their fill of both when they got their
hands on the red-masked caballero.

“He is locked in a tomb,” shouted
El Hiena. “Mebbe the gofd is there,
too, quien sabe? Let us grab heem,
pronto, hombres!” _

Cracking his long-lashed Whlﬁ,
the outlaw leader guided his hench-
men back to the old tomb where
he had left his captive. With
cocked guns in hand, they crouched
in the weeds while the gringo out-
law, Mug Haley, Sllpﬁe l(ij threw
back the heavy latch and opened
wide the vault door. _

In breathless silence they waited,
eyes fixed on the yawning entrance
to the tomb. _

“Come out, you skulking coyote!
Come with your hands high!” an-
grily commanded EI Hiena, after an
Impatient moment of waiting.

ut there was no movement, no
sound from within the tomb. A bat
skittered through the dark door-
way.

‘YRush him, hombres!” EI Hiena
shouted. “Fill him with hot lead!”

The crooks had no liking for such
an attack, however. They had al-
ready seen some examples of Senor
Red "Mask'’s fighting ability. Only
too well, they realized what the des-
perate, sure-shooting caballero could
do to them as they entered that door

in single file. _

It was Gila, the half-breed killer,
who solved the problem. A few
whiffs of marihuana, the poisonous
weed that drives its smokers to
deeds of deviltry, had given him
false courage. Setting fire to a dry
yucca, Gila darted up to the door-
ng and flung the blazing torch in-
side.

For a few moments the interior
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of the old tomb was brightly lighted.
Peering outlaw eyes saw nothing in-
side but crumbling coffins.

Suspicious, the crooks rushed the
door. Part of their fear was allayed,
now that they could see where they
were going. _

Crowding into the tomb with
drawn guns, they hastily glanced
into every nook and cranny where
a man could possibly hide.

“Hey— hey-y-y! He’s not here!”
screamed E| Hiena. “Again he has

us!”

“How is it possible?” asked the
excited Gila, “The door was latched
on the outside.”

Mug Haley sneered an oath. “He
had help, o’ course, yuh danged
fool!” he growled. “He’s got an
amigo thet slipped uR hyar an’ let
him out soon as the chief’s back was
turned. An’ theK_Ilker_ got the gold
we're after, an’ high-tailed------’

Mug Haley stopped like he had
been shot. He had suddenly caught
the sound of a mocking voice, float-
ing in from the desolate, shadowy
graveyard. _

“Come out, you skulking coyote!
Come with your hands high!” called
the voice, répeating the exact words
that El Hiena had used but a few
moments before.

“It’s thet danged Red Mask!”
bawled Mug Haley. *“He’s turned
the tables on us.” _

“Vamose! Get out quick before
he closes the door!” El Hiena
screeched in a panic. _

_Realizing their dangerous posi-
tion, the crooks bounded for the
door. Jostling and swearing at each
other, they jammed the narrow exit.
Better to ‘risk bullets outside, than
to endure the dread terrors of the
dark tomb, perhaps die a horrible
death by starvation and thirst.

But Senor Red Mask had no idea
of locking his enemies in the tomb.
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He actually wanted them to come
out, particularly EI Hiena. Now
that the gold was safe in the hands
of Gray Eagle, who had followed the
outlaw gang to the graveyard and
released Senor Red Mask, a few
minutes before, the caballero was
anxious to come to grips with the
fiend he had sworn to kill.

~ Snarling and crowding, the pan-
icky ruffians rushed into the open.

Brang! Bang! _Six-guns roared
their death song. Flashes of orange
fire gashed the pale moonlight.

Senor Red Mask stood in the
shadow of a low-walled tomb, the
Ion% Colts in his steadh_ hands
rocketing flame and lead. His keen
dark eyes gleamed through the slits
in his scarlet silk mask as he
searched for the ugly figure of El
Hiena. o
“The dirty coward alius hides be-
hind his men when trouble comes,”
snapped Red Mask. “I got ter fight
m)t/ \r/]v_ay through the whole gang ter
et him.”

’ Bewildered by the deadly hail of
lead that met them as they emerged
from the tomb, the surprised cut-
throats milled uncertainly for a mo-
ment. Two of their number erPped
in their tracks at the first fusillade
from Senor Red Mask’s deadly ,45s.
A badly wounded hombre staggered
off through a weed-choked lane be-
tween two rows of ghostly gray
tombs. _

“Thet’s cuttin’ down the odds,”
rimly muttered the fighting cabal-
ero.  “If | kin keep this up till
Gray Eagile gets back ter the wall
with the , 1t'll be mighty near
a clean-up.

From the shelter of the open tomb
to which he had scurried, EI Hiena
shrieked orders to his gang.

“He -hey-K/l-y! Rush him, hom-
bres! You, Mug an’ Gila, give him
the bullets!”
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Crash! Brang! Senor Red Mask’s
flaming six-guns took their deadly
toll of another crook.

At least two or three others be-
came so panic-stricken at the sud-
den storm of destruction that
smashed their ranks that they
turned tail and fled like frightened
rabbits.

But the marihuana-crazed Gila
and his gringo pard, Mug Haley,
lunged toward the dim figure of
Senor Red Mask. Murder was their
trade, and their evil reputations as
gunmen were at stake.

Snarling like unleashed beasts, the
crouching outlaws kept to the scant
cover of weeds and brush as they
ran forward.

“Spread out, Gila!” growled Mug.
“Yuh take him from the left side,
an’ I'll cut in on the right. Give
him both guns an’ don’t stop till
they're empty.”

The half-breed Gila snarled as-
sent. His glittering black eyes were
fixed on his prey as he slithered in a
half circle to the left.

This dangerous movement of his
enemies did not escape the watchful
eyes of Senor Red Mask. Far from
feeling fear of the show-down which
was swiftly coming on, he was
elated. His plan of battle was work-
ing out with even greater success
than he had dared to hope for.

While he waited for the evil pair
of killers that were stalking him to
come in close range, the fighting
chorus of “The Death Trail” came
to his mind.

“With hot lead and steel 1 burn my brand
On outlaw mavericks of the Rio Grande.”

Senor Red Mask’s clear tenor
voice rang through the desolate,
gray-tombed city of the dead. And
as he finished the last word, his twin
six-guns roared a blast that brought
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sudden yells of rage and pain from
his skulking attackers.

“Thet stirred 'em up,” the Cabal-
lero muttered to himself.

Mug and Gila were only scratched,
however. Mouthing evil oaths,
they plunged forward. Their own
six-guns began to blaze.

“QOuch!” gritted Red Mask, flinch-
ing from a hot slug that burned a
welt across his left arm.

Bang-bang! Outlaw guns roared
as Gila and Mug closed in on each
side of the caballero.

“We got him!” bellowed Mug
Haley, dropping an empty gun and
firing with the other as fast as he
could pull trigger.

Those were the gringo gunman’s
last words. His narrow-lidded, pale
eyes suddenly opened wide. A look
of pained surprise overspread his
flat, yellow-stubbled face. He stum-
bled, coughed, and pitched headlong
to the ground as a ripping slug from
Senor Red Mask’s .45 bored his evil
heart.

The caballero was down on one
knee. A bullet raking his temple
had dazed him for an instant. But
he shook his head clear.

“Come on, you skunk!” he rapped
at the half-breed Gila through a
cloud of acrid powder smoke.

Gila came on—till a bullet
smacked him between his glittering
black eyes, and he died with a Span-
ish oath on his writhing lips.

Senor Red Mask bounded to his
feet. The battle ground was clear.

“1 got ter find thet ornery Hyena
afore he makes his get-away,” he
muttered hurriedly.

El Hiena was not hard to find.
Before Red Mask had taken a dozen
strides he glimpsed a brutish, low-
bent figure scurrying away between
the silent tombs.

The caballero darted in pursuit.
He could have downed the fugitive
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bandit chief with a bullet in his
hunched back. But that was not
Senor Red Mask’s style of fighting.

Twisting and dodglng along the
weed-grown rows of tombs, EIl Hiena
kept his lead for a few moments.
But it was quickly apﬁarent that
Ire could never the younger,
faster-running caballero.

The chase came to an end even
sooner than Senor Red Mask ex-
pected. »

Panting and terrified, unable even
to vent his h¥enallke laugh, the
hard-pressed outlaw suddenly turned
at bay. The long lash of the bull
whip to which he still clung snapped
backward. His massive right arm
flexed for the forward jerk of the

WhEIP' _

ut Senor Red Mask did not
slacken his onward rush. With a
hurtling leap, he got inside the blind-
ing stroke of the bull whip. Refus-
Ing to use his fists on such a dwarf-
like creature, he grappled with his
_“Hey-hey-y-y!” El Hiena’s hor-
rid screech burst out as he caught
his_breath. o

This_was a game to his_ liking.
Senor Red Mask had played into his
hands. For few men were as power-
fully muscled in shoulders and arms
as the Hyena. _ _
_Grunting and heaving, staggering
like drunken men, the two combat-
ants struggled for the advantage.

El Hiena’s squat, powerful body

ot under the taller caballero,

threatening to topple the latter off
balance, His long arms had the grip
of a grizzly bear.

Senor Red Mask struggled des-
perately to keep his enemy’s clutch-
Ing flngﬁrs from closing onhis wind-
pipe. He realized too late that his
willingness to give his foe more than
an even break had got him into
deadly danger.
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“Gosh, | got ter do somethin
quick, or 1’'m a goner,” Senor Re
Mask told himself in a sweat of
worry.

But what was there to do? Gray
Eagle had gone to the other side of
the little Mexican village. It would
be several minutes, at least, before
he could be expected to return with
the horses. )

El Hiena snarled like a mad wolf
as he drew on every atom of
strength in his great arms to crush
his prey. He Sensed that victory
was near. He would yet have the
vengeance and the dgod for which
he had schemed and fought.

“Hah! The great Senor Red
Mask will soon very dead,” he

Jeered, as his thick, stubby fingers

Inched closer and closer to Red
Mask’s bare throat.

And struggle as he would, the
caballero could not shake off that
deadly grip. His breath was coming
in short gasps.  Strength was flowing
out of his tortured body. He was
aware of nothing, save the terrible
battle for life which he was waging,
and Iosm(rt].

Then, like a thunderbolt out of a
clear sky, an idea flashed into Red
Mask’s mind. An idea born of his
desperate peril that offered a slim,
fighting chance for life. He had
been using a lot of precious strength
in keeping upon on his feet, at the
same time bearing the weight of his
cImPlng enemy. o

“I"Il 'go ter the ground with him
—1 can't be ank/) worse off,” he
gasped under his breath.

In a sudden surprise move, Senor
Red Mask bent his knees and
sagged forward. Where he had been
ho?glng up his opponent, the tables
were now turned.

And just as the caballero had ex-
Pected, El Hiena wasn't equal to the
ask of supporting him. 'The out-
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law’s short, s mdlmq Iegts) buckled
under him.  He toppled backward,
crashing to the hard ground under
the weight of Sefior Red Mask’s re-
laxed body.

That jar_rin]g fall loosened the
Hyena’s grip for a moment. And
Red Mask was alert to grab the
chance he was afforded. ~With a
sucking intake of breath that filled
his aching lungs, he threw all his
strength Into a wrenching sidewise
jerk of his muscular body.

