


BUICK 
3.Ci·Miles on 
·a.Gallon 

OLDSMOBILE· 
1100 Miles of 
Free Gasoline 

ENDS CARBf?N 
Without Tou.ch•ng 

the Eng•ne · 

Who Else 
Wants to Save Gasoline? 

FORD 
"I have UJed one on IIU'• Fold 

!�Jv�ve�'e
sl]'o� :fea�av�::; 

�&� ::raa:l�A ��� m1tl"fe'!b�� 
a l'lllon." ·. 

l. JL Allulh, low., ,-;;• 
"You ��!v.\'�E! ta;\na , or 

26% to 50S. I found I >oo:u' 
obtain!� U.S mil• to a raUon .. 
on a Cheft'Olet. whereaa formerlY 
I bad beoo rot line ouiY 19. 5. 
Actual test aurpuae� yqur claiDi." K. Ill. Killer. Kaoau Cll;r. 

BUICK 
G. K. Bathbum� Cl\&rleatm. 

W. V&., hal .a Buick SlL Hav
lnr an old �· It wu reti.\Da 
onlY 8 or 9 Di.llea to a 1'&1. On 

'a 287·mile trip he rot 19 mil!" 
to a raJ. He says It has saved 
him $40.00 on one trip. 

NASH 
"I had a large Nash Six. l 

drove from Los Anaelcs to San 
Francisco on 20 gjlls. of gas, 
wherel\8 I have usually taken 
from 50 to 55." H. T. McCA.Jlon, Cnllf. 

A li!OcVTH DAKOTA man has discovered an • 

st&li�a:� �,::•·:!�l�;:n�:S r:,';w ev�� 
make. Already over ten thousand ear owners 
113' it, lncreaaea IU mJle .. e 2tli% to 50% . • .  
cleana out carbon without touchlnc the en
alne • • • adds more speed and power . . . 
and sues an utonllhtna amount o! money 
ln auollne and repaU expense. There ia a 
.model !or M8l7 ear. truck. tractor or auo
llne enatne. Al>Jboc)y can lnatall It In a 
tow. mlnutoo. 

Tblo lnTOIIUOD Ia bued on new!7-dboo.eted 
facts about. potential auollne power that !fJW 
ear ownen lmow about. ll'or OUIIllllo, It Ia 
now found that the annce man wutel at 
leaot· 20% to SO,. of blo auollne tbrourh lm· 
proper oombustton,. And many more interest· 
ina' discoveries, too detaJ.led to mention here. 

Read on the lett what other car owners 
say .about it. Then accept the inventor's spe-
cial introductory o:trer. He will send you 
samples to test. without ebllgation to buy. 
It ·you find 1t doesn't do tor you what 1t has 
done for other car owners, he will pay a 
cash forfeit tor the few minutes you've spent 
tn ·testing it. Don't setHt a penny now. 
Simply send your name in coupon below. 

:J. A. Stransky Kfa. Co., W-850, Stransky 
Block, Pukwana. S. D. 

Men Wanted 
Herrick made $157 In a day, letUnr 

Stran•b' Vaporizer• Bell them•elves. Ter· 
ritories open everywhere. Full .or •vare tim«-. 
Check ooupon below • 

J. A. STRANSKY M FB. CO., 
W·360, Strantky Blook, Pukwana. 8. D. 

Yet, aend me full deacription ot tbb 
new way t.o aaie •uoUne. This reQUett 
doea not o blia"ate me in any way. 

My name is . . . . . . . . . • • . . . . . . . • • . . . . . . . .  

Street ..... . 

City 

( 

.; 
.. State 

Check here if you want agent's 
Jlropo!lition. 



%., Fellows 
ltTho'Wan� 

G 
�y 

6etillto 
W

HY e:�m S!S or 120 or Su"' a week. ELE[IRICIIY when in the same six days as an Elec-
trical Expert, you can make $70 to $200 
- and do it easier - not work half eo 
hard. Why, then, remain in a small-pay, no-futnre job that offers no chance for 
big promot:.on - no chance for big in• 
�ome? Fit yourself for a real job. Get: , 
Into Electricity. That's where the bilr 
money is being made, and always will be made. � Electricity - The Bl• Pay Pleld 

Todar even ldC ordinary Eleetrician -the ···crew Hllndreds 0. 'Mell 
driYer' kintl-ia�r.nkinrrmoney-bigmoney. But it's the 

• 
,..,.;nedman-theEJeetricaJI:xpert,-wbomaJteethereau, ]/um'e t· ... �zned 1 igmoney, -$12 to $.10 a dar-.170 toS200aweek. Be a � .. .. B11�-Pt!Y man, yourself. Get JD line. ROW, foroa.e ot tbeae '"Wg·Pay" Jobs. 

• g l'lltrain ,0�� f!'!�to:-��::. y .... _t 
ore now eornm 

jo::t ns fOU are workina now-at your same job. My now 
famous 'Work-Sheet and Job--Tic:ket''method� sruarantees 
you simplified, practical training alona work·sh�ines. 
Inn few short months yon enn&tepot:t cf your old into 
a new job-into electrical work where yoa can be a l ar-PQ 
man In thie BitJ·Pay tield. 

L L COOKE, Chief lnatn�ctlon EaciloMr 
L. L COOKE SCHOOL 

OF ELECTRICITY 
Bept.l49 

a1so Lawreace 
Qlcqo, IUiaola 

Oto�OO 
AWE£ -

Please mention NEWSSTAND GnouP--M.EN's LJST, when answering advertisements 



On Sale the 1st and 3rd Fridays 

ACE-HIGH MAGAZINE 
W. M. CLAYTON, Publisher H. A. McCOMAS, Editor A. K. ECHOLS, M011agi11g Editor 

The Clayton Standard on a Magazine Guarantees: 
That the stories therein are clean, interesting, vivid; by leading writers of the day 

and purchased under conditions approved by the Authors' League of America; 

That such magazines are manufactured in Union Shops by American workmen; 

That each newsdealer and agent is insured a lair profit; 

That an intelligent censorship guards their advertising pages. 
Tlu otn.r Cla11tot0 ,...gazi""' ar•: 

RANCH ROMANCES, COWBOY STORIES, DANGER TRAIL, 
CLUES, FIVE-NOVELS MONTHLY, THREE STAR MAGAZINE, 

AIR ADVENTURES AND FOREST AND STREAM. 
. 

More Thart a Million and a Qr�arter Clayto11 Magazi11es Sold Every Month. 

Vol. XLV SECOND DECEMBER NUMBER 

COVER DESIGN, "GUN-WHIPPED" . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . •  , , • , . Arthur Mitchell 

A Complete Novel 
CABALLERO CARDIGAN., .................... Nels Leroy Jorgensen 489 

lftto Sa" Miguel with hia ready six-guns rides the steel-,.orved son of G 
Borc:Ur exile. 

Short Stories 
TASCO BILL HOWLS AGAIN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Ray Nafziger 531 

A frontier shm-iJl lays the oho•t of a ohost-town. 

GRIM ACCOUNTING . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • • . . . . . . . . . .  Glenn A. Connor 538 
Clay Banks closes ovt an accovnt-with fi•·e. 

THE LUCKY SEVENTH ............................. Joseph B. Fox 547 
The Kid plays his favorite ,u,.ber. 

THE WHITE WOLF ............................ Howard E. Morgan 555 
A tangle of "'addened 'lfJolvea meet their noaater. -

SOUTH OF THE BORDER ........................... L. R. Sherman 565 
Shot Starke blazes the trail to an outlaw lair. 

THE HELL CABIN .............................. Douglas Muuinon 575 
Hot lead Binga in tile Devil'• Garden. 

THE NERVOUS WRECK ............................. R. L. Howard 587 
Step1J71 F<mcher slides into the ar1118 of a kil!er--1vith unexpected results. 

A Serial Novel 
RESTLESS GUNS . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . .  William Colt MacDonald 595 

A Siz-Part, Quick-Trioger, Western NoveJ,-Part Three. 

Special Features 
BUFFALO BILL-FRONTIERSMAN. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 530 

An impoTtant and astounding announcement. 
SQUAR E • . . . . . • . . . • • • • . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . .  Earle Liederman 586, 

A pont�. 
THE SLUICE BOX . • • • . . • • • • . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  John A. Thompson 613 

A mifting and fJTOspectifto deportment. 
THE COUNTRY STORE . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . • . . . . . • • . . • 617 11 1/0'U 10t.Sh to n;chnnr:e something vo1' havt' but don't 1l'B11t for something you 

want that someone l!.ls� has, here is the place to do it. 

No, 4 

llncle Copies 20 Cents (In Canada 25 Cents) Yearly Subscription $4.00 

z......t eemi-monthly by Readers' Publishing Corporation, 80 Lafayette St., New York. Fred �chiv�,·�. h., Pre-i
._t; William E. Harrs, Tr.asurer. Entered as second-class matter July 8, 1921, at the Post Olhc• at New York, 
H. Y., undet' the Act of March 8. 1879. Title registered as a Trade-mark in the U. S. Patent Office. Copyricht, 
ue1, by Readers' Pubhshing Corp. Member Newsstand Group; Men's List-For advertiaing rates address E. R. 
Crowe cl Co., Inc., 25 Vuderhllt Avenue, New York, or 225 North Michigan Avenue, Chicago. This lsaue 
l.all!d December 11, 1918. 



Easy as A,_� B ,__ C 
You Can Play Any 
In a Few Months 
This Delightful 
New Easy Way! 

' 
• 

Quickest because natural and pleasant. 
Grateful students say they learn in a 
fraction of the time old dull methods 
required. You play direct from the 
notes. And the cost averages only a 

few cents a lesson I 

L EARNING music is no longer a difficult task. 
I£ you can read the alphabet, you can now 
quickly learn to play your favorite instru

ment! A delightful new method has made it 
positively easy to become a capable performer 
within just a few months. And the cost is only 
a fraction of what people used to spend on the 
old, slow methods I 

You don 't need a private teacher, this new way. 

You study entirely at home, in the privacy of your 
own room, with no one to interrupt or embarrass 
you. And, strange as it may seem, you'll enjoy 
every minute of it-because the new method is 
agreeable as well as rapid! 

No Tricks or Stunt-You Learn from 
"Regular" Music 

You don't have to know the first thing about 
music in order to begin. You learn to play from 
actual notes, just lik� the best musicians do. And 
almost before you realize your progress, you begin 
playing real tunes and melodies instead of just 
scales. There are no trick "numbers," no "memo
ry stunts. " 'v\1hen you finish the U. S. School of 
Music course, you can pick up any piece of regu
lar printed music and understand it! You'll be 
able to read music, popular and classic, and play 
it from the notes. You'll acquire a life-long 
ability to please your friends, amuse yourself, and, 
.if you like. make money (musicians are highly 
paid for their pleasant work). 

Whether you like the piano, viol in, 'cello, organ, 
saxophone, or any other instrument, you can now 

.. learn to play it in an amazingly short time. By 
means of this wonderful newly perfected method 
reading and playing music is made almost as 
simple as reading aloud from a book. You simply 
can't go wrong.' First, you are told how a thing 
is done, then a picture shows you how, then you 
do it yourself and hrar it. No private teacher 
could make it any clearer. The lessons come to 
you by mail at regular intervals. They consist of 
complete printed instructions, diagrams, all the 
music you need, and music paper for writing out 
test exercises. And if anything comes up which 
is not entir�ly plain, you can write to your in
structor and vet a full, prompt, personal reply! 

• 

The Surest Way to Be Popular and Have a 
Good Time 

Do you sit "on the 
sidelines" at a par
ty? Are you out of 
it because you can't 
play? Many, many 
people are! It's the 
musician who claims 
attention. If you 
play, you are always 
in demand. Many 
invitations come to 
you. Amateur or
chestras offer you 
w o n derful after
noons and evenings. 
And you meet the 
kind of people you 
have always wanted 

PICK YOUR COURSE 
Plano VIolin 
O:q .• n Clarloot 
Ukulele Flute 
Cornet Saxogho.nt 
T rom btU Harp 
Piccoli) Mandtlllt 
Guitar 'Cello 

Hawallalt Stool Guitar 
Sight Singing 

Piano Accordion 
Voice and S-h Cultv,. 

Drums and Traps 
Autematlc finger 

Control 
BanJo (PiettruM, Utr1111 

or T011or) 
Also for A•vat�ced Plulstt 
a uoclal Ceune laotu•IRI 
24 f.:uaoue eluHoe • • • a 
dio;tlnt:tive achlftlea to .... 
pi.anist's repertoire. 

to know. So don't miss this exceptional 
tunity. 

oppor-

Free Book and Demonstration Leason 
The whole intt:re&ting story about the U. 5. School course. 

can not be told on thi5 page. So a booklet has been printed 
-''Mmic Lessons in Your Own Home." You can have a cof.y 
absolutely free by mailing the coupon below. In the lxxlk et 
you will ftnd an offer that m<'kes the U. S. course availar-,t� 
to you at a very low price. With it will be 11ent a free <k·m, 
on�:�tration lesson which shows better than words bow dcli�t� 
fully quid: and easy this wonde ·ful Method is. If you are 
really an�:ious to become a good player on your favorite instnl' 
ment, mail the coupon now-today. Instruments supplied when 
needed, cash or credit. U. S. �rhool of Music, 36912 
Brunswick Bldg., New Yflrk City. 

U. S. Seh"''I f'f M"o::le, 
36912 Brunswick Bldg., New Yor� City. 

Please send me your free boolc:, •·Music Lea.sons in Your 
Own Home,�· with introduction by Dr. Prank Crane, Frt·e 
Demonstration Lc::.�on and partirnlrtr� of your euy payment 
plan. 1 am intercst�..:d in the following course: 

· 

H�ve you 
• • • • • • • . . . • . .  , • • . . • •  , • • .  , • . .  lnetru.? • . . • • . . . . • . . . . . . . . •  

Name • . . • • • • • • • • . • • • • • • • . • . • • . • • • • • • • . • • . • . . . . . . • • .  · · •' 

Address . • . • • . • • • • • • • • . • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • . • . • • •  · · · · · · · • • • •  

City.... . • . . • . . . . . . . . . • . • . . • . . . . . . . . • • State . . . . . • • . • • • •  

Please mention NEWSSTAND GROUP-MEN's LIST, when answering advertisements 



-to prove you can get 
ready for a well-paid 
Drafting Job-at Home 
-in your spare time! 
If you want a better job and a 
bigger pay-ch eck and brighter 
prospects, I'll show you how to get 
them. It may never have occurred 
to you that Drafting is one of the 
easiest lines to get into which offers real opportunities and big salaries. Many fellows when 
you mention Drafting say "Oh, I 
never could draw and I 
haven't any artistic tal· 
ent." 
If you have any such no
tions mail the coupon and 
get free our first 3 Drafting 
lessolll!l. See for yourself 
how easy they are to un
derstand and do. See how 
interesting the work is, 
and prove to yourself that 
you have as good a chance 
as any one ebe to get a 
good Drafting job. 

DRAFTING Is Stepping
Stone to BOSS-JOBS! 
Without the Draftsman and his plans the 
wheelo of industry would stop-all em· 
ployment and activity would cease. This 
1s called the MACHINE AGE, and back 
of all machinery are the Draftsman and hia plans. Before any building, any 
machine can be built, the Draftsman 
must first BUILD IT ON PAPER. No line of work is eo INTERESTING, so 
vo.ried, so creative and original. It 
reaohes out into a thousand rlifferent 
linea. And by its very nature it prepares 
men to advance, to take char�e of 
l)roduction and construction work. 

DRAFTING JOBS pay 
$50.00 to $120.00 a Week! 
Over 70,000 positions were adver· 
tised in the past year. What other 
line offers such opportunities
not only for jobs, but for advance
ment nnd with bigge r salaries? E1ectricul, 
Auto, Manufacturing and Building con· 
cerne--Railroad8, Cities, Counties, States 
and even the U. S. Government-aU need 
DRAFTSMEN. In all parts of the U.S. 
At all scasons of the year. To draw plans 
for roads, bridgeo, public works, buildings 
and machinery. Wonderful positions at 
splendid salaries in delightfully pleMant 
surroundings! Get in touch ";tb me and 
I'll tell you how you can got one. 

� A wonderful bunch of HE-MEN' are} 
attracted to Drafting. You'll enJoy 
the pleasant, Informal atmosphere of the Draftlng room, and tbe chance 
tb�1b� ��� �y �����������d

p::�� 
work or clock-puochtng grind to 
Drafting-instead original! creative. 
Individual, tllrllllng work 

The American School 
Dept. D-968 

Drexel Ave. & 58th St., Chicago 

Start with the 
Coupon! Send 

No Money! 
Just taking my word 
for the Opportunities 
in D r aft i n g  i s n 't 
enough. For decid

ing to go into Drafting or any
thing else is the most important 
question you'il ever be called on to 
answer. That's why we're willing 
to send you absolutely free--the 
first 3 lessons of our Drnfti ng practice 
course. \\·e wnnt you to know how clcor 
everytbiug has been mad('-how instaPtly 
you can master every step. Don't say: 
"I Can't "--or "I haven't education 
enough" or anything else. Don't risk 
losing your biggest chance to get ahead. 
Mail the coupon and I'll show you how 
thousands of men JUST LIKE YOU 
ha.ve become Expert Draftsmen. Cet my 
offer to prepare you for a wcll-vaid 
Drafting position-to get you one at 
a big raise in pay-without ri•k of a 
dollar. 

Director Extension Work r--------------
1 o.

w
!;;k_

Mnler I Director Estensloa 
1 ?;�:x�A��·.c:rn5:�:<s��: g:;fct�J?.,968 I Please send me without cost or obllga-

1 tl��:The first 8 Drafting Jessolll . •  J 2. Your guanmtt>e or a Drafting job 

I 3. ���tsa :��·l ��!�e�pportunitle. and 
J salaries ln Drafthlg. 
1 Namo . .. • o  • • o • •  • •  o .  • • 0 • • • •  • • • • • •  • • • •  

1 St. No ... . 
I Cit}' . . . . ........ State .......... . 
1 .AJ;e . . . , .... Occupation . o .  o o • • • • • • •  , • •  -------- --------------------
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Earn $65 to $200 a Week! 
Or Go In Business for 

Yourself and Make $3500 
to $15,000 a Year! 

Yes, a months at the Creat School of Co:vne, located In Cbleqo· 
The Electrical Center of the World, will make you an Electrlc:af Expert capable of commanding big pay. The whole world of elec:trio
lty is open to the practical man-the man who has had actual ex
perience with electrical apparatus. Coyne gives you a practical tralninc 
on the greatest outlay of electrio.al apparntus of any UllltitutiOD ill the World, everything frolll door bells to power plant& 

Not a Correspondence School 
We don't make you a mere "paper" electrician. We train :pou b7 practice on our mammouth outlay of actual equipment. We train you In house-wiring by havinK you do it exactly as it is done outside-not just by reading about it. The IOaJtle applies to armature windln1. 
power plant operating , motor installations, automotive work and hundreds of other electricaijobs. That's why we can train you to 
become a Muter Elec:trical Espert. 

Learn by Doing-Net by Boob 
The Coyne practical course lnclud.., no boob, or useless theory . We 
train you to work with your head and hands on the aame kind of 
electrical apparatus as you will find " ou t in the field." Age, lack of 
experience or education ia no drawback. Our s�denta range_ from 16 
to 60 years of age. Coyne givBI you Free a L1fe Scholarship which enables you to stay as long as you want without.e�tra charge or ret)lrn 
later for more practice, and assists you to a posttion after &raduation. 
We also include Free a course in radio. 

EARN WHILE YOU LEARN! 
We hdp students to secure jobs to earn a good part of their lilling expenses while studying. 

I@ i 111�0� (;111 int!'S'i· 
······························· · ········ · ············-·· 

Coyne Electrical School 
500 S. Paulina St., Dept. ta-taCblc.co 

Dear Sf.: PJ ... e oend mo mo yoar llltr c:atallllf IID<I tall 
partieulan of J'oor apecial otfar. 

---·----· 

Addrao ·······-······-························----

Please mention NEWSSTAND GROUP-MEN's LIST, when answering advertisements 



Hurrv I Send me copy of the wheeL I want to see what 
kind of a Draftsman you will make. Copy it quick and I'D 
send Draftsman's Pocket Rule, free, right away. 

Write to me. I will send you this new book. Not a catalog. My Pay· 
Raising Plan and Monev Making Advice. I can prove that John Savadge1 trained by me, makes $300 a month. Earl J. Dupree. trained by me, refusea $600 a month because he makes more in his own business. A. H. Bernier, 

trained by me. earns $7000 to $9000 a year. Arthur Dewalt. trained by me, 
makes more than MOO a month. D. C. Stroop, trained by me, makes $475 a month. L. V. Brougbten, trained by me, makes $300 a month. 

Now time to 
learn a drafts-.. MY. 

Age or Lack ol Education 
No Drawback 

You do not need previous experience. You 
do not need to be a high school graduate. 
My practical, home study course gives you 
just the kind of training you need to become successful, during only your spare time. 

I Train You at Home 
My practical working method makes every 
step in learning drafting as c lear a s a 
moving picture. That's why 1 train you so 
fast to be a draftsman. 
Money Bac:k U Not SatlsDed 
ltrainrou under a positive Money Back Agree
ment. f my training doesnot satisfyyou after 
you have finished you get every penny back. 

Earn While You Learn 
You can start earning extra money a few 
weeks after beginning my training, I give 
you special work and tell you how to make money. 

Money• 
Makln1 Toola 

Famished by Me 
You get these fine quality, genuine, im· 
ported draftsman's tools, just as soon as you 
become my student. No finer tools made 
for practical drafting work. Employment Service 
After training you I help you to get a job 
without charging you a cent for this serv1ce. 
Employers of draftsmen come to me for 

ACT NOW �to:e ��d�� �!8b!�r.�s0uee�ut!J men because they know that men I train make good. 

Draftamea 
Needed IJU 
Auto Work 

The automobile lnduatn 
�rri!'r,C:� 

t
q.t:,r=.�t !� 

dnftamen needed. J'll train :rou for the work. 
Electricity 

Elec:triclt:r Ia the coml
� O:�t:!��c

e 
��

e 
n-=::.1 In ... er:r department OJ 

thia t-clnatlna work. I'll 
train :rou at booM. G.c: a 
Jobbere. 

Aviation 
Aviation Ia j1111t In ltll fa. �':{to It ��o�m� top�!: 
portiona. Draftameo are eaaentlal to lt. I'll train r o u quick et bome tor 
drattln1r poeitlon. 
MotorBus Work 
Motor bua bulldlnlr and 
motor bua traoaportatloo 
ba'f'e b e c om e leadl� 
world loduatriee. Han• droda of drattamea en· �raaed In this work. I'll a bow :rou the waJ. 
Bullding Work 
There will alwa:r• be 
buildin •. No •tructure can 
be erected without plana 
drawn b,. draf�en. I'll 
m .. e JoD an architectural draftaman at home. 

Draftamanahip" and • 'My Pay Raising- Plan". Remember 
Draftmeo are needed everywhere. Tbat•a tbe kind of pro
fession to get tn:o. Get started now. Get into a better Poet• 
ttoo, payioa a aood etraigbt salary the year around, f!lail Sketch-Get Free-Rule 
Enaineer Dobe t�Sl Lawrenc� A-renue 

o· D••· 15-69 Cbica11o, UL :ENGINEER DOBE 
.1 19SII.awreace An., Dlv.ls-69 Chlcaco 

�---------------------------------. Here's the sketch. Send me free rule; also st"nd me free of all cost books .. Successful Draftsmanship .. and .. My Pay-Raising Plan,"- how to earn money while learning and proof of bill money paymg pos1t1ons. 

'I 
I I 
I : Namt... ... ·-------------·-------····-·······-AIL--···--··----

: Address .•.•••. -----···················-·····---- •••••• �·-···-· 

I ! Post 0/}ice ••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• SttJU ··-·······� 
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Mr 1/!! AI flJI· Jf'· 
F••· eJlS 

the tlopeyoo-w 
heenloo�for 

\BOW TO GET INTO 1BE 
RJlDIO BUSINESS• 

I Give You 
6 Bi� Outfits 

of Radio Parts 
With them :vou can build 100 <IU!'ercnt dn:ult11-leam the "bow'" and 

"why" of practically �v�ry tYIJO f1f ll.adio set. Thla kind ot traini.na titl 
you to ar.ep into the i'OOd jobs-sends you out an es:PtJienced Radio expert. 
When you complete, my Employment Department wilt help you ,get a bil 
Radio job Uke Graduate Edward Stanko, Chief Operator of Rtation WGB. 
er !'rank M. Jones, !)22 Guadalupe St., San Ang�lo, 'i'ex.. bu11der and 
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CABALLERO 
C ARDIGAN 

A COMPLETE NOVEL OF THE 

BORDER COUNTRY 

By 
Nels Leroy Jor�ensen 

lnto San Miguel with his ready 
six-rruns rides the ateel-ne..Ved 

son of a Border exile. 

CHAPTER I 
AMERICANa! 

f ' 

·�.._,,.,.,�� .. � ... 4�.,;� 
· r , . 

,.,.-� ui-�-�� 
He reined in quickly. The black mus-

tang under him pawed with his forefeet 
apprehensively. To the horse that knew 
its rider so well, those shots meant action. 
Yet Cardigan hesitated, his narrowed eyes 
fixed upon the terrain ahead of him. 

C

ARDIGAN heard two shots. But 
ni> whine of rifle bullets had pre
ceded them. 

"Who is being shot at?'' he de
manded of the loneliness all 

about him. 
He was placed well in the open. A fair 

marksman within range could easily have 
hit him. But ahead, the open of the arid 

<CS9 
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desert country was broken by a depression 
of land where grew thick groves of coco
palms and underbrush. The trail he was 
following led through there. 

He frowned angrily. This was his 
country-the part of Mexico over which 
his word was pretty close to law. It was 
lawless enough, as he had reason to know; 
but Cardigan had the lawlessness under 
some control. 

"Let's see, Diablo I" 
Only lightly he pressed his spurs. The 

black leapt forward eagerly, tore for the 
dark spot ahead. Sunset was spreading 
a soft glow over the ·open country, and 
the palms seemed wreathed in a greenish
gray mist that loomed out of the desert. 

Even as he started, though, other shots 
carne-a wild yell. Cardigan leaned for
ward and rode. 

That he was riding into possible danger 
was of no thought to him. He doubted 
that there was anyone in this country who 
could be of menace to him. The black, 
envy of every horse lover who saw him, 
ran with the long strides of a racer, tore 
eagerly for the sound of bullets and vio
lence. 

The trail swerved sharply into the trees. 
It was shadowed here, cool-a long ave
nue between tall trees that opened out in 
spots and gave into gold-banded aisles and 
shallow hollows. Cardigan kept on, until 
he suddenly drew rein with an abrupt ex
clamation. 

A single rider was tearing toward him, 
bent low in the saddle. Horse and man 
emerged for an instant in one of those 
open spaces; Cardigan saw the man's arm 
swing round and caught the flash of a pis
tol's bark. Then through the trees came 
again that wild yell-Cardigan knew it 
well. 

The pack was hunting an enemy on its 
own soil! 

One man! Cardigan caught his reins 
and waited. The rider turned his head 
forward after the shot. He was bearing 
down fast. Bullets kicked up dust about 

1 his horse's feet. His gun came up sharply. 
Cardigan raised his hand in the Indian 

sign of peace. The gun hand hesitated. 
But Cardigan was evidently without weap-

ons ; his two guns reposed innocently in 
their sheaths. He turned the black's head 
so that he was facing in the same direc
tion as the fugitive. 

"Hold that!" he cried out sharply, in 
English. 

The rider came on. As he was almost 
abreast, Cardigan struck in his spurs 
again. He caught a glimpse of a grizzled, 
worn face that yet showed no sign of fe;1r 
or trepidation, of a bulldog jaw and cold, 
glittering eyes under shaggy brows that 
were almost white. Cardigan was sudden
ly riding along beside the stranger. 

"Americana?" he yeHed. 
"Plenty!" was the answer, labored. ·•If 

yo're-" 
"Never mind tall,in'. Trail me, and I'll 

get you out. I know the hombres chasin' 
you-!" 

' 

They were both at a fast gallop now. 
Behind them shots still echoed. 

"How do I know - ?" began the 
stranger from across the Border. 

"You don't!" Cardigan ground out be
tween his teeth. "Unless you remember 
that I could've dropped you along the 
trail and potted you as you came along, 
if I'd wanted to. Come on-ride! That's 
Contreras' gang in there." 

The reply, his manner-his cool detach
ment and his evident knowledge of both 
situation and country, appeared to reas
sure the fugitive. With a single glance at 
Cardigan's keen, hawklike profile, he 
turned his attention to the trail. 

Three more shots-bunched. Cardigan 
swore and turned to look over his shoul
der. The pursuit was emerging fr•:>m 
among the trees-half a dozen horsemen 
with rifles, riding from different points, 
concentrating on the opening of the trail. 
They rode hard; there were vengeance and 
death in their stride. Cardigan had re
gained the open now. 

"They'll pay for that, the jibaros !" he 
ground out. 

His companion looked at him and nod
ded grimly. A shadow of pain twisted the 
Northerner's face for an instant, but it 
was gone immediately. 

1.. �ardigan pointed across the other's sad
dle horn. 



CABALLERO CARDIGAN 491 

"We go that way," he commanded. 
"They can't cut us off through that gully; 
they've got to follow straight, and our di
rl'ction is back where you came from." 

The other hesitated. "If yo're leadin' 
llJ•::-'' he began suspiciously. 

Cardigan's dark eyes blazed furiously. 
"Take it or leave it!" he returned. "If 
yuu think you're any better off here, then 
keep on. If you don't-follow me!' � 

Viciously he swerved the black about. 
aud tore for the gully opening,. There was 
uo time for hesitation. 'With a hoarse oath, 
the other man swerved also and swung 
a tter him. A yell went up from their pur
�ners. Cardigan turned a grim backward 
look; and as his man caught up, swung 
round to send two shots at the others. 

For an instant the pursuit brought up. 
Then it came charging on again, recogniz
ing Cardigan's tactics but not yet certain 
of his ultimate intent. 

The floor of the gully was rough and 
uneven. It bore no sign of a trail. Two 
shoulders of ground, studded with some 
scrub mesquite and greasewood-that 
was all. Side by side, the two animals 
pounded their way through, amid the 
gathering shadows. In less than a minute, 
their pursuers had entered the gully and 
were charging after them. Another shot 
-and the whine of it sang by Cardigan's 
ear. 

His face was grim and frozen and it 
wore an icy smile. Perhaps the man he was 
succoring knew, too-but at least Cardi
gan knew well who these pursuers were. 
l\Ien who respected and feared him; and 
yet men who might be glad to see him out 
oi the way. He wondered if, in the heat of 
pursuit, they had recognized the black 
mane and coat of the famous Diablo. 

The horse leng-thened its stride at the 
sound of the whining lead. He knew that 
�ound. Cardigan had to check him slight
ly in order not to outrun his companion. 

They emerged from the gully with the 
pursuit hot on their heels. It was closing 
up. The American's horse was winded 
;md showing it. Cardigan frowned. 

Ahead of him, through the enclosing 
gloom, he caught two faint lights, close 
together, and the bulk of a large house 

and outbuildings that loomed against the 
gray of the hillside behind it. He pointed. 

"If we can make there," he said, "we're 
safe." 

His companion grunted. They rode. 
The promised shelter loomed closer; 

but 
·
there was little sign of life about it. 

Startling to the lone fugitive of a moment 
before were the exultant yells that went 
up from the Mexicans who saw their 
course. He glanced again sharply at Car
digan, opened his lips to speak-and then 
closed them, only gripping his gun butt 
more grimly in his free hand. 

Cardigan led the way grimly forward. 
The trail he struck wound upward, past 
deserted bunkhouses and a corral where 
some dozen horses raised inquiring heads 
at the galloping hoofs that swept by. them. 
Another yell, fully as exultant, from the 
men behind. Cardigan swung up before 
the board steps of a huge and handsome 
ranch house, and turned for only one look 
over his shoulder. 

"Inside-fast!" he commanded his 
companion. 

He dropped lightly from the saddle, a 
slim , powerful young figure in the fading 
light, and gave the black a slap across the 
flank which sent him trotting off rear
ward. 

The other man tried to swing a leg 
free-groaned. Instantly Cardigan was at 
his side. 

"Quick!" he ordered. "Drop off. I'll 
get you in." 

The fugitive obeyed. The pursuing 
riders, yelling wildly, were charging up 
from the trail below now. Cardigan felt 
the iron-muscled body of a man past mid
dle age fall into his outstretched arms. 
A groan was bit off as the man's right foot 
touched the ground. 

Then Cardigan had gathered the griz
zled form into his arms as easily as he 
would have carried a child; and he was 
striding up the steps and across the va
cant porch into the dark house. 

A Chinese cook bearing a lantern ap
peared from the interior, jabbering ex
citedly. Cardigan cut him off. 

"S eguida !" he commanded. "Quick! 
Bring the sofa over to the window there, 
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Yang-and bolt this door. Make it fast!" 
Without comment, the Oriental leapt to 

obey. The door slammed shut and a bolt 
fell into place. The sofa was shoved 
through the gloom of the room to the left 
of the hallway. Cardigan deposited his 
burden and glanced through the window. 

"You can still shoot, I guess, eh ?" he 
asked coolly. "That's why I'm leaving 
you here. You might have to do some 
shooting through the window." 

"I can do it-plenty!" was the grim re
tbrt. Keen admiration gleamed in the 
fearless old eyes as Cardigan whirled and 
darted through the doorway. There was 
a lithe, pantherish grace about his move
ments which made him seem to do every
thing completely without effort. It was as 
though his whole slim body was simply a 
perfectly oiled and working machine; 
noiseless and swift as an Indian, and yet 
vibrant with some hidden strength. 

"Get yourself a gun, Yang!" came the 
crisp command. "Everybody gone ?" 

"They come back-plonto," grinned the 
Chinaman. "Here is gun. You, too?" 

"No, I've got my forty-fours." Cardi
gan touched the two weapons swinging 
from his hips. I'm going out. Stay back 
of me and be ready." 

· 

The riders had swung up in a milling 
crowd before the entrance to the house. 
They hesitated there, a little fearful, more 
than a little puzzled .. A single shot cracked 
out, an oath accompanying it, and buried 
itself in the paneling cff the big door. 

Cardigan caught the door knob and 
swung it open. An instant more and he 
stood framed in it, dominating the six 
men from the height His hands touched 
his hips lightly; he looked completely un
afraid. 

"What do you want here ?" he demand
ed. "You, Manuel-! know you! Where 
is your chief?" 

"We want that man inside there," came 
in a surly grunt. "That you should save 
him, Caballero--" 

"Is my affair," Cardigan cut in. "And 
now, I will talk to your jefe-not to you; 
sabe usted? Get away from here, and get 
away fast, or you'll pay for it. I promise 
you I" 

"You will not give him to us?" spoke 
up a menacing voice out of the dark. 
There was a low growl. 

"You heard me. Vaya se-pronto!" 
"Carajo! You damned gringo--!" 
·The shot that followed the word showed 

all the hate that they bore this man
whom still they feared. But the shot was 
enough. Someone had defied Cardigan. 
These men were aroused to the killing 
mood, and he had cheated them of their 
prey. Besides, they hated him, and he 
was alone. Now was the time ! 

"Kill 'im I" someone shouted. "Muerle 
for the gringo Cardigan!" 

With the speed of a panther, Cardigan 
slid inside the door. But not before 
Yang's single shot had barked out and 
stabbed at the jet of flame which had 
come from one of the riders. A man 
gave a howl of agony, and a figure 
pitched headlong from the saddle. 

"Nice work, Yang," Cardigan said cool
ly, and he dropped the bolts into place. 

He swung open a little loophole beside 
the heavy door frame, whipped a gun 
from his holster, and fired. Another yell 
of agony greeted him; then the remainder 
of the riders broke up in confusion and 
took to shelter. Their horses went trot
ting about helplessly. 

A shot came from the adjoining room. 
Cardigan looked inside in time to see the 
smoke curling from the muzzle of his 
guest's forty-five. From the rear of the 
house, a moment later, there were two 
shots. Cardigan frowned. 

"Better get into the kitchen, Yang
everything locked?" 

"All locked. But the windows-" Yang 
went hurrying off, trailing his Winches
ter. 

Cardigan turned his attention to the 
front door. There was little to be seen, 
though. From the fragments of yells and 
curses that came to his ears from outside, 
he assured himself with some surprise 
that these men of Contreras' were going 
to stick to their ground. 

He shrugged. There were only four 
of them left, he reasoned. Four of them 
-he had faced more than that, alone. 
But he did not like being holed up lilce __ 
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this. His dark eyes flashed. They had 
got extra courage from somewhere, these 
swine. To attack Caballero Cardigan him
self in his own house. . . ! 

A shot whistled unheeded across the 
open, pinged through the window glass 
and buried itself in the ceiling. Cardigan 
turned with a puzzled frown to look at 
his guest. They must certainly want this 
man badly, to dare to attack the Puesta 
del Sol Rancho. 

Suddenly there were other yells, from 
farther off: a volley of shots that came 
from several six-guns, all at once. There 
followed the gallop of hoofbeats and a 
swirl of men rode up beiore the ranch 
house steps. Off at the sides there were 
other yells, and horses were galloping off. 

"Senor! Senor Cardigan! Is it all 
well?" 

Cardigan laughed; and stri,ding to the 
door, flung it open. "All well, Lobo. En
tra! Have you chased off those swine?" 
A small Mexican, wiry as a cat, fierce 

of eye and with a blackguard expression, 
a knife cut across his left cheek from 
cheekbone to chin, dismounted and swung 
across the veranda. Lobo Garcia looked 
what he was, a dangerous man. Two 
heavy and highly ornamented . guns in 
silver-studded holsters swung at his 
short, thin thighs. 