Too late, the outwitted Hyena
tried to regﬁun his throttllnF rip.
Red Mask had broken partly free.
He was jabbing short-arm blows m
the outlaw’s hairy face, blows that
stung and cut.

Howling like a fiend, El Hiena
flung himself at his batt’ll_ng enemy.
He managed to get a grip on Red
Mask’s left arm.” He tried to get
close enough to set his yellowish
fangs in the Caballero’s shoulder.

But Sefior Red Mask pounded and
slammed with grim determination to
overcome his opponent.  Rollin
over and over on the weed-covered,
uneven gLroun_d, the two deadly foes
fought like wild cats.

Then Red Mask’s big chance
came—the chance he had been
fighting and hoping for. With a
m'élh(tjy heave, he rolled the thick-
bodied bandit chief over on his back.
Before the squwmln%_Hyena could
fight out from under him, the Cabal-
lero clamped his knees on the out-
law’s body.

Busting bronchos from early boy-
hood had developed in Sefior Red
Mask’s legs a grip like an iron vise.
He exerted those powerful muscles
to their limit, now. And was
quickly rewarded by hearing grunts
and groans of distress from his strug-
glln? enemy.

"T got yuh—yuh can't break a
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brone-twister hold!” panted the vic-
torious caballero.

Nor could the outlaw break free.
In avery few minutes, he was com-
pletely subdued.

When his beaten enemy finally re-
laxed and lay gasping weakly on the

round, Sefior Red Mask ~hastily
ound his wrists with the bandit
leader’s own belt.

“You will kill me, si> El Hiena
whined fearfully as he was jerked
to his unsteady feet.

_ Sefior Red Mask %?mly started
in the direction of the graveyard
gate with his helpless" captive.
Since you cannot fight, 1 cannot
kill you,” he growled.  “But | will
take you to the rurales, and they
will Shoot you for the cowardly
skunk that you are.”

But it was not the rurales at
whose hands EI Hiena was doomed
to meet his fate. Before the outlaw
and his captor reached the gate, a
howling mob bore down on them.

Sefior Red Mask halted in con-
sternation. What did that crowd
want? Was it a rescue party?

Sensing that he could not battle
successfully against such odds, the
caballero tried to drag his captive
over to a tomb, where he could get
cover for the fight he determined to

ut up, _

P But? there was not time enough
for this maneuver. A human tor-
nado seemed to break over Sefior
Red Mask and the frantically strug-
ﬂllng Hyena, before they had taken
alf a dozen steps.

Rough hands seized the caballero.
He was buffeted and jostled by a
raging mob of wild-eyed Mexicans.
HiS prisoner was torn_ from his
ﬁqasp. And to his surprise, he saw

at El Hiena was gettlng[ plenty of
the same rough treatment.

“Grave robbers!”
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“Kill them—hang the accursed
thieves of the dead!”

Angry threats and oaths filled the
air. Half-clad hombres who had
evidently just been aroused from
their beds milled around the cap-
tives. Fists were shaken in their
faces, clubs and knives were bran-
dished threateningly.

“Gosh, these hombres are the
honest village people, an’ they think
El Hiena an’ me was robbin’ the
graves of their dead,” Senor Red
Mask told himself with a sudden
surge of fear.

It was very soon apparent that
the villagers meant to deal out what
they considered well-deserved pun-
ishment to the offenders.

A long rawhide reata was pro-
duced. Husky peons dragged the
victims of their wrath toward the
graveyard gate. There was no
doubt about it. A necktie party
was about to be held by the enraged
natives of Los Gatos.

“Reckon there ain't much use
tryin’ ter explain matters to these
rampagin’ hombres,” Senor Red
Mask muttered with a sinking heart.

El Hiena was not taking the af-
fair nearly as calmly as Senor Red
Mask was. Kicking and squealing
and howling oaths, the outlaw
fought his captors every foot of the
way toward the gallows tree for
which they were evidently headed.

“Vamose, amigos!” shouted a fat,
long-mustached hombre who seemed
to be the leader of the mob. “We
will stretch the necks of these
miserable thieves on the big mes-
quite which grows in front of my
store.”

Senor Red Mask shuddered as he
remembered seeing that gnarled,
heavy-limbed old tree that shaded
a small store at the end of Los
Gatos’s main street. Already, the

noisy mob was crowding through _
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the big iron-grilled gate of the ceme-
tery. In a few minutes two Kkicking
figures were due to dangle from a
limb of that mesquite.

The despairing caballero walked
quietly in the midst of a swarm of
his captors. No less than four stout
peons clung to his arms. There
seemed to be no chance of escape
from this death march that was to
end at the gallows.

Into the main street they swung.
The caballero could make out the
dark, leafy bulk of the big mesquite.
It sent a chill through his veins.

Then he heard the sudden clatter
of steel-shod hoofs on cobblestones.
He half turned his head, in spite of
the restraining hands of his guards.
He caught a glimpse of two running
horses bearing down on the mob in
the middle of the narrow street.

Startled shouts went up from the
mob of villagers. Before they could
scramble out of the way, a great
black horse, sided by a smaller buck-
skin pony that bore a dark-skinned
rider, was rearing in their midst.
Frightened hombres were knocked
right and left.

Two of the hombres who had been
holding to Red Mask’'s arms and
clothes released him and joined the
panic-stricken mob that was strug-
gling to get out of the street. But
the other pair yanked the caballero
with them as they made for the
safety of a near-by shack.

“Here’s where | balk,” snapped
Senor Red Mask, throwing himself
backward and digging in his high
heels.

This unexpected move was so dis-
concerting to his guards that one of
them let go the Caballero’s arm and
swung at him with a horny fist.

Smack! Red Mask’s jarring right
hand landed first, and it knocked
the panicky guard sprawling in the
street.
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The other hombre still clung like
a leech, shouting all the while for
help. His cries were answered by
several of the nearest villagers, who
rushed to his aid. _

Desperate, as he saw his last
chance for freedom about to be
snatched away, Senor Red Mask
jerked one of his long Colts from
Its holster. He crashed its heav
barrel across his clinging captor’s
temple. The hombre dropped in his
tracks. _ _
~ Swinging the big .45 in a sweep-
ing arc, the caballero cleared a path
through the hombres that stood in
his way. Suddenly he was alone on
the edge of the mlllln?(_ mob. He
saw the black horse, kicking and
squealing as it fou%bt the crowd
back with teeth and hoofs.

“Thunder!” shouted Red Mask.

The raging black heard its mas-
ter’s voice, plunged toward him.

Grabbing at the silver-mounted
saddle horn, the caballero swung u
on the back of his_splendid mount.
~ “Let’s go, old-timer,” he called
into Thunder’s laid-back ears.
“We've done had enough of Los
Gatos ter last us a lifetime.”
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On the crest of a moonlit ridge
overlooking the little town of Los
Gatos, two riders reined their
mounts to a halt. For a long mo-
ment they sat silently looking down
upon the now peaceful village.

Then Senor Red Mask leaned for-
ward in his saddle, his keen dark
eFes_gaz!ng intently through the
slits in his scarlet mask. He gave
a little start of surprise as he made
out a queer figure dangling from
the limb of a big mesquite in the
village street.

“I' reckon thet’s him,” the cabal-
lero muttered grimly. “Yeah, it
looks like El Hiena ‘got what was
cornin’ ter him at last.”

Gray Eagle nodded gravely.
“Mebbe so, quien sabe?” he grunted.
“That thief ees een a good place,
een Los Gatos. He has as many
lives as the cats.”

Waal, we shore hope thet thet's the
end o' the Hyena. But ontil we see thet
ornery skunk lyin’ stiff an’ cold, we won’'t
be shore he's done fer. Howsomever,
whether the Hyena is dead or not, there’ll
be another yarn about Senor Red Mask
in next week’s issue of Street & Smith’s
Wild West Weekly.



The

T Bar Boss

Gets Barbered

A “Shootin’ Fool” Story

By Houston Irvine

Author of “The Shootin’ Fool Plays A Hunch,” etc.

ITH his smooth, untanned

cheeks flushing excitedly,

Lucius Carey spurred his
sleepy brown horse toward the
T Bar corral.

“Ride ’im, cowboy!” ]

“Whoopee! Watch 'im sunfish!”

“Hold his head down!”

“Atta boy!”

The lusty Kells came from a half
dozen leather-lunged unchers,
?erched on the top rail of the fence.

hey were shouting encouragement

to a slapping, spurring rider, atop a
furiously pitchl}?lg buckskin inside
the corral. )

“Stick on him, cowboy!” Lucius
— sometimes called the ~“Shootin’
Fool Depuéy”—_ gave a cheer, too,
and stopped his cayuse, Molasses,
close by the gate of the pen.

The young lawman felt himself t0
be in luck to get in on a homemade
rodeo that way. He had just been
going to make a friendly, ‘unofficial
call at the T Bar Ranch. And he
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had arrived at the moment when
the crew was busy breaking bron-
chos, Although he did not pretend
to ride “bad uns” himself, he had
the natural interest of the West in
any contest between a man and a
horse. ]

Pushing an unruly lock of his long
yellow hair back underneath his bi
cream-colored sombrero, he watche
the rider in the corral with admiring,
popping blue eyes. His interest In
the broncho-buster did not prevent
his noticing the two other men in-
side the fence, however.

They were Alf Benson, the T Bar
owner, and a stocky, short-necked,
bearded hombre, whom the Shootin’
Fool did not know'. No doubt they
were acting as pick-up men for the

riders,

While the elderly rancher sat his
small gray horse St(_)lld|¥], watching
the pitching buckskin, the stranger
amused himself by spinning his
lariat, ﬁuttlng the forty-foot maguey
through such a series of twists and
loops as the young deputy had
never seen before.

“Why, that rannv and a rope are
pretty nearly a whole show in them-
selves,” Luclus grunted, stealing a
look away from the broncho-buster.

The latter was géettln the buck-
skin pretty well subdued. After all
of its other tricks had failed, the
horse made a final effort to scrape
off its rider against the fence.

“With a laugh, the cowboy drew
his leg out of his stirrup in time to
Prevent its being crushed. Then, by
he time the cayuse was a foot away
from the fence again, the puncher
was seated firmly in his saddle, rak-
ing the critter with his spurs and
fanning it with his hat.

After one more feeble jump, the
buckskin admitted defeat. = With
drooping head, and widespread legs
it halted. Crimson gashes showed
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on its shoulders and flanks. Bubbles
of white froth dripped from its heav-
ing nostrils.

ith agrin and an elaborate bow
to his friends on the fence, the rider
sprang to the ground and started re-
moving his saddle. With words of
praise Tor the cowboy, old Alf Ben-
son spurred forward to help. _

As soon as the broken buckskin
was again free of saddle and bridle,
the bearded hombre, swinging his
lariat like a whip, hazed it down to
the end of the corral, where several
other freshly ridden cayuses were
huddled together.

There was another little group of
unbroken bronchos at the other end
of the pen. Riding back that way,
the stranger singled out a mean-
looking bay and roped it around the
forelegs, with as neat a throw as the
IS_Pootln’ Fool had ever seen in his
ife.