"I chased off what I found. There is 
a dead man ()Ut there, and one who is 
wounded, that I have taken. We heard 
the shooting as we were riding back. But 
they are Contreras' men!" the Mexican 
exclaimed with astonishment in his voice. 

"Nobody else!" Yang had affixed a lan
tern in the hallway, and Garcia halted 
there. Cardigan was absently reloading 
his guns. "Contreras' men," he repeated. 
"And they'd have got me if they could. 
Have them bring in the wounded man; I 
want to talk to him. The vaqueros better 
eat. I don't think there'll be any inore 
trouble to-night." 

He turned carelessly away. Garcia 
went outside and gave abrupt orders. The 
men who had come with him on horse
back turned obediently and drifted down 
toward the bunkhouses. 

Cardigan halted in the doorway of the 

room where he had left his guest. Mo
mentarily, in the arrival of Lobo and his 
cowboys, he had forgotten this man. 
Now, in the light that streamed out from 
the hall and across the room, he found 
himself brought up suddenly by a look of 
utter hostility gleaming in those dangerous 
eyes under their shaggy brows. The man, 
propped up against the back of the sofa 
and the wall, transfixed him with an in
tent look of blazing enmity. 

Cardigan halted, momentarily at a loss. 
For an instant neither spoke. Then the 
stranger's lips parted. 

"Cardigan," he said steadily, "That's 
you .. Are you-Caballero Cardigan?" 

Cardigan frowned a little. Already he 
could sense what was coming. 

"That's what the Mexicans call me," he 
said softly. 

He saw the gleam of his guest's yel
lowed teeth. "Then-l'd sooner be in hell 
than've let you save me! Sa be that? If 
it's a choice between killers-maybe those 
others wouldn't 've been no worse. Pull 
up yore gun-I can't shoot yuh down 
without it I" 

CHAPTER II 

CABALLERO DECIDES 

C
ARDIGAN stood quite motionless. 

He made no movement to obey the 
snarled command. There was in his man
ner no trace of fear. There was even a 
cool, collected dignity about him that had 
its effect. He shook his head slowly, while 
the wounded man's finger trembled on his 
trigger. 

"What's the use?" he said calmly. "It 
doesn't need to matter to you who I am. 
I told you I'd save you and I have. You 
can go now-any time you want to." 

"And I'm supposed to believe that? 
Come through, Cardigan-what do yuh 
want of me? When I know, I warn yuh 
that I'll shoot it out with you and yore 
whole pack before yuh get me." 

Cardigan smiled a little. "What could 
I want of you?" he returned, a trifle con
temptuously. "I don't even know who you 
are." 

That seemed to appease the other a bit. 
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It was plain sense. The pistol muzzle low
ered a trifle. 

''I'm Stevens. Joe Stevens, owner of 
the Circle S, outa San Miguel, across the 
line. I reckon yuh know the country all 
right. Me and my foreman come down 
here trailin' cows that yore pals run off. 
They got Slim, and they was gettin' me. 
I reckon anybody by the name o' Cardigan 
knows what I mean." 

"What pals of mine?" Cardigan asked 
calmly. 

"Contreras and his outfit." 
Cardigan smiled. "Wasn't that Con

treras' outfit that chased us?" he mur
mured. "Did they look like-pals?" 

Stevens grunted. He glowered out of 
the shadows. There was something con
fusing to his straight-thinking, untutored 
mind about this calm, dignified figure �
fore him. Cardigan must be either one 
thing or another. San Miguel knew him; 
it had known his father, before Scar 
Cardigan had made his last raid and 
crossed the Mexican border never to re
turn, leaving a trail of blood and battle 
in his wake. 

But Caballero Cardigan was somehow, 
not instantly understandable. He spoke 
like a man- who had read books. He car
ried two guns, and he could evidently 
use them. Naturally-being Scar Cardi
gan's son! 

And here be had fought off Contreras' 
men-and men said he was in league with 
that rustler and bandit. Contreras' men 
had tried to kill him, even. Stevens shook 
his head. Grizzled old fire-eater that he 
was-hater of rustlers and outlaws-he 
was confused. 

"The name Cardigan's enough," he 
growled. "Yore name and mine can't 
ever be friendly; sabet' But I'm plumb 
grateful to yuh, I suppose, anyhow. Yuh 
did save my life, I reckon. But that's 
all. If yuh really don't want anything 
more o' me, I'll make to get away, some
how. I'd hate to tell the boys in San 
Miguel that I accepted Caballero Cardi
gan's hospitality." 

He started to get up. But Cardigan put 
out his hand. 

"Don't be a fool, Stevens," he said 

abruptly. "You can't get out of this room 
on that leg of yours. Sleep out in the 
corral to-night, if you like. But I'll look 
at the leg first, and you'll eat afterward. 
There's plenty of time to get away. It's 
only eight hours' ride to the Border and 
San Miguel's not far from that. Where 
are you hit?" 

Stevens growled, but he permitted Car
digan to tear off one leg of his chaps and 
cut away the high-heeled boot on his right 
foot. The boot showed the bullet mark; 
and a moment later, Cardigan discerned 
that the ball had shattered against the 
bone just above the old cowman's ankle. 

1 But it had not splintered the bone. It 
had only slid across it and somehow im
bedded itself there. 

Yang arrived with bandages and hot 
water. With deft fingers and a sterilized 
kitchen knife, Cardigan loosed the lead; 
and in a few moments the wound was 
dressed. 

"Once you're on a horse," Cardigan 
said, rising, "you'll be able to make it back 
to San Miguel. Someone ought to go with 
you, though. It's a long trail. " 

'Til make it," Stevens averred stulr 
bornly. 

Cardigan smiled a little. There was ex
treme youth and a young carelessness in 
his smile that gave his lean, swarthy fea
tures an entirely new expression. His 
eyes were dark, with the slightest touch 
of an amber green in their depths; this 
light was a dangerous, deadly flame when 
he was aroused. But in spite of his air 
of cool command, his careless assumption 
that he would be master in any situation, 
he was yet very young. 

Stevens calculated rapidly. He had 
heard of the marl"iage of Scar Cardigan 
years before. It was to a Spanish lady 
of some family, he remembered, whose 
father had been Scar Cardigan's friend 
and who had sheltered him after the 
States became too hot for his deviltries. 
That would have been-he looked at the 
son again-Caballero Cardigan could be 
no more than twenty-three or four. 

"Scar dead?" he asked inadvertently. 
Cardigan nodded. "He died right after 

my mother," he answered softly. There 
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was a wealth of meaning in the way he 
said it; even Stevens could glimpse the 
worship that the outlaw must have had 
for the one woman he had ever looked 
upon twice. 

There was a space of silence. Garcia 
·entered the room and CarJigan turned 
to him, throwing off his mood of the 
moment. 

"Where's that wounded hombre?" 
"I have talk' to him. We made him 

·talk." Garcia smiled a wolfish little smile. 
"It is so, what we suspect. Contreras 
would not punish any of his men who
accidental-kiil you." 

Cardigan's eyes narrowed swiftly. "I 
thought so! Contreras is up to plenty
he's aiming high and he'd like to get me 
out of the way. But he's afraid to face 
it himself." 

He walked slowly to the door. The 
first anger at Garcia's words had worn 
off. He stood thoughtfully looking out 
into the dusk. The sho;t twilight had 
gone, and hills and valleys •vere alik"t: 
wrapped in shadows. A man crossed his 
line of vision, outlined for a moment 
against the lights of the bunkhouse. 

"Federico!" he called softly. 
"Si, senor," came back instantly. 
"Find Diablo and saddle him for me, 

tenga la bond ad f' 
"Si, senor." 
Cardigan's eyes were fixed upon a small 

roselike patch of light on the farther side 
of the rich valley. It could not be seen 
at first glance. Someone there would be 
fearing for him. He turned as Garcia 
ranged in the doorway beside him. 

"I heard you tell Federico to saddle," 
the foreman of the vaqueros said. "You 
do not ride alone, amigo mio." 

"Si. For just a little time, Lobo." 
Cardigan pointed to the tiny splotch of 
light. "I only ride to say adios. To-mor
row I am going north with Stevens." 

"Nort' ?" the native g-asped. "With 
thes hombre? P or que, Caballero?" 

Cardigan hesitated. Then he turned 
and looked into the wicked, dangerous 
eyes of a man whom he knew loved him 
well. 

"To make a home, Lobo," he said quiet-

ly. ''I'm going to make a home in my 
own country. Here is no place for her 
-nor for any man who wants to be hon
est and straight. Here I must ftght with 
outlaws for outlaws' spoils, while I want 
to live decently. And when a man is 
married-" he shrugged-"it will not do.'' 

Garcia's eyes opened wide. "Caramba! 
So you are to marry the Senorita Dolores! 
Es verdadf" 

"V erdad," Cardigan nodded. "But 1 
must first make a place for her and for 
me. A place among decent men and 
women-the place my father came from." 

"San Miguel? They hate your very 
name there !" 

"They'll like it, before I'm through," 
Cardigan returned grimly. 

Federico drew up, with Diablo restless
ly pawing the earth. Cardigan, with a 
brief word, went down the steps and 
vaulted into the saddle. He rode off. 

He remembered what he had said to 
Lobo Garcia: "The place my father came 
from." The place to which his father 
could never take the bride he loved-back 
to his own country. His father's sins 
were many; a steadfast, fierce courage and 
a loyalty to friends were his chief virtues. 
But Cardigan remembered that father's 
dying. 

"You haven't got a black mark on yore 
sheet, son," he said. "Don't make any. 
They're all afraid of yuh-yuh can sling 
a gun like a streak o' lightnin' and stand 
up with any man in anything. Let that 
be enough. Only-some day there'll be 
more than yoreself to think of. Keep 
square with the world for that day. And 
when it comes, go back to yore own coun
try. Maybe it'll be hard, with the name 
I've left there for yuh; but yo're man 
enough to fight yore way through. Square 
up for me, if yuh can-but stay right for 
yourself and make yore home where yore 
home is!" 

He had known the bitterness of the 
outlaw's life then. Never before had he 
guessed at the canker in Scar Cardigan's 
bosom. Something in the intensity of 
those words spoken so shortly before 
death had impressed him as nothing else 
could. 
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And then-when suddenly his eyes 
opened and he saw the Dolores of h� 
childhood as a young woman-then he 
knew for himself ! 

This was not his land, after all. He 
loved its people and its ways, but it was 
not his. All his life he had known out
laws and bandits; and his father's iron 
hand had been enough to make them 
friends instead of enemies-even though 
Scar Cardigan had never drawn a gun e�
cept in self-defense, after that last chase 
across the Border. 

He drew close to the lights he had seen 
now, and found himself in the yard of a 
smaller hacienda than his own. A cozy, 
adobe-walled house enclosing a neat, 
flower-bordered patio, loomed out of the 
soft dark. From a bunkhouse below, 
there was the music of a guitar. 

Cardigan halted, stared for a moment 
into the dusk of the patio--a dusk broken 
by candle-lighted luminance from inside 
tall, opened windows. A tiny fountain 
tinkled in the darkness. And then a 
wraithlike figure glided out of the gloom 
toward him. 

Dusky, shining eyes gleamed softly up 
at Cardigan through the dark. Two white 
hands fluttered to his shoulders, almost 
fearfully, tremulously. His dark brown 
fingers touched white arms. 

"It is you, mi Caballero! I was afraid 
-the shooting! I knew you would come 
if all was well." The voice was softly 
happy. 

"All is well," he answered gently. "I 
came but to say adiosita, Dolores. Good
by for a little while. To-morrow I ride 
north with a man from San Miguel. And 
when I come back, it will be for you; 
and I shall take you up there-home !" 

A thrilled silence followed. "Home 
... " the girl whispered softly. And 
then, on the heels of it, premonition came. 
"There will be danger there-for you!" 
she , whispered fiercely, and her hands 
tightened on his light shirt. 

He shook his he�d. "I think not. But 
I will be back, anyway. For only a little 
while, Dolores!" 

Bending, he pressed her hand with his 
lips. Caballero Cardigan, reared from 

youth in this land, had acquired all its 
graces and its little touches of nicety. 
These things were at strange variance 
with the reputation he had gained. For 
now he was gentle as a woman, graceful 
as a court gallant ... the man whose 

· name was feared, hated and cursed fr01;1 
here northward to San Miguel! 

And she was of a race which accepts 
unquestioningly the verdicts of its m<:'n. 
She bent her proud head a little. 

"If you must,'' she said simply. "Vaya 
con Dios, Caballero mio. Go with God
and I shall pray and wait for you." 

A moment more and Caballero Cardi
gan was riding down through the dark
ness and across the valley again. He 
turned his mount loose in the corral and 
sought the house. Stevens was e.ating 
from a tray Yang had brought-a good 
sign, he thought. 

Cardigan sat down acoross the room 
from his guest and rolled a cigarette. 
Steven1' regarded him with questioning, 
rather suspicious eyes. 

"I'm going north with you to-morrow," 
Cardigan said. 

"Where to?" There was no acceptance 
in Stevens' reply; Ollly curiosity. 

"San Miguel." 
The rancher snorted. "San Miguel? 

Caballero Cardigan walkin' into San 
Miguel?" The absurdity of the thought 
made him laugh. 

But Cardigan did not laugh. He in
haled deeply. His eyes were quite grave. 
"Exactly," he said, with calm. "Have 
they got anything on me there?" 

"Yore name. 
''Not enough. Am I a rustler-or do 

they think I am?'' 
"Yvre friends are." 
"Not friends. J g-rew up with 'Wild 

Dick' Croker-he's had, but a friend, I'll 
admit. Contreras is no friend. My father 
and he left each other alone because if 
they'd clashed, it would have nll':lnt hell 
for everybody. I'm a respectable :-ancher, 
and if I've ever drawn a gun or shot a 
man, it's been in self-defense. ·what can 
San Miguel do about that?" 

"Ride yuh outa town. They don't want 
anybody with yore name, Cardi�:!n. 

A. B. I 
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That's that!" Joe Stevens was definite. 
"Yore ol' man left too much blood be
hind him." 

"Yet he'd never done a thing in San 
Miguel, except refuse to leave there. And 
when they started forcing him, he did 
some shooting. Who wouldn't?" Car
digan murmured. 

He allowed his words to die on the still 
air; then he tossed his cigarette into the 
open fireplace and stood up. He wore an 
air of authority. 

"But there's more than that, Stevens
and you and San Miguel had better lis
ten. You talk about Contreras, and you've 
got the right to. San Miguel will hear a 
lot more of that hombre, and right soon, 
too. You'll need me there. I know his 
style. And one thing I'm going to do is 
squash him up there-because there's 
where he's coming, from now on!" 

Stevens looked up, puzzled, curious, at 
the man's intensity. "What's the idea?" 
he demanded. "If you've got a row with 
Contreras, why not fight it out down here, 
where half the country is with yuh and 
thinks yo're a hero? Why take it to San 
!vliguel ?" 

Cardigan smiled softly. He spoke as 
softly. 

"Because I've decided that San Miguel's 
going to be my home," he replied. "Be
cause I want to bring my-my wife into 
my own country. I'm selling out here, 
and moving north ; sabe? One reason is 
that, and that's enough. But another is 
-I'll feel more square with the world if I 
help to square up some of my father's 
accounts. He loved that town. They 
chased him out. But not on!} am I going 
to stay-I'm going to clean it for them. 
And from what I know of Contreras' 
plans, it's going to need lots of cleaning
muy pronto!" 

Some of a forgotten youth-a youth of 
fire and daredeviltry and blazing courage 
such as had not yet even been extinguished 
by the years, glelimed in Joe Stevens' old 
eyes as he listened. He, too, knew what 
it was to carve out a home against odds. 
It had been the task of the white man for 
generations in this raw, new land. Ad
miration lighted his face. 
A. H. 2 

Cardigan's fearless, steady eyes met his. 
Joe Stevens extended his hand. 

"Bueno!" he decided. "Yuh'll probably 
get planted at the job. But at least, yuh've 
got one friend now who'll see that yo're 
buried-and that's more than yuh had this 
mornmg. We'll start to-morrow!" 

CHAPTER III 

SAN MIGUEL HosPITALITY 

T
HE traveling had to be by easy stages. 

Stevens' wound was quite painful, 
Cardigan tended him carefully; but. they 
broke the trip ·into two parts, and thus, 
circling San Miguel, after crossing the 
Border into Ari-zona, they arrived at the 
Circle S early in the morning of the sec
ond day. 

Several cowboys rode up around them 
as they came slowly into the grounds. 
There were rapid questions; Joe Stevens' 
eyes burned as he made replies. At the 
steps of the comfortable ranch house, a 
motherly woman waited, outwardly placid 
as she could be-but Cardigan could see 
the haunting fear in her eyes . .  

"Joe! Are you all right?" That was 
all. Her hands made as if to reach out 
to Stevens where he sat his horse ; then 
they were folded upon her bosom. 

"Yeah, I'm all right, Mother. Little 
nick in the leg. Heal in a couple o' days." 

Stevens slid off the horse on one foot 
and clung to the saddle with one hand, 
while his free arm embraced his wife. 
Cardigan saw the happy tears standing in 
her eyes. The men were watching him, 
quietly, speculatively. 

"And they got Slim?" someone asked, 
at length. 

"Right through the head-between the 
eyes," the rancher returned, his eyes far 
off and sorrowful. "Come up on us in 
a ravine-the ravine that led right to Con
treras' hole. We trailed the stock that 
far without any trouble. I don't know 
how they missed me; but I run for it
run for hours. And then-" He looked 
at Cardigan. 

The listening cowboys looked, too. 
They had been wondering about this slen
der, silent figure on the black horse, with 
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the two meaningful forty-fours thonged 
against his legs. These were dangerous 
days in the San Miguel Valley, and any 
stranger was under suspicion. 

"I met up with Cardigan," Stevens said, 
after a pause. "He pulled me out, until 
his men come up. Then he brought me 
back here." 

Mrs. Stevens looked grateful. She 
seemed about to speak. But there was 
an ugly stir among the riders. 

"Cardigan?" one repeated. "Cabal
lero?" 

Stevens stiffened. The moment he'had 
dreaded had come. Cardigan sat i'mpas
sive as a rock. 

"Yes, Caballero Cardigan," the ranch
man said, his voice ringing with challenge. 
"And more than that, a friend o' mine 
when I needed a friend. He ain't with 
Contreras-because Contreras' men shot 
at him-to kill. And he ain't a rustler; 
and what's more, he ain't apologizin' for 
his father's name. He's got his own-and 
it's good on the Circle S !" 

He glowered about belligerently. "Any
body that missed any o' that?" 

The punchers shifted nervously. There 
was no friendliness in their looks, despite 
their employer's words. 

"It's okay here, whatever yuh say, Joe," 
someone said. "But San Miguel ain't the 
Circle S. Or is Cardigan trailin' back 
for his own country?" 

, Cardigan met the speaker's eyes. "I'm 
in· my own country," he replied steadily, 
"and I'm here to stay. No favors asked, 
and objections met when they come up. 
Have you got any?" 

There was only the tiniest flicker of 
the amber-green light in the depths of 
his eyes; but it told enough. His hands 
were not exactly close to his guns; but 
something about them and him indicated 
that it would not take long for them to 
reach there. The man who had spoken 
lowered his eyes under Cardigan's stare. 

''None from me, •I reckon. I'll leave 
'em to San Miguel. They got ideas o' 
their own down there about the Cardigan 
brand mark." 

Cardigan turned away from him with
out comment. 

'Til be trailing along, Stevens," he said 
coolly. ''I'll drop out to see you later, and 
see how the ankle's coming. He just 
needs to rest, ma'am, and to keep off that 
foot till it's healed." 

He started to pick up his reins; but 
Mrs. Stevens, with an impulsive gesture, 
swept toward him, and caught one hand 
in both her own. She looked up at him. 

"I've got to thank you for takin' care 
o' my Joe, Mr. Cardigan," she said. "I 
don't know what these fool boys are 
talkin' about, and I don't care. But I hope 
you keep out o' trouble, and I hope you'll 
remember that the Circle S is your home 
whenever you want to use it." She 
turned, not quite finished, and surveyed 
the quailing riders with a scornful stare: 
"That is,. as long as I'm running the 
house!" 

Cardigan smiled. "Tlmnks, Mrs. Ste
vens," he said. "I'll be back to see you." 
And he pressed her hand. With a nod 
to Joe, and ignoring the punchers further, 
he turned Diablo's head and trotted off. 
They watched him. 

But he never looked back. The Circle 
S was forgotten as soon as he turned 
away. He had his own plans. He knew 
what Contreras contemplated as regarded 
San Miguel. There were to be wholesale 
raids and wholesale rustling. The district 
was to be beaten and fought down until 
Contreras and his gang ruled. In a way, 
the man was a kind of super-bandit. The 
proximity of the Border to San Miguel 
aided his plans. 

Contreras had to be fought back with 
his own weapons. Cardigan had no par
ticular hatred for him, though they were 
far from being friends. Contreras had 
resented for a long time the power that 
the owners of Puesta del Sol Rancho had 
wielded in Mexico. 

Cardigan was going to enlist to fight 
him, to help dean up San !vfiguel. Thus 
in one stroke, he could clean off his fath
er's score and establish himself there. 

"If they let me!" he murmured grimly 
to himself, as he rode. 

The way was pretty. The San Miguel 
Valley was a hill-bordered oasis of greep, 
set amid the bleached whiteness of the 
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desert. It was quite cut off from the 
world and it managed its own affairs. It 
had, thus far; but now Cardigan knew 
that danger threatened the peace of the 
pleasant valley. Somewhere in those hills, 
Contreras lay, waiting-and there were 
others, too. . . . 

Cardigan's eyes swept the pleasant land
scape, the rich green of the hills and the 
slow-moving herds of cattle dotting them; 
and they were narrowed with the thought 
of the outlaw war which might soon 
drench those hills with blood. 

San Miguel came into view. It was 
suddenly there, just below him, as the 
trail wound out along the edge of a pali
sade that became denuded of trees. He 
paused for a moment, his eyes glistening. 

This was the place he had chosen for 
his home. 

Red-tiled roofs and green-bordered pa
tios-the occasional flash of a fountain's 
play in the bright sun\·ight. 'Dobe walls 
of pink and yellow and red. Trees, and 
a tiny, miniature plaza. All the lure of 
the quaintest of tiny Spanish towns-and 
yet it was in his own country. 

When he rode into the town it was 
nearly noon. The place was coming to 
a sort of life. Men drifted about the 
streets, heading toward bars, poolrooms, 
or one of the two small restaurants. Car· 
digan was regarded out of suspicious eyes 
as he took his way down the wide main 
street. No one looked at him with any
thing approaching friendliness. 

But he affected not to notice. He half 
halted before the sheriff's office, and then 
passed on toward what seemed the larg
est saloon in town. It was labeled "La 
Corona." 

There were a few mounts tethered at 
the rack outside. Cardigan only threw 
his reins carelessly across it as he slid 
from Diablo's back. For a moment he 
stood in the entrance-way of the place, 
accustoming his eyes to the cool shadows 
within. Then he became aware that he 
was being studied in silence by everybody 
inside. 

He smiled, nodded carelessly to two 
men he passed, and made his way to the 
bar. A bartender with suspicious eyes 

kept on wiping the counter and halted 
before him. Cardigan ordered and the 
man turned away, shooting a swift glance 
at a man who stood close beside the new
comer. 

Cardigan surveyed this individual coolly. 
He was a solid-appearing type, dressed 
for the range, but with a light, well-cut 
jacket over his shirt-grizzled like Joe 
Stevens had been, his face seamed and 
lined and his eyes squinted from the winds 
and sun of the range. He met Cardigan's 
regard with an equal interest. 

Cardigan smiled easily. "Nice town," 
he offered. 

"Yeah." The answering voice was dry. 
"Never been here before?". 

"No, never. I'm thinking of settling 
here." 

The older man's eyes opened a trifle at 
that. "Lookin' for work, maybe?" 

"That depends," Cardigan considered, 
and he downed his drink. "Depends on 
the work. I was thinking of starting a 
place of my own." 

He was aware that the '·mversation had 
listeners. The man hf had addressed 
seemed to be a person of Jme importance. 
No one attempted to in'.arupt him; while 
on the other hand, he seemed to have 
taken the floor for the interrogation of the 
stranger. 

The man drew deeply on the black cigar 
in his mouth and through the smoke his 
eyes shone coldly. 

"It's a right troublesome place to start 
anything in now," he said at last. "Bad 
hombres in these hills. Contreras was 
here yesterday-walked right into town. 
Know of him?" 

Cardigan drew a quick breath. "Know 
of him? Yes. I know him-personally!" 

He could feel the tensity that gripped 
his hearers. The air was electrified. 

"Personally!" his interrogator repeated. 
"Where you from, stranger-if yuh feel 
like tell in'?" 

"I don't mind," Cardigan said easily. 
He knew he had to face this thing sooner 
or later. It might just as well be now. 
"I just came across the line this morning, 
with Joe Stevens of the Circle S. I own 
the Puesta del Sol Ranch, near Matanzas. 
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That's where Contreras is from. My 
name-is Cardigan." 

Swift and sure the shot told. The man 
facing him wrenched the cigar from his 
mouth and his whole bearing changed. 
His eyes glittered dangerously. 

"Cardigan ? Caballero-Cardigan ?'' 
"That's what they call me, I suppose. 

It's only a nickname. But if you mean 
-am I Scar Cardigan's son ?-yes!" 

His very boldness held them at bay. 
There was no move made. He sensed, 
though, that they were waiting for the 
man who had been questioning him. That 
individual stood frozen for a minute. The 
next, his clenr.hed fist banged down on 
the bar. 

"I suppose it ain't no killin' matter-yet, 
son," he said, "but it right soon will be, 
if yuh stay here. My name's Jeff Rag
nan, and I 'm still carrying around two 
holes yore father made in me when he 
said his last good-bys here. There's no
body by the name o' Cardigan ever goin' 
to stay long in this town!" 

He stopped, waited. 
" I  think I am, though," Cardigan said 

softly. "I like it." 
Ragnan's  mouth was grim. "It won't 

be healthy," he gave assurance. " Listen, 
Cardigan. I may not be the whole law 
hereabouts, but I 've got a lot to say. You 
better make -tracks fast and get back to 
yore greaser friends�because this town 
ain't goin' to hold yuh after sundown!" 

Abruptly he turned away. Cardigan 
might have expected some further demon
stration ; but there was none. It was as 
though Ragnan had laid the ultimatum 
down. They would back it up when Rag
nan gave the word. After the straight, 
square shoulders of the old ranchman had 
passed through the doorway, several oth
ers drifted out in his wake. Cardigan re
ceived sullen, suspicious looks-unfriend
ly glances, but that was all. He stood 
alone, isolated, before the bar. 

Alone-for some moments. He had not 
noticed the three men at the farther end 
of the bar. They had listened earnestly 
to the recent conversation. He rolled a 
cigarette ; and as he was moistening the 
enge of the paper, looked up to see these 

three moving idly toward him. They 
were led by a tall, dark-faced individual 
with a heavy black mustache. 

The latter halted. There was a slightly 
amused smile-a cruel smile, on his heavy 
lips. 

" So yo're Cardigan ?" 
The cigarette drooped from Cardigan's 

lips. He leaned lazily against the bar. 
' ' I 'm sure going to be sick of my own 

name before I leave this country," he 
smiled. " I  am. What about it ?" 

Across the room, at one of the tables, 
an old-timer, who had come in since Rag
nan's departure, looked up with some in
terest. He studied the youth's face. 

" Friend o' Contreras', too, did I hear 
yuh say ?" the owner of the mustaches 
pursued. 

" No, you didn't hear me say it. I said 
I knew him. We're not friends. Any 
more questions ?" The edge of steel had 
crept into Cardigan's voice. These were 
dangerous men, and he did not like the 
way the flanking pair had drawn clear of 
their leader and free to use their guns. 

The dark man's face clouded. There 
had been direct challenge in Cardigan's 
tone. 

"No more questions, no," he said, his 
lips jerking in ugly fashion. "Orders, in
stead. It don't matter what Ragnan had 
to say. , Yo're not Wqnted in San Miguel. 
The orders are to get out-now !" 

Cardigan considered swiftly. These 
men were not of the stern, fierce breed 
of Jeff Ragnan. They probably had less 
cause to dislike him than the old rancher. 
And in this man's words now there was 
straight challenge. They knew him. 
They knew that this ultimatum they har! 
given him was not the sort he would ac
cept. In other words, they wanted him 
to fight. And fight-wi th these odds
meant certain death. 

His eyes narrowed. There was siill 
laziness in his manner as he straightened, 
and his fingertips rested lightly on his hips · 
in a way he had. 

"Just who are you, and why the order ?'' 
he asked. 

"Who ? I 'm Loughran !" The man 
laughed. "That don't mean nothin' to yuh 
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m ::ybe ;. but it's enough. Git ! Vamose 
outa San Miguel and stay out !" 

The two men behind him tensed, wait
ing like hounds straining at the leash. 
In the next second, smoke and powder 
would obscure that little scene, and some
body would be dead. But even yet Cardi
gan gave no sign that he was afraid. 

"I'm staying in San Miguel," he said 
softly. "Maybe you didn't hear me tell 
Jeff Ragnan that. It's so !" 

The eyes of his antagonist lighted fierce
ly, exultantly. In that instant, Cardigan 
knew well that this was just what the 
man had hoped for. They wanted to kiU 
him-not to get him out of San Miguel, 
but to finish him. 

"And I 'm tellin' yuh, Cardigan-" 
Cardigan sensed that in the next sec

ond he must draw. The others were 
ready. He did not move yet, however
and before Loughran could say more, an
other voice broke in. 

"That'll do, Loughran-you've had yore 
say. And keep the hands off'n them 
guns !" 

Cardigan had not noticed that the old, 
sunburnt man across the room had risen 
and moved toward him. He noticed the 
man now, however. There was a quaint, 
old world flavor of charm about the tall, 
lean figure ; an eternal youth in the Jean 
frame; a vitality even in the way the old
timer's long white hair flewed from un
der his wide-brimmed sombrero. Cer
tainly he wore an air of authority. But 
he carried only one gun and his hands 
were not near it. 

The three dropped back before him, 
however, instinctively. Loughran's eyes 
flashed angrily. 

"What's this o' yore business, Pendex
ter ?" he demanded. 

"Nothin' more than fair play is every 
man's business," came back coolly. "I 
don't know what yore game is ; but if 
yuh've got a quarrel with this stranger, 
take him on alone. I reckon he won't 
mind. I'll see that yore prairie dogs stay 
to themselves." 

Then Cardigan smiled. "Exactly," he 
drawled. "I wouldn't even mind two of 
'em at once, amigo ; if this hombre feels 

in that kind of humor, I'll oblige him." 
Old Pendexter smiled, too. Loughran 

snarled and backed still further. 
"We'll let it go-for now !" he said. 

"It ain't no good buckin' you, Pendexter 
-yuh've got too many friends to snarl 
at the heels of a man who does. I'll set
tle later." 

With a jerk of his head, he herded his 
two men out with him. Cardigan stood 
looking after them as they vanished 
through the door. He shook his head, a 
little, quirking smile on his straight lips. 

"First thing you know, I'm going to 
get the idea that I'm not wanted much in 
this town," he breathed. 

CHAPTER IV 

WILD .. DICK CROKER 

THE tall man of the desert and plains 
turned slowly and viewed the youth 

for whom he had interceded. Blue, keen 
eyes as level and sharp as a knife's edge, 
took in every detail of Cardigan's appear
ance in one swift glance. 

"Not wanted? Yeah, you'll get the idea 
sooner or later-if yuh live long enough," 
he said. "Did I hear 'em say you was 
Cardigan ? Scar Cardigan's son?" 

The older man nodded. "That's it, 
then. No wonder they don't want yuh. 
Met up with Jeff Ragnan ?" 

"He told me to get out by sundown." 
"Goin'?" 
"I don't think so. I like San Miguel. 

I 'd like to live here." Cardigan looked 
out again through the open doorway. 

"Better make up yore mind to going, 
anyhow," the plainsman said succinctly. 
"What Jeff says goes, around here, pretty 
much. I can't figger Loughran hatin' yuh 
like he does, though. Yuh never knew 
him before?" 

"Never. Who is he?" 
"Small rancher. Not very prosperous, 

and not too well liked. Nobody knows 
him awful well-don't like the men he's 
got at his place ; but he's always minded 
his own business and behaved pretty 
much." · 

Cardigan nodded. He looked up with 
one of his frank, youthful smiles. 
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"Anyway, the name doesn't seem to be 
such poison to you ; and I haven't told you 
that I'm grateful you walked in there. I'd 
have been buzzard meat by now, I guess, 
if you hadn't." 

The older man's face was serious. For 
the first time Cardigan saw the innate, 
eaglelike strength of it, the rocklike im
perturbability of the man. Here was a 
character molded and hardened by the 
far open. 

"My name's Walt Pendexter. I knew 
yore old man and I didn't hate him, like 
the others. He saved my life once, and I 
saved his. He stuck by his pals, even if 
he was a btt wild, and a lot bad. But even 
if I had some thin' agin him, it wouldn't 
mean much where his son is concerned." 

There was a wealth of simple philoso
phy in the calm, considered words. But 
Cardigan forgot it. 

"Walt Pendexter !" he exclaimed. The 
name had been for years one of the most 
famous on the open range. 1t was a by
word that brought up memories of all the 
old-time scouts and Indian fighters, buf
falo hunters and guides of the days now 
ended. The name was almost a legend ; 
Cardigan had never hoped to come face 
to face with the flesh and blood image. 
All this was in his tone. 

"I'd never expected to meet you, sir," 
he said, with that peculiar, Latin courtesy 
that was a product of years of environ
ment. " It's an honor." 

"Mmm," Pendexter agreed briefly. 
"From what I hear, you've been busy 
makin' a reputation yoreself." He glanced 
at the tightly-thonged guns at Cardigan's 
hips. 

Cardigan shook his head. ''My father 
made me learn them-kept on pounding 
'em into me since I was a baby. Them, 
and roping, and knives and fists. Said I'd 
need 'em in this country, when I decided 
to come back." 

"What made yuh come back ?" 
Cardigan hesitated. "It was time," he 

said quietly. ' 'I'\1 tell you sometime, may
be, Pendexter, if you're interested. The 
thing that matters is-I'm going to stay 
here !" 

" No yo're not !" The scout's voice was 

decisive. "They's too much hell bein' 
raised around these parts. They know you 
and yore ol' man was mixed up with Con
treras-with Wild Dick Croker, too
they're friends o' your'n, anyway. And all 
San Miguel valley's scared o' Contreras 
hanging around here. Not while that 
gang's in this country will yuh stay-! 
promise yuh." 

Cardigan's eyes were cold. "I doubt if  
they'll kill a man-for nothing," he said 
softly. "And if they start, they'll have to 
do that." 

"They'll lynch yuh-the mob, once it 
gets worked up. The valley's scared, I 
tell yuh." Pendexter signed to the bar
tender and ordered two drinks. The man 
looked surprised, but served them. The 
old man turned again to Cardigan. 

"Leave here. Come with me to-night. 
Maybe later, if yo're still determined, it, 
won't be so hard to break into this town. 
If yuh stay here now, yo're cooked." 

"Where are you going ?" 
"Trail drive. That's what I'm in San 

Miguel for. Escort. Lot o' Ragnan's cat
tle to be moved to Aja Junction-that's a 
long hike, and Contreras is in the country. 
Want a job ?" 

"With Ragnan ?" Cardigan smiled. 
"With me ! I take whoever I please." 
Cardigan shook his head slowly. "I 

don't think so-yet," he said. "I'm going 
to stick till I find out what this is all 
about. I'm grateful, though, Pendexter." 

" Never mind that," the old-timet· re
turned grimly. "I hate to see yuh get 
strung up so young, that's all. And I 
could use another man who knows trailin' 
-and can shoot. Think it over. If yuh 
want the j ob, be here at about nine to
nrght. I'm pickin' up the herd on the 
trail." 

He walked with Cardigan to the door. 
There they both halted. 

San Miguel panted in the awful heat of 
the day, but even the shimmering heat 
devils could not hide the quiet, awesome 
beauty of the little town. Beyond the 
shacks across the street, the green hills 
formed a verdant background, sloping 
down to the outskirts. A small fountain 
played among some palms at the farther 
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end of the street. The town was almost 
deserted at this hour ; a pleasant languor 
pervaded it. It was a place of peace. 

The thoughts of both men must have 
been very much alike. Pendexter sighed. 

"Yeah, it's a plumb nice place to come 
to-after shootin' and troubles and blood
shed. Plumb-" he hesitated-"home !" 

Cardigan nodded slowly. "It's what I 
knew I'd find. I've seen all the outlawry 
and trouble and fighting that I want by 
now, Pendexter. And I'm going to stay 
here. I've decided!" 

Pendexter did not reply at once. He 
gave a brief nod, at length. "I reckon 
maybe yuh ain't so wrong, at that, Car
digan. It's worth fightin' for. It's gonna 
be · my home, too. I'll help yuh if I can." 

Cardigan straightened. "Where's the 
sheriff ? In his office ?" 

"Probably. Jim Croogan." Pendexter 
motioned to the 'dobe dwelling Cardigan 
had earlier observed. "Tell him I'm a 
friend o' your'n, if yuh like-but it won't 
help. Croogan can't do nothin' if this 
gang's against yuh." 

Cardigan started down the street, the 
reins of the black slung through his arm, 
while Pendexter turned back inside. Car
digan scarcely heard the hoofbeats be
hind him. It was hot, and he felt the heat 
sapping at his very sinews. He walked 
slowly. But before he reached Croogan's 
office, a horseman had drawn up beside 
him hurriedly. 

"Hey! You Caballero Cardigan ?" 
There was a twisted smile at his lips 

when he halted and looked up. A dark
brewed, lean rider with the mark of a 
bullet on his jawbone, sat his saddle just 
above him. 

"I'm sure getting known here," he mur
mured. "What about it ?" 

The man looked about him swiftly, as 
if fearful of being overheard. Then he 
bent down in his saddle. 

"I come from Dick Croker," he said 
swiftly. " He heard yuh was in San 
Miguel. Wants to see yuh-muy pronto!" 

Cardigan's expression changed instant
ly. Wild Dick Croker-here ! He had 
heard of Dick's presence somewhere . in 
this vicinity ; but he had not expected him 

as close as this. That meant more trouble. 
He liked Dick. The two had grown up 

together in Mexico; they had been trained 
in the same school. Dick was as close to 
being a friend as Cardigan boasted. He, 
too, was an exile from his own country. 

But Dick had chosen the other way
the way into which Cardigan might have 
found it so easy to be driven. If they 
would not accept him as an honest man, 
then he determined to be an outlaw. Fair 
enough-to Dick Croker. But Cardigan 
was of a slightly sterner breed ; just as 
Scar Cardigan, for all his outlawry and 
crimes, was a man respected by such men 
as knew him personally. 

Cardigan frowned. "Where is Dick ?" 
he asked. 

"I'll take yuh to him. It ain't far. Can 
yuh come now ?" 

He hesitated. To have a rendezvous 
with Dick Croker was a bad way to start 
his career in San Miguel. But he could 
see that it had to be. Even Dick must 
understand him. For answer, he drew the 
black toward him and swung into the sad
dle. 

"Lead the way," he ordered briefly. 
Sweat streaming unheeded down both 

their faces, they struck out of town in the 
direction opposite that by which Cardigan 
had entered it. They mounted over the 
ridge of hills westward and then curved 
down over fairly open country toward the 
desert stretching endlessly southwarcl.. It 
was a hard trail, in that deadly heat, and 
they scarcely spoke. 

It was long past midday when the guide 
drew rein and Cardigan pulled up beside 
him. A steep hillside was before them, 
and a crystal pure stream leapt out from 
the rocks. The guide drew a pistol and 
fired twice in quick succession. 

They waited. 
There came the bark of two shots from 

halfway up the hill, and the guide grunted. 
They started off again. After a while, they 
had to dismount and lead their horses. 
Presently Cardigan could hear the stream 
again ; and a moment later they emerged 
in an open glade where the sun was al
most entirely shut out. 

Three men were there, around a smol-



504 ACE-HIGH MA GAZINE 

dering campfire, where a tipped over cof
fee pot and a few dirty plates attested to 
a recent meal. The tallest of the three
a young man of almost the same build as 
Cardigan, arose quickly and smiling at 
sight of them. The other two hung back. 

"Hello, Ned-howdy !" 
"Hello, Dick !" 
Cardigan's greeting was genuine, as was 

Dick Croker's. There was a lot of the 
same breed about these two-a lot more 
than even the way each wore two low
hanging forty-fours and had the same 
general build. Dick Croker, though, was 
light-haired, very handsome ; he had some 
of the sparkling recklessness that was in 
Cardigan's make-up ; but somehow, his 
handsome face held less of that innate 
stubbornness and inflexible character that 
was the other man's. His eyes were not 
shifty, nor afraid; but they were not the 
cool, steady eyes of the man he faced. 

The other men were far beneath him
that was obvious in a single glance. One 
was a hulking, swarthy fellow in a dirty, 
red plaid shirt. He was a typical bad 
character ; and his huge hands seemed al
ways twitching to get at his heavy guns. 
The other was a breed, sallow-cheeked,  
mustached-sullen of eye. They were 
regarding Cardigan studiously. 

"Heard yuh was headin' for San 
M iguel, Ned," Dick Croker said. "I knew 
it meant trouble, and wanted to get to yuh 
first. I ain't popular down there. Sit 
down. Coffee ?" 

"Yes." 
Cardigan squatted near the fire, while 

Croker poured a tin cup of coffee and in
troduced his two companions as Murray 
and Toros. Cardigan had heard of Mur
ray-"Tick" Murray, they called him, 
along the Border, and he had been out
lawed from every town along the line for 
years. Toros acknowledged the introduc
tion sullenly, and they, too, squatted across 
the fire. 

"I heard you were here, too, Dick," 
Cardigan said. "What's up ? And why 
send for me ?" 

"All in time !" Croker waved his hand 
airily and passed t�e cup. He g-rinned as 
he sat down. " Did yuh find any welcomin' 

committee and brass bands when yuh 
came into San Miguef?" 

"Not much. I'm ordered out." 
"Goin' ?" 
"No. I'm staying." 
" Maybe." Croker considered. 

can't, Ned-they won't let us be 
level, whether we want to or not. 
take the best way." He waited. 

"Yuh 
on the· 
Better 

Cardigan met his eyes. "Your way, 
Dick ?" 

"Why not ?" For a moment, Croker's 
handsome face was dark with bitterness. 
"They've done branded me, and I 'l l  ac
cept the brand. If they say I'm an outlaw, 
I'm a real one. There's things due to hap
pen in this valley:" 

"I know it. Contreras is here." 
" More than Contreras. We're here ! 

Toros and Murray, · and more. There's a 
gang behind me now, Ned-this is only 
a little conference party, with you. The 
rest of 'em's back a ways. We're camped 
in these hills. And we're joining with 
Contreras !" 

Cardigan's eyes clouded. "You, Dick
you with Contreras ?" His tone conveyed 
more than his words. 

Croker flushed. "I've got to be, for a 
time. We're goin' to clean out here, and 
then beat it. Afterward-" he shrugged. 
"Contreras and me both know we can't 
be friends long. Later, we'll either split 
up and forget it, or Contreras and me'll 
shoot it out. But right now we got San 
Miguel Valley to loot first !" 

He stopped. Cardigan sat as if waiting 
for more, but no more came. Croker eyed. 
him thoughtfully, as though waiting for 
him to speak. The other men watched 
Cardigan with lowering eyes. At last he 
looked up. 

"It'll  be a losing game, but it's yours, 
Dick," he said. "I know better than to 
try to talk you out of it, though. What 
did you send for me for ?" 

Murray growled something into his 
heavy black beard. Croker looked at Car
digan as though he suspected him of cross 
purposes. But Cardigan's eyes were calm. 
The young outlaw swore. 

"Hell ! I wanted to give yuh the chance 
to join us-naturally ! What else ? They 
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don't want yuh down there; yuh've found 
that out by now, I reckon. I want yuh 
with me. Between us, we can own this 
damned country !" 

Cardigan shook his head and got lazily 
to his feet. 

"I thought yuh knew me better, Dick. 
I'll never go in for rustling. I wouldn't 
join you if it meant hanging to stay away 
from this game!" 

Croker was on his feet, too. His face 
flushed. For an instant his eyes blazed. 
Then he bit his lip. 

"All right. That's yore final ?" 
"Absolutely! And if I stay in San 

Miguel-well, I'll have to be on their side, 
Dick. I wish you were operating some
where else, if you'v� got to play this 
game." 

The handsome lips twisted again with 
bitterness. "I 'll play mine and you play 
yo res. Y ores is the losin' one. But I hope 
we don't meet up, ever, Ned." 

"So do I." 
Cardigan put out his hand. He liked 

this youth who was so like him and yet so 
utterly different in his thoughts. Croker 
pressed the outstretched hand hard. 

"Good luck, amigo mio," he said 
gravely. 

"Good luck-!" 
Cardigan broke; off as Murray's heavy 

bulk heaved itself toward them. 
"Hell! Yuh mean to say yo're lettin' 

him go away from here ?" the gunman 
bellowed. Behind him Toros pressed up, 
ugly and glittering of eye ; while the man 
who had guided Cardigan to the spot hung 
off, waiting. 

Croker took a single step backward, and 
his manner had suddenly changed. His 
eyes were deadly ; his lips were parted 
just a trifle, and there was a suggestion of 
a crouch in the way he stood. 

"I asked him to come here, and he's 
goin' as he came," Croker said slowly
tensely. "Just like he came-savvy that ? 
And if anybody's got any more to say 
about it-let him say his prayers first and 
then say it to me! Go ahead, Murray
talk, if there's still some talk in yuh!" 

But Tick Murray, for all his deadly 
hands and heavy guns, fell back before 

the something of unleashed fierceness 
about the young outlaw leader in that mo
ment. Cardigan stood easily, coldly. He 
looked as though he might welcome a 
clash with these men. 

But there was none. Murray's eyes 
glowered. He mumbled something into 
his beard. "It's yore game, I reckon, 
Chief," he growled as he turned away. 

" Yo're plenty right, it is!" Croker's 
laugh was deadly cold. Then he turned 
back to Cardigan and he was his old, care
less boyish self. "So long-again, Ned I" 
That was all. 

"So long, Dick." 
Heavily, Cardigan got to Diablo and 

took his slow way back down the tnul. 
Wild Dick and Contreras-and down in 
San Miguel, he had been ordered out by 
sundown. He squinted at the sun, 
shrugged, and pointed his mount's head 
back for the town. 

CHAPTER V 
"KEEP ON TRAILIN'," 

C
ARDIGAN rode without eagerness. 

He was not anxious for what he 
knew he must face in San Miguel. He 
could sense the bitterness which had driv
en Wild Dick Croker into the game he 
played. Only it was not in him. Besides 
-there was Dolores. Cardigan had en
tered a bitter fight ; and the stake for 
which he played was the right to stand be
fore the whole world as a free and honest 
man. 

He wished he knew the location of Rag
nan's ranch. He would have liked to talk 
to Jeff Ragnan again. It was plain that 
Ragnan was one of the most powerful 
spirits in the valley, and that his word was 
close to law. 

Ragnan hated the name that Cardigan 
bore. Yet he must be a fair man, in the 
end. The old feud should be dead. Cardi
gan knew how long it takes to end such 
feuds ; but he still had hope. 

The sun was moving more rapidly now 
toward the horizon. There were not many 
hours before dark. Cardigan could not 
help but wonder what reception would be 
prepared for him in San Miguel. He had 
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no certain idea of what part he would 
play when he faced it. He hoped to bluff 
it out. If only Ragnan were not so bit
terly opposed to him, there might be some 
chance ! 

His thoughts broke suddenly. The trail 
he was following led through a draw ; and 
to the right of him, patches of yellow cliff 
face could be seen like scars through green 
foliage. The whine of a bullet made Di
ablo jerk up and brought Cardigan's bent 
head back. 

Instinctively, he flung himself from his 
saddle ; but even as he did so, a second 
shot came. He saw the flash. It had come 
from ahead of him, from a point just 
above the trail. 

Instantly caution was forgotten and his 
plans changed. He had no rifle, else he 
would have fired at the flash. But being 
shot at was enough to make Cardigan see 
red. Instead of dropping back alongside 
the road into safety, he swung back into 
his saddle and dug in his spurs. 

"At 'em, Diablo !" 
The animal responded like the thor

oughbred he was. Horse and rider 
charged for the point of land from 
whence the shots had come. For an in
stant, the very unexpectedness of Cardi
gan's tactics seemed to hold the ambusher 
in a spell, for no shot came at once. 

He rode swaying back and forth in his 
saddle, a weaving, crazy target. A second 
later another shot sang wide of him. He 
laughed. The spur was just ahead. Di
ablo leapt a small ditch, came up with a 
mighty heave ; and, obedient to its rider's 
guidance, tore for the hidden assailant. 

Another shot ! Diablo went crashing 
through the underbrush. Cardigan loosed 
one revolver. 

Crack ! A bullet clipped the leaves be
side his hat, and this time he answered it 
from the saddle. There was a yell of pain. 
The brush wavered. 

Suddenly, white-faced, crazy with fear, 
a man leapt up into view, staring with 
terrorized eyes upon the spectacle of this 
mad rider and his surging beast. A rifle 
was in his hand. Cardigan brought up his 
gun again. 

· 

In a last, despairing effort-accompa-

nied by a wild cry-the man threw up his 
gun and tried to aim. But he was too late. 
Cardigan's gun spoke twice, and the two 
bullets spaced themselves scarcely more 
than an inch apart between the bush
whacker's eyes. 

Diablo came to a prancing stop and 
Cardigan slid from the saddle, dropping 
his gun into place. A few yards away, a 
lone mount stood hobbled. Cardigan 
dropped on his knees beside his victim, 
and swore. 

The man was too utterly dead to be of 
any use to him. 

He got up slowly, and through nar
rowed eyes searched the countryside. 
From where he was, though, there existed 
no sign of life. He looked down at the 
dead body again-there was nothing 
about the man, except a stubble of beard, 
to make him stand out anywhere or to 
identify him. 

Cardigan ran his hands over the pock
ets, and brought to life nothing more in
teresting than a half-gnawed plug of to· 
bacco. 

He frowned. "They certainly want to 
make sure of me," he said aloud, shaking 
his head. · 

Suddenly he became alert again. From 
the other side of the bank, came the sound 
of a scrambling horse. He rested his ha•td 
lightly on the butt of his forty-four, 
stepped back slightly from the body of his 
victim, and waited. 

The plunging through the underbrush 
and up the steep slope continued. One 
horse. Cardigan was cool. Then the ani
mal broke through the brush and Cardi
gan saw the rider. It was a boy of not 
more than fifteen-a keen-eyed youth who 
rode with a supple, trained grace, as 
though he had been born to the saddle. 
He brought up, wide-eyed and startled, at 
the grim figure that Cardigan suddenly 
made. 

Cardigan smiled to reassure him. "It's 
all right," he said, "come right along to 
the party. Unless you're afraid of men 
with bullets in 'em." 

"I ain't afraid of nothing !" the youth 
boasted, and his tone did not bely him. 
Coming closer, he bent over the man's 



CABALLERO CARDIGAN 507 

prone figure ; but for all his gameness, his 
eyes popped. 

"Do you know him ?" Cardigan asked. 
The boy shook his head. He slipped 

easily from the saddle ; and in his swift, 
comprehensive survey of the scene, Cardi
gan could detect the range training of 
him. 

' ' Never saw him before-but then, I 
don't go to town much. I heard the shoot
in', that's all, and I wanted to see what it's 
about." He looked again at rifle and hob
bled beast, and at the man's position. 
"Bushwhacked yuh, eh? Gosh, yuh 
must've rode 'im right down from the 
trail !" His blue eyes were wide with keen 
admiration. 

"I had to. I had no rifle," Cardigan said 
dryly. "If I'd taken cover down there, he 
might've hit my horse, he's that bad a 
shot. And I've got objections to that." 
He looked at the man who had ambushed 
him. There seemed no solution to the 
mystery. 

"I suppose he'll have to be buried, any
way," he said at last. "Maybe somebody 
can recognize him first. Any outfit near 
here?" 

" My pap's, ' the youngster responded 
promptly. "Come on-ride over there 
with me. It's only a mile or so beyond this 
hill, only yuh can't see it from here. 
Pap'!! send . out somebody to see if they 
can tell who he is." 

Cardigan nodded. "Which outfit is it ?" 
"Flyin' R. I'm young Jeff Ragnan. 

Heard o' my ol' man ?" 
Cardigan started. This was Jeff Rag

nan's son ! He stared harder. For an in
stant the thought came that Ragnan might 
have despatched this would-be killer on 
the ground-then it was dismissed in
stantly. That would not be Ragnan's way. 

"What's the matter?" Young Ragnan 
was growing suspicious of Cardigan's 
stare. "Ain't you a friend o' my pap's ?" 

"I'm not an enemy, anyway," Cardigan 
answered gravely. "But I don't think he's 
any special friend of mine. Anyhow, I ' ll 
go along with you. I wanted to have a 
chance to see him." 

The boy eyed him again. Cardigan got 
into the saddle, and the lad's eyes lighted 

with admiration at the black beast he be
strode. He took in the saddle tooling and 
the ornate bridle. Cardigan himself was 
sufficiently picturesque and a dandy of the 
range to give rise to the youth's specula
tion. 

"Yo're a stranger hereabouts, huh , 
pardner ?" 

" Mexico." Cardigan smiled as they 
started off. "Ever been there?" 

The boy shook his head. ' 'I'd like to 
go. It ain't far." He hesitated, keen hero
worship shining in his eyes. "You must 
be a right smart caballero down there, 
huh? I'd like to trail through with yuh." 

Cardigan smiled. He liked this youth 
instinctively. "Maybe you can," he prom
ised. "But maybe your dad wouldn't like 
it. He don't like me." 

A flame lighted in the boy's eyes. "If 
he don't like yuh, I reckon there's a good 
reason for it," he said stubbornly. Cardi
gan only smiled quietly again, liking the 
youth's loyalty ; and after a moment, 
young Jeff Ragnan added-almost un
willingly : 

"Jest the same, I can't see no reason 
for it. They ain't nothin' wrong about 
yuh to me !" 

Cardigan sobered. "I've never done 
anything wrong, if that's what you mean," 
he said. "Just the same, young Jeff, 
you're right in taking your father's side. 
He's probably got a reason. But whatever 
it is, it's for nothing I ever did to him. Is 
that enough?" 

"Plenty!" The boy looked up with a 
frank, keen smile. "We can be friends, 
then!" 

"Right !"  
They rode along in pleasant silence. To 

the boy, who had been taken into com
radeship with a man he had seen "get his 
man," emotions were too full for expres
sion. He was proud. He waved his 
hand toward the Flying R acres patron
izingly, but as though he wanted Cardi
gan to understand that he was the heir to 
something of consequence. 

They came up along a narrow trail that 
wound into a maze of bunkhous�s, cook 
shack-and the dominant bulk of the big 
ranch house topping them all. 
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Jeff Ragnan himself was on the veran
da as the two pulled up. He stared
then got quickly to his feet. Recognizing 
Cardigan, his shaggy brows came down 
and he hurried down the steps. 

"Friend o' mine, pap," the boy intro
duced. " Met him on the trail. Somebody 
shot at him from cover and he got him." 

Ragnan's lips twisted cynically. "Some
body shot from cover, eh ?" he sneered. 
"Sure it was the other feller ?" 

"Pretty sure," Cardigan said, unruffled. 
"I had to leave him where he was-
thought someone might be able to iden
tify him." 

"I heard the shootin' !" the boy hastened 
to say in Cardigan's defense. "A lot o'  
rifle shootin', and then about two barks o f  
a forty-four. I rode u p  just a s  h e  got 
him." 

Ragnan turned to his son. He saw the 
eager flush on the boy's face and the shin
ing, admiring eyes. His features hard
ened. 

"Git inside, Jeff," he said evenly. 
"Pronto. I don't want yuh talkin' to this 
hombre again ; savvy that ? He's no friend 
of any part of our family !" 

The youth turned away as though 
ashamed. Once he tried to look at Cardi
gan ; but loyalty to his father had the bet
ter of it. He slipped from his mount and 
led it off around to the rear of the house. 

Ragnan waited until he was gone. 
"What's the idea o' comin' here, Cardi
gan ?" he demanded. " I f  I 'd thought any 
o' my men'd know yuh, I 'd have left or
ders to shoot on sight when yuh appeared 
on any part of the Flyin' R." 

"I  was shot at pretty close to the Fly
ing R," Cardigan answered steadily. " I  
only came here because i t  was the nearest 
outfit. Somebody around these parts must 
know that hombre that did the shooting, 
and I wanted you to send out to see." 

Ragnan nodded. "If that's all,  yuh can 
keep on trailin'. I'll send a man." 

He waited for Cardigan to obey. But 
Cardigan still sat his saddle. 

"I wanted to say something to you, too, 
Mr. Ragnan," he said gravely. ''I'm go
ing back to San Miguel, in spite of what 
you said. If anything happens to me, it's 

happening to a man who hasn't got a 
crime on his record. I thought you might 
be fair enough to want to look that fact 
in the face." 

"There's a crime on yore record that 
yuh'll never live down, boy !" the ranch
man thundered. "It's  yore name. And i f  
anything happens to yuh i n  San M iguel, 
yo're asking for it by goin' back there. 
They'll be lookin' for yuh !" He pointed 
to the trail. "Now-vamos !" 

Cardigan waited for no more. There 
was no need. Ragnan was inflexible ; and 
to argue further would be only to invite 
trouble with the ranchman himseli
which Cardigan did not want. He only 
gave a brief nod and turned the black's 
head. Without another word, he took his 
way toward the town. 

Ragnan would not be there, he rea
soned. It was close to sundown. Evidently 
the rancher had simply given his dictum 
and relied upon the community to carry 
it out. Cardigan felt very bitter in that 
moment ; but never once did a bitter 
thought assail the father who had left him 
such a heritage. A man had to make his 
own fight-he would make ._his. 

It · was nearing sundown. Cardigan 
knew it would be night before he could 
get to San M iguel : the time would be ex
pired. It  was possible, however, that they 
thought him gone and had made no plans 
for his reception. 

In any event, he was hungry and he 
wanted to eat. He did not propose to call 
upon Stevens for any hospitality. So it 
had to be San Miguel, whether they want
ed to hang him or not. It was a grim 
thought ; and he had to smile a little to 
himself. 

Sundown came, and darkness followed 
swiftly. The lights of San M iguel ap
peared out of the dark and Diablo, who 
had been ridden most of the day, went to
ward them at a trot. Cardigan did not 
urge the beast ; he was not eager for the 
showdown in the town, except that he 
wanted it over with. 

But there was no one waiting when he 
entered at the end of the street from 
which he had taken his departure for 
Croker's hiding place. He circled the lit-
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tie plaza, quiet and qui
.
te at peace now, 

and went on down the main street, look
ing in vain for a sign of hostility or of  
men waiting for him. 

The town seemed entirely normal. Men 
calmly passed in and out of  the lighted 
store fronts, scarcely noticing him. He 
was noticed, however, before he was hal f
way down the length of  the street. A 
group of hard-faced, cold-eyed men gath
ered in the doorway of the Frontier Sa
loon after he passed, watching his prog
ress. But these made no move as yet. 

He reached the Corona, where he had 
left Walt Pendexter. He brought Diablo 
to the hitching-rack. But even before 
he could dismount, Pendexter himself 
emerged from the interior and confronted 
him. Behind Pendexter came another 
man, a more dimin�tive figure, with pierc
ing dark eyes and a beaked nose. 

"Better not go in here," the scout said 
quietly. 

Cardigan frowned. "Damned if I 
won't, Pendexter !" he exclaimed. "I 'm 
tired and I'm hungry. How come they're 
not after me already ?" He looked down 
the street. 

"They were ready-with a rope-at 
sunset," Pendexter retorted dryly. "I told 
'em to clear off-that you were hired by 
me, and only comin' back to meet me." 
He jerked his thumb toward his compan
ion. "This is Jim Croogan, sheriff here
abouts, and a friend o' mine. He knows." 

Croogan gave a grim nod. "We've been 
waitin' for yuh, Cardigan. I backed up 
Jeff when he told 'em. But yuh'll have to 
make good on it." 

Cardigan considered. These men were 
not alarmists. Undoubtedly they had 
saved his life to-night. But he hated to 
quit. Pendexter invaded his perplexity. 

' ' I f  yo're spoilin' · for trouble, yuh'll 
probably find plenty of it with me, any
how," he said. "We might meet up with 
Contreras-they been watching every 
drive since the round-up, and this is a 
pretty big one. It certainly wouldn't hurt 
yore standing here none if �uh come up 
against Contreras !" 

That made up Cardigan's mind. He 
gave a brief nod, but' nevertheless swung 

out of the saddle and jumped to the ground. 
"All right," he said. "I 'm hired. But 

I 'll eat first, if I've got to eat dangling 
from a rope. And Diablo's got to have 
some feed before I can head him out any
where again, too !"  

Pendexter laughed , and there was a 
glint of interest in Croogan's penetrating 
eyes. 

"All right," the scout agreed. "We'll 
eat with yuh. At that, I can't risk losin' 
a good trail man jest because he's plumb 
sot on bein' a clanged fool !" 

CHAPTER VI 

CONTRERAS STRIKES 

T
HE trail crew was short-handed for 

the two thousand or more heads that 
were to be driven eastward to Aja,  the 
nearest rail junction. It was a hard 
enough road, anyway, mostly over open 
desert, with water hol�s problematical at 
best. And how, Contreras was somewhere 
among the hills that sloped from the north 
into the desert, adding to the menace. 

Contreras had struck but once thus far, 
and that could not be proved. He had 
even dared venture into San Miguel after 
his raid. It had been a smaller herd, but 
the attack had been successful. 

The Flying R shipment that Pendexter 
was eswrting was not exceptionally large ; 
but it was worthy loot. Six Flying R men 
accompanied it, including the trail boss ; 
and beyond these, there were Pendexter's 
two men, himsel f ,  and Cardigan. Origi
nally, however, these latter four had been 
intended simply as a measure of precau
tion in the event of a raid from Contreras. 
Pendexter's services were at a premium 
in the San M iguel Valley these days. 

Cardigan and Pendexter rode out o f  
town and soon picked u p  the wide swath 
made by the driven steers, which had 
started off the Flying R range early that 
day. Soon they came within sight of the 
night's encampment, some six miles out
side San Miguel. The cattle were a black, 
slow-moving mass in the darkness. 

One or two fires glowed, but there were 
only the embers. About them were the 
recumbent forms of the weary riders ; and 
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off outside the fringes of the herd a lone 
cowboy sang a droning chant to the rest
less beasts. 

Borden, Ragnan's trail boss, roused 
himself from his blankets when Pendexter 
dismounted near him ; but he did not get 
up. 

"Howdy, Walt. Expected yuh sooner. 
Yore boys hit us along sundown. You'll 
find 'em curled up over yonder." 

"Asleep?" Pendexter frowned. 
"Probably. I don't reckon . we've got 

much to fear this close to town." Borden 
hesitated. "I'm sure worried, though. 
Short-handed. Contreras close by-and 
they's rumors that that Wild Dick Cro
ker's hereabouts. New man yuh got there ? 
Good! We can stand a few more." And 
with a grunt, the grizzled veteran of many 
drives turned over and resumed his rest. 

Pendexter made his way to where two 
men lay muffled in blankets not far from 
where their horses were picketed. He 
looked down at them. 

"Carewe! Gordon ,.
, 

The forms took on life. "Hullo, Chief," 
Carewe grunted. "Wondered when yuh' d 
strike us." 

Pendexter nodded. "Held up in town. 
Brought along a new man. The name is 
Cardigan-he's workin' with us." 

"Cardigan ?" Carewe got slowly to his 
feet to peer into the stranger's face. 
"Not- ?" 

"Hell, yes--Caballero Cardigan!" broke 
in the man in question. "Objections here, 
too ?" 

Carewe's eyes flamed suddenly in the 
light from the glowing coals nearby. He 
started to make a quick move-a move 
that might have meant his death in that 
instant, for Cardigan was in no mood for 
choosing words. But Pendexter stepped 
in quickly. 

"Cut that !" he commanded in a low, 
peremptory voice. "You, Carewe, get it 
straight. When a man's workin' for me, 
I ask all the questions! Sabe? If that 
don't go with you, get on yore hoss and 
start trailin' back!" 

Carewe growled, stood hesitant for a 
moment, then his glance fell before the old 
master in the ancient ranger's eyes. H e  

shrugged and turned back t o  his blankets. 
"All right," he said. " I  reckon maybe 

you know best, Chief. Buenas noches." 
Gordon, the second man of the escort. 

had risen in his blankets. Pendexter now 
turned to him. "You heard that, too?" 
he asked. 

"Plenty! Hell, yes!" And Gordon dove 
hurriedly back under cover. 

Cardigan had already turned and was 
unsaddling. He let Diablo loose without 
hobbling. He flung his blankets on the 
ground and used his saddle for a pillow, 
scooping out the sandy earth where his 
hips and shoulders fitted. Pendexter lay 
down nearby, and in a moment the camp 
was asleep. 

News of Cardigan's identity got about 
when the chuck wagon began dispensing 
coffee in the gray of early dawn. He 

- p<!id it no heed, however, and seemed not 
to notice the half-curious, dubious eyes 
that focused upon him. Carewe, even if 
he had a grievance, had been effectively 
silenced the night before ; and in less than 
half an hour there was plenty to occupy 
the members of that caravan. 

The cattle were on the move again. 
Dust rose in an unceasing cloud from the 
hundreds of hoofs. The cowboys had 
their work cut out for them. Alternating 
frequently, two of the Pendexter men 
would ride ahead together and two served 
as outposts flanking the drive. But there 
was no sign of Contreras that day. 

Toward sundown, with the nearest 
water hole not far away, Borden, Rag
nan's trail boss, dropped back to where 
Pendexter and Cardigan had closed up. 
Everyone looked weary and dispirited. 

"I'm scared, Walt," he confessed. "We 
got two more days o' this, and it don't 
seem likely Contreras is going to lay up 
in them hills and jest watch us. And 
short-handed like we are-Hell! If they 
just start shootin' ; these cows'll stampede 
and finish it for 'em." 

Pendexter nodded. He looked at Car
digan. 

"How many men's Contreras got with 
him, do yuh suppose, Caballero ?" he 
asked. 

Borden shot the new man a strange 
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look, but said nothing. Cardigan consid
ered. 

"Enough," he said. "Like Borden says, 
he won't need to do anything but start 
shooting-that's the danger. I think a 
Jot of his gang is still across the line." 

· 'And Croker?" Pendexter was looking 
hard at him. 

· 'He's hereabouts," Cardigan returned 
promptly. "I know that. But I don't 
think either one of 'em would throw a Jot 
of men in at us. They'll know that a 
stampede is enough, and if they're after 
us at all, it'll be an ambush." 

Dorden was watching him with keen, 
inscrutable eyes ; but the foreman's brief 
nod of agreement was confirmation of 
Cardigan, too. 

"I reckon we boys ain't gonna have 
much sleep between here and Aja," Pen
dexter said, when the trail boss was gone 
forward. 

Cardigan surveyed the country from a 
rise when the water. hole had been found 
and the cattle circled into position. The 
camp was settled down, but he was dubi
ous. He knew perfectly well that some
where along the route they might expect 
an attack from Contreras. 

But there was only the utmost aridity 
all about them. From the little rise on 
which he sat his saddle, there was sand 
stretching in every direction, pink and 
mauve and purplish with the lowering 
sun ; only, far to the northward, the low 
hills. By the following night those hills 
would be closer. He nodded, grim lipped, 
and turned back to the camp. 

Everyone was desperately weary. But 
Pendexter and his scouts, true to the for
mer's promise, found little rest. 

The herd was restive, uncertain. Men 
circled about it warily. The songs of the 
outriders floated on the breathless air. 
Pendextcr and his men took up watching 
points a good distance from the camp, 
so as to have some chance of warding off 
an attack before it got close enough to 
alarm the cattle. 

But nothing happened; and the follow
ing morning the dusty, weary ride was 
commenced again. This was the day, 
Cardigan told himself. He knew Contre-

ras well enough to know the banJit's 
methods. The country into which they 
drove invited attack. 

A sharp watch was kept all morning. 
By noon the drive was under the edges 
of the hills. It was shortly afterward, as 
Cardigan was riding in to meet Carewe, 
that a lone rider appeared out of the 
ridges above them. 

Carewe halted in his tracks. Cardigan 
stiffened-but the man was alone. There 
was something familiar about the way he 
rode. The others had seen, too. As the 
man approached, making straight for Car
digan, of a sudden, Carewe, with a curse, 
struck in his spurs and tore toward them. 

But he was too late. Cardigan started 
when he recognized the approaching rider. 
It was one of the men he had met at Dick 
Croker's camp-the breed, Toros ! 

Toros rode directly up to him, spurring 
a little when he saw Carewe endeav01·ing 
to come up. There was no friendliness in 
his manner, but neither was there sign of 
hostility-except in his eyes. 

"I do not want to come, but Dick send 
me. A message-for you. Ride away 
from here, sefior--or die!" 

That was all. Before Cardigan could 
answer, Toros had whirled his pony and 
was riding off the way he had come. 
Carewe swept up, red-faced and sweating. 

"Who was that?" he demanded accus
ingly. 

Cardigan kept on riding. He looked 
calmly at his questioner. "A man," he 
said, "with a message for me. He deliv
ered it." 

"A message-in this country ?" Carewe 
snarled. "Cardigan, yo're jest what I fig
ured-" 

"I'm working for Pendexter, the same 
as you," Cardigan cut in,  his voice like 
ice. "I wouldn't say the rest of what 
you've got on your mind, Carewe. Unless 
you've got some fool idea that I'll swallow 
bad talk!" 

Carewe gulped down what he had been 
about to say. But his eyes flamed with 
suspicion. 

"I don't trust yuh, Cardigan. They's 
something not right in this business." 

"Pendexter trusts me," was the dry re-1 
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tort. "That's all you have to know, Ca
rewe." 

He rode back toward the tail of the 
herd. Carewe had been riding out to re
lieve him as flanking point, which position 
he had maintained all during the hot 
morning hours. 

Riding past Borden, he knew that 
Toros' visit had been observed by every
one. The trail boss shot him a swift, sus
picious look, but said nothing. 

When he reached Pendexter, the scout 
said nothing. But Cardigan was aware 
of his questioning look. For one instant 
the deep-seeking eyes searched his face ; 
for one instant Cardigan's eyes met them. 
That was all. Ahead, the riders seemed 
milling their charges to a halt. 

"There's a hole in here," Pendexter 
said. "Heard rumors that the next one 
is dry, and them cows'd stampede for this 
one, anyway. V.fe're stoppin' for a min
ute:·· 

Cardigan hesitated. "I think we can 
look for trouble to-night-pretty sure," he 
said at last, when they drew up. 

"Sure of it ?" Again that swift, search
ing look. 

Cardigan did not meet it. "Yeah. Don't 
it look like the place for i t ?" he asked 
laconically. 

That was all. It was all that Pendexter 
asked of him. But oddly enough, the 
scout seemed reassured. 

When, at the end of a long, hot day, 
they reached their specified halting place, 
they found the shallow water hole almost 
dry. There was barely enough for the 
shaken, overworked horses. Only two o f  
these drank, though, before the cattle, an 
angry, charging mass, swept down and 
obliterated the last trace of moisture. It  
was with difficulty that they were herded 
together for the night. 

Pendexter looked at the stars and then 
at the low mound of hills bulking above 
their camp. They had chosen a halting 
place less flat and arid than the former 
ones. At the base of the hills, the ground 
was far from level and seriously cut up. 
The cattle moved about restively. In 
their movement was a nervousness that 
made itself felt all through the camp. 

Everyone knew that this was the logical 
point for an attack, if any attack was to 
be made. There were curious, question
ing stares as Cardigan moved about alone. 
And then he had disappeared. 

"Jest walked away. Too clanged much 
mystery about this drive, Walt. Sure o' 
that new man o' your'n ?" asked Borden. 

"Watch yore own men, amigo," Pen
dexter returned easily. "I know enough 
to look for trouble to-night, and I know 
it's comin'. Sleep with gunbelts on-if 
yuh sleep !" 

Carewe had disappeared, too. Carewe 
was slipping, silent as an Indian, behind a 
dark, tall figure that crouched outside the 
camp, moving from rock to rock and gully 
to gully, until it was lost for an instant 
on a higher spur that hung over a V
shaped ravine. Carewe came closer. 

For an instant he could not make out 
the figure. Then he thought he saw a man 

. flattened on the edge of the spur. The 
apparition moved ; the fitful light gave 
little clue. Carewe moved forward, inch 
by inch, cautious, his eyes narrowed with 
suspicion. 

Suddenly there was a low voice in his 
right ear ; and with it  a ring of cold steel 
pressed against the back of his head. 

"Better not move, amigo !" 
A deft hand flipped the guns from his 

belt. The man was on his knees beside 
him. 

" Now you can look up. Ah ! Just 
what I thought. What's the idea, Ca .. 
rewe ?" 

The prisoner glared up at Cardigan. 
"Idea ? In me followin' you ? To see what 
yo're skulking about, of course !" 

Cardigan considered for a moment. 
"Maybe. I haven't got much time, any

how, so I'll show you what I was skulk
ing for. Get down and listen-to some
thing beside me !" 

They flattened together, in silence. For 
a moment all the hills were still. There 
was only the faint sound of stirring in the 
camp behind them. Then metal clinked, 
the soft sound born down on the faintest 
of breezes. It was that sound that can 
never quite be given a name-moving 
horsemen over soft terrain. 
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Carewe started up and met Cardigan's 
eyes. 

"It's them !" 
"Segura ! Who would it be ? Now take 

your guns and get back into camp-fast ! 
If I know their methods, they'll be com
ing on a run j ust as soon as they get near 
enough. I'll try to give 'em a few pieces 
of lead here until the boys down there 
get in shape to take 'em on. Hurry up !" 

Carewe knew enough to obey. He 
sensed that Cardigan knew this situation 
well. He felt his guns shoved back into 
his hands ; and then, at the other's per
emptory gesture, started back running. 
Cardigan resumed his position. 

For a moment, after Carewe's  running 
footsteps had gone from hearing, there 
was the same silence again. Then came 
the sound of horses, more distinct than 
before. The raiders were closing in to
ward the camp, and they were coming to
ward the ravine in a body. Cardigan 
waited grimly. His two guns lay on the 
rock shelf before him, along with his 
cartridge belt, full. 

There was no moon as yet. N carer and 
nearer came the raiders. He could hear 
them distinctly now. 

They halted. Cardigan's features set. 
He picked up the guns and trained them 
on the ravine. 

Then came a swift command, and wait
ing was ended. Caution was forgotten. 
A quirt came down across a mount's flank, 
steel hoofs struck on stone-and the raid
ers were riding for the gully. 

Cardigan saw the first dim shapes ap
pear. They got within range, ridjng hard, 
cursing, laughing. He opened up. 

Both guns spoke at once, a steady 
stream of six shots-three from each. At 
the very first cartridge a man reeled, 
screaming with pain and startled fear. 
Behind him, a second man came down 
like a plummet, clear of his saddle, and 
tangled in the hoofs of the horse behind 
him. A horse screamed with pain-there 
was no missing that surging mass. 