In an instant, the horse was down,
thrown heavily on its side. The
other cayuses  scattered in terror.
Dragging his saddle with him, an-
other cowboy hopped off the fence
and strode across the corral to make
the next ride. In a few moments,
the bay broncho was “dressed.”
The puncher leaped into his stir-
wps.

“This ride is going to be good,”
declared Lucius Care%,_ easing his
tall, gangling form in his saddle, in
order to watch the thrilling proceed-
ings more comfortably. _

e saw almost norie of that ride,
however. He was so interested in
watching the first jumps of the bay
that he did not notice the bearded
stranger coil his rope and leave the
corral, even though the man halted
his black horse to open the gate a
few feet away. _

Evidently that was going to be
the last ride of the afternoon. Half
of the brassy sun already was hid-
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den below the_horizon of prickly
;:Fear and mesquite to the west of the

Bar clearing.

The first the young deputy knew
that any one was near him, the
stranger spurred his cayuse so close
beside Molasses that the Shootin’
Fool’s left leg received a powerful
squeeze. It felt as if his knee was
being pulled apart.
~ That almost could have happened
if he had not been wearing chaps of
heavy yellow cowhide. And if Mo-
lasses, “coming suddenI?/ out of a

e

dozhg[, had not jerked violently to the
right.
“Ouch!  Why don't you look

where you'’re going?” Lucius yelled,
as he swung around in his saddle.

“Move over an’ give a feller
room!” snarled the other man, his
snaggly yellow teeth gleaming
through the curly red hair of his
beard.

As there was plenty of room along
the corral fence, the hombre’s de-
mand was entirely uncalled for. And
the Shootin’ Fool was not the waddy
to take such an insult from any one.

“Move over yourselfl” he
snapped, reddening angrily. “And
hurry up about it!

The stranger’sinsolent brown eyes
swept the deputy from the peak of
his creamy sombrero to the toes of
his _silver-spurred cowhide boots.
Lucius was wearing a brlﬁht-r_ed
shirt, in gaudy contrast to the vio-
lently blue silk scarf knotted around
his long neck. _

Because of his yellow hair, smooth
complexion, and liking for plenty of
color in his garb, people often mis-
took the Shootin’ Fool for a green-
horn. Even his pearl-handled six-
guns, in tied-down holsters on his
Slender thighs, did not look so
deadly as the ordlnag A56.

“Yuh danged dude!”  The
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stranger sneered. “| said it was yore
move, an’------

His words suddenly broke off. As
if noticing it for the first time, his
brown eyes narrowed at the bright
star pinned to the pocket of the
deputy’s red shirt.

Lucius Carey read both hatred
and fear in that quick glance of the
red-bearded hombre. The deput?g’s
brain worked rapidly. If the
stran?er was afraid of the law that
the star represented, it must be be-
cause he was a criminal on the
dodge. .

Lucius tried swiftly to recall the
descriptions of “wanted” men that
he had read in the reward notices in
the sheriff's office at Cotulla. He
could not remember that any red-
bearded hombre had been sought re-
cently.

But the memory of one reward
notice flashed across his mind like a
picture:

WANTED!
$5,000 REWARD
WILL BE PAID FOR LESTER SIMS,
FORMER CHAMPIONSHIP ROPER,
NOW IDENTIFIED AS A STAGE-
COACH ROBBER AND MURDERER.

SIMS MAY BE RECOGNIZED BY A
Y-SHAPED SCAR ON HIS CHIN.

There had been more to the de-
scription, which the deputy could
not_remember, _

“The man must be a champion
roper, to spin a loop like he was do-
ing a few minutes ago,” thought Lu-
cius. “And he might have grown
the beard to hide a scar on his chin.
Still, 1 don't reckon Ive got any
right to arrest him without morée
evidence.” _

“What are yuh doin’ hyar?” the
hombre growléd, still staring at the
deputy’s a%ge. _

1’m tending to my own busi-
ness,” retorted the Shootin’ Fool.
“If you don't like it------"
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He would have said more. But
an oath from the other cut him off.
“I don’'t like yuh!” The man
“Git off the

Like a streak of lightning, his
hand jabbed for the worn handle of
his .45, holstered low on his right
thigh. But Lucius Carey was not
taken by surprise. _

A fraction of a second quicker, the
deputy’s fingers dosed about the
Fearl handles of his six-guns. They
tﬁ?r?eg out of his holsters like living
_ Algming quickly, his fingers were
ti%fsltenlng on the triggers of his
45. In an instant, his guns would
flame. His bullets would scream
through the hot Texas air. At such
close range, the bully would plunge
from his saddle, with his chest torn
to pieces.

Already seeing that he was beaten
on the draw, the stranger's brown
eyes bulged with terror.

“Hyah! What’s eatin’ on yuh
two?” A shrill, excited yell by ‘the
corral gate suddenly held Lucius
Carey’strigger fingers motionless.

A sneerln%llgh of relief flashed
into the red-bearded hombre’s eyes.
By the smallest fraction of a second,
he had been saved from death.

As he saw the other raise his
empty hands, the Shootin’ Fool let
his twin six-guns drop back into his
holsters. With his blue eyes bright,
and his_cheeks flaming, he turned
slightly in his saddle to see the cause
of the interruption. _ )

Alf Benson was letting himself
through the gate. A tall, grizzled
veteran of the prickly-pear country,
his face was leathery and seamed.
A thin white mustache drooped
over the corners of his thin, straight
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lips. Beneath the brim of his bat-
tered Stetson, his steel-gray eyes
gleamed questioningly. _

“Waal?” he growled, looking at
the redbeard.

“Aw!” The latter laughed harshly.
“This hyar kid an’ me was jist hav-
in’ a little argyment.” _ _

“Yeah? It come purty nigh bein’
a fatal argyment fer yuh, ' seen.”
The T Bar owner nodded gravely.
Then he turned to the deputy.
“Looshis Carey, | want to make yu
acquainted with Red Powell. He’s
bossin’ m¥ outfit now.”

“Your foreman, you mean?” The
Shootin’ Fool grinned, as he relaxed.

“Foreman is right, an’ the best
rope handler | ever sot eyes on,”
Benson replied proudly. “lI don’t
want yuh two waddies gunnin’ fer
each other again.”
_Lucius flared up at once. “Well,
if Mr. Powell doesn’'t want to get a
bullet in his craw, he’d better watch
his own step,” he snapped, with the
memory of the foreman’s bullying
attack still rankling in his mind.

With the old, strange light of fear
showing again in his eyes, “Red”
quickly bent closer to the deputy.
And his words came in a hoarse
whisper, which the owner of the
T Bar could not hear.

“Yuh don’t know me!”” he snarled.
“Yuh ain’t got nothin’ on me, yuh
danged dude lawman!” _

“I" wonder.” The Shootin’ Fool
bit his lip, thinking about the
Y-shaped scar that the reward no-
tice said the “wanted” Lester Sims
had on his chin. If only the deputy
could examine the foreman’s chin
beneath his beard, he imagined he
might prove that Powell and Sims
were the same hombre.

“What did yuh say?” Benson
asked

“ was just thinking,” Lucius an-
swered. ““l’d better be ridin’ for Co-
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tu”ﬁt If | expect to get there to-
night.
“Why dont yuh stop hyar till
mornin’? We've got lots 0’ room in
the bunk house, an’ our cook ain’t
bad,” the rancher said hospitably.

The  Shootin’ Fool  thought
swﬁt_#. He ought to go to town.
Sheriff Alcorn and Hank Rogers, the
older deputy, would be upset by his
absence.  But if there was a chance
of getting the deadwood on Red
Powell, he wanted to stay at the
T Bar Ranch.

A acc%)t your invitation,” he re-
plied to Benson, with a grin.

He wunsaddled Molasses and
turned the sleepy critter into the
corral with the regular ranch riding
stock. Then, after washing off some
of the trail dust at the horse trough,
he shoved his boots under the sup-

er table, with Benson and the cow-
0ys.

very one was hungry and ate
heartily. What talk there was natu-
rally concerned the broncho-busting
of the afternoon. Red said nothlng
all through the meal, but glowere
at Lucius from beneath scowling
brows. _ _

“I't sort of looks like he didn’t care
for me,” thought the deputy, as he
rolled into the bunk that was as-
signed to him. “I reckon 1’d better
ke%o my eyes open.”

elng a healtrg/, st_eadFy-nerved
young fellow, the Shootin’ Fool was
accustomed to droE_ into a sound
sleep the minute he hit the blankets.
And after having been in the saddle
all day, his bo_di/1 craved rest.

But that ngg t, he was strangely
restless. He fidgeted for an hour be-
fore he_drowsed into a light nap.
Ten minutes later, he awakened
with a start, dreaming that a man
with a red beard was holding the
muzzle of a .45 against his head,
about to squeeze the trigger.
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But when fully awake, he felt
nothing. He lay still, with his ears
straining for suspicious sounds.
There was no noise, except the snor-
ing of some cowboy in a distant
bunk. _

_“Dog-gone!” He turned over. in
his blankets. “l must be getting
nervous.”

But try as he would, he could not
even drop into a doze again. He
did not want to let himself get
s?ooked up. But his hunch was too
strong that something was about to
happen. -
_As alert as he had ever beenin his
life, he shpaed like a shadow out of
his bunk. “He rolled and wadded his
blankets into a form that somewhat
resembled a sleeping man. In the
faint moonlight filtering through the
bunk-house windows, any one would
have difficulty in telling the differ-
ence.

Next, the Shootin’ Fool crawled
beneath the bunk, pulling on his
clothes and strapping on his gun belt
and twin holsters as quietly as pos-
sible. He did not risk putting on
his boots, for fear of jingling his
spurs.

It seemed to the deputy that he
stretched on the hard board floor for
hours. He was beginning to think
perhaps his hunch had been a fool-
Ish one, after all.

Suddenly every sense became
alert. Every nervé grew taut.

Pad-pad! Lucius heard the un-
mistakable sounds of bare feet ap-
proaching along the floor. The
steps halted directly in front of the
bunk that the deputy was supposed
to be occupying. _

.Peeking cautiously out from his
hiding place, the Shaootin’ Fool could
see the shadowy bulk of the prowler
in the moonlight. But he could not
see the hombre’s features.  Still, he
felt pretty sure the man could be
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none other than Red Powell. The
deputy knew Alf Benson and the
T Bar punchers too well to suppose
that any of them might try to at-
tack him,

Lucius gripped his six-guns, then
let them go. He did not want to
shoot Red unless he knew that he
deserved it. If the prowler tried
anything, it would be better to cap-
ture him alive, there for all the
T Bar outfit to see, thought the
deputy.

_The prowler suddenly lunged vi-
ciously at the bunk. The Shootin’
Fool 'heard something strike the
roIIed-uP blankets. At the same in-
stant, the deputy dived at his
enemy’s ankles.

A smothered oath burst from the
throat of the prowler. He kicked
savagely. But Lucius hung on like
a terrier ahold of a rat.

“Give up?” he panted.

His answer was another oath. A
powerful kick hurled his body
against one of the legs of the bunk.
Ouch! That felt as if it might have
broken arib. _

The deputy did not stay quiet a
second, however. He knew that he
ought to rear up and topple his foe
over. Then, with both of them on

crasht The jarring impact of
something on his head interrupted
the Shootin’ Fool’s thoughts.