The rush stopped. Two more bullets 
from eitllf!r gun ! They were milling about 
down there in awful confusion-twenty or 
more of them. Cardigan fumbled to re
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load. A man spurred his mount for the 
shelf on which Cardigan lay. A bullet 
whistled over his head. 

"They's only one of him !" cried a 
VOICe. 

"Come on ! We'll get him later !" 
"The hell yuh say-now !" 
Another mount reared up that precipi

tous ascent. Cardigan's guns were par
tially loaded again. Ignoring the two 
charging for him, he sent two more shots 
down into the struggling mass beneath 
him, and saw a man slide from the saddle. 
There was confusion down there, now, 
and for a moment it looked hopeless. 

Then a horse topped the rise. Cardigan 
looked for an instant into the red-belch
ing mouth of a six-gun. But he was not a 
distinct enough target. His own gun 
spoke, and the man went tumbling back
ward into the ravine. 

The second rider gained the top. Three 
guns spoke together-again ! Then, with
out a sound, the second attacker went 
tumbling back the way he had come. 

"Get that jibaro !" came Contreras' fear
ful voice. "Get him--quick !" 

"Don't give him time to reload !" 
Out of the churning confusion in the 

ravine, four horses swung clear. Cardi
gan thought of his emptied chambers. No 
chance to fill them all now-about two or 
three shots left. He dropped back grimly. 
He knew what Contreras knew, that they 
had to get him at once, before order could 
be brought out of the confusion he had 
created in the ravine. 

They started. Cardigan slung his belt 
over his arm and started to back down 
the other side of the slope. Before the· 
riders had gained the crest of the hill, he 
had slipped two cartridges into his guns. 

CHAPTER VII 
IN CONTRERAS' CAMP 

A
BOUT four shots now-there might 

be five ; he could not remember, but 
he would not count on more than four. 
Four riders, shifting figures on horseback 
in the moonless night. No, they'd get him 
first. But Cardigan had never yet been 
beaten, and so he did not consider that 
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he was lost. It would have done little 
good. There would be no mercy shown 
here. 

The first man gained the crest. Cardi
gan chanced it and fired. He missed and 
swore softly. Two shots came at him , 
but he was still somewhat safe in shadow. 

The rider came on. Behind him, an
other cleared the ridge. 

And then-suddenly and with no warn
ing--a perfect hail of rifle fire shattered 
the night. There was a blinding sheet of  
it  at  the mouth of the gully. On the heels 
of it came the wild cowboy yell-" Yip
yip-yip-eeeee !" 

"At 'em-they're all here ! "  
I t  was Pendexter's voice, carrying 

above the conflict, above the yells of mor
tally wounded men and screaming, hurt 
horses. Another sheet of fire ! 

The second man up to the ridge toppled 
backward with his hands flung to the dark 
heavens. The first turned, undecided, set 
his mount toward Cardigan. Cardigan 
threw up his gun and brought him tum
bling from the saddle. Then he ran to
ward his first vantage point. 

The raiders were scattered. They knew 
not how many men faced them-they only 
knew that they were broken and in a 
trap. Those who could, turned their 
mounts and ran. Others ran on foot, 
struggling after plunging, screaming po
r\ies. A holocaust of lead swept after 
them. 

"Cardigan ! "  
A s  the raiders swept past, Cardigan 

stood up and raised his hand. " Here, 
Pendexter !" 

He made out the forms of  many men 
afoot in the mouth of  the ravine. It  
seemed more than the slender trail crew. 
He saw them start to their feet, glimpsed 
Pendexter's tall form. 

"Caballero-is right !" someone swore. 
Cardigan went sliding down the slope. 

A yell greeted him. Pendexter stalked 
toward him, holding out his hand. 

" Great work, boy-you did it !" 
· Then Cardigan saw what justified his 

first surprise. There were more than the 
trail crew there. The original number 
had been joined by at least seven or eight 

more men. And Pendexter, knowing 
what Cardigan was doing there on the 
shelf-knowing that it was doom to leave 
him there alone-had taken the initiative 
and left the camp, to stag� the battle here. 
It was the only thing that had saved 
Cardigan. 

There was a chorus of acclaim for Car
digan. None of the trail crew had been 
injured, nor the scouts. They all walked 
back slowly together. The cowboys were 
in an exhuberant mood. The cattle, still 
nervous, had been spared the firing at 
close range, which would surely have 
stampeded them. 

" Seven o' Ragnan's men came in-jest 
before yuh started shootin'," Pendexter 
explained, and his voice grew measured 
and grave. "Whose gang was that ?" 

"Contreras'." 
Pendexter hesitated. The others so

bered, too, from their first exhilaration. 
when camp was reached again. 

"It was Contreras who kidnaped Rag
nan's kid !" the scout said. 

Cardigan was dumbfounded. 
The others nodded. Speech was diffi

cult. Cardigan could guess what they 
were thinking. No one who knew him 
could have helped adoring Jeff Ragnan, 
j unior. 

"Yesterday," Pendexter explained, at 
Cardigan's surprised questioning, whiic 
Borden assented with a glum nod. 

''I'm sure glad we got plenty of 'em 
to-night !" he exploded. 

"That's why Jeff sent on this gang," 
Pendexter went on. " Figured it was sure 
they'd tackle us after that. Contreras has 
started-jest like we figured he would." 

Cardigan stood rigid. For some reason, 
they were all watching him. Suddenly he 
swung around toward where his mount 
stood. He started off. 

" Hey ! \Vhere yuh goin' ? "  Pendexter 
demanded. 

"To get the kid," Cardigan flung back 
over his shoulder. 

They all stared. Finally the stares were 
fixed upon Pendexter. Cardigan was 
saddling. A moment later, Diablo, alone, 
was headed out toward the ravine where 
the battle had been. 
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Pendex.ter shook his head. "Search 
me," he declared. "They's only one thing 
I am sure of-if any man can do it, that 
Caballero Cardigan can !" 

Cardigan took his way unheeding. He 
rode calmly through the dark ravine which 
only a little time before had seen so much 
of blood and violence. There were plenty 
of signs of it still. But if there were 
wounded outlaws there, they were silent 
as he passed through, grim as a stalking 
shadow of fate. 

He came out at the farther side. The 
trail of the retreat was easy to follow. 
Once he passed a horse that had died un
der its burden. 

He kept on. The moon arose finally. 
It lay bare the bleached, uneven country 
through which the trail led. He thought 
he had a good idea of the location of 
Contreras' headquarters on this side of 
the Border ; and the tracks did not belie 
his suspicions. If he knew that he faced 
the deadliest danger in Contreras' camp, 
his calm features gave no sign of it. He 
might have been riding to a moonlight 
rendezvous with Dolores. 

He kept on steadily, never at a gallop, 
following an easy trot all the way, up and 
down hill, through gullies, over ridges and 
occasionally he crossed shallow water 
courses. The moon fell back and was gone, 
and dawn stirred the east. He was weary, 
but he did not know it. 

Then the skies were pink and vermil
ion and a new light suffused the broken 
country. Cardigan rode much higher 
ab(>ve sea level now than when he had 
started out. - Diablo was weary. 

A few mists still hung wisplike across 
the rock faces ahead of him. Then the 
last of them vanished-the black mouth 
of a draw appeared-and Cardigan was 
upon the outlaw camp. 

A lone figure rose up from behind a 
rock, and the early sunlight glinted on a 
rifle barrel. 

"Halt !" 
He rode on. The rifle came up un

certainly. But Cardigan was alone and 
there was nothing hostile in his demeanor. 
He halted before the Mexican and found 
the rifle covering him. 

"Take me to Contreras," he ordered 
calmly, in Spanish. 

"Who are you ?" The man was staring 
suspiciously, at a loss. 

"Don't you know - Caballero Cardi
gan ?" 

There was a gasp. The brown finger 
trembled on the trigger. Then the senti
nel grinned. 

"S i, Caballero-V amos-we go !" 
There was deep menace in that grin, 

and in the ready acquiescence. Cardigan 
smiled, for he knew that Contreras would 
much prefer one of his men shooting him 
and having it over with. He was banking 
on that. Contreras was not anxious to 
meet him alive. 

The two went into the draw. Men 
lay in the open, about cold fires. One or 
two arose and stared as they passed, 
walking toward the single shelter tent that 
the camp boasted. The boots of Manuel 
Contreras protruded from here and they 
halted. 

"Senor !" called the guard, softly and 
respectfully. "Sefior ! Caballero Cardi
gan is here !" 

There came a violent oath, in Spanish. 
Contreras fairly bounded f rom his blan
kets, his shirt off, his hair tangled, eyes 
red and glowering. He brought up on his 
feet and stared in disbelief at the visitor. 
The guard kept on grinning. 

Contreras was not slender. He was 
frankly skinny. The flesh was tight across 
his bones and he seemed without muscle. 
But there was about him the suggestion 
of the kind of strength that might be in 
a volted wire. Cardigan dropped with
out a suggestion of alarm from his saddle. 

"Como esta?" he murmured lazily. "I 
have ridden a long way. Will you tell 
this guapo to take care of my horse ?" 

The guard scowled. Contreras scowled 
also-seemed about to say something
then jerked his hand to the man. He 
growled a low command; and the fellow, 
grasping Diablo's bridle, went off. 

"Why have you come here, Cardigan ?" 
the bandit chief demanded menacingly. 

Cardigan shrugged. His carelessness 
was disconcerting. He might have ridden 
in with an army at his back. 
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"I  want to talk to you," he said. " Sit 
down." 

He had taken command of the situation 
from the first, which placed Contreras at 
a disadvantage. Contreras obeyed him, 
and Cardigan, squatting, commenced to 
roll a cigarette. The news of his coming 
had gone through the camp ; and he was 
aware that the tent was being watched. 

He made Contreras ask him his busi
ness again, and then he smiled engagingly. 

"Why shouldn't I come here? I 
thought we were friends, Manuel?" he 
murmured. "No es verdad!" 

"Friends! After last night?" 
Cardigan feigned slight surprise. " So 

that was you! I wondered, when I saw 
some dead men along the trail, and horses. 
It was nothing, · Manuel-nothing per
sonal, that is. I was only doing my job, 
helping' to defend those cattle. I'm paid 
for that, you see." 

He met Contreras' eyes. For an in
stant their glances locked. He knew the 
bandit was baffled. Then the carelessness 
faded from Cardigan's face. 

"Since when has kidnaping become part 
of the game, Manuel ?" he shot out. 

The breath hissed through the bandit's 
teeth. 

"So that's it! As you said, it is noth
ing-personal-mi caballero !" 

" Personal enough!" Cardigan let the 
smoke sift idly through his nostrils. "You 
can't do it, Manuel. I came to take the 
kid back with me!" 

"You-!" Amazement made Contreras 
crouch backward. He stared, unable to 
find words. 

Cardigan went on easily. "Exactly. 
I'm going to take him back with me. 
Maybe you didn't know it, but San Mi
guel's my home. If you want to fight me, 
it's your affair. I shan't fight you unless 
you get in my way. But if I go out of 
here alive, it's with that kid. And if I 
don't-" He shrugged. "I think you 
know how I stand down in Mexico, Man
uel. You'll never dare go back there 
again if you finish me. You won't even 
dare stay here. Lobo Garcia will have 
a young army up here to wipe you out 
within the week !" 

"You threaten me ?" Contreras said, 
through tight lips. 

" Call it  what you like. Is any part of 
it  untrue ?" 

Cardigan suddenly leaned forward. 
"There's the dope, Manuel-take it or 
leave it! Afterward--do what you please. 
Neither I nor my men will ever come up 
against you if you leave me alone. I 
promise that! If you say no-wei I, all 
your men aren't here. You'll have to 
either kill me before I leave, or I'll  let my 
pack loose on your crowd in Mexico first 
and then have 'em up here after you. It"s 
the same, either way-because if you do 
kill me, the whole Southwest country 
won't be big enough to hold you!" 

He got up and flipped away his ciga
rette. Contreras stared at him a moment 
more-then got to his feet with a laugh. 

"Bueno !  You are too brave, amigo mio 
-you win!" He called one of the loiter
ers nearby and gave rapid orders. "You 
may take the boy-I only took him to 
strike feant them, anyway." 

He faced his nonchalant guest. "But 
you, Caballero. I do not ask promises 
from you, though I know all you say is 
true. I fight-San Miguel. That valley 
shall be mine. I shall make • them quiver 
at my name-until I have wiped out every 
ranch that dares oppose me, and until I 
have squeezed it dry of everything. After 
you are back there, I shall come to get 
you. Remember that!" 

Cardigan nodded laconic acceptance. 
" Fair enough," he agreed. "I'll be wait
ing. If you take my advice, though, you'll 
look for other worlds to conquer!" 

"Bah!- Because I was beaten off last 
night ? That is nothing. Get out your
self, Caballero-if you dol'l't, I come after 
you along wit' the rest!" 

He turned. Cardigan smiled. Leading 
a pony, young Jeff Ragnan appeared from 
behind the tent. He looked completely 
unafraid ; but he gave a glad cry at sight 
of Cardigan. Cardigan put out his hand 
and the boy grabbed it eagerly in both his 
own. 

"I figured sornebody'd come along," he 
said simply. "I'm glad it was you !" 

"So am I. Let's start ridin', son," Car-
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digan returned. "Manuel, adios - and 
hasta Ia vista!" 

"A asta Ia vista!" 
Manuel Contreras' scarred visage wore 

a confident, lurking smile. 

CHAPTER VIII  
AN ExcELLENT PROPHET ! 

O
NCE free of Contreras' camp, Cardi

gan shot a swift ·look over his shoul
der and turned to the boy. 

"Ride-and ride hard !" he commanded. 
He knew that if an opportunity offered, 

Contreras would attempt to waylay him 
along the trail. The boy responded with 
that quick comprehension he had. Diablo 
was somewhat wearied, but he sensed his 
master's need. The two horses plunged 
side by side through the serried hills for 
the open country, at a dangerous pace. 

Once a far-off shot whined through the 
air ; . but the sharpshooter had not the 
range. Cardigan doubted if .the bandit 
would set men in pursuit. 

This proved to be true. The two 
reached the ravine where the fight had 
taken place, late in the afternoon. The 
dead had been removed by someone. The 
horses had been left to rot there, but 
there was no sign of the men. 

"Where to now ?" young Ragnan de
manded, when Cardigan had told him the 
story of the fight. 

"I think we can catch up with the drive 
if we keep on riding," Cardigan said 
thoughtfully. "They're moving slowly. 
I'd like to send someone south with a mes
sage. Afterward, I ' ll go back to San 
Miguel. Do you want to start off now ?" 

"I'll stick with you," the youngster said 
firmly. 

"Good enough. Let's go." 
!hey caught up with the drive before 

midnight, where it had halted beside a 
fresh water hole only a few hours out of 
the rail junction which was its destination. 
It would take most of the following day 
to drive the cattle into place. Ragnan's 
riders had left and returned to the Flying 
R ;  but the others stared at the appari
tion of Cardigan and the boy. 

They fa.iled to understand, and Cardi-

gan granted them small enlightenment. 
"He jest came in and said he was there 

to take me away with him !" Jeff Ragnan 
said proudly. "That's all I know. We 
went." 

Cardigan walked away, accompanied by 
Pendexter, and halted where Carewe sat 
alone. Carewe looked up guiltily. 

"I reckon yuh got cause · to laugh at 
me, Cardigan," he said. " I'm sure sorry 
I misjudged yuh-" 

"No need to be," interrupted Cardigan 
briefly. "You couldn't trust me, but I 
think I can trust you. Will you take a 
job on ?" he asked, at the same time look
ing at Pendexter for permission to give an 
order to one of the trail crew. 

"Sure thing !" answered Carewe, not
ing Pendexter's nod. 

"Good ! Strike straight south from 
here across the line. Hit for the town 
of Matanzas and then ask for the Rancho 
Puesta del Sol. See Lobo Garcia, my 
foreman, and tell him I want him up 
here. Tell him not to bring any men into 
San Miguel, but to have 'em within call 
-and get to me as fast as he can ! Got 
it ?" 

Carewe got to his feet. "Plenty !" he 
agreed. "I  don't savvy ; but this time, 
yore word's good. Shall I start ?" 

"Right away," Pendexter said. 
The rider hurried off. Cardigan was 

alone with his employer. "I 'm going to 
trail back to San Miguel with the kid," 
he announced. "Things are going to start 
happening right soon." 

"I hope I'm back for 'em. I'll be start
ing to-morrow night," the scout said. 
"Contreras ?" 

"Yes. He's counting on Dick Croker 
joining him. I get their idea now, from 
what Contreras said. I offered to leave 
him alone if he didn't buck us in San 
Miguel. He laughed. He'll be there. He 
wants to make that valley so completely 
scared of him that it won't dare resist 
him. He'll get to where he can swagger 
by daylight right through the main street, 
he thinks, and then, sooner or later, he'll 
be boss of the district-rustling, killing, 
hold-ups - whatever he pleases, and no 
one to stop him !" · 



518 ACE-HIGH MAGAZINE 

" It's been done before," Pendexter nod
ded, with a reminiscent sigh. "Stop 'em !" 

" I  intend to," Cardigan returned, with 
a grim smile. "Didn't I tell you-San 
Miguel's going to be my home ?" 

' ' I 'm with yuh, son." Pendexter put 
out his hand. ' Til ride hell-for-leather 
to be back alongside yuh, jest as soon as 
this drive's finished. Good luck. Vaya 
con Dios!" 

Cardigan slept for an hour ; and then 
while the rest of the camp was in slumber, 
he and young Ragnan started out. It 
was a long trail, under the stars ; but 
short, after the slow moving of the cattle, 
which took three days to cover the dis
tance a man on horseback could in one. 

Both Cardigan's mount and his compan
ion's were worn, though, and they could 
not push on as rapidly as they might have 
otherwise. They rested in the heat of 
the following midday, until the sun was 
well worn toward the horizon. Then 
they started on again ; but it  was close to 
noon before, after circling about San 
M iguel, the outbuildings and corrals o f  
the Lazy R came i n  sight. 

They passed riders who whooped with 
glee at the sight of young Jeff ; others rode 
on at a faster pace than the two travel
worn horses could go, bearing the news to 
the ranch house. So that when they ap
peared, the matronly figure of Ragnan's 
wife was hurrying down the trail toward 
them. 

Tears streamed unashamed down the 
worn features of young Jeff's mother. Be
fore the boy could slide out of his saddle, 
she had caught him and was clinging to 
him. Happy sobs made incoherent a med
ley of meaningless words. Cardigan 
turned and rode off a little way. The 
men eyed him curiously ; but there was 
no hostility in their manner now. 

Without warning, his free hand was 
suddenly caught, and he drew it away as 
though stung at the touch of a woman's 
lips. "I'll never forget you, Mr. Cardi
gan-never-for this !" · Mrs. Ragnan ex
claimed passionately. "This place is yours 
-no matter what anyone has to say about 
you !" 

Cardigan was embarrassed. He had 

wanted to get the boy safely home and 
not leave him ; but he really had not 
known whether to expect a respectful hos
tility or not. He smiled at young Jeff, 
whose eyes were not quite clear. 

"It  wasn't anything, ma'am," Cardigan 
assured her. "Jeff and I just had a nice 
long ride, that's all. I imagine he'll need 
some feeding up, though !" 

"You both will ! You jest come right 
inside, Mister Cardigan, and get some real 
food. Jeff's down to town-they's things 
happenin', they say. I 'll-" 

"I'm sorry, but I'm getting on down to 
town, too," he objected. "I've got an 
idea what's happening, and I maybe can 
be useful down there. Can I put off the 
meal till this is over, Mrs. Ragnan ?" 

"If you must," she agreed, obvious(y 
disappointed. But she knew what danger
ous work meant for men in this country ; 
she was of its breed. "Even if you and 
Jeff ain't friends, though, don't forget to 
come back. Young J eff'll want to see 
you." 

"I'll promise," Cardigan smiled ; and 
with a toss of his hand to the boy, turned 
his mount and rode off. 

He thought that he had �quared his 
father's debt with Jeff Ragnan. 

Now there were other things to be done. 
Contreras would not have been inactive. 
Certainly the bandit had had something in 
mind at his camp. It  was time to strike. 
Cardigan wondered if Dick Croker had 
made a move yet. Mrs. Ragnan's words 
had convinced him that the town was 
alive to some real danger. 

He wondered anew at the identity of 
the lone bushwhacker he had killed near 
the Flying R on his return from Dick 
Croker's camp. Certainly it had not been 
one of Dick's men-he knew the young 
outlaw better than that. And certainly 
not sent there by Ragnan ; it was not Rag
nan's way. 

Toward sundown, he was entering San 
Miguel again. He rode slowly, conscious 
that more than the usual number of po
nies occupied the hitch-racks along the 
main street. There were several buck
boards in town, too. He struck for the 
Corona. 
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Dismounting somewhat wearily, he 
called to a boy who lounged near the door
way, and arranged to have Diablo cared 
for and fed. Then he strode into the 
saloon, anxious to face whatever San Mi
guel had in store for him. 

They might almost have been waiting 
for his appearance. The bar was crowd
ed, and men were gathered in separate 
little knots. They were serious groups, 
though, and there was nothing festive 
about the scene. When Cardigan halted, 
just inside the doorway, he found himself 
the cynosure of all eyes. Talk stopped. 

Quickly he picked out first-Jeff Rag
nan. Nearby stood the man Loughran, 
and also Croogan, the sheriff. There were 
one or two other faces he had seen on 
that first day. No one had any particu
lar friendliness written on his face ; but 
on the other hand there was not the· out
spoken hostility that Cardigan remem
bered. 

Ragnan straightened, misery in his eyes, 
as Cardigan crossed the room. He 
searched the newcomer's face. Cardigan 
halted facing him. 

"You-they said yuh went to get the 
kid, Cardigan. Yo're back. Is he- ?" 

"I left him at the house, Ragnan," Car
digan answered. "Right side up and 
safe." 

A gasp of astonishment went around 
the group that heard the low words. Rag
nan stared. For a long moment he was 
left speechless, like a man in a trance. 
His fingers moved bewilderedly. Cardi
gan heard a laugh at his left shoulder. 

"Contreras give yuh an escort back, 
Cardigan ?" 

He faced Loughran. "Just what do you 
mean by that ?" he asked coolly. 

"Why, jest what's on the face of it," 
Loughran returned. "I  reckon anybody 
must be a pretty good friend o' Contreras 
to walk right into his camp alone and 
come out thataway. It don't seem like any 
deep puzzle to me !" 

Loughran was speaking for the benefit 
of all who were within range of his voice, 
and the voice was not low. Cardigan 
could sense in the way the nearest men 
shifted that his enemy had scored. 

He started to speak when Croogan's 
voice broke in, more mildly-

"There must be an answer, I reckon," 
the sheriff said. "How'd yuh do it, Car
digan ?" 

Cardigan met his eyes. "I told Con
treras I wouldn't fight him-in exchange 
for turning over the kid." 

Another quick gasp. They stared at 
this cool-voiced youth who had outfaced 
the bandit. Alone ! He had said he 
wouldn't fight Contreras, when Contreras 
could have had him put to death then and 
there. Cardigan realized how that 
sounded. 

"It isn't j ust me, you see," he told Croo
gan. "I've got men-across the Border. 
If Contreras had shot me up that day, in 
his camp, he'd never have dared go near 
Matanzas again, unless he wanted to face 
a young war." 

Loughran laughed. "Men across the 
Border ?" he repeated. "I reckon yuh 
know yuh've got some on this side, too !" 

"What ?" Cardigan whirled. 
"Ever hear o' Lobo Garcia-Mex bad

mao-wanted-all that ?" 
"He's foreman of my ranch-and a 

friend of mine," Cardigan answered be
tween his teeth. "I don't allow much to 
be said about my friends. Where's Gar
cia ?" 

"He was here," Croogan put in. "Look
in' for yuh, to-night. And one of the 
Lazy H boys said there was a camp o' 
Mexes over by Cottonwood Creek !" 

Croogan ended his statement with an 
inflection in his voice that meant it  was 
a question. Loughran was sneering. For 
just a flickering second Cardigan won
dered at the intensity of the man's en
mity. The others drew in closer. Rag
nan was standing with bowed head ; he 
seemingly had heard nothing of the talk. 

"Yeah-what's yore friends movin' in 
here for, Cardigan ?"· asked a small, ear
nest-looking little man. 

"To help you !"  Cardigan suddenly 
whirled on the crowd, his eyes angry. 
"Contreras is on one side of us, and Dick 
Croker's on the other. When they've got 
themselves all set, it'll be too late. I f  
you're going to clean San Miguel Valley, 
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you've got to tackle those two separately 
-and do the attacking before they get 
ready ! That's why my men are here ; · 
they know how to fight Contreras ! I sent 
word to 'em to come, hoping that you 
hombres would stop acting like school 
children and listen to reason ! ':  

The scorn in his voice stung them. He 
was patently contemptuous of them. He 
-supposedly an outlaw from this town
had imported his own crowd from across 
the Border in order to do what they were 
hesitating to do. Few cowards in that 
crowd, even though they were hesitant 
:_and Cardigan's words were like a lash 
to them. Someone grunted, and there was 
a�low, angry murmur. 

Suddenly a mighty fist crashed on the 
edge of the bar. The glasses rattled. 
There was a curse. Jeff Ragnan had 
straightened. , 

" By Glory, yo're right-and what yuh 
say is goin' to go with me, from now on !" 
the ranchmanl exclaimed. "Take the lead, 
Cardigan. And right now, take my hand 
and know that Jeff Ragnan's yore friend 
as long as yuh live !" 

Cardigan had scarcely extended his 
hand before another voice broke in

"And so am I !" 
Limping on a gnarled cane, Joe Stevens 

came hobbling across from the door, one 
of his men behind him. He took Cardi
gan's hand and then turned to Ragnan. 

'Tm sure glad to see yo're gettin' a 
little sense in yore cantankerous old age, 
Jeff. I was afraid I'd have to learn yuh 
some." 

Ragnan swung on the others. "And 
how about you boys ?" he demanded bel
ligerently. "I've said that Cardigan's my 
friend. Has he got any enemies here ?" 

Loughran's eyes glittered. "They ain't 
never been enemies, Jeff," he put in. "It's 
jest that I ain't sure enough of any stran
ger to let him take charge o' things and 
go runnin' my guns and my life-<>n his 
own say-so !" 

It was a cleverly calculated speech for 
that moment. Cardigan understood it. 
But he broke into the momentary si-
lence. 

"I don't care about running anything," 

he said. "I'll run my own men, if they're 
here-that's all. As for the rest-:-I told 
Contreras I wouldn't buck him, if he'd 
leave me and San Miguel alone. There's 
Croker's gang, though, too; and I know 
Croker, if that means anything to you all. 
You can take or leave what I've got to 
say. But if you want my advice-get 
them before they get together and get 
you !" 

"You think Contreras'll come here 
again, then?" asked the quiet-voiced cow
man who had spoken before. 

Cardigan laughed. 'Til  promise it ! "  
" V  erdad I You are the excellent proph

et, Sefior Caballero !" 
The voice startled them all to a fixed 

rigidity. Cardigan knew it well. In spite 
of his cool nerve, he felt something shud
der along his spine at the words that came 
from behind him. Contreras was there
and in that position, he could drill any 
man he chose before the man could move. 

Slowly Cardigan turned. The others 
turned, too, with him. Loughran had 
disappeared ; no one noticed. But there 
had been such a calm authority in Con
treras' voice that no man was foolish 
enough to reach toward a gun before he 
faced him. 

The bandit was in the doorway. Flank
ing him were two men, but none of the 
three had drawn a revolver. At two of 
the three w indows were other ugly faces 
-grinning over the crowd. Seven men 
in all, Cardigan counted-all badmen, and 
they had the advantage of surprise. They 
could get the drop in an instant. 

Contreras had planned well. He moved 
into the bar, toward the group about Car
digan, swaggering with a lazy insolence, 
and halted a few feet from them-shoot
ing distance ! 

"Si, an excellent prophet you have be
come, amigo mio," he said to Cardigan. 
"As you see, I have releas' you from that 
promise which I did not ask for. I am 
here !" 

Cardigan played for time. He wanted 
to know the best way to face this menace. 
He wanted to give his companions time 
to adjust themselves to it. 

"I told you not to come here, Manuel," 
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he said softly. His tone was that of a 
teacher reproving a recalcitrant pupil. 
" 'What's the idea ?" 

"Idea ? Why, to see my old friend 
Caballero Cardigan !" Contreras laughed. 
"Did I not tell you I would come when 
you leave my camp, two--t'ree days 
ago ?" He opened his hands. "See ? 
You can see I am the friend. I have not 
drawn a gun, even when I know that they 
do not like me here.." 

His laugh was a menace. In the in
solent words, he was only taunting the 
helpless rangeman. Taunting them to 
draw-so careless and sure of himself that 
he had walked in here without bothering 
to pull a gun on them. A clever gesture ; 
liut bad business, just the same, thought 
Cardigan--even while he admired · the 
bandit's cool nerve. 

CHAPTER IX 

WIPED OUT 

F
OR a moment the tense silence held. 
Men stood leashed-both sides-

filled with the knowledge that at any sec
ond the crash of gunfire and thudding of 
bullets would commence. Knowing that 
the slightest move of any man was enough 
to precipitate it. 

Cardigan straightened slowly. His long 
legs were placed widely apart. Facing 
it this way, he wanted it over. No good 
to try bluffing it out ; he saw that. Con
treras had come for business. 

"Get out, Manuel !" he commanded, his 
voice low but hard. "Get out of here and 
out of San Migue]-Qr I'll plant you per
sonally !" 

It was enough. Cardigan had known it 
would be. He was sufficiently grateful 
that his low-voiced challenge had been 
able to voice the warning to his friends-
for he knew that, whether they recognized 
it or not, the ranchers were awaiting his 
move. The menacing note in his voice 
had not carried to the men at the wm
dows. 

But it was enough for Contreras. The 
bandit took an inadvertent step backward 
and in the same split second his hands 
moved downward toward the low-hung 

guns at his hips. His two companions 
moved away from him swiftly, their 
hands darting down in the same instant. 

Cardigan swerved sidewise and a bullet 
splintered under his raised right arm and 
embedded itself in the bar behind him. 
H is guns had been in his hands and speak
ing first. 

Then suddenly other guns were crack
ling and spitting-smoke wreathed the 
yellow-lighted interior of the Corona. 
Through the smoke, stabs of yellow and 
red flame shattered. Men reeled--cried 
out involuntarily in agony. From the 
windows shots tore across the room. 

Cardigan was aware that Contreras was 
down. Two shots had entered his chest ; 
Cardigan had spaced them not far apart. 
The bandit had only fired once-that bul
let that had grazed the man he hated. 

Even as Cardigan's first shot had gone 
out, he had swung-certain of its mark
and his two weapons were spitting lead 
at the windows. He stood with his knees 
slightly bent, crouched forward, eyes blaz
ing through the haze of powder smoke. 
He saw a man drop backward through 
the nearest window. His companion 
slumped . .  

But the other window . • .  I 
He whirled, held his fire just as two 

strange shots cracked from there. 
Through the wavering smoke, he saw a 
man drop forward across the sill--one of 
Contrera ' two. The second was gone. 
But · the shots had come from behind 
them ! 

He gasped. "Don't shoot-they're all 
down !" he yelled. 

Contreras' two companions lay across 
his motionless body. They had fallen that 
way, grotesque, face down. But the face 
that Cardigan now glimpsed in the win
dow opening was that of Lobo Garcia
and behind him two of the vaqueros from 
the Puesta del Sol. 

The pistols along the bar flashed down
ward. In another second, Garcia might 
have been shot by one of that crowd. 
But all careless of that fact, he jumped 
lightly through the window and came
teeth flashing against his dark skin
across the room toward Cardigan. 
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"It ts finish', Caballero-finish' for 
here !" 

Cardigan looked about him. Contreras' 
men were cleaned out. But two of the 
punchers lay silent and motionless at the 
foot of the bar. Ragnan was bent over 
one of them. A third man, one of the 
ranchers, was fumbling with a scarlet 
handkerchief and attempting to tie up a 
jagged bullet wound in his left forearm. 
Two more stood vengefully in the door
way, looking up and down the street. 

"Where'd you come from ?" Cardigan 
demanded of Garcia. 

"I started before your friend came for 
me." The Mexican looked troubled and 
defiant at once. "You tol' me to wait ; but 
then I find Contreras has many men up 
here. They leave after you. So I get 
the men and I come-and meet this Ca-

. rewe on the way." 
"Where are the men ?" 
"By the creek. Only t'ree of us come 

here. I come this afternoon and I was 
made to wonder about you. Thes' men-" 
he surveyed the ranchmen belligerently
"they seem not friendly. So I think maybe 
you will need help when you come, and 
I watch." 

Cardigan pressed his hand with a little 
grateful smile. "Did you see Contreras 
come?" he asked. 

Garcia remembered. "Carajo - yes ! 
He has all his men-they camp outside, 
to wait for him. We saw them come !" 

"Contreras' gang is outside-waiting 
for him to come back?" Cardigan was 
stari.ng fascinated at the still form of the 
bandit on the floor. 

Garcia shrugged. "For what else they 
wait there-when he comes in with these 
alone?" 

"Of course !" Cardigan calculated 
rapidly. Contreras' move was more clear 
now. He had figured on taking the sa
loon by surprise and denting any feeling 
of security that those in San Miguel might 
possess. Then, on the heels of his brief 
appearance, his men would sweep down 
and over the town-before Dick Croker 
could join with him ! 

Contreras would be the unquestioned 
boss, then. Cardigan started. The man's 

ideas had not been small, anyway. 'But 
they meant that Dick Croker was some
where in the vicinity-still trusting Con
treras and waiting for the word to strike I 

"Now-if ever-is the time !" Cardigan 
said aloud. 

Ragnan was at his side. "That looks 
like the end for Senor Contreras," he 
said. 

"Yes-but not his gang !" Cardigan 
broke in; and rapidly he sketched what 
he knew and his deductions. 

"Posse?" asked Croogan, hard-eyed and 
cool. 

"Not for Contreras' outfit," Cardigan 
smiled; and Lobo Garcia permitted him
self a wolfish grin. "This is as good a 
time as any for my men to close in with 
them. They've been waiting for it, for 
years. I'll take care of Contreras. Now, 
if-" 

A voice broke in. "Hell ! I knew I 'd 
be too late ! Caballero, where are yuh ?" 

Walt Pendexter strode through the 
clearing smoke-wreaths of the room. He 
found Cardigan ; swept the others with his 
eyes, and nodded with satisfaction. He 
wore the air of a man bearing news, and 
halted before them, resting his rifle butt 
on the ground. 

"Don't know what this is," he said ab
ruptly, "but it looks like it's started. I 
trailed Cardigan in-and ran plumb into 
a young army out by the mesa !" 

"By the mesa !" Cardigan echoed. 
"West of town?" 

"Yeah. All hid up there pretty. Wait
in' for somethin', I figgered-and some
thin' that's due to happen to-night, or 
they wouldn't be holed up that close to 
San Miguel !" 

Cardigan breathed softly. They were 
. all watching him--even Walt Pendexter. 

He had taken charge ; they knew him now. 
"That'll be Wild Dick Croker's crowd," 

he said quietly. "We've got Contreras' 
outfit spotted on the other side. Con
treras was figuring on beating Croker to 
it, even though they were supposed to be 
partners in this." 

"Croker? Let's get him now, and have 
a lynchin' party !" one of the cowboys 
yelled. 
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They were all excited. The recent bat
tle had taken its toll and warmed them up 
to the fighting pitch. They wanted to fin
ish it  now-to fight it out and exact their 
vengeance. Two bodies, of men they had 
been speaking with only a few minutes 
before, lay stretched before them still. 
The appeal was poignant. 

Cardigan nodded slowly, his features 
expressionless. Now was the time, he 
knew, to finish the thing. The chances 
were more than good, with the men of 
San Miguel thus aroused. Die� would 
pay. Cardigan had warned him ; but j ust 
the same he did not want to see it. He 
would have preferred to make Dick ab
dicate and run across the Border after he 
had broken the two gangs. But it was 
too late now. 

"Garcia and !-we'll take care of Con
treras' men," he said softly. "Round up 
a posse, Croogan-Pendexter'll lead you 
to where Croker's waiting. We've got 'em 
split up, and you can take Croker by sur
prise. We'll finish it to-night !" 

A yell of approval split the air. Rag
nan nodded. Croogan agreed. 

"Everybody goin' ?" he demanded. 
Another yell shook the walls. Six

guns were fired into the ceiling. Men 
started frorri the saloon on a rush for the 
horses outside. 

"Let's get Croker !" 
"-And drag 'im through town at the 

end of a rope !" came vengefully from 
someone else. 

They rushed for the door. Pendexter 
stood beside . Cardigan. He looked into 
the younger man's eyes and seemed to 
understand. 

Cardigan looked up. "He was a friend 
of mine, Walt," he said slowly. " Except 
for the trails we took, we were like broth
ers. Do you know Croker by sight ?" 

"I reckon I do. Seen him once, down 
in El Paso. He was jest beginnin' to 
run wild then." · 

Cardigan laid his hand on the elder's 
arm. "If you get a chance, put a bullet 
through him, before-before they get him 
alive, will you, Walt ? He'll thank you
and so will I !" 

The scout no ded. "If  I get the 

chance, Caballero-! will," he promised 
quietly. 

They moved to the door. . Diablo had 
already been brought out to the front. 
He was saddled and ready. Cardigan 
mounted, and his two vaqueros fell in 
behind him. Garcia was at his side. 
While Croogan's posse was still milling 
about in disorder, these four started out. 

But before the sheriff's office, Ragnan 
stopped them. He was standing on the 
step and he laid a hand on Cardigan's sad
dle horn. 

"So long, Caballero," he said. "Lots o' 
luck. I don't know all that's goin' to 
happen to-night-but whatever it is, I 
reckon San Miguel's yore town from now 
on, if yuh like it enough. You've jest 
plumb shot yoreself into a place here !" 

Cardigan grinned. ' ' I 'm glad I was 
shooting in the direction I wanted to," he 
said. "For a while, I was afraid. Luck, 
Ragnan-and adios !" 

He rode on toward the edge o f  town, 
and respectful, stern glances followed him 
as he went. 

Then they were out into the dark of the 
hills again. Garcia rode for a long time 
in sympathetic silence. 

"They go to get Croker ; no ?" he said 
at last. 

Cardigan nodded softly in reply ; his 
hard eyes seemed seeking something in 
the starlit dark. 

"They won't stop till they've strung 
him up, or plugged him, now," he said. 
"San Miguel's been pushed far enough, 
and it's turning from its corner. Some
body's got to pay plenty . . . .  Just like 
my old man, Lobo. He never did a thing 
in San Miguel-but they were scared he 
would and they knew he had-other 
places. This time they'l\. make Dick pay 
if they have to chase him to Panama as 
food for that rope !" 

Garcia looked at Cardigan, his eyes 
shining. "There is no way ?" he mur
mured softly. "We could do something, 
qtticas-perhaps- ?" 

Cardigan shot him a s-wift, stern look. 
" I f  Dick could be helped, I 'd do it," he 

said quickly. " He's finished, though. 
No ! San Miguel's my home after to-night, . 
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Lobo ; and if  Dick menaces my home, he's 
got to get out of the way like anyone 
else ! "  

Lobo Garcia shrugged philosophically. 
Cardigan's word was law and the subject 
was thus finished, so far as he was con
cerned. "I go wit' you," he said simply. 
"Wherever." 

But Cardigan, stern as he was with a 
sense of j ustice, was not the man to let 
a friend face what Dick was facing to
night without regret. There simply was 
nothing he could do to aid his friend. 
Dick, he knew, would not want him to. 
Both of them were of the breed that will 
stand or fall by its own choice. 

The quartet of silent riders came to 
where the open grassland slop_ed gently 
downward toward the pools that Cotton
wood Creek made, in its meandering 
course southward. _ A moment later and 
a soft challenge came from beyond a blur 
of low bushes, and the faint, far-off star
light glinted along a rifle barrel. Garcia 
answered the muffled challenge with a low 
growl. 

Presently Cardigan was in the camp of 
his own men ; and they crowded eagerly 
about him, talking in low voices. 

"How many of you ?" Cardigan asked. 
"All. Nearly as many as there are in 

Contreras' band. Twenty-five-twenty
six v1•it' you." 

"Bueno ! Let's ride. Contreras didn't 
camp far away ?" 

"A mile beyond that ridge, senor." 
Garcia pointed. 

The men were already throwing sad
dles over the backs of their mounts, work
ing with a quiet, smooth precision in the 
dark. They were eager for action. This 
was an old feud, this with Contreras and 
his men ; and tl:wir blood was hot for it. 
Only Cardigan and Contreras himself, by 
a cold-minded truce, had kept this day 
of reckoning off for so long. 

Cardigan might have preferred attack
ing on foot ; it seemed the wiser plan. 
But he knew these men of his. They 
were born to the saddle. To swoop down 
upon an enemy thus meant everything to 
them. They fought madly, wildly-ex
u ltantly. There was no good in outlining 

a cold-blooded, careful plan to them. 
They simply wanted to fight I 

The long cavalcade started off into the 
dark, trailing like a line of  specters across 
the hills. 

Nearing the Contreras camp, they com
menced to spread out, at a word from 
Garcia. Somewhere in the night that 
pressed down upon the silent hills, a horse 
whinnied. Cardigan held his breath and 
pressed a warning palm over Diablo's 
nose. But one of his men was less care
ful. The whinny was answered-from 
behind him ! 

Garcia cursed. "Speed !" . Cardigan 
commanded. " I f  they're awake at all, 
they'll know what that means." 

" Perhaps they will think it is Contre
ras," Garcia whispered. 

"They'll be awake, anyway. It's my 
guess they're j ust waiting for him to re
turn. We'll go--" 

"It is here, Caballero !" 
Unconsciously the Puesta del Sol riders 

had pressed up close, knowing they were 
upon their destination. Cardigan .found 
his men spread out like a fan as they 
came within a few paces of the summit 
of the ridge, riding fetlock-high in dewy 
grama grass. 

A bit clinked, and in the dark there 
could be heard the strain of saddle leather. 
If there was anyone near. . . ! 

"Que pasaf It is you, jefef" 
Cardigan hesitated only a moment. He 

swept the line of his eager, straining men 
-like leashed hounds. Then-

"Your jefe is dead !" he answered 
harshly. "Out of the way, jibaro. Mi' 
guapos-vamanos-let's go !" 

His men answered him with a wild, 
blood-curdling shriek. The horses swept 
to the summit of the rise. Two men-the 
one who had challenged and a companion 
-arose with thick curses out of the damp 
grass. Rifles glittered. But they were 
simply swept aside before the rush that 
came. The first one dropped with no less 
than five bullets in him. The second threw 
up his gun once to fire-missed-and 
went down with a bullet in his throat. 

· Then the battle was on. 
Cardigan knew he would not be able 
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to restrain his men, once he released them 
upon their ancient enemies. In fact, he 
counted on their fierce madness to offset 
the superior force that Contreras had 
commanded. That-and the fact that the 
attack would be a complete surprise. 
Contreras' men were too confident ; they 
were waiting only for their leader's re
turn, when they would sweep down upon 
a supine cowtown. 

And instead of that--came this holo
caust ! 

The hollow holding the encampment 
was in an uproar instantly. Instinctively 
the bandits ran for their mounts. The 
ponies plunged about. The riders turned 
in every direction. While down the short . 
slope tore that yelling, vengeful wave of  
horsemen. 

There were the embers of a few low 
fires to guide the attackers. Men twisted 
and ran about before them, misshapen, 
unearthly forms in the dark. Revolver 
flashes crackled through the blackness. 

Cardigan saw a man swing into the 
saddle of a rearing mount and attempt to 
ride off. He put Diablo across his course. 
A half second later, a six-gun bullet whis
tled past his ear. He brought his black 

. to a sliding stop, drew far back in his 
saddle, and fired twice. As the fugitive's 
gun circled to cover him again, the lead 
struck home and the man fell forward 
and out of his saddle, tumbling to his 
head upon the ground. 

Cardigan turned back. His men had 
,. overridden the outlaw camp in the first 

rush. They had turned and were coming 
back. A few of Contreras' men had man
aged to make a stand. These were 
bunched about the nearest fire. Rifles 
and six-guns gleamed. 

Cardigan shot down a man who ran 
insanely toward his black mount. Then 
the V(]queros, with a wild, vengeful yell, 
swooped down upon the last clump that 
was making a stand. 

Cardigan would have liked to stop it 
here, but it would have been no more pos
sible than to stop the rising moon. He 
saw the men from Puesta del Sol ride 
like avenging demons, right over that 
knot of men. 

Horses and men were one writhing, 
tw1st1ng mass. Cardigan's vaqueros were 
using knives now ; so were the others. A 
horse went down screaming. He was 
part of the awful nightmare there. Faces 
could be seen at intervals in the red glare 
from a revolver flash-mad, twisted faces, 
full of fear or insanity. 

For a moment guns barked a mad stac
cato. Shrieks of fear and yells of terror, 
curses and prayers, blended with wild 
shouts of vengeance and fury. There was 
the clash of steel, the smell of singed 
flesh, burnt powder, and blood. As Car
digan drew off from that last mad fury, i t  
was a horrible thing to see. 

Another horse went down. The furi-
. ous firing ceased. One of Cardigan's men 

reeled from the saddle. A lone shot
then a kind of pulsing silence for a split 
second. A man reeled out from the melee 
-broken, staggering. 

A laugh-a harsh laugh-and from the 
saddle a vaquero put two bullets into his 
back. 

The fight was over. A few of Con
treras' men had escaped, to make a pre
carious way to the Border. But the band 
was broken up and it would never again 
exist. Cardigan told himself that that 
fact was sufficient excuse for the savagery 
o f  the past few minutes. 

CHAPTER X 

ON CROKER's TRAIL 

C
ARDIGAN' S  men had lost three of  

their number in dead ; and several 
others were suffering from bullet or knife 
wounds. Garcia had a smudge of blood 
across his scarred visage that made him 
look like a butcher, and he was binding up 
crudely a knife cut in his thigh. 

They drew off, and Cardigan was grate
ful when they reached the crest of that 
bloody bowl again. The clean night air 
swept across desert and grassland, and it 
left the stench of  blood and sweat and 
battle behind. Garcia drew up at his 
side. He could see Cardigan's pale, cold 
face and his eyes narrowed. 

"You do not like this, eh ?-this kind 
of fight, Caballero ?" he asked. 
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"I don't like any kind of  fighting, 
Lobo," was the quiet answer. 

Garcia shook his head. "Yet all men 
-know how grand the fighter you are. Yo 
no se. I do not understand," he sighed. 

"I fight when I must. I hope to-night 
finishes it all, anyway," Cardigan said. 
His eyes were straining westward ; the 
breeze was from that direction, and he 
listened for the sounds of firing. But 
none came. Was Dick finished, too, he 
wondered ? 

"What shall you do, Caballero ?" Lobo 
said, after a long pause. "We stay here, 
first, to bury these." He jerked a thumb 
back toward the scene of the recent bat
tle. 

"Yes, do that. Then take the men 
back to Puesta del Sol. I'm going to look 
for Dick's body. Then I'll return. After
ward, I clear out of there. My home 
shall be here-a new ranch. We'll drive 
the stock across. All of these men can 
come with me, if they want to. You 
come ?" 

"S eguro !" the Mexican exclaimed. 
" But where else would I go-but wit' you, 
amigo!" 

"Good !" 
Cardigan hesitated. Garcia looked at 

him meaningly. "I start to round up when 
I get back ; no! Then I wait for you
one, two days. Is that all, Caballero ?" 

"Go to Dolores. Tell her I am safe 
and that I'll be back for her, soon. That 
I've made a home. That's all. Btten.as 
naches, com padre!" 

"Adiosita!" 
Cardigan rode slowly down the slope. 

The low lights of San Miguel gleamed 
distantly. This adventure was ending, 
j ust as he had intended it should ; yet he 
was not exultant. He wondered about 
Dick Croker . . . .  

He stared absently at the lights of the 
little town as he neared them. There was 
no need to hurry. The evening was still 
young ; but by now, Dick was past any 
help he could give him-even if there 
ever had been any way to help Dick. 
What he had hoped in the very beginning 
was that, beating off Contreras, he might 
persuade his boyhood friend to clear out 

of this country. But it was too late for 
that now. 

Suddenly the lights seemed brighter. 
Cardigan was quite close to the town now. 
He could see that the Corona had thrown 
open its wide doors. There were streams 
of illumination across the street. Wild, 
exuberant yells came to his ears, broken 
by the occasional bark of a six-gun fired 
into the air. 

Cardigan lifted his reins and Diablo 
broke into a long, swinging lope that car
ried horse and rider past the outskirts in 
a few minutes. Once within sight of the 
Corona, Cardigan could see that the ex
citement was due entirely to a spirit of 
celebration. The posse had returned ! 

It was easy enough to see that the raid 
had been successful. Someone caught 
sight of Cardigan swinging down the 
street, and cheered. Guns barked vocifer
ously. He was a hero ! He smiled a 
little, not without bitterness, recalling his 
first entry into San Miguel. 

Croogan was at his stirrup as he reined 
in and slid to the ground. 

"All okay, Cardigan ?" The others 
were silenced for his reply. 

He nodded briefly. "They're wiped 
out. Most of 'em dead. There was no . 
holding my gang-they'd been waiting to 
get at Contreras' men for years." 

Another wild shout rent the night. 
Cardigan's name was cheered. He nod
ded to Ragnan, who clapped him on the 
back as he passed, and made his way to 
the door of the saloon. At entering, he 
caught sight of Pendexter standing 
against the bar. The scout shot him a 
meaning look, and Cardigan ranged to his 
side. 

Neither spoke at once. Then Cardi
gan's eyes pleaded mutely for informa-
tion. 

"He's alive," Pendexter said. "I jest 
got in with the news. They're formin' a 
fresh posse, to scour the hills for him
they'll start in an hour or so." 

"Alive ! Can he- ?" 
"He's bad hit," Pendexter said, shak

ing his head. "Couldn't ride far. I 
trailed him, alone." 

"You trailed him ! Where- ?" 
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Pendexter cut him off. He shot a swift 
look about the barroom. 

"Yes, I know where he is. And they's 
two others with him. The posse don't 
know I got back yet-I slipped in when 
I see you comin' down the street. I ' l l  
give yuh fifteen minutes, Cardigan, i f  it's 
any good to yuh. In fi fteen minutes, I 'm 
goin' to tell Croogan where he is !" 

Cardigan did not answer at once. He 
scarcely breathed. He knew, from Pen
dexter's words, that he could do little for 
Dick Croker now. If Dick was wounded 
that badly, he would not be able to make 
his way across the Border. Yet while 
there was the slimmest chance he did not 
want to forsake the man wh8 had once 
been his friend and never his enemy, in 
spite of all. 

He straightened suddenly. "Tell me," 
he said. 

Pendexter outlined the way to Croker's 
halting place. It was in the rugged, cut
up hill country past where Cardigan had 
gone to meet him that first day. "I reck
on you know trailin' well enough to fol
low them directions," Pendexter said. 

Cardigan nodded, tight lipped. "Thanks, 
Walt," he said, and pressed the old man's 
hand. "I  won't forget. Adios!" 

He slipped out, edged around the 
crowd, and managed to pilot Diablo out 
of the farther side of town. Then he 
broke into a gallop and circled San Mi
guel, facing southwestward. 

" Fifteen minutes start !" 
H e  had no idea of what he wanted to 

do, but i f  he could help Dick Croker, he 
knew he must. It would harm no one. 
San Miguel was safe, the last menace 
erased, vengeance taken. Dick would 
only be a useless victim on the altar of 
hatred that Contreras had built in the 
valley. 

He rode hard, and Diablo seemed to 
sense that there was need for this last 
effort. For a space, the open, sandy 
country unrolled beneath the horse's 
hoofs. Then the cool wind of the hills 
was in Cardigan's face. Frequently he 
looked back over his shoulder-it was a 
purely_ instinctive movement, for there 
was no moon and it would have been im-

possible to distinguish the posse behind 
him. 

The posse was there, though, h e  knew. 
Fifteen minutes. It had long since 
passed. Once or twice Cardigan caught 
the sound of wild shots from his rear. 
The men of San Miguel were pressing on 
hard to their last slice of vengeance. If 
they could take Croker alive, his fate 
would be a warning to all others who 
would dare attempt to shatter the peace 
of the valley. Then San Miguel would 
quiet again and forget bloodshed. Cardi
gan knew the country ; it was like that. 

Someone had to pay, and it was just 
that payment should be made. These men 
riding behind him had been defending 
their homes, their lands and their fami
lies against marauders. Not a tithe more 
than just, that their vengeance should be 
swift and complete. 

Cardigan pressed on fiercely, resenting 
his conflicting thoughts. San Miguel was 
his horne, too-it would be Dolores' ! He 
had fought for it ; he had risked death 
more frequently in these past few days 
than any of the men behind him. It was 
his leadership which had crystallized the 
fight. They owed him this-that he be 
allowed to help his friend if it was pos
sible. 

Yet he would not ask for Dick's life. 
For one thing, it would never be granted 
him. No, Dick must stand or fall by his 
choices and his actions. 

Probably Dick Croker did not know 
that he had been trailed. He probably 
thought that his hiding place would be 
safe enough for a stop overnight, and 
hoped that his wounds would enable him 

· to travel southward in the morning. Per
haps, if he knew the danger, he would find 
the strength to go on, across the Border. 
There was sanctuary for him there. 

Cardigan prayed that this might be so. 
Diablo was struggling through the hilly 

and wooded country now. Going was dif
ficult, but Cardigan followed his direc
tions without hesitation. Again those 
far-off shots, but they seemed nearer now. 

They spurred Cardigan on frantically. 
He had to ride low in his saddle to avoid 
the low hanging limbs all about him. 
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B rushwood clung to his legs and the pony 
plunged heavily through it. The going 
was harder now ; but he was almost at 
his destination. 

The way beyond here, he remembered, 
lay straight along this level shelf until it 
reached a low palisade of black rock. 
After that he would have to dismount and 
find the steep trail up to the cave on the 
shelf above where Croker was in hiding. 
Cardigan surveyed the ground as best he 

· could, and recalled to himself that the 
' posse would lose several men before that 
1 palisade could be scaled. An approach 
\ could not be made in silence, either. 

He swung down from Diablo's back as 
. the palisade reared up in the darkness, 
! black, blank wall. The reins he flung 
i over a juniper bush. From the blackness 

above him a challenge came. 
"Who's that ?-Stop !" 
"Caballero Cardigan !"  he called back, 

coolly. "Out of the way !" 
He was at a loss to account for the soft 

curse that echoed his words, and the 
stunned silence following that. The men 
on the shel f seemed to be whispering. But 
no more was said to him. 

He clambered painfully up the steep, 
narrow way. In the dark, this was a feat. 
There were broken, jagged rocks to cling 
to, precarious roots and treacherous lev
els. He could see nothing. He could 
only feel with his hands that suddenly 
he had reached the top. 

He straightened, trying to accustom his 
eyes to the blank darkness. Somewhere 
ahead forms moved, but there was still 
no voice. Nothing except that first chal
lenge. He sensed life stirring ahead of 
him, and instantly his perceptions were 
all alert. Something was wrong here ! 

He held his breath, waiting. He did 
not want to be the first to speak. And 
then he knew that, rio matter what the 
cost, he must make a move. Fi fteen 
minutes ! The posse would not be far 
behind now. 

"Dick !" he called. "Where are you ?" 
Instinct made him do as he did. As 

soon as he had spoken, he flung himself 
sidewise. 

Just in time ! From two points about 

three yards apart, six-guns spoke. Car
digan's guns were ·out in a flash. The 
lead had flattened on the rock behind him. 
Automatically, he let go at the points 
from which the flashes came. 

"Yeah, you'll get to Dick Croker-in 
hell, maybe, damn yuh, Cardigan ! "  

Tick Murray's voice I 
A figure leapt into brief outline. They 

thought him hit. Two of them ! They 
swung toward him. Then the belch of 
flame and smoke blotted out a sudden 
pleading cry. Lead whistled through the 
air, clipped the close leaves. 

But Cardigan was in the dark, crouched 
to the smallest possible target. The two 
figures loomed above him. Agile as a pan
ther and as merciless, he was suddenly 
upon his feet. His two guns were at his 
hips. He had held his fire, after those 
first shots, for this moment. 

Murray and Toros loomed out of the 
gloom. They saw him in the same in
stant that he straightened. 

But Cardigan's guns spoke first. Four 
shots-two from each of those deadly 
forty-fours. There were three other 
shots, but two of them were wild, and a 
last one went into the sky. 

With a thick curse, Tick Murray stum
bled forward and Cardigan had to step 
aside as the big body crashed across his 
feet. Toros swayed, strove to bring up 
his gun again, partially leveled it. Cold
eyeu, dangerous, Cardigan merely took 
another single shot from the l1 ip and 
Toros fell across the lower part of his 
companion's body. 

Cardigan waited for a moment. 
Then-

" Dick ! Where are you ?''  
A faint, broken cry answered him. He 

started impulsively toward the shadows 
from which it had come. Even as he 
moved, something else crouched, moved 
in the shadows. He heard Dick Croker's 
voice-

"Look out, Ned, he'll- !" 
Too late the warning came. Cardigan 

saw the flash-saw a figure rise up with 
a savage curse. Something burned fierce
ly through his thigh. 

But with the first flash, another had 
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come, from the ground. The man who 
had fired upon Cardigan gave a little 
grunt even as his revolver spoke. He 
crashed forward. Cardigan fired again ,  
pinning him to the ground. Then he 
started for Croker's voice. 

He dropped beside a figure lying on the 
ground, half bolstered by the bottom of 
a rotted tree root. It  was his friend. A 
pallid hand reached up toward him 
through the gloom. 

"That's-all, Ned. Thank God, I had 
the strength enough to make that-last 
shot. It was-Loughran, waitin' for 
you !" 

"Loughran !" 
Cardigan started. Loughran ,  who tried 

to start the fight that first day in the 
saloon. Loughran, his enemy from the 
first. He thought suddenly of the am
bush that day he left Dick Croker, and a 
flash of understanding came, even before 
Dick spoke. 

"He was-with us. Working from the 
inside. His - outfit's been changing 
brands on a lot of the stuff we rustled i n  
the past. 'Sail right. He's-done, now. 
Wanted to get you-first. They all did. 
Traitor, they said. But-I know, Ned. 
I f  I didn't before-I know-now !" 

Cardigan felt him all over, swi ftly, for 
wounds. "I came to try to get you out, 
Dick ," he said rapidly. "The posse is 
right behind me. They know where you 
are-" 

' 'Too late. Feel there, Ned. I 'm fin-

ished. They were goin' to leave me here 
and run-until you came. They only 
waited to get you." As Croker halted, 
there was a bubble of red foam on his 
lips and a rattling cough in his throat. 
His grip on Cardigan's hand was tena
CIOUS. 

" Funny, but-as it should be-you're 
the only one to be here holding my hand 
when the finish comes !" the boy said ,  and 
there was bitterness in his voice. "It's 
good-because I 've got the chance to tell 
yuh-you were right and I was wrong, 
Ned. This proves it." 

He coughed. Cardigan, racked with 
agony over his  friend's pain, paid no heed 
to the sound in the brush below. The 
posse was coming up, but he knew it 
would be too late. 

"Goin'-now, Ned. My-my best to 
Dolores, and-luck, on your trail. Adios 
-amigo !" 

Dick Croker tried to raise up, to see 
his friend's eyes once more-and failed. 

Cardigan held the limp body in his arms 
until he felt a touch on his shoulder. Pen
dexter, Ragnan and Croogan strode up, 
the others cursing with amazement over 
the fallen bodies. He looked up at them 
calmly. 

Dawn was lighting in the east. A new 
dawn. Bloodshed was ended. The faces 
of the men were pale and stern in the 
faint light. . 

"You're too late," said Cardigan. 
"Everything's squared up at last !" 
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TA SCO BILL HOWLS A GAIN 
By Ray Na fziger 

A rip-roarm• old frontier sheriff shoots plumb p'izen bell out of the ghost town of Tesco. 

IT was afternoon when a delegation the Bon Ton Store, "we want to talk to 
of Plains City business men filed you." 
into the office of "Tasco Bill" "Talk on ahead," growled Tasco Bill 
Hartigan, sheriff of Valencia Hartigan. He was surly because he knew 
County. The delegation wore busi- why these men had co�1e to see him . 

ness suits, highly polished shoes ; some of "Bill," said Millard in a tone intended 
the members even sported white collars to be svothing, "you've served Valencia 
and all wore neckties. County long ar.d faithfully. But these ·. 

Sheriff Tasco Bill Ha11igan greeted times are getting a little too fast for a 
them with a disgusted grunt. He sat in range-raised officer like you to hold dovvn 
his chair, a bulky, granitelike lump of a a sheriff's j ob. And you're getting a Iit
man, with great wide shoulders. No tie tle too old." 
disgraced the neck of his flannel shirt. A "Too old !" burst out Tasco Bill as he 
battered, rusty sombrero roosted on the got to his feet. " Hell's bells ! Too old ! ' '  
back of his  head. A pair of boots, run- His guns fairly j umped from the skele
down of heels, with rusty Mexican-row- ton holsters that hung at each hip. The 
eled spurs were on his feet. business men pushed back tOI\·ard the 

His grayish hair-Tasco Bill was over door, their faces suddenly drained of 
sixty-was worn long after the fashion of color. 
Buffalo Bill and other Indian scouts. He There was a succession of dull roars 
also wore a buckskin vest, embroidered, from the big Colt forty-fives, but instead 
fringed, and very dirty. Tasco Bill, who of perforating the delegation of business 
had been raised in the saddle, and had men, Tasco Bill was hurling lead through 
slept more nights under the sky than un- the open window at a tin can in the street. 
der a roof, represented the frontier which His guns were held hip high, the shoot
still existed in remote 

·
parts of Valencia ing was as fast as an automatic. The can 

County ; the business men represented the rolled away until it was literally b:1ttered 
civilized part of the county. to pieces by Tasco Bill's shots. 

" Sheriff," said the spokesman of the "Git a young man whut can do that," 
group, a man named Millard, who owned snapped Tasco Bill. 
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"We realize, Bill," said M illard in a 
placative tone, "that you're a wizard with 
a pair of guns-no better gunfighter ever 
lived in the West. You stack up right 
along with Wild B ill and Bat M asterson 
and the rest. But, Bill, times have 
changed. You're one of the old cowboy 
sheriffs what was raised to trail thieves 
by the hoofprints of their horses. But 
nowadays a sheriff has to be able to catch 
criminals like this bandit gang that chases 
in and out of here in an auto. Last night 
was the fifth robbery in Plains City in six 
weeks. Bill ,  they're too slick for an old 
cowboy like you. Why not resign and 
just be a deputy ? You could take it easy 
-just lay around and give advice." 

"Yeah, give advice like you birds," 
grunted Tasco Bill. "Listen yere, yuh 
pale-faced, bottle-raised dogie runts ! I 
was elected to this office, and I 'm stickin'. 
I ain't done for yit. I may be only a old
time cowboy sheriff, but I can still knock 
down the horns of any six men in this 
town. I could lick the whole bunch of 
yuh single-handed. Me old ! Hell's bells ! 
Git outa yere before I lose muh temper." 

The business men backed out hastily, 
realizing that Tasco B ill might get really 
dangerous. Some people said he had 
killed ten men in his l ife, some claimed at 
least eighteen. Everybody had heard 
stories since they were children of Tasco 
Bill Hartigan's shooting ruckuses. He 
was one of the most famous of old fron
tier sheriffs, of the two-gun, fast-shooting, 
hard-riding crew who had tamed the wild 
old Western town. 

In his younger days, Tasco Bill had 
been half an outlaw himsel f ; as a wild 
young puncher he had repeatedly shot up 
the town of Tasco, formerly county seat 
of Valencia County, and had whipped the 
marshals the town of Tasco had brought 
in to curb the lawless cowboys. Then, 
inspired by a happy thought, the town of 
Tasco had made the puncher B ill Harti
gan the marshal. Since that time, he had 
been known as Tasco B il l ,  fearless peace 
officer, tamer of outlaws and badmen. 

Stockmen in Valencia County remem
bered gratefully the cattle thieves he had 
trailed down and brought in. The horse 

thieves Tasco Dill had sometimes brought 
in tied across a saddle, dead. "Which," 
Tasco Bill had said, "is the way a hoss 
thief, bein' so fond of hosses, ought t' 
ride." 

But now they had told Tasco Bill 
that he was through, that the old days of 
trailing men on horseback were over-all 
because a bandit gang in an auto had car
ried out a series of successful raids on 
Plains City : robbing the bank twice, twice 
robbing stores, and once taking a mine 
payroll. They struck like a flash and es
caped easily in the swift car they used. 
Tasco Bill had tracked them after each of 
their raids : one of the tires had a peculiar 
tread, leaving a plain mark in a dirt road. 
He had followed this telltale tire print 
over the plain, through Tasco Canyon and 
the deserted town of Tasco to the paved 
state highway ten miles beyond. On the 
paved road, ali trace of the car had been 
lost. 

Tasco Bill knew that the visit of the 
business men was more than a mere 
friendly call : it was an ultimatum to re
sign. I f  he did not, they would persuade 
the governor to throw Tasco Bill out of 
office in disgrace. 

"Let 'em try to put me out," Tasco B ill 
grunted. "Let 'em try." His hands fell 
to hi pair of guns. If he could only get 
at that crowd of auto bandits. H e  would 
fill them and that stink-buggy of theirs 
full of holes. 

Filled with mingled anger and grief, 
Tasco Bill went to the stable back of the 
courthouse and saddled the old white cow
horse he had ridden for many yearsr 
named "Ghost." With his feet in the 
stirrups and the feel of the saddle under 
him, Tasco Bill felt better. He rode 
across the plain, riding along aimlessly, 
the bitterness in his heart mounting. He, 
Tasco Bill Hartigan, too old ! Too old. 
hell's bells !  

I f  he had been a drinking man he would 
have gotten drunk, but strangely enough, 
Tasco Bill was not a drinking man. 

"I owe my success to not drinkin' 
liquor," Tasco B ill had declared many 
times in interviews given to newspaper 
men. "The rest of them old-timers ain't 
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lived as long as me account they drank 
whiskey. Me, I ain't had four drinks of 
whiskey in all my li fe. That's why I allus 
beat a outlaw to the draw and that's why 
I 'm alive and kickin' to-day." 

As a matter of f act, Tasco Bill had 
never been able to stand whiskey. A 
small drink of it m ade him extremely sick 
afterwards, and this unmanly weakness 
he had always covered up by pretending 
to hold temperance sentiments. 

His "Ghost" horse, feeling a flash o f  
old-time spirit, essayed two or three little 
sheep jumps. 

" Stop it, Ghost ; you're too old to be 
actin' thataway !" said Tasco Bill sternly. 
"You ought to be back on the ranch 
herdin' milk cows-just like they as good 
as told me I ought to." 

Again he swore heatedly at the thought 
of being put out of the sheriff's office, dis
honored. He, Tasco Bill, who had tamed 
Tasco, that wild old roaring cowtown, 
had made it eat out of his hand. He, who 
had killed five outlaws one single day in 
the streets of  Tasco. He, who had chased 
numberless proud gunmen out of the 
place ; had shot it out with badmen in a 
score of gun duels in its saloons. 

He turned his horse toward the scene 
of those old battles, toward the town that 
had been Tasco, for Tasco was no more. 
The mines near there had failed, and 
Plains City had succeeded it as county 
scat, Plains City built up of brick, as 
contrasted to the homely adobe-walled 
buildings of old Tasco. 

It was nearly evening when he came to 
the deserted town. The sun had already 
set for the bottom of the canyon, and the 
old town lay gloomy, forlorn looking, 
desolate. Many of its adobe walls had 
already crumbled and returned to the 
ground f rom which their bricks had been 
fashioned. Not a soul there any more, 
not even one of those prospectors who 
always cling to the abandoned camps. 
Not even a pack burro g razed in its 
grass-grown streets. 

A few of Tasco's buildings still had all 
four walls and the roof left ; some of  
these had been locked and their windows 
boarded up against marauders. The big-

gest of these was the store and warehouse 
building- of the Tasca Trading Company. 
Big double doors opened on the street 
f rom the warehouse through which 
freight wagons had moved for unloading 
years before. 

"I belong here, hoss," said Tasca Bill 
sadly as he looked at the ruin of the once 
roaring town. "I ought to be marshal of  
this place ag'in. That's a job I ain't too 
old to hold down." 

He slipped off Ghost and walked along 
leading the clhl horse, stopping now ano 
then to look at the buildings which brought 
back the most vivid memories. In this 
saloon building thirty-five years before, he 
had shot it out with Mex Joe and his 
gang. Three men had opened fire on hini 
as he entered. Hit in the side, and in a 
leg, he had returned the fire, killing all 
three before he himself at last fell to the 
floor. Tasca Bill's big paws again fell 
to his guns at memory of that battle ; his 
eyes flashed. 

Each building held some memory for 
Tasco Bill. The girls in this place, an 
old dance hall, had all been young and 
pretty ; and they had always been eager to 
smile and talk to him. But for that m;1t
ter all the girls had smiled at him, for he 
had been the undisputed boss of Tasca. · 

In this building, the White Palace, had 
once danced a girl by the name of Jennie 
Dicks. He had had a fight over her in 
the days before he was marshal , when he 
was still a top-hand for the "Bar Slash 
L," owned by Jim Henaberry. Tasco 
Bill thought back with pride to the fact 
that he had been the wildest of  the Bar 
Slash L's t wenty-five wild young 
punchers. 

More than once he had galloped his 
pony down this street at the head of  the 
Bar Slash L riders, all of them shooting 
into the air, yelling like Indians. And 
many t imes he had ridden through the 
door of  this building, then "Bull" Brady's 
saloon, never taking a drink, however, for 
his stomach somehow never could stand 
whiskey. In Bull Brady's saloon as a 
cowboy he had made a four-flushing mar
shal crawl on the floor, imitate the moo 
of a cow, the howl of a coyote. 
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And here was a gambling hall where as 
marshal, aided by � deputy sheriff, he 
had shot it out with the hell-raising trail 
crew of the "Big 6" Ranch. He had left 
six men lying in the street, and the rest 
of that tough outfit had galloped off in 
full flight f rom a town that had such a 
devil as Tasco Bill for a marshal. 

He stopped before an old saloon that 
had long been locked. It had been called 
the "Little Angel," he remembered. He 
noticed the front wall had recently col
lapsed, revealing the sagging floor, with 
the bar and back bar, a roulette wheel and 
faro layout still standing in the place. 

He grounded the reins of Ghost and 
left the horse, to step in over the rotted 
floor of the Little Angel Saloon, looking 
curiously about him. A section of the 
'dobe chimney over the Mexican-style 
fireplace in one corner, he noticed had 
fallen. 

Something gleamed dully in the dirt 
and he stooped to look at it. Then he 
reached down to pick it up ; it was a 
quart bottl� of whiskey, the label so dis
colored that he could not tell what brand 
it was. The saloonkeeper must have had 
a cache of some kind in the chimney, a 
secret place perhaps for a bottle or two 
of choice whiskey that he wanted to keep 
from his bartenders. Tasco Bill took out 
his big combination knife and used the 
corkscrew attachment to draw the cork. 
He smeHed it. It was most certainly 
whiskey, and probably good whiskey, al
though Tasco Bill was no· j udge of hard 
liquor. 

As he held the bottle of whiskey in his 
hand, Tasco Bill was reminded more 
sharply than ever of the old days of Tasco 
-when liquor had been the universal 
beverage. I f  he could only be a young 
puncher again, galloping down that street 
once more on a nippy winter evening, 
reins in his teeth, his guns roaring, people 
fleeing from his path while he shouted, 
"I 'm a curly wolf and it's muh night to 
howl !" I f  only he were young once more 
-back in the days when Tasco was a 
roaring cowtown! 

But about him was only silence, broken 
'dobe walls, desolation, and he was an old 

man. Tasco Bill became so sad as he 
_thought of all this that he ventured to 
take a sip or two from the quart of whis
key. The liquor had a pleasant wam1th 
about it, it went down easily, seemed 
somehow to meet a need. Ignoring the 
fear of probable sickness to come, he 
swallowed a little more of it. 

Dusk was coming, and still carrying the 
bottle, he got on his horse to ride up the 
street, past the old hal f-destroyed build
ings that lined the street. At the head o i  
t h e  street h e  stopped and took a few more 
swallows from the bottle. This must be 
extraordinary wl:!iskey, Tasco Bill was 
beginning to think. He already felt more 
cheerful. Whiskey had never before 
affected him this way ; it had always made 
him instantly sick. 

A
S Sheriff Tasco Bill Hartigan rode 

out of town, one of the double doors 
of the big warehouse building of the old 
Tasco Tra�ing Post opened, and a man 
stepped out. Five companions joined him 
and watched the 1;der vanish up the 
canyon. 

The first man laughed. 
"Why, that's the old cowtown, long

haired sheriff of this hick county," h e  
said. "Tasco Bill Hartigan, they call 
him. I thought at first he'd smelled some
thing and was spying around this town." 

"No danger of  that," said one of the 
other men. "We're too slick for that 
crowd of hicks. Gosh, and to think th 8t  
fool sheriff was only ten feet away from 
the car with that tire that he always traces 
over to, the highway." They all laughed 
again. 

Tasco Bill had been close to a discoverY. 
As he walked down the street of oid 
Tasco, he had passed not ten feet f rom 
the auto bandit g.ang that had visited 
Plains City so often. That gang had a 
clever scheme. They and their car stayeci 
in the deserted town of Tasco, in the 
Tasco Trading Post warehouse which had 
been locked up for years. On the night 
when they planned a raid, they drove out 
of Tasco ten miles east to the paved high
way and back, leaving a plain double track 
on the dirt road. Then they drove in to 
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Plains City, did their job and raced back 
to Tasco, driving their car back into the 
warehouse and carefully sweeping away 
all trace of the car having turned off 
there. Meanwhile the road between 
Plains City and the highway showed a 
double track with their telltale tire. 

Tasco Bill rode on up the trail, the same 
one the auto bandits used to go to and 
from Plains City. He had climbed half
way up out of the canyon when he decided 
to get off his horse. He did not feel j ust 
then like taking the lonely ride back to 
Plains City. As he dismounted, he won
dered at the lightness and ease with which 
he did it ; of late years his joints had 
seemed to creak when he climbed off a 
horse. 

He sat down on a log and took a few 
more sips of whiskey. He seemed 
strangely exhilarated. His mind had 
never before seemed so active, so flooded 
with memories of things gone past. He 
continued to sit  near the scene of his old 
triumphs in Tasco and went over a thou
sand incidents of the happy old days. As 
he did so, Tasco Bill now and then took 
another sip of the bottle. The longer he 
sat drinking the happier he got. Soon he 
began to sing-snatches of old songs sung 
in Tasco, some unprintable, others deeply 
sentimental-about homes and sisters and 
mothers there. 

A coyote set out a long yapping howl 
from the opposite canyon rim and Tasco 
B ill jovially answered it. He felt sud
denly so buoyant of body that even flying 
seemed no impossible feat. And his mind . 
and the memories in it were as buoyant 
as his body. He had a few more swallows 
from the bottle. 