He felt the blow. ~ Then he
seemed to see a bright burst of stars.
Finally all went black, and he slept
deeply, if not comfortably.

When Lucius Carey recovered
consciousness, he blinked his blue
e¥es at the lamp in the hand of one
of the T Bar cowboxs. _

“What happened?” cried Alf Ben-
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son, hopping around in his shirt and
underwear, but no breeches.

“S-s-somebody knocked me out—
with a gun barrel, | guess,” groaned
the deputy.

“Thet’s funny.” The rancher
chewed the ends of his white mus-
tache. “I don't know7 anybody
¥vhg’d do thet to yuh on the

ar.”

“No?” Although his head felt
ready to split, the Shootin’ Fool
staggered to his feet, and pointed to
the bunk where he had been sup-
posed to sleep. o

_With its blade driven in to the
hilt, the knife of the outwitted mur-
derer thrust its handle above the
rolled blankets.

“l guess | can be thankful | only
got sugI ed,” observed the deputy.

“Waal, what do yuh know ‘bout
thet?” one of the cowboys drawled.
“We was woke up by some sort of a
fight a few minutes ago. But by the
time weé got out of our bunks an’
lit the lamp, whoever hit yuh was

one, an’ yuh was layin’ hyar dead
0 the world.” _

_“Have yuh any idea who tried to
kill yuh?"" asked ‘Benson.
~ “Where’s your foreman?” Look-
ing quickly ‘around at the ring of
waddies, Lucius saw that Red Pow-
ell was the only one missing.

“Why!” The T Bar owner looked
surpriséd, as if he had not noticed
the absence of the red-bearded hom-
bre before. “Yuh sliorely don't
think Red Powell would do a thing
like thet. He’s the best boss the
T Bar ever had. Nobody can beat
him with a rope.”

“I know that. That’s one reason
I’'m going after him.” Still reeling
a little, the Shootin’ Fool sat down
on the edge of the bunk and pulled
on_his boats. . _

Then, picking up his creamy som-
brero, he jerked it on at a jaunty
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angle over his left eye. Patting the
pearl handles of his holstered six-
guns, he strode toward the door.

“Hey!” Benson called abruptly.
“Yuh Dbetter lay quiet an5Snuss yore
head. If yuh think Red is quilty, |
an’ some 0’ my boys will ride out
an’ look fer him.” _

“Thanks.” Lucius grinned back
over his shoulder, though the effort
pained him. “But | generally tend
to my own coyotes— specially when
the hair needs trimmin’.” )

Lucius did not give anybody time
to ask him what he meant by that.
Racing to the corral, he cornered
Molasses and saddled quickly. Then
springing into his stirrups, he jabbed
his spurs into the animal’s flanks.

He did not want any of the T Bar
men to go with him.  He knew, from
experience, that a large body of men
was often more of a hindrance than
a help on atrail. He liked to work
alone, depending upon stealth and
clever headwork. _

The prickly pear and mesquite
%rew close around the T Bar Ranch

eadquarters. A tangled mass of
thorny growth, in places much
higher than the peak of the deputy’s
sombrero, it afforded an almost ideal
hiding plaee for criminals, as well as
for deadly rattlesnakes, lizards, and
horned toads. _ _

But the great pear thicket did not
worry the Shootin” Fool. He
thought that he knew it as well as
almost any other man. And trail-
ing was trailing in any sort of re-

ion.
. The moonlight was much brighter
outdoors than it had been in the
bunk house, and the deputy had no
dlfflcultzv in fmdmg the tracks of
Red Powell’s cayuSe, leading Into
the chaparral, straight north of the
T Bar corral. _ _

In the shadowy thicket itself, of
course, Lucius could not have fol-
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lowed the trail without a lantern.

But the fact that Red had headed

tnr?_rth told the Shootin’ Fool some-
ing.

“Uh-huh.” He raked Molasses
with his spurs. “He’s heading for
the Rio Frio. |'ve got to catch him
before he gets into those canyons up
there, or------" _ _

He stopped without letting him-
self consider the possibility of fail-
ure. Nevertheless, he drove Mo-
lasses as the sleepy horse had seldom
been driven beforé. And the animal
made good time— for it.

The “deputy did not try to follow
the tracks of the fugitive. In the
darkness, he simply tried to figure
which way he would go if he was in
Red’s place and went that way.

Sometimes great areas of prickly
pear blocked the way, and the
Shootin’ Fool had to circle them im-

atiently. Again and again, he was
orced to pick his way through
pitch-dark, narrow trails, where
thorns tore at his silk shirt and neck-
erchief, and threatened to rake off
his_hat.

Every nerve was taut. Every
sense was alert to the danger that
the man ahead might halt and trr
to ambush him. But Red Powell
apparently was thinking only about
putting as many miles between him-
self and the T Bar Ranch as pos-

sible.

Molasses was doing his best, but
that wasn't anything to brag about.
The deputy’s hopes sank when dawn
came, and he saw neither his enemy
nor any sign of a cayuse’s trail.

“Dog-gone! |'ve got to catch that
skunk and look at his chin,” he
groaned.

He remembered that there was a
Mexiean, named Esteban Gregorio,
living up in that part oTthe thicket.
Esteban’s place was about the only
chance for food and water up there.
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"If Red happened onto the cabin,
he'd probably stop for a few min-
utes, anyhow,” Lucius thought,
turning his horse toward the Mexi-
can’s,

In less than half an hour, he
reached the tiny adobe hut where
Esteban lived, with a few goats,
chickens, and pigs. At the deputy’s
approach, the short, dried-up-look-
ing little peon, with silver-streaked
hair and lively black eyes, jumped
up from a bench beside his door,
waving a greeting. He appeared to
own only two articles of clothing, a
dirty red shirt and torn, greasy
trousers. His feet were bare,

“Hello!” On account of his dis-
couragement, the Shootin’ Fool did
not try out his slight knowledge of
the Spanish language, “Have you
seen another man, an hombre with a
red beard, go by?”

“Si, senor.” The Mexican grinned
from ear to ear. “Thees hombre on
black caballo, he ees pass maybe one
hour ago.”

“An  hour ago!” the deputy
groaned anew. “I didn't think he
would have that much of a lead.
Much obliged, and so long!”

“Weel el senor have sometheeng
to eat?” inquired Esteban.

“No, | haven't got time to eat!”
Lucius spurred madly away.

Now, since it was daylight, he had
a clear trail to follow. But how was
he going to catch Red Powell with
the Rio Frio so near?

On account of his rage, the Shoot-
in” Fool rode for some distance
without thinking clearly. Then
suddenly he reined Molasses to a
stop and stared around him.

“Dog-gone!” he exclaimed. “I'd
clear forgotten that.”

The country above Esteban's
place was a giant triangle. Two

deep canyons, running down to the
Rio Frio, formed the upper sides.
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And the walls of the gorges were too
steep for any man to get up or down
them. Only at the point of the tri-
angle, where the canyons met, was
there a path downward.

Thus the region was a natural
trap. If Red Powell had known the
thicket thoroughly, he would have
dodged it.

Lucius wheeled Molasses around
on his back trail for a short dis-
tance. Then he guided the horse
through the chaparral to the right.
By making a long circle that way,
the deputy knew, he could avoid the
side canyons, approach the Rio Frio
by a different route, and perhaps cut
off the fugitive at his only path.

But Molasses had to be driven
every mile of the way. Every min-
ute might be the one that counted.

The Shootin’ Fool himself was
reeling when, with the noon sun
blazing down overhead, he stopped
his horse at the foot of a tall cliff.
He had reached the point of the
triangle.

At his back was the Rio Frio. To
the right angled one feeder canyon;
to the left, another. Just between
them, down the angle of the cliffs,
zigzagged the only path from above.

Pushing his yellow hair out of his
blue eyes, the deputy stared dizzily
up at the trail.

Was he too late? Had Red Pow-
ell already come down that way?
Or had the fugitive got wise to the
trap and dodged it entirely?

Those questions raced through his
mind. But he was not left long in
doubt.

“Haw-haw-haw!” A grim laugh
sounded behind him. “So yuh
thought yo'd trap me, did yuh, yuh
bright young depity? The only
trouble is, I got hyar first, an’ figured
out what yore plan might be.”

Lucius turned his head quickly to

the right and saw Red Powell, sit-
WW —SE



The T Bar Boss Gets Barbered

ting his horse less than ten yards
away. The T Bar boss had spurred
out from between two jagged boul-
ders, which the deputy had been too
tired to notice before.

Red’s snaggly teeth were bared
through his beard. His eyes were
ablaze with hatred and cruelty com-
bined. But the fear that he formerly
had shown was lacking. He thought
he had the best of the Shootin’ Fool
that time.

Once he had tried to shoot the
deputy. Again he had attempted
to stab him in his bunk. But now
his skilled hands whirled his lariat.

“Well?” Lucius tensed, about to
grab for his six-guns.

“Go ahead! Draw!” Red sneered.
“I'm goin’ ter give yuh a taste o’
what yuh lawmen give us crooks
when yuh catch us. I'm goin’ ter
kil yuh with a rope around yore
neek!”

“Tell me first’—the Shootin’ Fool
was stalling for time—“if you've got
a Y-shaped scar on your chin. If
you have------- "

“Haw-haw-haw!” The foreman’s
guffaw cut him off. “If I've got the
mark yo're so interested in, yoll
never know it. Yo're goin’ ter die
now, nice an’ slow, while I drag yuh
along at the end of my lass.”

Hiss! With a quick overhand
throw, the spinning loop sailed from
Red’s expert hand.

There was something almost like
a striking rattler about the rope as
it whirled through the air.

Lucius Carey might have reached
for his pearl-handled six-guns. But
he did not attempt to do so. With
his face suddenly pale and his blue
eyes narrowed, he sat as if he was
frozen in his saddle.

Whir-r-rt  The deadly loop sud-
denly settled down over his high-

peaked, creamy sombrero.
WW—9E
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Even while the rope had been
hissing through the air, Lucius Ca-
rey had planned how to turn the
tables on his enemy.

Before Red Powell could jerk the
widespread noose tight about his
neck, the young deputy grabbed the
rope. Pulling it downward, he
spread the loop over the pommel
and back of the cantie of his saddle.
The other end was tied fast to Red’s
saddle horn.

At the same instant, he spurred
Molasses. The cayuse jumped for-
ward. The lariat jerked tight. But
it was the Shootin’ Fool who caused
the tightening, not Red Powell.

“What the------- ” the latter gave a
startled yell when he found his own
rope getting out of his control that
way.

Lucius laughed. His thighs were
pinched a little by the loop. But
that was better than having his neck
stretched.

Molasses was pawing the earth
frantically, but making little head-
way in the pulling match against the
black cayuse. The deputy figured
his fight with the T Bar boss would
have to be settled by guns, after all.
He started to reach for his.

snap! The breaking of Red’s
saddle cinch sounded almost like a
rifle report.

Already old, and weakened by
many contests, the strap could not
stand the exceptional strain put
upon it.

With a startled yell, the T Bar
boss was jerked from the back of
the black horse. His saddle went
with him. As the tension on the
rope suddenly relaxed, Molasses
nearly pitched forward, too. And
the Shootin’ Fool felt as if he was
jarred clear to his boot soles.
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But he quickly jerked the brown
cayuse’s head up and dug his spurs
into its flanks. It set off at a gallop,
as much on account of its fear of the
things dragging along behind as for
any other reason.