Slowly the present facled and the past 
came b1ck to him more and more vividly. 
And finally it came to Tasco Bill's mind 
that all of the recent unpleasant events of 
his failure as sheriff were only · a bad 
dream. All a bad dream. He was a 
young puncher again-for did he not nov; 
feel exactly as he had felt in his younger 
days, carefree and with a tremendous feel 
of power in him ? 

T �r:· rai<;ed his voice in an exubtrant 
ye!! : "Yipeeeee !" 

The moon was rising red over the can
yon wall. As it rose, it flooded the can
yon bottom below him with light, shone 
on a \Vindow pane in the town far below, 
and reflected back from it with a red 
glow. Tasco Dill  looked down on the 
town. The people had all gone to bed, 
he thought. Only one light was lit. He 
frowned. This would never do. What ? 
Tasco already in bed ; the town that was 
wide open day and night ? This would 
never do. 

The moon as it rose further toucherl 
lightly on the broken outlines of the crum
bling walls of the old dwellings, built up 
the frameworks again into a seemingly 
compact town. 

To Tasco Bill,  pleasantly drunk for the 
first time in his l i fe, the old town had 
come back to · l i fe-all the dreary years 
since he had left it had been erased from 
his memory. Why, he thought j ubilantly, 
he had only been dreaming a bad dream 
that he had grown old. He felt younger, 
happier than he ever felt in his l i fe. That 
curious feeling of buoyancy made him 
want to yell from sheer excess of good 
spirits, and he did so repeatedly. 

"Hell, look at that town, already gone 
to sleep," he said to himsel f.  "Gone t' 
bed, dang 'em. Well, it's u p  t' me t' wake 
'em up. Yipeeeee !" 

He sprang into the saddle without 
touching a foot to the stirrup. All the 
resistless power of youth surged through 
him. Tasco Bill was young again, the 
world was his to enjoy and before him 
lay the town of Tasco, wildest cowtown 
of them all . 

' 'Yipeeeeee !" he yelled, and dug in his 
sput·s. Ghost galloped away at a pace 
faster than he had got his legs to moving 
for long years. They made it to the bot
tom of the canyon, and to the he;:d of the 
single long street that ran through Tasco. 
There Tasco Bill j erked back Ghost's bit 
sharply, making the horse rear high. 

"Vvhoopeeeee ! I'm just a black-maned , 
curly-hai;·cd wol f, anti it's muh night to 
how l !" he shouted to the town of Tasco. 

Ami then with the reins in his teeth, a 
gun in each hand, he raced down the 
street, screeching like a bobcat. As he 
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passed the fir� building, his guns began 
to roar, the shots sounding loudly in the 
canyon, their echoes crashing and roll
ing up the canyon slope toward the rim
rocks. 

"Outa muh way !" he bawled as he con
tinued to fire. "Tasco Bill has come to 
town ! 

"I 'm a hyderphobied, ring-tailed Giley 
monster !"  he shouted to the empty adobe 
buildings as he dashed past. " Muh 
breath is plumb p'izen ; muh slobber is 
plumb death. Whoopeeee ! Hear me 
howl ! Ride down any blankety-blank 
marshal !" Tasco Bill was now imagin
ing that the punchers of the Slash Bar L 
were riding behind him as they had often 
galloped in the days when they had shot 
up the town of Tasco. 

At the end of the street he stopped and 
poured out the empty shells on the ground 
and refilled the chambers. The powder 
smoke in the air was perfume to him. He 
sniffed it in delightedly. 

"Come on, boys !" he .shouted exuber
antly to his imaginary companions. 
"Shoot out all the lights and run over 
anybody that gits in our road." 

A thud of hoofs again as his old white 
horse pounded back up the street at a 
fast gallop. 

"Wham ! Wham !" again thundered the 
heavy guns as the lead peppered the walls 
of the buildings. 

And then as Tasco Bill raced by the 
warehouse of the Tasco Trading Post, 
from one of the big double doors now 
partially opened, a shot and then another 
came, both in his direction. Hell's bells ! 
Somebody was shooting at him ! He 
could even hear excited talk from the 
direction of the big building. 

"I 'm stirrin' 
·
·em up !" he said, and gal

loped on recklessly, still shooting. "Im 
a-wakin this town up all right." A bullet 
passed through his sombrero, making a 
big hole in it. 

"Them damn fools is a-gettin' too close !" 
he bellowed in anger. "Y ere I comes in 
peaceful-like to wake up this town a little 
and somebody makes a sieve of my hat. 
I 11 wipe out this whole damn place for 
that." 

He turned at the head of the street 
again and reloaded his guns. 

" Come out of there, yuh skunks !" he 
bawled. "Come out in the open before 
I go in and drag yuh out by the neck." 

And then he raced down the street 
again, only this time he concentrated his 
fire at the big warehouse building from 
which the shots had been fired at him. 
"Wham ! Wham ! Wham !" went Tasco's 
heavy belt-guns. Bullets whined by his 
head in return as he loped past. One cry 
came from the doorway-a hoarse cry of 
pam. 

"Come on outa there, yuh skunks !" 
Tasco Bill yelled, and giving battle in 
earnest he flung himself lightly from his 
horse ami ran to the cover of .an adobe 
wall across the street from the warehouse. 

From there, experiencing the keen joy 
of actual combat once more, he reloaded 
and shot, emptying his guns at the ware
house doors, whooping at each shot. 

Lead sent in answer thudded against 
the adobe wall. Tasco Bil l  reloaded and 
literally sent in a hail of lead against the 
warehouse. In a minute his cartridge 
belts were nearly empty. Tasco Bill 
loaded his guns with the last of the car
tridges and then suddenly coming out from 
behind the wall he charged the warehouse 
with the same reckless utter disregard for 
safety he had shown in his youth. As he . 
ran he shot fast at shadows that scut
tled here and there in the darkness, shoot
ing with the accuracy of a frontier sheriff. 

A gun Aamed almost in his face, from 
a cornered bandit not four feet away ; the 
bullet singed Tasco's whiskers. Tasco 
Bill cursed and fired, and the man fell in 
a crumpled heap. 

"I 'm a curJy .. haired wol f !" said Tasco 
B ill, look�ng for further opposition. 

A big wagonlike object, its exact nature 
unguessed to Tasco Bill ,  in reality the 
bandit's auto, in it two men who hoped 
to Aee to safety, backed toward him out 
of the warehouse doors. The two shot 
frantically at him as the car backed out, 
but Tasco Bill coolly emptied his guns o f  
the last two cartridges. There was a 
crash of glass ; the car backed driverless 
into a ditc� and turned over on its side. 

' 



TASCO BILL HO WLS AGAIN 537 

"Try to run that w agon over me, will 
yuh, damn yuh !" raged Tasco Bill. 
"C'mon out here and fight, if there's any 
more of yuh! I 'm Tas.co Bill, and it's 
muh night to howl!" 

Silence save for a series of choking 
moans from a man in the big open door
way ahead. Then even that died away, 
Tasco's head cleared a little. 

"Come on, you, and fight !" he repeated, 
but there was no one left to accept his 
challenge. 

Along the road from down the canyon 
came the hum of a car. Its lights as the 
car started to speed through Tasco City 
brought into view the overturned bandit 
car with the two men in it, and the scat
tered bodies of other men lying in front 
of the warehouse. The car stopped. In 
it were five members of the delegation of 
busine·ss men that had called on Tasco 
Bill that day. They were returning from 
a call on the governor made to have Tasco 
Bill removed from office because of in
competency. 

"What the hell has been going on 
here ?" demanded the driver, Millard. "It 
sounded like a battle." 

" Shore it was a battle !" said Tasco Bill 
thickly. "It was muh night to howl." 

At first Millard and the rest thought 
Tasco Bill had gone mad and had run 
amuck, attacking some auto load of people. 
Then they looked at the car with the dead 

· men in it, recognizing it as the elusive 
bandit auto. Then they looked over the 
camp which the gang had made in the 
old warehouse building. 

"Six men ! And Tasco Bill licked 'em 
single-handed !" they said wonderingly. 

Tasco Bill had again climbed on his old 
horse, Ghost. He was singing : 

Foot in the stirrup and hand on the 
horn, 

Best damn cowboy ever was born. 
"I showed that town! " he shouted tri

umphantly. "They ambushed me, damn 

'em, j ust for wakin' 'em up, but I licked 
em ! Yipeeeee !" 

"I see it now," said Millard. "These 
bandits were holed up here : on the night 
of a raid they would drive down to the 
highway, turn around and come back to 
do their robbing. Then they'd hole up 
in this old shack again, leaving two pairs 
of tracks out to the highway. But Tasco 
Bill smelled 'em out and cleaned up on 
'em. Boys, take off your hats to the 
greatest sheriff and gunman the West ever 
knew or ever will know." 

Millard went over to pump Tasco 's 
hand. "Forgive us, Bill," he said. " For
get what we said to-day. You game old 
cuss, didn't you get hurt a-tall ? Tasco, 
there's going to be a holiday declared in 
your honor in Plains City. This puts all 
the rest of your feats in the shade-your 
wiping out six desperate bandits." 

" Your name11 be in the headlines of  
every paper in the country, Bill," said 
another. 

Tasco Bill mumbled perfunctory re
plies. He realized now what had hap
pened. While drunk and dreaming a 
dream of his youth, of the glorious old 
days, he had wipe6 out not a bunch of old 
Tasco enemies as he had supposed, but 
that pesky gang of auto bandits. It had 
been only a dream-that feeling that he 
was young again, a dream brought on by 
the whiskey he had drunk. He was old, 
and the town of Tasco had been aban
doned long years ago. 

"What can we do for you, Bill ?" said 
Millard. "Name it, and it's yours." 

"Aw, go to hell!" said Tasco Bill 
irritably. 1-

He had dreamed a dream of the old 
cowboy frontier days. But Tasco's 
walls were broken walls, its bars dust
covered from long disuse, the gay music 
of its dance halls had been silent for 
long years. 

"Go to hell!" he repeated. 



GRIM A CCOUNTING 
By Glenn A .  Connor 

Clay Banka rUlea off bia score with the 

flamin�r red line from a d-th-apoutiq 

aix-gun. 

CLAY BANKS rode along whis- them, giving an even more peaceful aspect. 
tling a merry tune. � He seemed Banks squinted an eye at the lowering 
not to have a care in the world. sun and then at the surrounding country. 
The big dun horse j ogged along They had traveled the cattle range for 
at an easy canter, ears perking seve1·al hours but there was still no sign 

forward alertly for no .other reason than of a ranch. Banks hit upon a reasonable 
a curiosity at his new surroundings. conclusion-a broad range and a big 
After crossing many miles of barren, spread in possession. He made note that 
grassless country it was small wonder both most of · the cattle bore the same brand, 
took a new interest and appeared content. a fiddle-back. He remembered having 

The reason for that barren country they heard of such an outfit, the Franey broth
had j ust crossed was self-evident : The ers', who counted their herds by the thou
turf cut up by sharp hoofs, the cropped sands. And their range wasn't over
brush tops-a sheep country. The smell stocked. So he was entering upon it. 
of sheep was even in the air. And Banks About sundown Banks struck a dim 
had the cowman's aversion for sheep. So trail. It showed no signs of recent travel, 
did his horse. Both knew their criminal or else recent rains had obliterated such 
destruction of range. signs. It was evident the trail was little 

So it was with relief and satisfaction used. But Banks followed it. It would 
they entered into the grass country, a lead him somewhere. 
wonderful sweep of rolling grassland, A little later he reined up with a quick 
short, curly, hard grass that would put catch of breath and stared hard. In the 
the proper meat on horses and cattle. growing dusk it was difficult to distin
They: commenced to see cattle, mild-eyed guish, but at last he satisfied h imself as to 
Herefords that were too fat to show fear. the identity of the white obj ect. A sheep 
The dun snorted with satisfaction. This wagon ! Sheep in a cow country ! 
was something he could understand and Banks was incredulous, baffled. He 
appreciate. Banks demonstrated his con- hadn't seen any sheep signs for hours. 
tent by shriller whistling. The throaty Yet he couldn't be wrong. The tinkle of 
song of the meadow lark arose about bells struck upon his ears, then a distant 
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blat. A film of dust arose back of the 
wagon. A sudden surge of resentment 
welled up within him. 

But it all passed in a minute. Banks 
was practical minded. He had no interest 
in this range-yet. And night was com
ing on. Food was an important consid
eration-and a bed. Banks was traveling 
light. He trusted to luck and his course. 
He had eaten at sheep wagons before and 
was not averse to doing so again, particu
larly since no food had passed his lips 
since early that morning. He turned his 
fUOUnt's head in that direction. Whether 
he stayed all night or not depended upon 
the cleanliness and intelligence of the 
herder. 

Banks found a man and boy in charge 
of the herd ; he learned in the course of 
their conversation that they were father 
and son. They were both clean, and in
telligent talkers. They owned the sheep 
themselves, a small band which they had 
bought up near the M ontana line and 
were trailing to their ranch down on the 
Chugwater. 

This explained many things to Banks : 
why the sheep were on forbidden range, 
and their owners' ignorance, ignorance 
born of inexperience. Impractical sheep
men, Banks surmised-homesteaders, new
comers who were ignorant of the con
tempt and virulence cowmen held for 
their profession. 

Their invitation to stay the night was 
so warm that Banks was persuaded to 
warn them of their invasion. He slid his 
empty plate back with a satisfied sigh and 
eyed the older man contemplatively. 

"Do you gents realize yuh've laid yuhr
sel f liable tuh some trouble ?" 

"Hey ?" Both men started and stared at 
him. 

"If I'm right about whose range this is 
there's a deadline against sheep around it. 
What I savvy about th' Fiddle-back, they 
ain't got much respect for sheep an' less 
for sheepmen . They're liable tuh resent 
yuhr bein' in here if they catch yuh." 

The older man spoke up hastily, ex
plaining, "We're j ust trailin' through
they surely won't object to that. We 
didn't know we were trespassin' ." 

· "I reckon that won't make a heap of 
difference if they see yuh. I've heard a 
lot about sheep an' cattle wars over in 
this section-there's still a h eap of bitter 
feelin'. They're liable tuh shoot first an' 
ask questions afterwards. Take my tip 
an' start back trailin' in th' mornin'-go 
round an' avoid trouble." 

"Ain't this government land ?" The 
young man was inclined to be resentful. 
"Then I'd like tub know why we ain't got 
as much right on it as they have !" 

"Maybe yuh have, son. That ain't for 
me tuh say. But cowmen don't look at it 
in that light. They was here first. They 
run cows on it so long they feel they own 
it. M ight makes right. That's th' way 
they look at it. They outnumber yuh 
twenty tuh one. Cowhands ain't got no 
j udgment an' pull a wicked trigger. Bet
ter move." 

The older man cut in swiftly : "We'll 
move. I 've no wish to precipitate trouble. 
I can see the cattlemen's stand. I under
stand sheep are destructive to range-but 
this little bunch of ours-well-well ,  
never mind, we'll move out in the mom-
in'." 

Banks grinned ingeniously and thrust 
out an impulsive hand. "Shake. Yuh're 
white even if yuh are a sheepman." 

The sheepman accepted the outthrust 
fist even while he exclaimed somewhat in
dignantly, "Is there any reason why a 
sheepman can't be as much a man as a 
cowman ?" 

"There ain't-but they ain't," answered 
Banks dryly. " I f  yuh live out in this 
country long enough yuh'll know what I 
mean. �owmen gets along but sheepmeb 
don't-not even among 'emselves." 

A short time later they retired. Banks 
was invited to stay the night in the 
wagon, but he said if  they would give him 
a couple of blankets he would bunk out
side, explaining he was more accustomed 
to sleeping that way. His request was 
granted, and Banks spread his bed under 
the wagon. In a few minutes all were 
sound asleep, a gray blot back of the 
wagon marking the bedded sheep and the 
big shepherd in the wagon with his mas
ters. 
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The moon arose full and cast a weird, 
ghastly light, a perfect setting for the 
tragedy about to take place. Shadowy 
forms appeared upon the opposite side of 
the draw south of the wagon, split, part 
of them disappearing into the draw, the 
other section dismounting and creeping 
stealthily upon the wagon. The gleam of 
moonlight upon rifle barrels gave the 
scene a chilling aspect--only there were 
none to view it. At the wagon three men 
slept, wholly unconscious of their ap
proaching danger. 

The first intimation that Banks had that 
something was wrong was the sudden 
leaping of the shepherd from the wagon 
with a deep-throated growl. The cow
boy sat erect just as streaks of flame 
leaped toward the wagon. He heard the 
vicious spat of lead striking the canvas 
top, the whine of it off the wheels. For 
the moment he was too startled to com
prehend. The threshing of a body over
head, then the dull thud as it struck the 
floor awakened him to partial reality. He 
was reaching for his own gun when a 
ball struck his left arm and sent him 
crashing and writhing back upon his 
blankets. 

Banks lay there for several minutes, 
dizzy and faint, holding to consciousness 
by sheer force of will. All sounds within 
the wagon had grown still. He was hard
ly conscious of the new sounds arising at 
the back : the renewed popping of guns 
and frightened blatting of sheep. The 
firing where it had started had ceased. 
Banks was struggling for clear thought 
when his eyes were drawn to his · right 
band by the sensation of a steady drip
ping. He jerked his hand toward his eyes 
and stared. Blood ! He jerked his eyes '
overhead. A steady drip, drip struck the 
canvas covering of his bed, dropping from 
the floor of th� wagon. 

It all came to him with a shock-his 
new-made acquaintances, his warning. 
Black rage seized hold of him, an indigna
tion seething and consuming. He again 
started groping for his gun when the 
sound of voices halted him. He lay still, 
scarcely breathing. 

"They're done-fire th' wagon !" 

Banks rolled over cautiously that he 
might get a better look at the speaker. 
But the man stood in the shadow. All 
Banks could distinguish was his unusual 
size. Footsteps approached from the rear, 
passed him so close he could have 
reached out and touched them. He heard 
the banging of a tin can and the slosh of 
some liquid. A moment later the smell 
of coal oil penetrated his nostrils. Banks 
caught the flash of a struck match. A 
little later the forrns started to retreat. 

Again the man that gave the order to 
fire the wagon spoke. "We'll split an' 
ride back tuh th' range single an' in 
doubles. An' you yaps want tuh keep 
yuhr mouths shut. Rafe might nat ap
prove of this but it's th' only way." 

The tone was hard, coarse, unfeeling, 
with a certain peculiar quality that struck 
oddly upon Banks ears. "All right, big 
boy," he muttered thickly, "I'll recognize 
you if I ever run across yuh again !" 

He watched dim forms mounting, then 
listened to the pound of hoofs as they 
rode swiftly away. All grew silent except 
a crackling of fire. The smoke rolled un
der the wagon in a sudden suffocating 
puff and Banks knew it was time to move. 
As he lurched to his feet, the top caught 
in a sudden burst of flame, lighting the 
tragic scene to his staring eyes. He 
stumbled-· over a stiffening form and 
stared down at the faithful shepherd. All 
about him were dead forms, the gray 
bodies of sheep. Much as he disl iked 
sheep his heart turned sick within him at 
such a merciless slaughter. Then his 
eyes turned back to the blazing wagon. 

His former emotions were as nothing 
compared to those he experienced now. 
Distinct in his memory were the likable 
qualities of the two, the older a man of 
principle and honor that had unconscious
ly won his guest's respect. Cut short in 
their walk without a chance for their life, 
without warning. That wasn't the way 
cowmen fought ! Banks clenched his fists 
and raised them high with a choking oath. 
He was helpless to do more. It was im
possible to rescue the bodies from that 
raging inferno. 

"You was white, mister, an' I never 
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broke bread yet with such a man without 
I didn't feel some way indebted. An' that 
kid-just facin' his future-it's a damn, 
burnin' shame. M aybe this ain't my mix
in'-but knowin' what I do-l reckon I'll  
call for j ustice !" 

Banks turned away, unable to stand the 
sight longer. A whistle brought the big 
dun. His trappings were lying some dis
tance from the wagon, leaning against a 
big sagebrush. Not until he started to 
lift the heavy stock saddle to his horse's 
back was he reminded of his own wound: 
He flinched with the effort and looked 
down iri surprise at the blood-soaked 
sleeve of his shirt. Blood coursed down 
it and dripped off the ends of his fingers. 

He ripped off a part of the sleeve and 
examined the wound as best he cou1d in 
the moonlight. So far as he could dis
tinguish, it was a flesh wound, made rag
ged by a ricocheting bullet, more painful 
than dangerous. He tore the remainder 
of his sleeve off and bandaged the wound 
as best he could. The feat caused him 
some agony, that he only set his teeth 
against, · as he set out in the direction 
taken by the raiders, instead of heeding 
the warning of the throbbing pain. His 
plans were not entirely definite. He 
meant first to identify the raiders, or as 
many as he could. Then maybe he would 
report to the sheriff. Or he might force 
the issue himself. Banks was sufficiently 
stirred up over the thing to take almost 
any measures. 

B
UT man proposes and fate disposes. 

Whatever Banks' plans might have 
been, they were not to materialize. A 
dun horse appeared in Basin the next 
night, his saddle stained with blood but 
minus a rider. Rafe Franey was last to 
j oin the excited group that surrounded the 
horse and the first to propose action. 

" Back trail 'im-something serious has 
happened tuh his rider !" 

He led the bunch that set out to hunt 
and was the first to come upon the body 
stretched out upon the trail a dozen miles 
west of Basin. It was his re:;ource that 
sustained the little spark of l ife that re
mained in the poison-bloated, ine1i body ; 

and it was he who saw that it was carted 
as humanely as possible back to the Basin 
hospital. 

Clay Banks, the light-hearted cowboy of 
good impulses, ceased to be when he re
turned to consciousness. The doctor, a 
hearty, fat little man, choked on the warm 
greeting that sprang to his lips as he en
tered the room of the patient he had held 
small hopes of saving. The white face, 
hard glaring eyes, and bitter compressed 
lips caused him to shrink back against the 
door with something like terror. The 
doctor was accustomed to reactions of his 
patients, but nothing to compare with this. 
Murder was in the heart of Clay Banks, 
in the glaring eyes. 

"Why did you do this?" 
The doctor quickly overcame his paraly

sis and stepped forward with a hasty ex
planation, laying a soothing hand on the 
good shoulder of his patient. The hand 
was swept roughly aside. Banks listened 
with cold regard. 

It had been absolutely necessary to am
putate his arm to save his life. Blood 
poison, then gangrene had set in-

Banks cut him short with a bitter, " Bet
ter tuh let me die-than tuh go through 
l i fe like this !" 

The doctor talked to him long and en
couragingly, trying to ease the bitterness in 
his heart. But he might as well have kept 
silent for all the impression his words 
made on his patient. Banks' was a deep 
seated rage, a horror that would never be 
entirely obliterated. 

Six weeks later he was discharged from 
the hospital. Neither the doctor nor the 
sheriff had been able to wring from his. 
lips how he had received his wound. 
Banks kept his lips tight closed, sinisterly 
so. His hard attitude boded ill for some
body. Sheriff Wright thought it wise to 
detain him for a time longer, but he could 
find no legitimate excuse for doing so. 

The doctor accompanied Banks to the 
outer door of  the hospital, worked up as 
he had never been before. Nothing had 
ever been said about a charge, but Banks 
himsel f broached the subject now. 

" My only connections with the hospital 
are my patients here, so I have nothing to 
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do with their charges. But I know their 
rate. Eight weeks is four hundred dol
lal·s. My bill is-nothing." 

"I haven't th' money now but I 'll pay
pay yuh all," answered Banks. "Write 
Atwater at l\1esa if yuh want references." 

"I am sati sfied," gently assured the doc
tor. " As for the bill here-I 'l l  stand good 
for it uutil such time as you can pay." He 
thrust his hand out hesitantly, doubtful of 
its acceptance. 

But to his relief and joy Banks grasped 
it and wrung it hard. Banks found it in 
his heart to forgive him, realizing a fter 
analyzing the whole thing over and over 
that any physician would have done the 
same thing. But he did not forgive the -
ones responsible, who had made the am
putation necessary. The desire for ven
geance burned in Lis heart until it tor
tured him. 

The doctor's relief was profound but 
his joy was short lived after he infjuired 
Banks' destination : "Where are you going 
now ?" 

" To hell !" 
The little medico recoiled before the 

hate and venom in his hoarse reply. 
Hanks turned and left immediately, swing
ing down the street in long strides. The 
doctor stared after him with hypnotized 
eyes, a distinct picture forming in his  
mind that he was later to recall : the 
somber face and catlike tread and the big 
forty-five slung low at his right hip ! 

Two days later the doctor received a 
parcel through the mail. He broke it 
open and brought to light a sheaf of bills 
-eight hundred dollars ! To the top was 
pinned a note : " Clay Banks pays his 
debts." 

He was puzzled as to where Banks 
could have so soon raised such an 
amount-but not for long. It was Sheriff 
Wright who dropped into his office later 
in the day and spilled some news. The 
sheriff showed evidence of a recent hard 
ride. 

"Rafe Franey was held up last evening 
on his way to th' ranch with th' payroll. 
An' there's sure something puzzlin' about 
it. He had something over two thousand 
dollars. This mornin' he found all but 

eight hundred dollars layin' on his desk." 
The doctor opened his lips to speak and 

closed them as quickly-closed them hard; 
The sheriff continued, "I been lookin' 
high and low but can't even get a clue. I 
first off thought of that one-winged gent 
yuh j ust turned loose, but I j ust can't pic
ture him in that role." 

The little doctor couldn't either, in spite 
of the certain evidence that Banks did 
hold Franey up which he had in his pos
session. There was some explanation, 
some reason. That was the reason he 
kept silent. 

The sheriff was regarding him intently, 
but the little doctor's face was expression
less. He was a man accustomed to con
trolling his emotions, hiding his inward 
feelings. I f  Wright expected to read 
anything from his manner he was sorely 
disappointed. 

"I think you are right, Sheriff. Clay 
Banks never struck me as a thief," replied 
the doctor slowly, calmly, with assurance. 

Sheriff Wright was convinced. "I knew 
it !" he ejaculated, crashing a fist down on 
the doctor's desk. " You been around him 
-you know how tuh read character. 
That's all I wanted, yuhr word. I 'm look
in' elsewhere." 

I f  the doctor had any qualm of con
science he stifled it. Wright whirled to 
go without any effort on the doctor's part 
to stop him. • But as soon as he had dis
appeared out of  the door the doctor made 
a vehement gesture. 

"A little more of this and my word 
won't be worth a damn ! But I cou!dn't 
help it. Somehow I 've got faith-he'll 

- explain !" 
A week rolled by. And then one after

noon several of the Fiddle-back 1iders rode 
into town. The doctor gave their arrival 
but passing notice, little dreaming the 
stage was being set for a tragedy. And 
Sheriff Wright never had an inkling of 
what was to occur. However, he knew 
the Fiddle-back riders, knew them for 
good waddies but a hard, reckless bunch. 
The Franey brothers had grown a habit 
of hiring that type during their trouble 
with the sheepmen. M aybe they kept that 
type now to discourage the sheepmen 
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from attempting any further invasions. 
The punchers were a hard riding, hard 
drinking lot, and when they started drink
ing trouble generally followed. 

So Sheriff Wright was keeping an alert 
eye upon them. Their first destination 
was the Howling Wolf Bar, a saloon of 
the lowest type, a hell hole. It  was the 
sheriff's one Nemesis, the particular one 
of several such establishments which 
galled him. In view of what he foresaw, 
he stepped into the Howling Wol f and 
warned the patrons who had j ust arrived. 

" Better put a check valve on yuhr 
thirst, boys. I 'l l  stand for no foolishness 
this trip." 

They promised him with solemn faces 
and reassuring waves of hands that the)' 
meant no devilment this time, and Wright 
retired in no way convinced. He took his 
stand across the street where the fat little 
doctor had his office, seating himself be
fore the window where he could look out. 

"Trouble's brewin'," he informed the 
doctor as the latter j erked his head erect 
with a look of mild curiosity. He had 
been glancing through some medical 
papers. "There always is when th' 
Fiddle-back's in town." 

The doctor nodded absently, then ex
claimed unexpectedly, "Get any trace of 
the fellow held Rafe Franey up yet ?" 

· · Not a hint ! That deal sure has me 
stumped-" 

"Clay Banks-you haven't seen him ?" 
"That one-winged gent ? Nary hide 

nor-" Wright broke off abruptly as he 
glanced out the window. Sudden shrill 
yells from across the street had drawn his 
attention. But that wasn't what j erked the 
startled ej aculation from his lips. 

"By Gawd, Doc, here he comes now !" 
The little doctor joined him at the win

dow with a strange cry. Together they 
stared out the window at the figure riding 
slowly up the st�eet, his · eyes strangely 
centered upon the Howling Wol f, the 
empty left sleeve of his leather j acket 
flopping grotesquely. Something like a 
disappointed exclamation dropped from 
the doctor's lips as he saw the new arri
val rein up before the Howling Wolf and 
stare at the mounts tied before it. Ex-

/ 

clamation of a different nature d ropped 
from the sheriff's lips as he noted this 
regard. Something in its cadence drew 
the doctor's attention toward him, startled. 

"What's he up to ?" The words burst 
from W right's l ips,  puzzled, concerned. 
Banks had slipped from the saddle and 
was striding toward the saloon. They 
saw him pause for a moment between the 
swinging doors he held apart with his 
body. Then he disappeared inside. 

"What's he up to ?" repeated the doctor, 
staring anxiously at the face of the sheriff. 

" Damned if I know-but I aim tuh find 
out !" 

Wright whirled and dashed out the 
door. The doctor watched him cross the 
street and pause j ust outside the swinging 
doors. Loud voices sounded from within 
but what they were saying came to the 
doctor's ears in a bedlam of senseless 
chatter and drunken laughter . . . .  

F 
OR a week Banks had haunted the 

vicinity of the Fiddle-back, had wit
nessed the arrival and departure of many 
riders, riders of all types ; slim, brown
faced, gay, l aughing types and the gun
toting, hard-featured type that seldom 
laughed. He couldn't believe them all 
concerned and he couldn't eliminate. 

He watched the wagons stocked, 
watched them pull out for the round-up 
. . . and he followed. When they were 
well away from the ranch several riders 
separated from the main group and 
headed toward town. Banks took a short 
cut back of an intervening ridge and con
cealed himself in a heavy growth of 
greasewood close to the trail. He did not 
debate long with himself after a view of 
their faces. It was a group of those hard
featured riders his mind had settled upon 
before. He knew the habits and the 
weaknesses of the type he sought. After 
they had passed he, too, turned his horse's 
head toward town, riding leisurely. 

That was why he did not arrive until 
some time later. That was the reason the 
Fiddle-back riders were already under the 
influence of liquor when he arrived. That 
is j ust what he had planned, what he de
sired. A man in his cups is liable to 
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talk if properly encouraged. Banks 
wanted to be sure . . . .  

His eyes gleamed satisfaction, sinister
ly, as he paused for a second between the 
swinging doors and took in the scene 
within. Boisterous laughter and boastful 
talk-it promised well. He loosened the 
black-butted guri in its holster and saun
tered inside. 

Eyes swung his way, eyes that were 
hard and glittering and seeking an outlet 
for the devilment that was pent up be
hind them. One made a vicious remark 
about one-winged gents, and the others 
gaffawed at his sally. Another ordered 
Banks to the bar to drink with them, and 
when he kept on toward a table against 
the opposite wall without deigning them 
even a glance, this last speaker stepped 
toward him with an insulting oath. 

"You low-down snake-too good tuh 
drink with us, hey ? Come back here!" 

Banks whirled about, the thumb of his 
right hand hooked in the waistband o( his 
jeans under his jacket, a good foot away 
from his gun. He controlled his voice 
with difficulty but answered calmly 
enough: 

"Thanks. 1 don't drink!" 
"Oh, yuh don't ? One of these skim

milk drinkers, hey ?" The tone was of
fensive in the extreme. "By Gawd, yuh'll 
drink with us! We're from th' Fiddle
back-an' us Fiddle-backers is bad!" 

All this Sheriff Wright witnessed from 
behind the swinging doors. He saw the 
rider lurch forward, hand on his gun, 
when a gruff voice from the bar halted him. 

"Aw, let 'im go, Chick, he's nothin' but 
.a damn sheepherder!" 

The man called Chick stopped dead in 
his tracks, his body swaying precariously 
forward, his gaze intense. If the other 
man had expected to avert trouble he had 
taken a miserable course. 

"Sa-ay, you a sheepherder ?" 
" 'Course he is," sang out the same voice. 

" What else these one-winged birds good 
for ?'' 

Banks' pulse leaped. It seemed the op
portunity he looked for had arrived. He 
stood as he had stood before, his slim 
body crouched j ust the least bit, .his thumb 

hooked loosely in the waistband of his 
overalls. His eyes bored like gimlets as 
he softly drawled: 

"What if I am ?" 
"What if yuh are ?" howled Chick. 

"Why us Fiddle-backers is sure death on 
such skunks! We sure are !" The ugly 
features were thrust toward Banks. 
"Hell, we just busted loose on one of yuhr 
kind not long since-sent him tuh hell 
a-scootin'. Me, I set fire tuh th' wagon 
that burned th' evidence!" 

On the other side of the doors Sheriff 
Wright gave a violent start. He had 
heard of the slaughter of sheep and the 
burning of a sheep wagon on the outer 
edge of the Fiddle-back range. B ut no 
evidence had been found that the herder 
had been killed. He understood now
the body had been hidden-or cremated 
on the spot ! 

He had questioned Rafe about it, but 
Rafe disclaimed any knowledge. Know
ing the big cowman as he did, Wright had 
dropped the case for the time-and for 
several reasons. The first was that the 
younger Franey's word was as good as 
gold. If  Rafe said he didn't have any
thing to do with it he didn't. Neither was 
it his method of fighting. Wright hadn't 

.been on the ground himself, but he had 
been given a very accurate description. 
Rafe would not needlessly butcher stock. 
And it was a strong supposition that 
whatever liad taken place had taken place 
without warning. Neither was that Rafe's 
way. 

On the other hand the sheep had no 
business in there. W1·ight's sympathv 
was emphatically with the cowmen. The 
country wherein he represented the law 
was a cow country. But a few miles dis
tant from where the tragedy had taken 
place the PK range commenced. The 
PK men were little less severe on sheep
men than those of the Fiddle-back : it 
might have be�n them who were to blame. 

And that was out of Wright's jurisdic
tion. The PK was in another county. Let 
the sheriff there handle the case until he 
himself ran down the party who had held 
up Rafe Franey, was Wright's decision. 

But there was one of the Fiddle-back 
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riders admitting his connection. Wright 
listened, shocked and dazed. A medley of 
protesting voices tried to silence Chick 
but he was too far under the influence of 
the fiery liquid to heed. He continued 
recklessly : 

"Yes, sir, it was me, Chick Winters, 
fired th' wagon. I took a look in as th' 
blaze flashed up an' saw two bodies--one 
layin' on th' floor, th' other hangin' over 
th' bed. We'd sure done 'em brown !" 

"You murderin' whelp-go for yuhr 
gun !" 

That hissed challenge startled the cow
boy to soberness. His hand leaped to his 
gun instinctively, a scarce two inches to 
travel, even while his mind struggled to 
comprehend. But he was never to know. 
Words ripped from Banks' lips as his 
right flashed do wnward and up. 

"For th' old man an' th' boy--take 
thatf' 

Winters took it-square between the 
eyes, as his own lead kicked up splinters 
at the feet of his challenger. He crashed 
l >ackwards upon the floor and lay inert. 
For a second a silence so tense followed 

a dropping pin could have been heard dis
tinctly. Then Banks spoke, coldly, eyes 
blazing upon the assemblage : 

"You murderin' whelps didn't know 
there was a third party there that night 
-under the wagon. I ain't a sheepherder 
-but I never broke bread with a honest 
man yet-sheepman or cowman-that I 
wouldn't square an account for. They 
was innocent of any intentional wrong
plumb ignorant of what they had done till 
I told 'em. They aimed tuh pull out first 

thing next momin', anxious tuh recognize 
th' rights of a cowman." 

Banks paused to let this soak in. That 
his words had effect was displayed upon 
the faces suddenly grown sober. Some 
of the figures squirmed and grew pale. 
Others met Banks' cold regard doggedly. 
There could be no doubting their guilt. 

Bangs continued in the same cold, emo
tionless tones, "But yuh gave 'em no 
chance, no warnin'-murdered 'em in cold 
blood ! Some of yuhr lead found me. 
Before I rode away I promised 'em I'd 
see justice done." Banks pointed his gun 
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at the figure on th� floor. " He's paid !" 
" But this-" he wriggled the empty left. 

sleeve of his j acket, "made it a personal 
affair ! I 'd like tuh know th' man that 
done it-1' d kill him by inches ! I'd let 
him know th' horror of bein' a cripple
a part of a man! Tell me who done it 
and I'll spare the rest of yuhr lives!'' 

Men stared back at him white lipped, 
wishing they could speak. Banks himself 
knew there could be no answer to the 
agonized cry from his lips. On the other 
side of the doors Sheriff WrigHt listened, 
too stunned to interpose. 

Suddenly the sheriff was brushed aside 
as a huge figure charged into the saloon. 
He caught but a fleeting glimpse as the 
man plunged between the swinging doors 
which immediately closed behind his back. 
But he recognized the Fiddle-back range 
boss, "Heavy" Lewis. 

Lewis paused j ust inside the doors and 
glared at the figures lining the bar. His 
emotion was too great to notice their 
trancelike attitude. "You damn fools !" he 
bellowed, his ungovernable rage on the 
ascendency. "Can't a man trust you out 
of his sight ? I sent yuh out with th' 
wagons--not tub town for -:r- tear !" 

An ejaculation back of him caused him 
to whirl about. Banks was staring at him 
with livid eyes. "That voice-" 

Blue eyes and gray clashed and held. 
What the blue eyes saw in the gray ones 
caused him to shiver involuntarily and his 
hand to flash to his gun. But he didn't 
draw. His eyes became drawn by some
thing yielding his foot struck. 