Red had his left foot caught in a
stirrup and could not kick it loose.
So at every bounce the saddle made,
the T Bar foreman bounced, too.

“Stop! Yo're killin” me! Let me
loose!” His screams echoed against
the canyon walls.

“A little while ago, you were go-
ing to drag me to death, nice and
slow,” Lucius shouted over his
shoulder.

But he did not intend to kill Red
that way, although he found a grim
humor in the situation. For a quar-
ter of a mile, he dragged the loose
saddle and the whimpering man
over rocks and through cactus.
Then he drew Molasses to a halt.

The Shootin’ Fool's cheeks were
flushed, and his blue eyes bright, as
he threw the loop off his own saddle
and vaulted to the ground. The
length of the rope away, the T Bar
boss was staggering to his feet. He
felt for his .45, but his holster was
empty, the gun having been lost out
sometime during the dragging proc-
ess.

“1f yo'll give me a gun, I'll shoot
it out with yuh,” whined the man.
“Yuh ain’t got nothin’ on me.”

“1 haven’t?” Lucius Carey looked
at the hombre’s face and laughed.
“How about that Y-shaped scar on
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your chin, identifying you as Les
Sims, the former rope champion,
and now a murderer?”

“Huh?” The T Bar foreman’s
mouth popped open. He felt his
chin.

If he had not known he was deal-
ing with such a dangerous criminal,
the young deputy would have
laughed. For Red Powell, or Les
Sims, was a comical if somewhat
gruesome sight.

During his long drag at the end
of the rope, practically every hair as
well as much of his skin had been
scraped off. His face was swollen
and bruised. And crimson dripped
from almost every pore. But there
was still enough skin on his chin to
show the Y-shaped scar.

There could be no doubt that he
was the “wanted” hombre.

“Dog-gone!” The Shootin’ Fool
grinned, as he stepped forward to
snap the handcuffs about the prison-
er's wrists. “l never knew before
how much difference a shave could
make in a fellow. | guess when | get
too old for this deputy-sheriffin’
business, 1'll have to open me a bar-
ber college in Cotulla.”

Thar’'s more ways than one ter skin a
cat, an’ more ways than one ter ketch a
crook. In either line, Looshis Carey
seems ter have the knack o' deliverin’
the goods. With his six-guns blazin’ an’
their bullets landin’ plumb straight, he
ain't a gent thet bad hombres care ter
git too chummy with. Watch fer him ter
be back afore long in another thrillin’
story in Street & Smith's Wild West
Weekly.

PUP



Fiddlin’J oe’sSong Corral

This department is offered in order to preserve the old cowboy songs
and frontier ballads that have come down to us by word of mouth from our

grandfathers.
Western songs.

It is also intended to help you folks who enjoy collecting

If you want to find the words to some cowboy song, write and tell_ us

about it.

W e’'ll do our best to find it for you and publish it in the magazine.

If you know any of the old songs, send them to us for publication, giving as

much of their history as you can.

We do not send out copies of songs to individual readers.
in what issue of Wild West Weekly you will find the one

do is tell you
you want.

All we can

Send all communications, with your name and address printed clearly,
to Fiddlin’ Joe, care of Street & Smith's Wild West Weekly, 79 Seventh

Avenue, New York, N. Y.

YAR we are, well along in the

New Year, an’ | still ain’t got

used tuh writin’ 1935, instead

0’ '34. Every year, | go through the

same performance, but | reckon |
ain’'t the only one. How about it?

I'm hopin’ thet yuh folks who fol-

low the Song Corral will keep in

mind our campaign fer findin’' real

old-time songs. There still are lots

of 'em thet ain’t never been printed.
But if all of us will keep our eyes an’
ears open, thet state of affairs shore
won't last long.

I got a couple o’ plumb interestin’
songs fer yuh, this week The first
one is about an outlaw who used tuh

ride the owl-hoot trail with Jesse
James. He-—-- But | reckon the
song kin speak fer itself. Here it is:
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JACK MIDDLETON*

My name it is Jack Middleton,
From Arkansas | came.

am a highway ruffian;

Stage robbery is my game!

went out into Texas

Some gamblers there to seg;

I tell you, wild and reckless boys,
| got on a Western spree.

I wore a pair of six-shooters
Which made me feel quite grand,
| found myself in camp one day
With Jesse James's band.

.You know it put sad feelin’s o’er me
To think of days of yore.

And it's I'll be a good boy
And do so no more.

Jesse passed the bottle around;
We all took a dram,

Liguor put the devil in me
And | didn't give a dam.

There was Dick Little, Joe Collins, myself,
And Frank, and the other three,

A squad containing seven men,
And a merry bunch was we.

| took the train for St. Joe

And shipped the other three------
That left a squad containing

Joe Collins, Frank and me.

Our plan was to cross the Rio Grande
And enter the Western plains,

To intercept the U. P.
And rob the West-bound train.

O’Bannan’s Rangers followed us,
One cold and stormy night.

At last, we saw our only revenge
Was to give the boys a fight,

They whistled bullets all around our ears,
Although they passed us by,

But every time our rifles cracked,
A Ranger had to die.

I then pulled for old Arkansas,
I thought it was the best

To put up at my girl’s house,
And take a little rest.

¢ Printed by kind permission of “The Journal
of American Folklore,” from the article “Songg
and Rhymes of the South,” by E. Perrow,
of Kentucky, in Volume 25 of the Journal.
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There the sheriff tackled me,
He thought he was the boss,

But | drew old Betsy from my side,
And nailed him to the cross.

Looks like Jack was a mighty
tough old outlaw! I reckon he went
the way of the rest of 'em, too.

Now hyars an’ ol’-timer—written
'way back in the 1860's. Like “Jack
Middleton,” | reckon it tells it's own
story. It may be familiar tuh some
of yuh, fer | printed it in the Corral
'bout two years ago. But it's worth
usin’ ag'in, I figure. So here’s

THE BLIZZARD
By Eugene Ware

The fiddler was improvising; at times he
would cease to play,

Then shutting his eyes, he sang and sang,
in a wild ecstatic way;

Then ceasing his song, he whipped and
whipped the strings, with his frantic bow,

Releasing impatient music, alternately loud
and low;

Then wilting and reeling, he sang as if he
were dreaming aloud,

And wrapping the frenzied music around
him like a shroud;

And this is the strange refrain, which he
sang in a minor key:

“No matter how long the river, the river
will reach the sea!”

It was midnight at the Cimarron, not many
a year ago;

The blizzard was whirling pebbles and
sand, and billows of frozen snow:

He sat on a bale of harness, in a dugout
roofed with clay;

The wolves overhead bewailed, in a dismal

protracted way;

They peeped down the dobe chimney, and
quarreled and sniffed and clawed,;

But the fiddler kept on with Ids music, as
the blizzard stalked abroad;

And time and again, that strange refrain
came forth in a minor key:

“No matter how long the river, the river
will reach the sea!”

Around him on boxes and barrels, un-
charmed by the fiddler's tune.

The herders were drinking and betting their
cartridges on vantoon,
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And once in a while, a player, in a spirit of
reckless fun,

Would join in the fiddler's music, and fire
off the fiddler's gun.

An old man sat on a sack of corn and stared
with a vacant gaze;

He had lost his hopes in the Gypsum Hills,
and he thought of the olden days.

The tears fell fast when the strange refrain
came forth in a minor key:

"“No matter how long the river, the river
will reach the sea!”

At morning the tempest ended, and the
sun came back once more;

The old, old man of the Gypsum Hills had
gone to the smoky shore.

They chopped him a grave in the frozen
ground where the morning sunlight fell;

With a restful look he held in his hand an
invisible asphodel;

They filled up the grave, and each herder
said good-by, till the Judgment Day.

But the fiddler stayed, and he sang and
played, as the herders walked away—

A requiem in a lonesome land, in a mourn-
ful minor key;

“No matter how long the river, the river
will reach the sea!”

An’ now, folks, I got a plumb
special treat fer yuh. 1 don’t reckon
none o’ yuh need tuh be told who
S. Omar Barker is. We've sung lots
of his songs, here in the Corral.

Tuh-night, we got another one,
an’ Mr. Barker has written it spe-
cially fer us. It ain't never been
printed nowhere, before. So lets git
goin’ at it! Here's

THE MURDER BRAND
By S. Omar Barker

They branded the steer, and they cut him
free
To ramble the Texas range,
And the brand he bore for the world to see
Was big and grim and strange.

"Twas “MURDER” they'd burned on his
roan-white hide,
And the Trail Kid's face was gray,
For never again would his, old dad ride—
Dead in the dust he lay.
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For a yearling steer, two lawless men
Had drawn and fired and fled.

The herd moved slowly on again,
But the Kid stood by his dead.

Wild coyotes howled to the far North Star,
And blood-red rose the dawn—

Two Kkillers galloped fast and far,
As the Trail Kid followed on.

Like a wolf, he scouted the prairie trails,
Through hunger and heat and cold,
But the weeks crept by, and the trackless
swales
Told him the trail was old.

The slow months grew into a year
As the Trail Kid combed the land,

And ever and oft he spied the steer
With MURDER for its brand.

Up the dusty trail the herds strung by.
Men urged the Kid to quit.

But never the grimness left his eye:
“Them two I'm bound to git!”

Two years had passed when “Llano Frank”
Showed up with a north-bound herd.
The gun rose swift from the Kid's lean

flank—
Frank died with never a word.

Like a skulking skunk in a rim-rock draw
The Trail Kid found Frank's pal—

And a phantom rider the ranchers saw
Rope a steer one night near Jal.

The Trail Bud never they saw again,
Yet ever and oft men spied

A roan-white steer roam o’er the plain
With a strange brand on his side.

Through the MURDER brand ran a blood-

red bar,
And under it, boldly rayed,
A new brand gleamed like the Northern
Star—
The Trail Kid's debt was “PAID.”

There yuh are, pards! An’ if thet
ain't a humdinger of a Western song,
even if it is brand-new, | ain’t never
heerd one. Here’s hopin’ yuh all en-
joy it as much as | do.

Waal, now, let's see what we got
next:
Hyar’s a little song thet 1'd like
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tuh give yuh ag'’in, folks. Back in
1932, Florence Fritz, of Pennsyl-
vania, sent it in. She said it was
sung by the Pickard family. It has
the lilt of a play-party or dance
song. | wish, if any of yuh happen
tuh recognize it an’ have a more
complete version of it, yuh'd send
me a copy. Hyar goes:

BUFFALO GALS

Buffalo gals, would you come out to-night,
Come out to-night, come out to-night;
Buffalo gals, would you come out to-night,
And dance by the light of the moon?
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As | was a-walking down the street,
Down the street, down the street,
Pretty little girl 1 chanced to meet,
Under the silvery moon.

| asked this gal to be my wife,
To be my wife, to be my wife;
Then 1'd be happy all my life,
And skip to the lovely moon.

Buffalo gals, would you come out to-night,
Come out to-night, come out to-night,
Buffalo gals, would you come out to-night,
And dance by the light of the moon?

Reckon thet's all we got time fer,
tuh-night, pards. [I'll be sayin’ “So

[IE1]

long an’ good song-huntin’.

W

WHERE THE HUSKY IS KING

In the far Northland, during the
long winters, instead of being frozen
in and asleep, as some folks imagine,
men and dogs are on the job. The
Mounties are at their stations in iso-
lated outposts, ready for emergen-
cies; trappers in their lonesome
cabins, tucked in protecting sections
of the bush, are watching their trap
lines; sleds, harness and dog mocca-
sins have been carefully examined
and repaired; and above all, the
hardy huskies have been rounded up
after the summer’s idleness and rest,
and are now at their tasks again.
The driver has laid in his supplies
from the nearest trading post—a
trifling two hundred or more miles
away—and every one is glad to be
busy again.

The first visit to the trading post,
before the long hard winter sets in,
is cme bright big event for the
teamsters.

During their brief stay there, the
men of the North, grouped around
the stove, discuss dogs. That is the
one topic of conversation—the

merits of the different breeds, the
training and breaking, the faults and
virtues of various dogs, their per-
formances, their endurance, their
hauling abilities, their intelligence
and speed, and last but not least,
the superiority of each driver’'s team
over all others.

It is often during this first visit to
the trading post that the midwinter
races, which have become world-
famous, are decided upon.

Arguments are hot and furious, for
every driver is proud and jealous of
the standing of his own team, and
will contest the claims of others in
language that is plenty strong.

They will also tell the world that
man’s oldest form of transport in
the snowy wastes, the dog team, is
still the commonest and the best, in
spite of the inroads of airplanes and
other speedy machinery; that the
husky is still the King of the North,
and that nothing can approach him
for the conveyance of travelers
through ice and snow and blizzards
over mountains and frozen lakes.



Western Pen Pals
Conducted by SAM WILLS—Postmaster

Some day you're going out West yourself to the Western outdoors. It will
be a nice thing to have friends out West when that time conies—friends who'll
extend a hand o' welcome and put you onto things.

You can make these friends through this department of Wild West Weekly.
The idea is to exchange information about different parts of the West—about
ranches and camps, getting work, prospecting, and learning to rope and ride.

Letters are exchanged only between men and men, and between women and
women. Let's get together and make this department a real help to readers of
Wild West Weekly. 1I'll do my part by forwarding letters between parties
likely to be interested in writing to one another. You do yours by always
printing your whole name and address carefully on every letter you send to
this department; and by giving the name and State of the Pen Pal you choose,
as it appears in the magazine, as well as the date of the magazine in which
you find him or her.

Address your letters to Sam Wills, care of Street & Smith’'s Wild West
Weekly, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y.

OLKS, I'm plumb ashamed tuh ters, an’ | guess we better get right
F admit thet I've delayed all this down tuh cases. Hyar they are:
time in thankin’ the Pen Pals

who sent me Christmas and New PEN PALS WANTED FOR A

Year greetin’s. Waal, | reckon, it
isn't too late yet, an’ | shore do Song lovers aimin’ tuh increase
thank all o' yuh from the bottom o' thar collection, job hunters hopin’

my heart, But thar's plenty o' let- fer Pen Pals to help get located, gals

PURPOSE
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an’ boys writin* in with special re-
guests which shore are worth every-
body’s while tuh notice.

Dear Sam: | hope you will print this
letter, because it is the first time that I
have written to you. | am a girl, a senior
in high school where I am taking a com-
mercial course. | am fond of horseback
riding and baseball, but my favorite pas-
time is playing tbe guitar, especially as an
accompaniment to cowboy songs of which
I have a large number and am eager to
get more. | am hoping Westerners, espe-
cially cowgirls, will answer my plea. |
should be glad to have an opportunity to
exchange cowboy songs with any one who
writes. Golden Rod, of Nebraska.

Dear Sam: | am a boy of twenty, anx-
ious to get Pen Pals in Western States, al-
though 1 would welcome others as well, es-
pecially if they are willing to exchange cow-
boy songs. | have a collection of about
two thousand songs—all kinds. So there
should be a good chance for making trades.
Perhaps some Pen Pal has a guitar course
which he no longer needs. | should gladly
trade songs for it. Please let me know.

C. Wright, of Oklahoma,

Dear Sam Wills: May a girl of twenty-
five ask you to find some Pen Pals for her?
I should like to hear from girls all over
the world, but since 1 am collecting songs,
I hope that some will answer who are will-
ing to trade with ine. Will also exchange
snapshots and poetry. | am learning to
play the guitar and also the piano.

Bessie Murphy, of Virginia.

Dear Sam Wills: My pal and I are go-
ing West, to Arizona or New Mexico. We
are both hoping that some Pen Pals out
there will write to us about the chances for
securing work on a ranch, because that is
what we are looking for. We are seven-
teen and twenty years old, strong and
healthy and willing to work hard. Please
let us hear from you, Pen Pals.

Vincent and Clifford, of | ndiana.

Dear Sam: | would like to get work on
some Western ranch. 1 am a boy, seven-
teen years old, willing to work for clothes
and board until I am considered worth
some wages. | would certainly appreciate
it very much if some Pen Pals would help
me to get located. Stan J., of I1linois.
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Dear Sam: | am a woman of twenty-
nine, with a daughter of nine and a son
of seven. My husband deserted us and,
having lost all by fire, I am in need of a
change. So | am writing to you that you
may possibly place me and my children
on a Western ranch.

Betty V., op Pennsylvania.

Dfar Sam: | am a chap of twenty-
three, an invalid for the past several
months and, of course, lonesome and blue
in consequence. | wonder if you could not
help me to find some pleasant friends with
whom | could correspond regularly? 1 can
write interestingly of my experiences and
the adventures | went through until Lady
Hard Luck caught me.

Tommy J., of Pennsylvania.

Dear Sam Wills: | am a man, forty-
three years old, a linotype operator and
member of the Typographical Union. Hav-
ing lived for twenty-five years in New
Mexico, where | went through all the ac-
tual experiences of a cowboy, | can, of
course, give information on that subject
and am willing to do so in answer to any
deserving letter written to me.

B. R. U, of Oklahoma.

Dear Sam: | am a collector of postal
cards with views of cities and countries,
and | should like to find Pen Pals with a
similar hobby. If Pen Pals answer this
plea, 1 wish they would write postals.

Matthew Woods, Jr., of Missouri.

Dear Sam: | am a girl of thirteen, in-
terested in collecting photographs of movie
stars and also fond of reading and sports.
I should like to hear from girls anywhere
in the world and promise to answer every
letter 1 get promptly.

Leta L., of New York.

Dear Sam Wills: | am a girl, sixteen
years old, and | should like to find some
Pen Pals of around that age in the South,
especially in Virginia and the Carolinas.

Elaine M,, of Massachusetts.

Dear Sam: | am a girl of eighteen.
My principal interest concerns Western life
and for that reason | should like to get
Pen Pals in the West who will send me
pictures depicting the life of cowboys and
cowgirls on ranches. Will gladly exchange
snaps and answer all letters.

Frances Edwards, of North Carolina.
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Dear Sam: | have been a reader of
your magazine since my connection with
the Colonel W. F. Cody Buffalo Bill Show
when it toured England and the Continent.
Now | am one of the unfortunates—or |
should, perhaps, say “fortunates”—who are
on government relief. Here is what | came
to ask you: Will you try to find some
Pen Pals for my boy? He is now about
twelve years old and has been crippled
since he was three. We spent all we had
in an effort to cure him, and he is now
being taken care of, as far as surgical and
medical needs are concerned, by State
agencies. He has been operated on time
after time, and has recently been again in
a hospital to undergo a major operation.
Naturally, he has had little schooling, but
by getting him interested in stamps, relics,
books et cetera, he will educate himself to
a degree, until he is able to go to school
regularly, because he is exceptionally
clever. Kindly see what you can do for
him in the way of getting friendly Pen
Pals interested in him.

Henry Luck, of Kansas.

REQUESTS FROM OTHER
COUNTRIES

When these folks show such great
interest in the Pen Pal idea, | reckon
they ought tuh be rewarded, an’ |
hope it won't be long before each o’
these letters is answered.

Dear Sam: | am a lumberjack, nineteen
years old, and very lonely. Please get me
in touch with some Pen Pals, no'matter
in what part of the world they may live,
so that I can correspond regularly. | am
a great lover of songs and will gladly
trade with others likewise interested. Will
also exchange shaps.

Robert Boles, of New Brunswick.

Dear Sam: | am a boy, seventeen years
old, and | should like to have Pen Pals
in the Western part of the United States,
with whom | can exchange views and snaps
of cities and countries. | promise to an-
swer all letters.

James McCall, of lreland.

Dear Sam Wills: | am a lonely gun-
ner in the British army, at present, my
captain’s orderly. | am nineteen years old,
a great lover of Western poems and songs,
just itching to find some nice Pen Pals
through your department.

Gunner Shawcroft, of England.
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Dear Sam: | am a young fellow in
need of Pen Pals, especially Westerners,
because the West interests me more than
any other country. | would love to go
West sometime, but in the meantime, |
hope for letters with firsthand informa-
tion as a substitute.

e David Games, of England.

Dear Sam: Letters from my country
may not reach you so frequently, hence |
hope you will print this one in your cor-
ner. | am a young fellow of eighteen, a
lover of all things Western, and therefore
anxious to get some Pen Pals in the West.
My favorite sports are hunting with the
fox hounds and tennis. | also take part in
stage performances. Will gladly exchange
snaps and songs.

Jack Cleary, of lreland.

LONELY AN’ FRIENDLESS

Everybody needs a friend an’
none more than the lonesome folks.
Thet should be incentive enough for
the real kind o’ Pen Pals tuh write
promptly an’ send along a word o’
cheer.

Dear Sam: | am a very lonesome boy,
and | wish you could find some Pen Pals,
especially among country boys. | don't
care how old they may be.

Louis Moffet, of Ohio.

Dear Sam: | am a girl of twenty-four,
keeping house for my grandparents and very
lonesome at times. | ask you to try to
get some girls of my own age from Mary-
land, Oklahoma, Montana, and the South
to write to me.

Mary R., of Massachusetts.

Dear Sam: | am a lonely boy of
eleven, and | would like a few Pen Pals
in any of the Eastern States, because |
am well informed about the West. | will
exchange snaps and information.

Bobbie S., of Wyoming.

Dear Sam: | am a lonely girl of six-
teen, a city girl, with a great longing to
be out West which is the part of our coun-
try | love the most. Please, Western girls,
write and tell me about your way of living
so that | can learn more about it.

Anna Zsak. of Pennsylvania.
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Dear Sam: | am a young woman of
twenty-five, and | should like to hear from
Pten Pals, especially in Arizona and New
Mexieo. | am boarding out and get Very
lonely at times. So | desire correspondents,
and | promise to answer all letters, older
friends not excepted, since | lost my mother
about seven years ago.

M argaret H., of Missouri.

Dear Sam: | am a very lonely girl,
sixteen years old. | long for girls of from
sixteen to twenty-one years, especially
Westerners, to write to me and cheer me.
All letters will be answered promptly.

Elsie Phelps, of North Carolina.

Dear Sam: Please have some Pen Pals
write to me. | am a lonesome girl, nine-
teen years old, cooped up all by myself in
an apartment nearly all day long. | like
to hear about other places and countries,
and | hope many will answer my plea.
Will gladly exchange info and snaps.