"Chick ! What th' hell-! heard shots!" 
He glared at the foremost figure for ex
planation. 

He blurted : "That feller done it !'' A 
shaking finger pointed at Banks. "He 
was there, Heavy, at camp that night !" 

Lewis whirled, around with an oath. 
"You-what d'yuh want ?" he snarled. 

"Revenge!" roared Banks. " You led 
'em-I recognize yuhr voice. Drcrw!" 

Lewis' gun was already out. He 
started fanning the hammer with the palm 
of his left hand. But the slim form of 
the one-armed rider leaped aside, doubled 
up like a jackknife. His gun roared once. 
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The big foreman stiffened, lurched, but 
kept fanning his hammer. The lead 
whined and crashed into the opposite wall 
four feet out of line with Banks. As the 
hammer fell upon an empty shell Lewis 
wavered, swayed, and crashed to the floor. 

Other guns commenced to roar. Banks 
felt the wind of one pass his cheek. An
other tugged viciously at the empty sleeve 
of his jacket. He did another dazzling 
shifting of position and started shooting. 
The four. remaining bullets brought down 
as many standing figures, groveling on 
the floor. His foot struck the fallen gun 
of his first victim and he snatched it up. 
A bullet struck his hip and whirled him 
half about. Another clipped his ear as 
he was straightening up. Once, twice, 
thrice his fresh weapon spoke. Then 
Banks sank to the floor with a low moan. 

When his eyes fluttered open he saw a 
fat little doctor bending over him, beam
i ng with satisfaction. "They can't seem 
to kill you, can they, Clay? And now 
they won't eJfer have a chance !" 

Danks jerked erect and stared about at 
an awful scene of carnage. Figures lay 
sprawled all about the floor, lying in pools 
of blood, silent, inert. In a corner Sheriff 
Wright had dragged and was guarding the 
few remaining living. Banks' eyes re
turned to the little doctor aghast. 

The little doctor nodded. "You done 
the most. The sheriff and I took a hand 
at the last. He knows the whole thing 
now-overheard their talk and yours-but 
he was too stunned and amazed to take a 
hand until he saw you fall. And now here 
you are ready for the hospital again." 

Banks must have decided the same 
thing, for consciousness instantly de
serted him. When he again came to, all 
of an hour later, it was to find himself on 
a little white bed in a white room. Then 
he heard footsteps and voices out in the 
hall. 

Banks looked up as the door opened. 
He started as he saw the pale face and 
blazing eyes of Rafe Franey. 

To Banks' amazement the cattle king 
came forward, and grasped his hand. 

"Boy," Franey exclaimed, his voice 
choking with emotion, "if I could give yuh 

back yuhr arm-if I could give back that 
old man an' his boy their lives-I'd give 
my own tuh do it-" 

"Hush," gently interposed the doctor, 
who had followed him in, laying a hand 
on his shoulder. "It wasn't your fault-" 

"It  was my fault-they was ridin' for 
me!" exclaimed Franey bitterly. 

"But you didn't know-" 
"No, I didn't. You believe that, Banks ? 

You don't think they done it on my 
orders?" 

Banks had only to look into the man's 
eyes to know. He had the further evi
dence of his own ears to vouch for 
Franey. "Rafe might not approve-" 
How distinctly he recalled the words! 

The hard look had gone out of Banks' 
eyes, the bitter lines away from his lips. 
He answered softly, "No, Franey, I 
reckon yuh're innocent. You don't strike 
me as that kind of man. Th' others has 
paid. Let's forget." 

Franey sprang to his feet and faced 
about. " Hear, Doc? He says it's all 
right. He's white-generous minded. 
Now will yuh let me square up with him 
by doin' what I asked to ?" 

The little doctor turned and addressed 
Banks : "He wants to pay your doctor bill 

• -and the other one. What shall I say ?" 
Banks' hesitation was but momentary. 

A twinkle lighted his eyes. "Tell him it's 
been paid-that he's paid th' first bill." 

"I paid it-" Franey stared blankly. 
" Forgot bein' held up?" drawled Banks. 

Comprehension slowly swept Franey's 
face. " I  figgered yuh owed me-" 

Franey was again at the bedside, clafnp
ing a hand over the confessor's lips. 
"Shut up-not another word. Doc, don't 
you cheep about this to th' sheriff-let 'im 
go on guessin'. Banks, yuh're too damn 
good a man tuh be i dle. I've got a fore
man's berth vacant-what say?" 

"An' me with one arm?" 
"One arm, hell ! Any man c'n throw 

lead fast an' fatal as you done must have 
a dozen. But you won't need only one 
tub wrangle th' riders I hire from now on. "  

"Yuh're on !" said Banks, and there was 
a world of relief and gratitude in his 
ready acceptance. 



THE L UCKY SEVENTH 
By Joseph B. Fox 

There'• no punch, packed in P"'"• that caD knock out the Kid'a faith iD bia 
fa'l'orite number. "I 'M tellin' you," said Stub Ross, as 

he applied a little collodion to the 
small cut under Kid Burdett's 
left eye, "some day you'll fool 
around with one of these birds 

just one round too long. You could 'a' 
put him away," nodding toward the Kid's 
opponent in the opposite corner, "last 
canto as easy as rockin' a baby to sleep." 

"Listen," retorted the Kid, "you man
age the money, and match-making, and 
I 'll do the fighting. I've always knocked 
'em kicking in the seventh, haven't I ?" 

"Oh, all right, have it your way." And 
Stub Ross, manager of one of the best 
welterWeights in the country, subsided. 

True enough, Stub reflected, the Kid in 
his last fifteen fights had always managed 
to kayo his opponent in the seventh round. 
But Stub was old in the game, and he 
didn't believe in this new fangled idea of 
history repeating itself.  Now that he had 
so carefully nursed the promising young
ster along the hard road toward pugilistic 
prominence, and gotten him within hitting 
distance of the welterweight crown, Stub 
was afraid that the Kid's foolish lucky 
seventh complex would prevent him from 
realizing his one ambition-to manage a 
world's champion. 

"All right, Kid," said Stub, as the bell 
rang. "This is the seventh, do your stuff." 

"Watch me," smiled Kid Burdett cOI1fi
dently, out of the side of his mouth, as he 
slid from his corner. . 

It was the same old story. "The Pack
inghouse Terror," unmercifully beaten in 
the previous six rounds by the Kid's ter
rible right, lasted j ust two minutes before 
he nose-dived out of further danger. 

"What's the matter with the lucky sev
enth now ?" grinned the Kid, as Stub 
worked over him in the dressing room. 

"You win," acknowledged his manager, 
with a shrug. "Only," he added, " I  sure 
hate to see you get the idea that there is 
such a thing as a lucky round in any fight. 
The only lucky time is when you get a 
chance to stretch 'em. I f  that chance 
comes in the first minute, that's your 
lucky round, get me ?" 

"Too bad we can't agree on that, Stub, 
old-timer," argued the Kid. " Seven is my 
lucky number any way you like to take it. 
Seven letters in William, my first name, 
and seven more in Burdett. I was born 
on the seY �nth day of July, the seventh 
month, seven years after my parents were 
married. Try and beat that combination," 
he finished triumphantly. 

547 
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"Oh, I know," and Stub sighed wearily. 
They had gone over all this so many times 
now, and always with the same result. 
The Kid's belief in the lucky seventh was 
becoming more fixed with each succeeding 
bout. 

"I've g9t enough confidence to keep any 
of these guys from handing me a pastin', 
haven't I ?" countered the kid. 

"That's not the point," persisted his 
manager. "You earned your chance with 
Young Skdly, the champion, to-night. 
Boy, he's some class, what I mean, and if 
you let any chance slip to smack that lad 
down, just because it doesn't happen to be 
the seventh round, your folks sure enough 
raised one foolish child." 

"Aw, hell, Stub, you don't get my idea 
at all. I'm not goin' to pass up any 
chances to kayo the champ. Think I'm · 
crazy ? You don't understand. My 
chances all come in the seventh, that's all. 
If I got a real chance to put Skelly away 
in the first canto, I 'd do it, and don't let 
anyone tell you different." 

Even this didn't convince Stub. He had 
noted too carefully, fOr his own peace of 
mind, how the Kid often . deliberately 
nursed his opponent along, so that he 
could pander to his hunch concerning his 
lucky round. 

The sports writers called Burdett "The 
Kid with the seven complex," and more 
than one astute scribe predicted disaster, 
should Kid Burdett persist in these same 
tactics. 

· 

However, no one denied the fact that 
the runner up for the title was a real bat-/ . tier. Moreover, the Ktd was a general 
favorite with the fight fans, for he was 
always ready to mix it from gong to gong. 
The rougher the going, the better he liked' 
it. And so far, he had none of the disfig
urements that come to those who follow 
this game. His flashing bmwn eyes looked 
out from a strong face that was unmarred 
by twisted nose or cauliflower ears. 

Although the sporting sections of the 
papers began the usual ballyhoo to bring 
Young Skelly, the champion, and Kid 
Burdett together, McKettrick, the cham
pion's manager, seemed disposed to delay 
the meeting for the time being. Movie 

and vaudeville contracts, all plenty fat, 
were his for the picking now, and McKet
trick, having watched with knowing eyes 
Kid Burdett's phenomenal rise, was gath
ering shekels while the gathering was 
good. One could never tell in this game. 
Skelly was getting on in years, and while 
he was by no means an old man, still . . .  
Burdett was young, clever, and a terrific 
puncher. Anything might happen . . •  
any time ! 

But McKettrick was not one to let the 
grass grow in his ears while he slept. His 
keen brain was busy at least eighteen 
hours out of each twenty-four. That was 
how he had brought Skelly to the front. 
And with the material he had iri the begin
ning, this was some feat in itself, for the 
champion was certainly not the brainiest · 
of fighters. He was willing, and he had a 
real fighting he:trt, but he needed McKet
trick's sound advice. This was the com
binatipn that McKettrick had welded into 
the fighting machine that stood on the 
welterweight pedestal. Skelly had tot
tered on his throne several times lately, 
but always, with McKettrick's aid, had 
managed to retain his balance, both on the 
throne and in his bank book. 

P
ROBABLY the dance, given to com

memorate the opening of the New 
Arena, had considerable to do toward 
hastening the signing of fight articles be
tween Young Skelly and Kid Burdett. 

Dressed as the "Queen of Sport," 
Madge Kennedy looked ravishing. Skelly . 
and Burdett, as the two brightest pugi
listic lights in the crowd, were introduced 
to the queen together. 

Instantaneous dislike f()r each other 
took possession of the two men, and when 
Madge granted the Kid a place on her 
dance program, before Skelly could edge 
in a bid, the champion suddenly discov- . 
ered that he would take great pleasure in 
meeting this debonair youngster in the 
ring, any .old time. 

"The old lucky seventh is still working 
for me," laughed Burdett, as he gracefully 
piloted the slim form of Madge through 
the maze of dancers. "This is my seventh 

. dance to-night, and I meet you !" 
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"I've heard a lot about you and the 
number seven, she smiled, "but I'm not 
superstitious myself." 

" Neither am I, except that number," he 
laughed ; and they talked of omens, signs, 
and superstitions until all too soon he real
ized the music had stopped. 

Skelly came to claim the next dance, 
and the two fighters glared at . each other 
for the fraction of a second, until Madge, 
with an airy "See you later, Mr. Burdett," 
allowed Skelly to lead her away. 

"Boy, oh, boy !" exploded the Kid to 
Stub, as the latter spoke to him, "did you 
get an eyeful of that wonderful girl ?" 

"I s'pose she's the seventh girl you've 
been waiting to meet," jibed Stub. 

"No, but I met her for the seventh 
dance," laughed the Kid. 

"Oh, good Lot;d !" Stub groaned, rais
ing his hands in disgust. 

The tenth number was a tag dance, and 
when Kid Burdett firmly tapped Skelly on 
the shoulder, as the champion danced with 
Madge, Skelly's resentment flared. 

"Aw, go take a walk," he snapped, try
ing to lead his partner away. 

"I 'm not in the habit of taking walk-out 
powders, myself," sneered Burdett. 

"Is that meant for me ?" inquired the 
champion, stopping dead, and unclasping 
Madge. 

"Take it if you like the taste of it," the 
Kid invited. 

The immediate crowd, sensing that 
something exciting was imminent, began 
to mill around the three principals. Only 
the hasty interference of the fighters' 
managers prevented the unusual spectacle 
of the world's two best welterweight pugi
lists engaging in battle, without the for
mality of signing articles and donning 
gloves. 

· "Maybe I can coax you into a ring 
now," jeered Kid Burdett, as Stub and 
McKettrick led their respective charges 
away. 

"You don't have to coax, bozo," called 
Skelly, over his shoulder, "I'll sign with 
you right now." 

" Mr. McKettrick and I'll attend to that 
to-morrow," cut in Stub on the instant. 
At last he had the champion and his man-

ager in a position from which there could 
be no more evading. 

Seeking to find Ma�ge, to offer his 
apology, and, if possibie, make an ap
pointment for a future time, Kid Burdett 
reached the door just in time to see 
Madge drive off in a car. But his heart 
was singing, for he had performed the 
well known classic of falling heels over 
head in love at first sight. 

The next day the sports writers had a 
delightful surprise to spring on the fol
lowers of the leather-pushing game. 
Fight articles had been signed for a title 
bout between Young Skelly and Kid Bur
dett ! 

Both fighters immediately went into 
training, although the Kid did not throw 
himself into the task with his old time 
energy. To Stub's way of thinking, 
Madge Kennedy was taking up entirely 
too much of the Kid's time. But the big 
ballyhoo went merrily on. 

"Grudge fight," was the term used by 
the boys who hand out the news dope, and 
some girl was mentioned as the cause. 
One Sunday edition came out with pic
tures of the two fighters as the base of a 
triangle, while a girl formed the apex. In 
large captions the writer of the article 
asked, "WHO IS THE GIRL ?" And the 
alert news hounds soon found out, and 
gave the fighters lots of space. Each day 
the aces, in ever increasing numbers. 
crowded into both camps to satisfy thei r 
curiosity concerning the merits of the bat
tlers. 

A few days before the fight, as he was 
doing his daily road work, the Kid 
stepped to one side to allow a roadster 
right of way. 

Through the cloud of dust he recog
nized Madge, and-Skelly ! Fierce ani
mosity brought his jaws together with a 
snap, and that evening he was more force
ful than diplomatic, in demanding an ex
p1anation from her. 

"Surely I have a right to go out with 
whom I please, haven't I, Mr. Burdett ?" 
she countered, when he asked her bluntly 
why she had taken the ride. 

"Sure," the Kid stammered, at a com
plete loss to match her coolness. "But-
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well, you see, I-I don't like- you running 
around with Skelly. There has been 
enough stuff in the papers already, and 
well . . . .  " 

"I'm sure I can't very well prevent the 
papers from printing what .they may think 
is news, can I ?" she questioned. 

"No . . . that is . . . well, yes, you 
can," he said quite heatedly. "Don't go 
out with Skelly." 

"I shall go with whom I please, and 
when I please," she rejoined, also with 
heat, and Burdett left in  a fine unreason
able rage. 

Stub happened to choose this night, 
above all others, to give his protege a little 
advice. 

" N ow, for once Kid," he began, " forget 
that seventh complex. Get in there and 
fight, never mind about rounds." 

"Go to hell ," snapped the Kid. "I'm 
going to fight my own way, and I'm going 
to win, too, you can bank on that." 

"Why all the steam ?" demanded Stub. 
"Had a tiff with that girl you are so crazy 
over ?" 

"That's my business," answered the 
Kid. And Stub, wise in his generation, 
shrugged his shoulders, and with a l ifting 
of  eyebrows, allowed the matter to rest. 

The Kid's letter to Madge, which he 
wrote on the following clay, brought no 
answer, and he flung himself into his work. 

The day of  the fight arrived. The pub
licity men had put over a fine j ob, and the 
New Arena was packed to the rafters. 

The preliminaries were short, but full 
of action, leaving the fans in just the 
proper frame of mind to appreciate the 
main event. The champion, ignoring prec
edent, was already in his comer when Kid 
Burdett, with his retinue, entered the ring 
amid cheers and the stamping of many 
feet. 

Skelly was leaning over the side of the 
ropes, talking to someone, and when the 
Kid saw that the person engaging the 
champion's attention was Madge Ken
nedy, a fierce resentment flared in his 
heart. So, evidently Skelly was the rea
son Madge had failed to answer his letter, 
eh ? Well, after to-night a lot of things 
would be settled. / 

Skelly came over to his challenger's 
corner, with a hard little smile on his thin 
lips. 

"Well, Kid, hope you're feeling fit, and 
may the best man win." 

"Don't worry, I will," answered the Kid 
abruptly. 

• 

Skelly took this with a slow, exasperat
ing smile that prodded the challenger like 
a goad. 

"Keep your goat in it's pen, Kid," ad
vised Stub quietly. "He's doing his best 
to get you all riled up. That's only one of 
his many tricks. He's got a bagful." 

"Don't forget the lucky seventh !" called 
Skelly over his shoulder, as he walked to 

. his own corner. 
"Aw, go to-" the Kid started to retort 

hotly, but Stub smothered the rest of the 
sentence with his hand .. 

"Don't be a sap," he hissed. "Save it, 
and tell him with gloves. He'll under
stand better." 

While they were fitting his gloves on, 
Burdett looked over toward Madge, and 
was rewarded by a sweet little smile that 
set his heart to racing madly. 

"Get your mind on the fight," warned 
Stub, who had noticed the by-play. 

The referee's call to the center of the 
ring for instructions prevented a causti( 
answer from the Kid, but Stub saw 
plainly that his charge was in a highly ex
cited frame of  mind. 

As the two fighters stood in the center 
o f  the ring, under the banked arcs, thev 

· presented a sharp contrast. Skelly, with � 
grin that belied the hard glint of his col d ,  
blue eyes, took n o  notice whatsoever o f  
the referee's talk. I t  was old stuff t o  hill1 .  
His cauliflower . left ear and somewhat 
battered nose were accented more sharply. 
as one took in the clean-cut features of  
his  challenger. 

The Kid, brown eyes flashing with bat
tle light, seemed like a hound on the leash, 
his restless, shuffling feet betraying his 
eagerness. 

Back to their corners . . .  house lights 
out . . . an expectant hush, as the 
fighters pulled on tautened ropes and 
scuffed rosined shoes on the canvas . . . 
then the gong !  · A nervou s gig-gle from 
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some overwrought woman at her first 
fight . . . a touching of gloves as they 
met ; then two darting straight lefts from 
the Kid-light ones, but they found their 
mark-and instantly the place was a bed
lam. A general exchange followed, and 
the fighters settled down to business. 

The first natural nervousness over, it is 
no soothing job, this meeting a champion 
for the first time. The Kid thrust all 
thoughts from his mind, except those pe-r
taining to the fight. There was no time to 
worry over Madge now. 

For the first time in his fighting career, 
the Kid found himself against a man who 
could not be roughed at will. It was not 
for nothing that Skelly had earned the 
name of being a rough and ready mixer ; 
and the challenger, after two or three 
rough clinches in which he by no means 
came out best, decided that he was in for 
a long, hard fought battle. But the confi
dence of youth surged through his respon
sive torso, and he was not afraid of the 
outcome. 

Then in a clinch Skelly sneered : 
"Well, I sure made a bum outa you. 

Thought you could beat my time with 
Madge Kennedy, didn't you ? Too bad. 
You're too damn slow to catch a racing 
tortoise. I married the little lady this 
afternoon !" 

For an instant the Kid was stunned 
more effectively than if he had taken one 
on the button. Then with a superhuman 
heave of his splendid muscles, he was 
free, and tore into the champion as though 
possessed. The gong found him smother
ing the title holder with a veritable rain of  
gloves. 

"Listen," cautioned Stub, as he deftly 
wiped the Kid's face, "don't be in such an 
all fired hurry. This scrap is for fi fteen 
rounds, understand ? What did Skelly say 
to you to make you fly off the handle like 
that ?" 

"Plenty," snapped the fighter. "He said 
he married Madge this afternoon." 

"Well, what of it ?" questioned Stub. 
"If  he did, that's all over-, and the only 
thing left for you, is to go get that title. 
You can do it. I guess that ought to be a 
good way to get even-eh ?" 

The bell called the battlers to action 
again before the Kid could frame a suit
able answer, and Stub was worried. 

"At least the - Kid's got something to 
think about besides the lucky seventh," 
said Stub to himself, as he swung the 
stool back and climbed out of the ring. 

The second and third rounds were 
clearly the Kid's, but Stub's brows were 
furrowed with lines of worry, for he saw 
plainly that the champion was allowing his 
opponent opportunity to tire himself. 

"Take your time-take your time, Kid," 
--soothed the wise Stub, between the third 
and fourth sessions. "You're playing 
right into Skelly's hands. McKettrick and 
the champ have you all doped out, and 
they are playing you for a sucker. You're 
swinging like a gate in the wind." 

"I'll get him. I'll get him," gritted the 
Kid, as he noticed Skelly lean over the 
side of the ring and say something to 
Madge. But in his anger he failed to see 
the look of scorn the champ received. 

As the bell clanged for the fourth, Kid 
Burdett raced across the ring and was on 
top of  the champion before he could get 
well out of his corner. But Skelly wasn't 
to be caught napping. A short feint with 
his left that puzzled the Kid, and the next 
instant, his mighty right caught his adver
sary flush on the chin. 

For one heart-stopping second, the Kid 
wavered on. his feet unsteadily. Like a 
flash, Skelly stepped back to put over an
other in the same place, but before he 
could set himself, the Kid had clinched,  
shaking his head in an effort to clear the 
cobwebs. 

For the remainder of the round, the 
Kid was forced to play a defensive game, 
and the worried Stub heaved a sigh of re
lief when the bell called the minute in
terval. 

"Now you play a wise game, see," he 
advised the Kid. "Tighten up your de
fense, and let Skelly work on you for a 
round or so. He's not in the best of  
shape. I notice he seems to tire easy. 
Use your noodle, and don't let him hang 
on in the clinches. Make him work. Play 
for his wind. Don't listen to anything he 
may say to you. M cKettrick tells him all 
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those wise cracks, between rounds, and 
tha! stuff is .j ust plain, goat-getting hooey. 
That's the way they win their fights. �t 
with Skelly's hands alone, but with Mac's 
brains." 

During the next three minutes the Kid 
followed Stub's suggestions so closely that 
Skelly decided to change his tactics-and 
in the sixth, the spectators came to their 
feet as one person. The champion had 
come to life. With a cycloniC rush, he 
was out of his corner before the clang of 
the bell had died, and the Kid learned 
some of the inside tricks of dirty fighting. 
The heel of Skelly's glove caught him 
flush on the chin, jarring him to his very 
toes. This was followed by a slashing, 
short arm jolt that left lace marks across 
Burdett's cheek, and before the Kid could 
counter, Skelly had his arms pinioned, 
while he growled tauntingly in his ear : 

" Here's where your light goes out Kid. 
I've got the girl all tied up, and now I'm 
going to show her what a monkey you 
are ! "  

· 

In a blind rage the Kid surged free, and 
tore into the grinning Skelly. But his 
j udgment was warped by the killing anger 
that filled his heart, and his blows were 
short and easily blocked by the crafty 
champion. 

A powerful right uppercut to the wind, 
a little low, bent the challenger over, and 
Skelly's left hand flashed

. 
in a vicious arc 

to meet the Kid's unprotected jaw. 
He was down on one knee, while the 

mists of a pain-deadened brain dimmed 
the shouts of the fans. And Stub's 
shouted directions to stay down and take 
a count came to the Kid as though from 
behind closed doors. _ 

Blindly the Kid staggered to his feet, 
only to be met by the rushing Skelly, who 
leaped from a neutral corner, tensed for 
the kill. A battering right smash caught 
the Kid on the button again, and he felt 
that he was slipping . . . slipping . . . 
down. He felt as though nothing mat
tered now. He wanted rest-that was it
just a few moments o f  rest, and every
thing would be all right again ; and his 
muscles relaxed, as he sank to his knees. 

J n a muddled way he thought that if 

the waves that were breaking on a rocky 
shore somewhere would only stop for a 
moment, he could hear the numbers that 
the referee was counting out so faintly. 
But it didn't matter so much, anyhow . . . .  
Madge was married . . .  what difference 
about this fight . . . but, damn it all, it 
did matter ! . . . Then, piercing through 
the veil of semi-consciousness, came a 
sharp command-a woman's voice : 

"Kid, get up and get him !" 
In a split second the Kid's brain cleared. 

That was Madge Kennedy's voice ; he 
would recognize it even though he were 
dying. A shake of his tousled head, a 
supreme effort to coordinate his lagging 
limbs to the will of his determination, and 
he came slowly to his feet, amid the deaf
ening howls of the fight-fanatic fans. 

Instinct rather than skill kept the Kid 
on his feet for the remainder of  the 
round ; but Skelly, though bringing every 
trick of his trade into play, could not con
nect solidly again. 

Stub stepped 'inside the ring to meet the 
weary Kid as the bell rang, and began to 
work on him before the other handlers 
could spring to action. 

" How do you feel ?" inquired McKet
trick in the other corner, of the champion. 

"Just about all in, Mac," panted Skelly. 
"He's one tough youngster. I gave him 
the book that time . . . guess I haven't 
got enough, any more." 

"Aw, bunk !"  returned McKettrick. 
"You've got plenty left. We've got the 
big shot left yet. Don't forget that. We · 
almost got him on the girl racket, and we 
will get him on the next gag sure� Re
member this is the seventh coming up, 
only three more minutes to go. Shoot the 
piece this time, and we've still got the old 
money-getting title safe." 

"Now, you listen to me," Stub was say
ing, and his tone plainly indicated that he 
meant every word. "You get out there 
this next round, and stall him off. Don't 
try swapping punches. Do your damned
est to git him at long range. I know that 
he just about shot his wad in that last one. 
So, don't take chances. There's a long 
way to go yet, and you ought, to stand the 
gaff better than he:" Then as the bell 
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rang, he muttered to himsel f : "Thank the 
Lord he won't try for a knockout this 
time, even if it is  the seventh. H e's got 
that foolishness pounded out of him, I 
hope." 

Glancing at the card raised aloft, on 
which appeared the number of the coming 
round, Stub blinked unbelievingly. The 
card read : Round 8. 

"Hey, what th' hell !" he exclaimed, 
and started for the youth who held the 
printed lie. 

Out of  the corner of his eye the Kid 
noted the sign at the same time, and be
wilderment dazed him. Why, that could
n't be right. This should be the seventh
his lucky seventh. But his head wasn't 
quite clear yet . . . maybe it was the 
eighth round . . . maybe he had fought 
through the seyenth with his brain so 
foggy that it hadn't registered pr.operly. 
Anyhow, there was the sign, and it read 
Round 8. His lucky chance had passed 
. . . he wondered why Stub hadn't said 
something. 

All this came in a flash. He hadn't 
time for further speculation. Skelly was 
giving him all he had, intent upon get
ting in the ponch that would seat his 
crown firmly again. 

But the Kid noted that the champion 
didn't use his right hand now. True, he 
made many feints with it, but the threat
ened punch never came through. He was 
slowing up, too, and his straight left jabs 
didn't have much steam behind them. 

"Come ou, Kid, step on it," from Stub, 
brought the Kid back to earth again. This 
was no time to figure out the many puz
zling things that beset his brain. There 
would be time enough for that afterwards. 

The Kid came to life with a suddenness 
that again brought the huge crowd to its 
feet in clamoring excitement. 

The champion was either shamming, or 
he was slipping fast ! Which ? That was 
the question. 

"Unhook that right !" bellowed a fan 
vociferously. "Hey ! come to l i fe, 
Champ !" came from another customer. 

But Skelly was near the end of  his 
string. His sleep-producing right was 

· causing him untold agony. Three broken 

knuckles are not of much avail against a 
young, tough, clever fighter. 

M cKettrick, in the champion's corner, 
knew that the end was near. At last his 
fertile brain had been outmatched by 
youth, skill, and fair play ! 

As the champion Clinched desperately, 
McKettrick picked up the sponge, and 
waved it with a l ift of eyebrows toward 
Skelly. 

But the champion's smile was still in 
evidence as he vigorously shook his head. 
No ! He'd go down fighting with every
thing he had. They'd never be able to say 
he didn't go out like a real champion. He'd 
take the count on the canvas . . . taking 
just the same dose that he had given 
others ! 

The Kid was clear-headed again now, 
and as he rushed Skelly into a corner, 
Stub shouted : 

"This is the seventh, Kid. Get him ! 
They tried to run a sandy on us." 

Thrilled to the core, the Kid heard and 
understood. They had tried to fool him. 
Before him the champion was making his 
last desperate stand. The roar of the 
crowd sounded like the yowling of  ten 
thousand furies : 

"Kill him !" "Knock him cold !" 
"Smash him, Kid !" came hurtling through 
the air from all sides. 

Skelly smiled grimly through his agony. 
His memory flashed back to that night five 
years before, when many of  this same 
mob had stood up on their seats and 
begged him-then the challenger-to do 
the very things to the champion that 
they were now beseeching the Kid to do to 
him. Well ,  they wouldn't have long to 
wait. About one more rally, and he was 
through. Both eyes were rapidly closing. 
and his right hand was already swollen to 
twice its normal size. 

Still he managed to stall the Kid off. 
Duck and clinch, sidestep ; not by any 
means sure-footed, but foxy enough to 
make the other m iss-slipping this right 
hook, and taking that left j ab as he was 
going away-but this couldn't go on for
ever. Why didn't the bell t;ng ? . . . O r  
had the round just started ? . . .  Brain 
must be getting hazy. Wow ! That one 
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had plenty of  stuff in it . . . strange it 
didn't hurt, though . . . must be past that 
stage. But, God ! that right mitt 
hurt. The old psychological gag didn't 
work so good this time . . . the Kid 
wasn't fooled so easy. . . . Wow ! that 
was a sweet one. . . . If that right hand 
were good, he could win this fight yet
maybe . . . .  

His timing now perfect, the Kid was 
making every punch count. The knowl
edge that Madge had called to him, when 
it seemed inevitable that he was losing, 
caused hope to flame again. Maybe Skelly 
had lied about marrying her. . . . 

Now, here was his chance to put the 
finisher over : The old one-two punch. 
One in the belly-one on the chin. Then 
as the champion, with that silly look, bent 
forward grotesquely, the Kid's murderous 
right, traveling not more than six inches, 
but packed with T.N.T.,  stretched Skelly 
on the blood-stained canvas. The cham
pion made one futile effort to rise, then 
slumped inertly over on his back, arms 
outfiung ! 

Ten seconds ! The title had changed 
hands ! 

"Good luck, Kid. You ought to go 
far," murmured Skelly, when the newly 
crowned champion was able to make his 
way to his late adversary's corner. 

" No, take this one," he grinned, hold
ing out his left hand to the Kid ; "the 
right went back on me in the sixth." 

" You're as game as they come," de
clared the new champion, earnestly, "even 
if you did fool me about the seventh. And 

I wish Madge and you all the luck in the 
world." 

"That was another good one, gone 
wrong," admitted Skelly, with a brave at
tempt at a smile. "Go ask her about it 
yourself. I think she wants to speak to 
you." 

The Kid turned toward Madge, who 
was standing close to the ringside, to meet 
adoring, deep violet eyes, looking full at 
him from a face suffused with rose-tinted 
blushes. 

She held out her right hand to h;m, 
smilingly. 

"Let me see the other one," demanded 
the conqueror. 

Demurely she obeyed. 
"Where's your wedding ring ?" he asked 

sharply. 
"I haven't any right to wear one-as 

yet," she answered, dropping her eyes be
fore his intent scrutiny. 

With a bound the Kid took the top rope, 
and stood beside her in the milling, excited 
crowd. 

"Madge !" 
"My full name is M arjory K-ennedy," 

she said, with a twinkle in her eyes. 
"There are two more sevens to add to 
your collection." 

" Damn me, if you're not right !" de
clared the new champion inelegantly. 
"Now I'm sure that seven is my lucky 
number." 

"Oh-h-h," groaned Stub. "I s'pose this 
means a wedding on the seventh of  July ?" 

" Stub, for once you're right !" agreed 
the happy Kid. 

HUGE MOUNTAIN TUl'ViBLING INTO LAKE 

S
LOWLY crumpling and losing its bulk in tremendous rock slides, a large mountain has stirred 

tourists with its phenomenal movements. 
Million.• of tons of earth and boulders have tu mbled into a canyon below the rocky giant. Nearby, 

Fremont Lake, with huge deposits of rock in its bed from the slides, has overflowed and another lake 
is beins formed. The main slide was reported a half mile wide. 

George Reddick, Omaha capitalist, owner of a summer home near Fremont Lake, said he observed 
twelve distinct movements in a day. The noise of the rock tumbling 1,000 feet down the mountain· 
3ide was distinctly audible to L. W. Sargent at Daniel, Wyoming, fourteen miles away. 

The mountain is approximately 10,000 feet above sea level. 



THE WHITE WOLF 
By 

Howard E. Morgan 

A leapinll' white shape slashes ita 
� through a tangle of maddened 

wolves. 

n I S  big body pleasantly attuned to 
the zestful sparkle of the crisp 
winter morning, Jean LaFarr, 
the Grizzly of the Karoketts, 
swung swiftly on through the 

white thicket, his objective the collection 
of log shacks hal f a mile away, the little 
settlement of Moose River. As he went, 
the big trapper hummed a gay French 
tune and j ingled the half dozen gold coins 
-lonesome remnants of his worldly wealth 
-in a mackinaw pocket. 

For the past several months, misfortune 
and Jean LaFarr had been uncongenial 
but consistent companions. Long since, 
he should have started his trap-line in the 
Karokett Hills. But there had been no 
money with which to purchase the neces
sary supplies, a crooked fur buyer having 
cheated the trustful Jean out of much 
money. Now, with something less than 
a hundred dollars, borrowed from a 
friend, he was on his way to Moose River 
to purchase such supplies and equipment 
as this slender wealth would permit. 

555 

He pushed through a clump of thick 
growing firs and the village, set in a half 
circle about a sharp bend in the stream, 
appeared abruptly before him. The day 
was young and a whispering stillness hung 
over the little settlement. 

This stillness was suddenly broken by a 
bedlam of yelps and snarls, interspersed 
with a man's hoarse voice raised high in 
bitter curses. 

The song died on Jean LaFarr's lips. 
His step slowed. His quick eyes failed 
to locate immediately the source of the 
disturbance, which disturbance was evi
dently 'caused by a man and a dog. With
out doubt the dog was a very bad dog, the 
big trapper told himself. Hence, the man 
was beating that dog. All of which was 
the man's business and none of Jean La
Farr's. Still Jean LaFarr knew dogs and 
loved them ; there was no need for any 
man to beat any dog. Of this, Jean La
Farr, from his own experience, was con
vinced. Still, other men thought differ
ently on the matter. 
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With a shrug, Jean LaFarr continued 
on his way. But his step still was slow, 
and when the sound of blows accompanied 
by a man's gusty grunting and a dog's 
moan of pain again sounded, nearer at 
hand this time, Jean LaFarr swore softly 
and turned from the trail toward the spot 
from which the sounds emanated. 

He came upon the scene abruptly ; and, 
as that unpleasant picture came clear, his 
big body tensed with a mighty rage, Be
fore a little log lean-to, recently built, a 
thick-shouldered, hairy man stood over a 
dog, a sturdy club upraised in his right 
hand. The dog, tied by a chain to a sap
ling, had wound that chain around and 
around the sapling until now its shaggy 
head was held close against the tree. In 
this position the animal was at the man's 
mercy. 

The man's black-whiskered face was 
convulsed with rage. Evidently here was 
no ordinary argument between a bad dog 
and its master. This man would kill his 
dog. The will to murder was written in 
that ugly face. Certainly no dog could 
be so bad as to deserve such an ignomini
ous death. 

Jean LaFarr strode forward swiftly. He 
caught the man's upraised hand which 
held the club. His strong fingers closed 
with bone-crushing force about that thick 
wrist. With very little apparent effort he 
brought that arm down, down, until the 
black-whiskered man was on I1'is knees in 
the snow. The club slipped from the dog 
beater's numb fingers. 

Jean LaFarr relinquished his grip. He 
stooped and quickly retrieved the club. 
Quick as his motions were, the black
whiskered man's movements were as quick. 
With a muttered oath he scrambled to his 
feet, drawing a short-bladed knife from 
his belt, even as he came erect. 

Jean LaFarr's dark eyes gleamed ; his 
full lips parted in a half smile. "So, dees 
rat he would fight, eh ?" he murmured. 
Black Whiskers' left arm flashed above 
his head. The knife flew from his fingers 
straight at Jean LaFarr's heart. 

But the Grizzly of the Karoketts, huge 
bodied and strong as he undoubtedly was, 
was aiso swift as the grizzly in his move-

ments. With an almost imperceptible
shrugging motion he turned aside ; the 
gleaming knife brushed against a button 
on his mackinaw with metallic clatter and 
sped harmlessly away. Within the n.ext 
instant the knife thrower found himself 
seized by the loose collar of his coat ; Jean 
LaFarr's strong fingers tightened there, 
until the black-whiskered man could 
scarcely breathe. 

Many men, some of them half dressed, 
attracted by the commotion, came running. 
Jean LaFarr glimpsed many friendly faces 
among these. 

"Witness, my frien's, dees rat, dees 
peeg, who would kill hees dog wit' a club. 
I do not know dees creature. Maybe, he 
ees one of high estate. Eef so, dees fac' 
weel avail heem not'ing. For he possesses 
de soul of a rat, an' he shall be beaten 
wit' dees club, even as he did beat hees 
dog." 

Anticipatory smiles appeared on the 
dark faces of many of the onlookers. 
Several voiced their encouragement. Jean 
LaFarr did not need this encouragement 
to urge him to the task which he had al
ready decided to perform. With a wrench
ing downward motion he dragged the dog 
beater to a reluctant kneeling position in 
the snow. Then he applied the club, in
discriminately, upon the man's broad back 
and shoulders. 