J. Daniels, of California.

Dear Sam: | am a lonely country girl.
I should like very much to have some
Western Pen Pals, cowgirls especially. |
promise to answer all letters and will also
exchange snaps. Ann L., of New York.
Dear Sam: | am a very lonesome girl
of seventeen. My ambition is to go West
sometime, and | wish girls in Western
States would befriend me and possibly help
me get a job on a ranch. | love outdoor
work, and I know that | can do my share
of it, any time and anywhere.
Eunice McC., of Tennessee.

Dear Sam Wills: | am a lonely girl,
anxious to find some true-blue Pen Pals.
I am a junior in high school, seventeen
years old, a “petite” French girl. 1 should
like to correspond with girls from sixteen
to twenty-three years old, no matter where
they may live, and promise to answer all
letters as well as to exchange snapshots.

Lena Fontenat, of Louisiana.

Dear Sam: | am a lonely girl of fifteen.
I am fond of books, travel, and sports. |
should like some Pen Pals from foreign
countries, but if that is not possible, I
should be happy to hear from any Western
girts of my age. Toni M., of lllinois.

Dear Sam:
teen, living on a farm.

I am a lonely girl of nine-
I should like to get
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some Pen Pals from the West and will
gladly answer all letters and exchange
snaps. Thelma W., of Alabama.

Dear Sam: | am a man, twenty-three
years of age. | live on a ranch, fourteen
miles from town, and | get very lonesome.
I worked in a CCC camp for quite some
time and can tell of many interesting ex-
periences. Please get me some Pen Pals
from anywhere. Will exchange snaps.

Victor V., of North Dakota.

WESTERNERS WANTED

Come on, gals an’ boys, an’ satisfy
these hyar writers who look fer first-
hand info thet yuh ought tuh be
only too proud tuh hand out tuh
them.

Dear Sam: | am a boy of fourteen after
some Pen Pals in Western States who can
and will tell me about ranch life and cow-
boys. Pete Filinowich, of New Y ork.

Dear Sam: | should like to hear from
Pen Pals in the West and can promise to
answer promptly because | love to read
and write letters. | am a boy, thirteen
years old, fond of sports, especially hiking
and swimming.

Howard Pope, of Tennessee.

Dear Sam: | am a little boy of ten, but
| can read and write letters and would like
to hear from Western fellows who can tell
me about horses which interest me a lot.

Bill M., of New Jersey.

Dear Sam Wills: | would like very
much to correspond with some Pen Pals, no
matter how old. | prefer to hear from
cowgirls in the West, because having a
horse of my own, which | broke all by
myself, 1 feel that I have something in
common with them. | am a girl in my
teens. Ruby Smith, of California.

Dear Sam Wills: How about getting
me some Pen Pals from the Weston States?
I am a girt of sixteen and live in the
country, so anything that pertains to the
open spaces out West is of great interest
to me. HilgaHansen,

Dear Sam: This is a boy of fourteen
writing in order to learn more of the West
and cowboy life. | have read a lot in the
W. W. W., but it would be wonderful if
I could get some info direct from West-
erners. Eugene Glass, of Virginia.

of Wisconsin.
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Dear Sam Wills: | am a girl of
twelve. | like to read, draw, and write,
but I have no one to correspond with. |
should like to hear from girls in New
Mexico, Arizona, and Texas.

Dorothy Y., of lowa.

Dear Sam: | am looking for Pen Pals
from all over the world, but especially
Westerners. | am very fond of horseback
riding. Since | do not know much about
horses, 1 should like to get in touch with
boys of my age or older who can tell me
of their experiences with these pets. | am
a boy, nineteen years old.

Dave Chamberlain, of Oregon.

Dear Sam: | am greatly interested in
the West and for that reason should like
to secure some Pen Pals in any of the
Western States. 1 would like especially to
get some information about working con-
ditions there, because before long | hope
to be a Westerner myself. | am a boy,
and | have already had some experience in
farming and in riding Western colts.

Ray Petrie, of New York.

Dear Sam Wills: | wish | could get
some Pen Pals out West. | am a girl of
fourteen, interested in horseback riding, and
| feel that | can get a lot of needed in-
formation in corresponding with girls in
the West. Gem Claxton, of Missouri.

Dear Sam: | am writing to you in the
hope that you can get some Western Pen
Pals for me. 1 am a young girl of twenty,
but any one from eighteen years old up
is welcome as a correspondent. | am
somewhat tired of the East, and news of
the West would be indeed a relief to me.

Dee Benotti, of Massachusetts.

OTHER REQUESTS

Jest the ordinary kind thet it's
easy tuh find an answer tuh. Pen
Pals anywhere in the world is all
they're askin’ fer.
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Dear Sam: | am a boy of seventeen.

I should like to have Pen Pals all over

the United States or in any other part of

the world. Please round them up for me

and start them slinging ink in my direction.
Charles B., of North Carolina.

Dear Sam: Will you please get some
Pen Pals for me? | am not particular, and
girls from any part of the globe are wel-
come. | am sixteen years old.

Edna H,, of Nebraska.

Dear Sam: | am a boy of twelve, and
| should like to get Pen Pals, no matter
in what part of the world they may live.
I will answer all letters and exchange snaps.

Daniel B., of Wyoming.

Dear Sam: | am a girl of fifteen, look-
ing for Pen Pals from everywhere. My
pastime is reading and writing letters, and
| offer to give information on anything |
know about and promise to answer all let-
ters. Ilrene C,, of Arkansas.

Dear Sam: | am very anxious to get
some Pen Pals, and | don't care from
where letters come. | promise to answer
all letters. Ada C., of Arkansas.

Dear Sam Wills: | am a young fellow,
a six-footer of eighteen. | wish to become
acquainted with any one who aims for
true friendship, and 1 should be grateful to
boys of my age who answer this letter. |
have a car and have traveled a lot, so
there are many things to tell.

Don, of Vermont.

Dear Sam: | am just a little girl, ten
years old. But | should like to get Pen
Pals, anyhow, and hope that some one
will write to' me, no matter where they
may live. Louise J., of Arkansas.

Thar we are. Plenty o’ letters as
per usual, an’ it only needs fer yuh
to answer in order tuh obtain new
frien’'s. Good luck tuh all o’ yuh.
So long till next week.

FLYING V
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The Wranglers Corner

All letters intended for The Wranglers Corner should be addressed to
The Range Boss, Street & Smith's Wild West Weekly, 79 Seventh Avenue,
New York, N. Y.

HE Bar U twins an’ the
Shootin’ Fool is ehinnin’ away
at a great rate when we gets

ter the Corner fer this week's
meetin’. A couple o’ minutes later,
in comes Hungry an’ Rusty.
“Reckon we're 'bout all the hom-
bres thet's goin’ ter be here, ter-
night, gents,” we says. “So WE
might jest as well git started with
the business o’ the meetin’.”
“Where's  the bunch from
Circle J?” asks one o’ the twins.
“Oh,” we chuckles, “they’re per-
ambulatin’ round down in Arizona,
we reckon. Prob’ly Buck Foster has
got hisself inter some kind of a jack
pot thet takes all Billy, Joe, an’
Sing Lo has got ter git him out of.”
Rusty Bolivar snorts angrily.
“Thet fool Foster!” he growls.
“Why’'n blazes don’t the rest o’ them
Circle J waddies leave him in one

o’ his jack pots? They'd be danged
well rid of him, the ol’ pelican!”

“Aw, Rusty,” we says, “yuh
knows yuh’'d miss Buck Foster if
he never come ter the Corner no
more.”

“Shore,” drawls Hungry Hawkins.
“Jest think, pard, if Buck didn't
never show up, round here, nobody’d
ever give yuh no argument. Yuh'd
feel so danged peaceful, yuh'd be
nigh sociable— mebbe.”

Rusty glares at his lanky pard,
but don’t say nothin’. The rest of
the gang laughs—all but one o’ the
twins. An’ thet lets us know which
twin is which. Fer Jerry Carter
ain't never been known ter even
grin.

“There's a whale of a lot 0’ mail,
waitin’ here in the sack,” we says
then. “Let's git goin’ with it an’
see how many letters we kin read.”
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Thet idea pleases the gang. So
we opens the sack, dumps the let-
ters out on the table, an’ picks one
off the top o’ the pile. We hands it
ter one o’ the twins.

“Here yuh are, Jerry,” we says.
“Yuh start the readin’.”

An’ then we danged near falls offn
our chair. Fer the twin takes the
letter an’ grins at us. It ain’t Jerry,
after all. Some way, them two
pesky young varmints changed
places when we wa’'n’t lookin'— jest
ter fool us. Which same they done.

Dog-gone it!” we exclaims. “We
ought ter brand yuh two. Thet's
the only way we’ll ever be able ter
tell yuh apart.”

Tom grins wider'n ever,
starts readin’ this here letter:

then

Dear Range Boss: Just a few words to
let you know what | think of your maga-
zine, and the 3W boys. | have been read-
ing W. W. W. for about eight years, | be-
lieve, off and on, but have to think twice
before buying an issue without a Circle J
story. Circle J should be in every week
—and be the first story, too.

A new character showed up recently, who
sure is close to the top. He was Buckaroo

Jerome. He and his two pards are surely
amusing. Let's have more stories about
him.

The stories about Tex Carnochen, of Bit-
ter Creek, were pretty good. But there was
too much feud in them.

Don’'t dandify Billy West so much. And
quit making Buck Foster so dumb. He's
got sense. Six or seven years ago, he was
better. It looks like the writers are run-
ning out of ideas.

Bud Jones and the Whistlin’ Kid are still
good and have been, all the way through.
One or the other should be in every issue.

The gent who wrote in, a while ago, and
suggested that you have “two novelettes a
week,” maybe meant “two magazines a
week.” That wouldn't be so bad!

Lots of times, | have to buy a copy of
some other magazine because 1 finish
W. W. W. too soon. Or maybe | get sore
if that week’s issue has no Circle J story
in it

| agree with the reading hombres who
say that you should have a few girls in
your stories. But make them girls of the
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real Western type—good sports, not softies.
Let Ruth Dawe get into the action of the
Circle J stories.

Here's my idea of a swell issue: A Cir-
cle J novelette, first; then a short story of
Bud Jones; a Bar U twins story; a Sonny
Tabor novelette; a Whistlin’ Kid short; a
novelette about the Oklahoma Kid, and a
Hungry and Rusty story.

Well, Boss, I'm afraid this is already too
long to get printed in the Corner.

The Texas Kid.

St. Louis, Missouri.

“Waal,” we says, as Tom puts the
letter down, “thet mebbe was a little
long ter print in the Corner. But
it’'s sech a good one we’ll give him
a break, anyhow.”

We hands the next letter ter Jerry
Carter. He takes it, looks it over,
an’ begins:

Dear Range Boss: | thought | would
write and tell the waddies on the 3W
spread exactly what | think of them.

In the first place, the stories are too im-
possible. The words are too wvulgar for
children to read. The stories are homo-
geneous and get very mononotous.

(Jerry danged near choked on
thet “homogeneous” word.)

The heroes are all handsome and the
best six-gun shooters in the country. They
are just too good to be true. There is not
a hiatus in the bunch of them.

There is too much cold blood murder
and slaughter of humanity. | really think,
it is my duty to objurgate you on printing
such trash.

Many adventurous people can read your
magazine and believe the hideous provara-
cations you tell. Thus, they may be-
come criminals. | should think you would
be filled with ignominy if such a thing
would happen. It is likely it will.

Some of the characters are .extremely in-

judicious and indiscreet. For instance,
Buck Foster and Rusty Bolivar. They are
the easiest persons to infuriate. If they

were not detained by their extremely calm
pards, they would get their fool necks
broken.

All questions are inscrutable to them.
The calm and cool have a time and a half
instilling and inebriating it to their in-
ferior and infidel pards.
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I must close. Here is hoping you will
quit printing those vile and detestable
stories. | will probably buy a magazine if
you print different stories.

I also hope you will change your methods
and instead of writing obnoxious, puerile
dreams, write real Western stories.

I imagine this letter will go to the waste-
basket, instead of being read in the Corner.

With as much affection as | could pos-
sibly give any one like you, Lucy L. Y.

South Dakota.

The gang looks kind o’ breathless
when Jerry stops readin’—almost as
breathless as Jerry is. All them big,
jaw-breakin’ words plumb flabber-
gasts the cowboys.

We takes the letter from Jerry an’
looks it over. We decides ter print
it in the Corner, jest as it's written
—not even changin’ the spellin'—
an’ let the readin’ hombres see what
they kin make out of it.

Here's the next one, read by the
Shootin’ Fool:

Dear Range Boss: This is my second
letter to you. The first one was never
printed. | have been reading the 3W for
about a year and a half. It is the best
Western magazine | have ever read. It
can't be beat.

| read in a late issue of your magazine
a story called “Shoot-away Steve—Sher-
iff,” by Paul S. Powers. It certainly was
swell. Let's have more like it.

I have not read a story about Jim Hazel
or Johnny Forty-five for a long time. What
has become of them?

My favorite characters are Sonny Tabor,
Kid Wolf, Johnny Forty-five, the Okla-
homa Kid, Circle J, the Bar U twins,
Hungry and Rusty, Jimmy Quick, and the
Shootin’ Fool.

Yours truly,
Sam Lo Cascio.

Ensley, Alabama.

Hungry Hawkins gits the next:

Dear Range Boss: It makes me plumb
sick the way some of the hombres who
write in complain about the Circle J bein’
stale. 1, myself, think that the SW is not
complete without a Circle J story in it,
every now and then, and | think that a

143

large majority of the people who read this
magazine think the same thing.

Now | might as well tell you that I
would rather argue than eat. So if any
of you wish to contradict me—well, just
come ahead. 1'd like nothing better.

Now to get down to brass tacks: The
best waddies on the spread are Sonny Ta-
bor, Hungry and Rusty, Jimmy Quick, the
Whistlin’ Kid, and Johnny Forty-five. The
rest are hueno, but those are my favorites.

Well, | hope that the hombres who read
this letter will remember, and when they
write in don't mention Circle J's gettin’
stale. Because if they do, it will get me
riled up plenty, and you'll have an argu-
ment on.

Well amigos, 1 guess I'm about through
for this time, but I'm liable to write in
some more. So, adios.

Yours till Jimmy Quick gets wide awake,

Two-gun Scott.

Jonesboro, Arkansas.

“Waal,” we says, chucklin’, “no-
body kin complain any more about
Circle J not havin’ plenty o’ friends
among the readin’ hombres. The
saddle pards are shore pop’lar
gents.”

We gives the followin’ letter ter
Rusty Bolivar:

Dear Range Boss: This is my third
letter to the Corner. Neither of the others
got printed. Here's hoping this has better
luck.

I like all your hombres, especially the
Oklahoma Kid, Hungry and Rusty, the Cir-
cle J pards, and Johnny Forty-five. Also,
please let's see more stories about Buckaroo
Jerome.

Charles E. Barnes and Samuel H. Nickels
also write good stories.

I think Buck Foster is a pain in the
neck. The same goes for George Krumm.
Both of them are all mouth and not he-men.

Yours till you throw this letter in the
wastebasket, Cortez Melton.

Arcadia, Florida.

We reads the next two ourself—
figurin’ thet they’ll use up about all
the time we got left. Here's the
first one:

Dear Range Boss: I've been reading
your magazine steadily since October of

last year. Before that, 1 used to get an
issue now and then.
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I think the Oklahoma Kid is your best
character. After him come Sonny Tabor,
Kid Wolf, and the Bar U twins. The rest
are all good, except Lum Yates and Bud
Jones of Texas.

I've read all the arguments about ro-
mance and girls, in the Corner, and |
think there should be none of that sort of
thing in 3W. The series stories seem to
prove that having girls in the stories is of
no help.

Put in more combination stories like those
of Circle J and Sonny Tabor. For in-
stance, let Kid Wolf team up with the
Oklahoma Kid. That would be a real story.

Yours till the moths eat Buck Foster’s
mustache, Senor Maverick.

Mosinee, Wisconsin.

P. S. The best story | have ever read
in 3W was “The Return of the Wild
Deuce.”

An’ the last one:

Dear Range Boss: 1've read your
W. W. W. for a long time. It is a plumb
good magazine. So don’t worry over what
some of the chronic kickers have to say
about it.

Street & Smith’'s Wild West Weekly

I have noticed that a few people have
said, recently, that your stories are too im-
possible. That shows their ignorance of
Western history. If they'd look up the
history of the Lincoln County cattle war
and of the Montana vigilantes, they'd find
stuff a whole lot wilder and woollier than
you print in your stories.

Of course, plenty of waddies never were
in a gun fight. But some were, and since
that is the case, your stories are all right.
You couldn't write stories about an un-
eventful life on the range. Nobody would
read them.

So | say that you are all right, Boss.
Keep up the good work. I'll read 3W as
long as | can see it.

Yours for wilder and woollier yarns,

Wild Bill.

South Norwalk, Connecticut.

An’ thet one winds up another
Wranglers Corner meetin’. The
waddies fork their broncs and head
fer home. More’ll be in next week,
though, fer another powwow with

The Range Boss.

COMIN' NEXT WEEK!
BULLWHIP ADAMS—MAN HUNTER

Novelette
By GEORGE C. HENDERSON
He rides the ranges in a bright-colored ol’ stagecoach, lookin’ fer folks thet

need help.

Most alius, he finds 'em—an’ finds trouble at the same time.

THE OKLAHOMA KID'S RUSTLER CURE
Novelette
By LEE BOND
Said cure comes in pills—Ilittle lead pills thet come steamin’ out o’ the Kid’s

pet six-guns.

One dose is guaranteed ter cure a rustler fer good an' all.

SENOR RED MASK TRAILS TROUBLE
Novelette
By GUY L. MAYNARD

The “trouble” is in the ugly form of El Hiena who's got a plumb discon-
certin’ way o’ bobbin’ up ter $tart a ruckus with the justice rider.

Also stories of Bud Jones of Texas,

by J. Allan Dunn; Shorty

Masters, M. D., by Allan R. Bosworth—and other characters.

ALL STORIES COMPLETE
ORDER

15 CENTS A COPY

IN ADVANCE FROM YOUR NEWS DEALER.

WW-9E
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ANNOUNCING AMAZING

TYPEWRITER BARGAIN

REMINGTON
PORTABLE

1/V ADAY

MONEY BACK GUARANTE

= Positively the greatest portable typewriter bargain ever offered!
Now for the first time Remington, world-famous manufacturer,
only 10" a day buys this latest model
machine! Not a used or rebuilt typewriter. Not an incomplete ma-
chine. A beautiful brand new regulation Remington Portable. Stand-
ard 4-row keyboard; Standard width
carriage; margin release on keyboard;
back spacer; automatic ribbon reverse;
ever)' essential feature found in stand-

offers a NEW purchase plan...

LOWEST PRICES IN HISTORY

act now |

Money makingoppor-
tunities aitvays open

Hundreds of jolw are waiting for
peopte who can type,
helps put your ideas
logical.impressive for

on the road to
success

A Gift for Every
Mensberofthe Family

f you want a gift for birthday.
Chrlslmas or graduation

that Falher Mother Susler DI'
Brother will use ami appreciate
for .ears to come ... give a Rem-
ington Portable. It'sthe one gift
that can he used with both pleas-
ure and protit by every member
of the family.

REMINGTON RAND

ard typewriters!

ACT...WHILE LOW PRICE

New wage scales in our own factories, anti
in the factories of the companies which make
point definitely to higher
Stocks of machines on hand make
possible the present unbelievably low cash
price on this machine. Everything points to
higher prices. We cannot possibly guar-
antee this low price in the face of con-
stantly rising costs in every one of oor
departments. So we say .. .“

TO DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER

You can try this machine for 10 days without
risking one penny of your money. Not even
shipping charges. Send for complete details
on this most liberal offer. Get attractive new
illustrating and describing the
many Remington models available on unusu-

our

prices.

catalogue

HOLDS GOOD!

materials,

ally low terms. Clip coupon today !

CLIP COUPON NOW

INC.,

DEPT. 108*1, BUFFALO,

Act fast!”

N. Y.

EVERY ESSENTIAL FEATURE
found in Standard Machines

Buying a typewriter isn t like
buying a suit of clothes. Many
Remington portables, seelng 10

years of hard service are still in
active use. When you buy...buy
a machine with every standard

feature. The Remington Nc. 5

is the most compact and durable
portable ever built...includes all

essential standard typewriter

features. Thisbeautiful machine

Specifications. ..

The Model 5 includes every essen
tial feature found in stanch*rd type-
writers. It has standard 4-row key-
board. Complete visibility.Standard
width carriage for long envelopes.
Carriage return lever of exception-
at design for easy and rapid opera

TYPING COURSE

When you net your new Rem-

Ington No.s. vou will get with
.ABSOLUTELY FR

a 19-page course in lypmg It

tions are easy a

represents the height ofeconomy

. unequalled economy in first
cost. .. unequalled economy in
service.

It is today the best value ever
offered in typewriter history ...
and that statement conies from
the company thathasconstantly
made typewriter history. Buy
now. It is areal bargain offer.

tion. Margin release on the key.
board. Automatic ribbor reverse.
Back spacer. Two color ribbon shift
Variable line spacer. Adjustable
margin stop*. Auto set Paragraph
Key tone of the most useful features
found on any typewriter’. Weight
i Ibs. 130z lurnished with Pica
or Elite type.

Even a child can under-

Stand this method A ittle study and the average

person, child or grown-up, bec

comes fasclnaled
Follow this course during the 10-DAY FRE

TRIAL OFFER that we give you on your lype
writer. At the end of that time, you should be
able to dash off letters faster than with pen and ink.

CARRYING CASE
With every Remington No. 5.
a FREE carrying case sturdi-
ly built of 3-ply wood. Cov-
ered with heavy DuPont fab-

is removed in one motion, leaving machine
Vlrmly attached to base. Can be used anywhere...

n knees, in chairs, on trains.

Remington Rand Ine.,

Dept. 108-1. Buffalo, X. Y.

Please tell me how | can buy a new Remington Portable typewriter
for only lot a day. Also enclose your new catalog.

-vamt

Address _