With each blow the beaten one howled 
for mercy, which was a very poor way 
indeed to beseech clemency from these 
strong men who looked upon mere physi
cal discomfort as a thing of little moment. 
But Black Matt O'Rivney was a che
chahco, a tenderfoot. He did not know 
these men. Anyhow, he was at heart a 
coward. 

So it was, after observing that his 
howls-from which a casual observer 
might have judged that he was being 
beaten to within an inch of his lif� 
availed him nothing, he assumed an atti
tude of complete exhaustion, lying flat 
on his face in the snow and moaning 
weakly. Jean LaFarr was surprised at 
these actions. He was deceived, too, as 
Black Matt O'Rivney had intended he 
should be. 
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With an exclamation of disgust, the 
Lig Frenchman finally thrust the cower
ing dog beater away and turned his atten
tion to the dog, which still lay flat on its 
belly in the snow, close against the chain 
wound sapling. With fearless fingers, 
Jean LaFarr sought and found the clasp 
upon the dog's collar. Muttering· friendly 
words he undid that clasp. Then, kneel
ing in the snow, he swiftly and skillfully 
inspected the big dog's shaggy body, for 
evidence of the hurts which that murder
ous club must have caused. 

The dog's ribs and back were literally 
covered with purple welts ; but Jean La
Farr could find no evidence of broken 
bones. Only its wonderfully muscled 
body had saved the dog from serious in
jury. When the animal finally struggled 
to its feet under the big Frenchman's 
friendly urging, LaFarr, for the first time, 
fully appreciated what a splendid creature 
his efforts had saved from a miserable 
death. 

Jean LaFarr had owned many dogs. He 
had seen many others-champion sled 
dogs, ten;b)e fighters, wolf dogs, huskies, 
malemutes, beautiful mongrels-but never 
in· h is life had he seen a dog like this one. 
This beauty was snow white in color from 
the tip of its pink nose to the end of its 
bushy tail. Two almond shaped spots 
of gray, j ust above either eye, alone broke 
this harmony of color. 

In stature and other breed points the 
white dog was a beautiful image of those 
long-limbed gray wolves of the Yukon, 
,,.-ith which latter Jean LaFarr was all too 
familiar. Only one feature did this 
splendid white beauty possess, which 
spoke eloquently of the strain of dog in 
him : this feature was his eyes. Instead 
of the motionless, greenish colored eyes 
of the wolf, this big fellow's eyes were 
brown and soft-the eyes of that m ost 
loyal, that most unselfish friend of man, 
the dog. 

Lost in admiration, Jean LaFarr knelt 
there in the snow. H is own eyes stared 
into the white dog's eyes. The dog's 
brown eyes, liquid with intelligence, stirred 
Jean LaFarr strangely. The man reached 
forward impulsively and pressed his whisk-

ered cheek against the white dog's pink 
muzzle. A fearsome sound rumbled up 
out of the big dog's throat. The men 
called out in warning, but Jean LaFarr 
laughed. He knew dogs. In that throaty 
growl he had detected only love sounds. 
As he pulled away, a long red tongue 
reached for his face. " Dy damn, dat dog 
she ees mine, my frien's. What say you, 
-Rat ? You sell dat dog to Jean La
Farr, eh ?" 

Black Matt O'Rivney still cowered in 
the snow. He moistened his dry lips ner
vously and his little green eyes flitted 
craftily here and there. "Sure 1 '1.1 sell ,"  
he quavered ; "but he's an awful good 
dog, Loup is. He's worth a hundred . . .  
a hundred dollars . . .  easy." 

A storm of protest came from the spec
tators, most of whom were Jean LaFarr's 
friends. " H e  lies, Jean, dat dog ces no 
good. He ees not broke to de sled-" 

" He ees a wolf-" 
"Loup ees hees name, Jean. An' a wol f 

he ees, indeed. The black devil gets him 
for not'ing from Indian Joe." 

"Dat ees right, Jean ; dees Black Whisk
er pays maybe a pint of  whiskey for dat 
Loup--" 

"A ver' bad dog, Jean ; not broken to 
sled-" 

To all of which information, friendly 
as it was intended to be, Jean LaFarr an
swered with an expressive shrug. 

"A wol f, eh ? Ball ! What I care ? Al
ready he ees my frien'. I have no need 
for a sled dog. But, eet ees not good dat 
a man should live alone in de wilderness, 
an' so, I take dees Loup, dees wol f, wit' 
me. One hunder' dollars for him say you, 
Rat-" 

And then for the first time, Jean La
Farr, he who always had money in his 
pockets, realized that during the past eight 
months he had become Jean, the Unlucky, 
and that now the total of his wordly 
wealth was less than one hundred dollars. 
He j ingled the small handful of coins in 
his pocket, suggestively. Finally, he 
counted out fi fty dollars in gold. 

"I gif you dees money, feefty dollar, 
for your dog, Rat. I t'i.nk maybe you say 
yes, eh ?" 
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Black Matt O'Rivney did say "yes." 
He would have gladly sold the dog ior a 
pint of whiskey, exactly what he had paid 
for him. He had learned, much to his sor
row, that a full grown dog not b.-oken to 
harness is a thing of little value in the 
Northland, where all living things, par
ticularly men and dogs, must work to live. 

Jean LaFarr tossed the coins into the 
snow at Black Matt's feet . and turned 
away. 

Always one to act first and consider 
consequences later, Jean LaFarr did not 
fully appreciate what a foolish thing his 
acquirement of Loup, the white wolf dog, 
was, until later in the day. In the first 
place, his payment of fifty dollars for the 
dog had been very, very foolish. He could 
without doubt have secured the· animal for 
much less than this. He had need of every 
dollar of that money for most necessary 
�upplies and equipment, things which 
would serve to keep l ife in his body dur
ing the long winter months to come. 

The dog was not broken to sled, hence 
would be of no use to him. He could not 
possibly take along sufficient food for the 
dog. ,Even his supply of ammunition for 
his rifle would necessarily be low. All in 
all, he · could figure out no way of taking 
the dog with him to his trap-line a hundred 
miles distant on the opposite side of Karo
kett Mountain. 

Reluctantly, therefore, he beseeched his 
good friend Andre Chautard to keep the 
dog until spring. The sturdy Andre, ready 
and willing to lay down his life for Jean 
LaFarr if the exigency demanded, readily 
agreed, although none knew better than 
J Pan the unpleasant difficulties that such 
a task might well impose upon himself.  

However, unpleasant situations have a 
way of smoothing themselves out, regard
less of the contrary efforts of mere man. 
So it  was that even as Jean LaFarr 
tramped on into the snow-clad hills next 
morning, bound for his distant trap-line, 
fate was taking a hand in his affairs. 
�everal times during the day the big trap
per experienced a queer, shuddering sen
sation, as though unseen eyes were watch
ing him from the depths of the black 
thickets bordering the wooded trail. 

At dusk when he made temporary camp 
on a wooded ridgetop nearly twenty miles 
from Moose River, a shadowy shape 
drifted out of the shadows and joined 
him beside the little fire. The visitor was 
the white wolf dog, Loup. The short length 
of babiche, neatly severed by the animal' s  
sharp teeth, still trailed from the dog's 
collar. Jean LaFarr was glad. 

"An' so, we try dees business togedder, 
you an' me, eh Loup ? Eet ees well. 
Andre, he would have bad time wit' you, 
for sure. You an' me \Ve be great frien's. 
We eat somehow, eh Loup ?" 

The big dog, undemonstrative as a 
wilderness sphinx, made no sign, but its 
big brown eyes were eloquent with under
standing. 

In the days that followed, the friendship 
between Jean LaFarr, that carefree young 
giant, and Loup, the stolid, picturesque 
son of the wolf, grew to a point where its 
tmderness might well have shamed that 
ofttimes incomplete friendship of man and 
man. 

LaFarr's chief worry, food, was auto
matically solved in so far as the dog was 
concerned, at least. For Loup was a great 
hunter. The dog never refused tidbits 
offered by the master. Neither, however, 
did he beg for food. Always he seemed 
well fed and happy. Jean LaFarr knew 
that the dog made his own kills. Many 
times was that white coat smeared with 
the blood of a caribou, with which the hills 
were at this time of the year abundant. 

But it soon became evident to the super
stitious Frenchman that his spell of hard 
luck was not yet broken. The big snows 
came earlier than usual this year. Periods 
of terrible cold, following closely one upon 
another, sealed the mountains in snow 
and ice. Due to the freqnent stonns and 
the terrible cold, countless hundreds of the 
wilderness dwellers perished miserably. 
Fur-bearing animals were in consequence 
scarce. Jean LaFarr's trap-line was time 
after time buried beneath icy drifts. When 
finally uncovered, the traps were all too 
frequently empty. With the coming of 
the first big storm the caribou had van
ished magically. 

Even the moose, those hardy monarchs 
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of the wild, left Mount Karokett's snow
hidden foothills for the less frigid swamp
lands in the lower valleys. Food was 
scarce for man and beast. The meat-eat
ing wilderness denizens, hal f starved, des
perate, fought among themselves. Even 
in the daytime the gray wolves howled 
on the ridge tops. There were several 
packs of them. Jean LaFarr had never 
seen so many, nor had he ever seen them 
so fearless. Oftentimes they circled close
ly about the cabin. In the gray nights he 
could see their almond shaped eyes, re
flected in the light from the cabin's single 
window. 

Of course, there was logical reason for 
their boldness this year. Always before 
he had shot at them. This year he did not 
do so. Ammunition was Scarce, and there
fore precious. Many times the trapper 
was almost persuaded to wage relentless 
warfare on the wolves. There was no 
meat to be had within a radius of ten 
miles about the cabin. The wolves were 
responsible for this. Well Jean LaFarr 
knew that the gaunt beasts had no designs 
upon him, starved though they might be ; 
but so long as there was meat in the cabin 
they would remain near. But he always 
decided against open warfa1·e. His scant 
store of ammunition might one day stand 
between him and starvation. 

By Christmas the usually optimistic 
trapper had become almost convinced that 
his efforts this year were due to �nd i n  
failure. The terrible cold continued. 
Prime pelts became scarcer and scarcer. 
The meat secured by his rifle, which alone 
stood between him and starvation, be
came harder and harder to secure. In 
addition to this an attack of scurvy, re
sulting from the lack of vegetables, added 
to his troubles. Even this scurvy took a 
more arbitrary turn than it had ever taken 
before. Starting with a painful stiffening 
of his ankles, it soon reached his knees. 
Strong man that he was and courageous 
of heart, he found it increasingly difficult 
to make the rounds of his ever shortening 
trap-line. 

And then, shortly after the first of the 
year, came the crowning misfortune. 
Loup, whose companionship had alone 

rendered the dismal, gray nights l iveable 
to the man, went away. Jean LaFarr 
was heart-broken. Curiously childlike in  
his sentimentality, the simple-hearted 
Frenchman for the first time lost courage, 
as might another strong man of deeper 
mentality upon being deserted by the wo
man he loved. 

"By damn, Jean, you are no good for 
sure," he told himsel f. "Eet ees no luck .  
You are jus'  no good. Oui, dat ees eet. 
Wan a man's dog weel have no more of 
heem, he ees-what eet ees de Yankee say 
-de cheese. Oui, de one beeg cheese." 

But it was not this shallow pessirnjsm 
alone that finally persuaded Jean LaFarr 
to start for Moose River. His ammuni
tion was low, very, very low. There were 
few more than a dozen shells left for his 
rifle. The scurvy was becoming daih· 
worse. Game was getting scarcer. 

So it  was that, two weeks after his 
canine friend had left him, Jean La Sarr, 
carrying a very light pack, containing in 
the way of food only a small piece of 
j erkeJ beef, hobbled away upon the huu
dred-mile return trip to Moose River. 

From his two · hundred and thirty 
pound bulk of red-blooded manhood, Jean 
LaFarr had wasted away to a white-faced 
shell of a man, who would have tipped the 
scales at little more than one hundred and 
fifty pounds. Jean LaFarr knew this, of 
course. He knew, too, that only by the 
rarest of good fortune could he expect 
to reach the settlement at M oose River 
alive. With luck he could do it. But of  
late, luck and Jean LaFarr had been com
plete strangers. 

When the weary traveler made camp 
that night, his little cabin on the opposite 
side of the narrow valley seemed so close 
that he could almost touch it  with out
stretched hand. During that first day he 
had traveled little more than five m iles. 
He built a fire, melted snow and made 
several pots of spruce tea. He drank 
this bitter stuff until his impatient stomach 
refused to stand more of it. Then, for 
long, he sat before a roaring fire, nursing 
his aching limbs . '  The scurvy had settlerl 
about his knees, now. The pain brought 
cold sweat out upon his face. 
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On all sides, shadowy gray forms sped 
swiftly back and forth through the tongues 
of light cast by the fire. AU day, the 
wolves had followed him. But it was 
not himself they were after. They wanted 
the meat on his back. He could not part 
with that meat, however, even if he had 
been so minded. That single bit of jerked 
beef might well stand between · him and 
death. Even if he should seek to purchase 
freedom from molestation by offering the 
gaunt gray devils that meat, they would 
not be satisfied. Well he knew. They 
would look for more meat. They would 
follow him until-

He attempted to shrug away the un
pleasant picture conjured up by his active 
imagination. It was common belief that 
wolves would not attack man. This prob
ably held true in a land where there were 
many men and where the wolves - knew 
men and feared them. But up here where, 
chances were, no man except himself had 
ever set foot, the situation was different. 
These wolves feared man no more than 
they feared any other living thing whose 
manner of fighting was different than their 
own-the mountain lion, for instance, or 
the bull moose, or the grizzly bear. Mad
dened by the hunger urge, the vicious gray 
devils would attack any of these redoubt
able fighters. 

Jean LaFarr sat well into the night be
fore his blazing fire. He finally slept, un
comfortably huddled, back against a moss
covered rock. He awoke in the gray 
dawn, chilled to the bone and oppressed 
with a shuddering sense of danger. A 
single coal shone like a gleaming red eye 
in the pile of gray ash that had been the 
fire. Fanned by icy blasts, this last burn
ing remnant gave forth sporadic gusts of 
smoke. This smoke was whisked in his 
direction. 

Less than a dozen feet away, six gray 
wolves crouched in a loose half circle just 
beyond the fire. Through half-closed lids 
Jean LaFarr watched them. They were 
waiting for that last smoldering spark 
to die. Dreading fire as do all wilderness 
dwellers, they had probably crouched there 
for hours, drawing nearer and nearer as 
the fire dwindled, but failing to muster 

courage to attack their sleeping victim, so 
long as even a suspicion of fire intervened. 

A. shudder, due not altogether to the 
cold, rippled up and down Jean LaFarr's 
back. He reached stealthily for his rifle. 
A dozen fierce eyes watched his every 
move. With numbed fingers combating his 
efforts, he removed the rifle from its pro
tective casing of caribou hiJe, inched it 
about until the gun's black barrel unwav
eringly indicated the nearest of the omi-
nous gray shapes. . 

In response to his first shot the snarling 
gray target, struck in the chest by the 
high-powered rifle bullet, catapulted back
ward into the snow. Even as it struggled 
feebly, a snarling, slashing tangle of gray 
bodies pounced upon it. In an instant 
the dying wolf was torn apart ; in another 
instant, devoured. 

Jean LaFarr watched the horrible feast 
with a sort of terrible fascination. When 
he sought to shift the gun about, he found 
that his hand had slid away from that 
narrow space on the barrel which was 
protected by a oand of fur. The palm 
of his hand W;lS frozen to the blue gun 
barrel. When he pulled his hand away 
the skin from his fingers · and palm stuck 
to the gun. He grinned mirthlessly. 
"Dere ees one piece of Jean LaFarr you 
gray devils · won't get," he muttered, still 
smiling. "De skin from Jean, she stick 
to de gun, see. You weel not come near 
the gun even after Jean ees gone. No, 
no." 

He broke into a -cackling laugh at his 
own gruesome joke. Sound of that un
natural laughter somehow aroused him 
from the cloying lethargy into which his 
seemingly hopeless situation had cast him. 
He shrugge� his angular shoulders vio
lently. 

"Come, come, what's de matter here ? 
Jean, you damn fool, will you den will
ingly become meat for dees gray devils ? 
Jean LaFarr, Grizzly of the Karoketts ! 
Food for de wolf ! Ha, ha-good joke, 
eh. But no, not to-day, my frien's. To
morrow, maybe. Yes, yes-maybe to
morrow-" 

He lifted the rifle to his shoulder, 
sighted carefully and fired, once, twke, 
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thrice, in slow succession. In response to 
each shot a wolf sprawled in the snow, 
kicking in death agony. 

Without waiting to observe the results 
of the shots, the trapper struggled pain
fully to his feet and limped away across 
the white barrens. 

It was evening of the third day that 
Jean LaFarr, standing atop a wind-swept 
ridge, discovered a thin streamer of 
smoke, snaking skyward from out a 
cluster of snow covered spruces, on the 
opposite side of a cup-shaped valley. For 
nearly an hour he stood there, striving 
to confirm that first evidence of his dizzy 
senses. It was too good to be true--a 
man, away up here in this untrod wilder
ness ! But there was no question. There 
it was, a thin, blue ribbon of smoke. A 
campfire ! A fellow man ! Food ! 

With dizzy eyes that oftentimes refused 
his bidding, he measured the distance 
across the valley a hundred times. Could 
he make it ? He shrugged, doubtfully. He 
had eaten nothing for forty-eight hours. 
He was very weak, and sick. Oftentimes, 
during the past two days, he had wan
dered aimlessly, a pain-racked, soul-tor
tured atom, on a sea of illimitable white
ness. Always the wolves had followed 
him ; always they drew near when his fre
quent spells of  sickness caused him to 
stop ; always they drew away, reluctantly, 
when he stumbled on. 

Irresponsible though his actions were, 
sick though he might be, at no time was he 
oblivious to those slinking gray shapes. 
They knew it, the green-eyed devils. They 

•were watching, waiting for him to slip, 
or stumble, and lose his footing. Then, 
the instant he was for a moment helpless, 
they would rush him. Jean LaFarr knew. 

But they would never get him, those 
gray devils. No, n�Jean LaFarr was too 
smart for such as they. There were still 
ten cartridges for the rifle. And over 
there, just across the valley, was safety, 
rest and food. It could not be more than 
five miles as the crow might fly. Five 
miles-a mere step for Jean LaFarr . . . .  
Jean LaFarr. who owned no master in the 
long traverse with snowshoes. 

His first impulse was �o put forth the 
A. H. 2 

last of his waning strength in a single 
spurt. It was only with a very real effort 
that he combated this suicidal urge. To 
hurry would be fatal. He must conserve 
his strength, travel slowly and carefully, 
very, very carefully. To stumble, to fall, 
would mean the end for Jean LaFarr. 

So it was that, when he finally started 
away, he moved very, very slowly indeed, 
stumbling, gropingly, like an old, stoop
shouldered man. Straight across the val
ley he set his course, guided by that 
streamer of smoke. Frantic with dread 
lest he should miss that hazy beacon, he 
dared not take his eyes from it. The 
result was that his progress was labored, 
and painfully slow. Snow-covered rocks, 
unseen in the shadowless grayness, jutted 
up in his path. Snow hidden briar tangles 
clutched at his legs and sought to trip 
him. .. 

Winter nights in the Northland are 
never black ; so it was, that that thin 
streamer of smoke guided him until far 
into the night. When the smoke finally 
virtually disappeared as the campers' fire 
dwindled, he was, fortunately, on com
paratively high ground, hence able to di
rect his course by the clump of snow-cov
ered firs, every feature of which had be
come familiar,' due to his constant watch
ing. Buoyed up by hope, an unnatural 
strength filled his weakened body ; the 
dizziness miraculously left him. 

But it was soon evident, even in the face 
of the new optimism that possessed him, 
that he would need all of this flare of 
strength to reach his objective. For he 
had sadly underestimated the distance 
across the valle} . By the time the faintly 
increasing brightness, heralding the ap
proach of a new day, appeared along the 
eastern horizon, he had covered little 
more than half the distance. 

Soon, a new smoke cloud appeared. The 
campers were up and about preparing 
breakfast, getting ready for a new day. 
The frantic trapper put forth his utmost 
in one last valiant attempt. He must 
reach that camp ! Chances were, those 
men were transients and would start away 
as soon as they had eaten. 

Abruptly, the spanking report of a rifle 
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sounded, some distance away on his right. 
And then, there were other reports--on 
his left. The Frenchman's unnaturally 
alert senses quickly interpreted the cause 
of these shots. The men had started out 
in search of fresh meat. Perhaps they 
had found meat ; more likely, however, 
they were shooting at the wolves. 

And then for an instant, the desperate 
man was overcome with fear lest the 
campers should leave. He crit:d out 
hoarsely ; danced about on the icy white
ness like a mad thing. The gaunt, gray 
watchers, skulking in the shadows, 
crouched on haunches, and, red tongues 
lolling, watched these mad antics with si
lent appraisal. His hoarse voice seemed 
to carry no farther than the nearest thicket 
edge. Unreasoning panic seized upon the 
frantic man. He lifted his rifle and fired 
it into the air s�veral times, then stumbled 
on, slipping, sliding, falling, but always 
scrambling to his feet and moving onward. 

It was nearly midday when Jean LaFarr 
reached that clump of spruce in the center 
of which a tiny fire still smoldered. The 
sturdy little lean-to built against the 
-rocky wall was deserted. 

Breathing hard in short, shuddering 
gasps, Jean LaFarr stood there, swaying 
gently to and fro, his bloodshot eyes 
searching hungrily here and there for 
some scrap of food which the campers 
might have left. A single glance assured 
him that the wolves had been there before 
him. The snow was dutted thickly with 
their footprints. 

Warding off the collapse which mo
mentarily threatened, the trapper sought 
wildly for some way out of this last mis-. 
fortune. They must have heard his shots. 
Yes, yes, of course ; but there were at 
least two men here ; each had thought 
the other had fired the shots which had in 
reality been fired by Jean LaFarr. Yes, 
that was it. It was all very simple. They 
had not purposefully run away from him. 
No, men did not do things like that. Only 
dogs ran away. Loup, for instance-

Suddenly, Jean LaFarr began to laugh. 
There was no human quality to that laugh
ter. It was the squalling, voiceless pro
test of a mad thing. And, j ust for an in-

stant, Jean LaFarr was mad. Then the 
life seemed to ooze out of his weakened 
body. He slumped forward on his knees. 
The rifle dropped from his cold fingers. 
Out there at the thicket edge, green, 
almond-shaped eyes watched hungrily. 

There came the swish of swift feet 
through the snow. A lean gray body 
hurtled through the air. White fangs 
slashed at the tiny pack on the man's back, 
which still retained the odor of the meat 
it had once held. Force of the wolf's 
flying attack knocked the man head fore
most into the snow. 

And then, Jean LaFarr screamed. A 
horrible sound was that scream. Two 
other lank, gray shapes paused in mid
stride and stood watching, wondering no 
doubt, if  that human thing which con
tained such a vast store of life was about 
to call upon still another hidden reservoir 
of energy. 

Jean LaFarr came up on an elbow. 
Inch by inch he worked to his knees. 
His frost-bitten face twitched and gri
maced convulsively. His red-rimmed eyes 
stared wildly. His cold fingers touched 
the familiar rifle. Sanity returned to him, 
then. He, fumbling, picked up the gun 
and crawled on hands and knees across the 
rod wide open space toward the deserted 
lean-to. Here he set his back against the 
outside of the man-made shelter and faced 
his enemies. 

With painstaking care he counted the 
shells for his gun. There were five left
just five. He steadied his swaying body 
against the wall of the lean-to, and 
brought the rifle slowly to his shoulder. 
For a long minute he tried to find the 
sights. Failing in this, he finally fired 
in the general direction of three, still, 
gray shapes. Not one of the three wolves 
moved. He had missed ! 

This circumstance served in an amaz
ing manner to clear his befuddled sense. 
There were now only four shots left in 
the rifle. They would get him, of course. 
But he had promised himself five dead 
wolves. After that, they were welcome 
to what was left of Jean LaFarr. But 
five--yes, yes, he should get five of them. 

As though sensing the marts uncertain-
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ty, the wolves drew nearer. The trapper 
counted the swift moving bodies. One, 
two, three, four . . .  seven, eight-there 
were nine of them-two packs. There 
were seldom more than three or four 
wolves to a pack. Two of these packs 
had then joined forces, to feast upon his 
fleshless bones. . He laughed harshly. 
Once again he laboriously brought the 
rifle to his shoulder. 1 

But, just as he was about to pull the 
trigger, his attention was distracted by a 
flash of swift movement at his left. He 
turned his head slightly and laughed again 
as he identified the cause of this move
ment. More wolves ! Four of them. 
Perhaps more. He again sighted care
f
_p

lly along the rifle's black barrel. 
This time a wolf dropped when he fired. 

After an appreciable interval he fired 
again · . . . again, and still again. In re
sponse to each shot a gray body became 
a lifeless clod of skin and bone. When 
he pulled the trigger once more the ham
mer clicked on an empty shell. Ah, that 
was the last. It would then, be all over 
soon. Slowly, methodically, he slippped 
the mitten on his right hand, and, grasp
ing the rifle by the barrel, waited calmly. 

In an amazingly short space of time, the 
last of the four dead wolves had been de
voured. Their ravishing hunger merely 
whetted by the taste of blood, the pack 
drew near, fearlessly now, as though 
sensing their victim's comparative help
lessness. Jean LaFarr knew the way of 
wolves. Some one of them, the recog
nized leader of the three packs, would at
tack bim, first. I f  by some lucky chance 
he were able to dispose of that first one 
with his clubbed rifle, then a second, rank
ing next in valiancy, would rush him. 
And so it would go. The instant he was 
dragged down, the pack would rush, en 
masse. 

As the beleaguered man had figured, a 
gaunt, hattie-scarred wol f  separated him
sel f from the rest, and, crouching low, 
belly bugging the snow, crept across the 
trampled �pen. And then, without the 
slightest warning, the pack leader sprang. 
Jean LaFarr struck out blindfy. The 
rifle struck the wolf glancingly along the 

flank. There was littl� power behind the 
blow. There w;,.s just enough, however, 
to tum the beast aside, ever so slightly. 

As it was, Jean LaFarr felt the ani
mal's hot breath on his cheek as it hurtled 
past him. The man turned half about and 
struck out blindly as the pack leader strug
gled to extricate himself from the inter
lacing limbs of the lean-to. There was 
little force to the blow. The battle
scarred wolf backed away, seemingly grin
ning at the man's futile efforts. 

And then, a great weight fell upon him . 
Jean LaFarr turned quickly, as he 

sensed, rather than saw, the inception of 
a flank attack. Tw{) wolves were ap
proaching him from two sides at once. 
One of them sprang. A split second later, 
a second and a third sprang. Yelling 
hoarsely, he poked weakly at the nearest 
of the flying gray shapes with the gun 
barrel. 

Something sharp seared to the bone 
along his shoulder with no sensation of 
pain. He threw an arm across his throat. 
A white fang slashed at this arm, ripping 
the already tattered mackinaw. Then 
there sounded, directly across his body as 
he lay there flat ·on his back, a growl of 
rage and pain. The body of the battle
scarred old pack leader sprawled in the 
snow, less than a foot away. The old 
wolf's throat was tom and bleeding. 

And then, Jean LaFarr saw : the two 
other wolves which had attacked him en
gaged in deadly combat with-Loup. But 
no, another wolf ? A renegade ? Even as 
this thought crossed his mind, however, 
Jean LaFarr knew that that white beast 
was not a wolf. There was no wolf in 
the Yukon as big as Loup. The man trierl 
to call out but no sound came from his 
white lips. 

Even as he starffi. fascinated, that un
even hattie was over. Two gray shapes lay 
writhing in the snow , and Loup, turning 
swiftly, met a hurtling �ray body in' mid
air. So swi ft and sure was that slash
ing aerial attack. that J ean LaFarr's slow 
eyes failed adequatt-ly to picture it. A 
single flash of wh ite teeth , slashing up
ward, and the gray wol f joined its three 
companions on the red-splotched snow. 
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With a superhuman effort Jean LaFarr 
struggled to his feet. Even as the rest 
of the wolves ounched for the attack, the 
man stumbled forward and stood beside 
the white wolf dog's tense body. And 
then, as though sensing its master's help
lessness in this crisis, the white dog sprang 
forward, meeting the wolves halfway. In
stantly, the valiant animal was hidden be
neath a pyramid of writhing gray shapes. 
Jean LaFarr willed to go to his dog's as
sistance, but this time his exhausted body 
refused his bidding. His knees crumpled, 
and, sobbing impotently, he fell forward. 

A struggling white shape, streaked with 
blood, freed itself briefly from the tangle 
of fighting bodies. With a flirt of its 
shaggy head, the white killer tossed a 
clinging gray shape asprawl in the red 
snow. Almost immediately, however, the 
valiant beast was overwhelmed. Briefly, 
the scene swam in a red blur before Jean 
LaFarr's dizzy eyes, then the snapping 
crack of rifle shots near at hand aroused 
him. Men, shouting ! More shots ! He 
struggled to hands and knees. "Loup I" 
he called hoarsely, "Loup !" 

READ--

A hard muzzle, covered with a warm, 
sticky substance brushed his cheek. He 
threw an arm about the white wolf dog's 
neck and clung tightly. 

For some time the shots continued, fol
lowed by the staccato yelps of injured 
wolves. Then, strong arms circled Jean 
LaFarr's hunger-ravished body. Fur-clad 
figures danced in a formless blur before 
his eyes. Friendly voices sounded in his 
ears. They were talking, explaining : 

". . . We heard the shots. The wolves 
were so thick we guessed someone was in 
trouble. A dozen of 'em, easy. Never 
saw so many-" 

· But Jean LaFarr· was not listening. H e  
crouched i n  the snow, a n  arm about the 
white wolf dog's shaggy body. He was 
pointing to an eight-inch scar, recently 
healed, almost circling the . big dog's 
throat. 

"My Loup. He don' run away f rom 
me. No, no-he ees· hurt. You see it 
here on hees neck. A ver' bad hurt, for 
sure, m'sieu. My Loup, he crawl away 
to get well. An' now-jus' in time-he 
come back . • • to Jean." 
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SOUTH OF THE BORDER 
By L. R. Sherman 

With a pair of red-hot, smoking six-guns Shot Starke blazes the trail to an outlaw lair. 

HOUGH it made a brave attempt broad-brimmed gray sombrero advertised 
to · be alluring, the Cantina del his calling. The black butts of twin Colts, 
Desierto on the Mexican side of  with their holsters tied to his  thighs be
the little town of San Luis was neath crossed cartridge belts, told that his 
as drab as the desert after which mission was not one of  pleasure. 

it was named. The adobe walls of the The dim light o£ the oil lamps did not 
long, low room, which had once been bring out the fine lines etched on his 
white-washed, were a dirty gray. A darkly tanned features by sun, and wind, 
dilapid,ted American bar extended part and rain, but they did expose the stern
way along one wall. Small round tables, ness of his long jaw, his thin, somewhat. 
their edges serrated by charred furrows cruel lips and his narrow, high-arched 
from countless cigarettes and their tops nose. Cold, gray eyes, glinting through 
whitened by mescal and tequila, were the narrow triangular slits o f  halHow
scattered about the dirt floor. ered lids, missed nothing in their quick 

Women of the shado Vli, with their appraisal of  each newcomer. It was evi
shiny black hair and short, brightly col- dent that he awaited somebody who was 
ored skirts-all of them mere girls and long in arriving, for he had been seated 
some still pretty-flashed their •vhite there with scarcely a change of  position 
teeth and dark eyes in mechanical smiles, since early in the evening. 
or brazenly seated themselves at the tables A whiskey glass rested in front of him. 
occupied by those of  the habitues ·who It had been filled and emptied several 
seemed to possess money. The air was times. Apparently the fiery liquor had 
sour with the smell of cigarette smoke, had no effect other than to make the man 
spilled mescal and stale beer and, to one appear more taciturn, more watch ful, 
entering from the clean night air, seemed more hawklike. For an hour he had not 
like the fetid breath of. a carnivore. had the glass refilled. 

In a corner near the door the only One of  the short-skirted, sleek-haired 
American in the place was seated alone birds of prey had slid into a chair oppo
behind one of the small tables. His site him, with a flashing of white teeth 
leather chaps, high-heeled boots, and soft. and a soft-voiced invitation. At first he 
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had paid no attention to her beyond a 
snapped "Vamos." She had persisted in 
her efforts to enamor him until, with the 
swiftness of a striking snake, he had shot 
a brown hand across the table and grasped 
her arm none too gently. 

" I  said 'NO' !" he grated. "Now get 
out ! Quitcte !" 

He had offered her no violence beyond 
the grip on her arm, yet there was that in 
his voice and in the gray-eyed stare that 
made the girl shiver and arise with the 
haste of one seeking escape from death. 
She departed hurriedly. Others had wit
nessed the encounter and the stranger was 
left alone thereafter. 

The night sounds ot San Luis reached 
their height. Now and then there was a 
yell and the noise of a brawl from some 
place toward the other end of the town. 
Once several revolver shots rang out from 
the opposite side of the short main street. 
A mescal crazed native passed the build
ing, yelling and cursing. The white man 
gave not the slightest indication that he 
had heard these sounds ; yet when, during 
a momentary lull of the noise within the 
room, the name of "El Sabre" became 
audible, his hard eyes shifted quickly to
ward the four swarthy Mexicans seated at 
a table against the wall twenty feet away. 

These men were somewhat different 
from those seated at the other tables. 
They had money and spent it recklessly. 
There was a semblance of uni form about 
their attire. Each wore a bandolier of  
cartridges over one shoulder, and below 
the gaily colored sash about each waist 
hung a knife, and bone- or ivory-handled 
revolvers. Insurrecto was written large 
in every posing attitude and loud-voiced 
boast. It was evident that they belonged 
to one of the many small bands of 
marauding rebels who raided along both 
sides of the Border. 

Once more there was an interval o f  
quiet, and during that interval came the 
sound of pounding hoofs. They swung 
around to the rear of the building and 
stopped. A little later the door was 
thrown open and a specimen of Mexican 
dandy stalked into the room. 

From high-crowned, concha-trimmed 

sombrero to bright, silver-roweled spurs 
he displayed the love of his race for 
gaudy colors and showy ornamentation. 
Over a silk shirt was a closely fitting vest 
of dark red velvet bordered with gold 
braid, with a single row of large, ornate 
gold buttons down each front edge. A 
red and green silk sash covered the top of 
his tightly fitting, wide-bottomed, slashed 
trousers. The grips of the two revolvers 
that hung below the sash were of mother
of-pearl. He was taller than most of his 
countrymen and not unhandsome in a 
somewhat effeminate way, but his swar
thy, finely chiseled features and dark, 
piercing eyes spoke of a crafty, cruel and 
treacherous nature. He was a desert 
hawk in the garb of a parrakeet. 

"EI Sabre !" cried one of the men at the 
table, jumping up and raising his glass in 
salute. 

At the cry everyone in the room arose 
and responded to the toast to a marauding 
robber whom the peons admired and 
feared ; that is everyone but the cowboy 
in the comer. He arose, but instead of 
raising his glass he leaned back against 
the adobe wall, mechanically rolling him
self a cigarette. His narrow, gray-eyed 
gaze bored into the back of the Mexican 
dandy, who bowed in response to the 
toast and then drew himself erect until a 
chair was placed for him at the opposite 
side of the table. 

He seated himself, called for all to 
drink at his expense, ancl. then, with an 
imperious gesture, waved away those who 
had crowded around the table. When the 
group was alone he leaned forward, 
speaking swiftly in low tones. The others 
bent their heads to catch his words. 

At this point the tall cowpuncher 
walked toward them, his eyes on the 
leader and a puzzled frown appearing on 
his forehead. As he moved forward he 
heard the word "gringo" accompanied by 
Spanish curses. None of those at the 
table noticed him until he was directly in 
front of El Sabre. The thumb and fore
finger of his left band were concealed in 
the pocket of  his vest. The thumb of his 
right hand was loosely booked in his car· 
tridge belt, and the fingers o£ that hand 
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were hal f curled just above a black gun 
butt. 

"Y au-greaser !" 
At the low, \Sharp words those at the 

table looked up quickly. There were mut
tered curses and hands slipped out of 
sight, reaching for weapons. The right 
hand of the white man slid down and out 
in a smooth, swiftly gliding movement 
and in it appeared a heavy forty-four. 

"Hands on th' table, empty ! Pronto !" 
The black muzzle '·of the gun was 

slightly raised, and each insurrecto knew 
that it would snap into line with a thun
derous discharge at the first overt move. 
Their hands immediately came above the 
top of the table, and they were empty. 

The swarthy features of the dandy had 
taken on a lighter shade, and into his eyes 
came the look of a trapped animal, fright
�ed yet filled with hate ; for it was to 
him the stranger had addressed his sharp 
words. 

"Seiior Shot Starke ?" he half whis
pered. 

"Ever see this before ?" the white m!Ul 
demanded, disregarding the Mexican's 
recognition. 

Removing his left hand from his vest 
pocket he tossed on the table a short · 
length of intricately formed, silver spur 
chain. The Mexican stared at it in per
plexity for a moment and then slowly 
shook his head. 

"Maybe this'll help you to remember," 
snapped Starke, and again he tossed a 
small, glittering object in front of El 
Sabre. 

It was a gold button of fancy pattern. 
Subconsciously the bandit leader's hand 
moved up to_ the spot on his vest where 
one of his buttons was missing. That on 
the table was an exact duplicate of those 
on the garment. Shot saw the movement 
and the big Colts centered on the outlaw 
leader. 

"That spur chain belonged to Jim 
Travers, my partner in th' Flyin' Q. I 
found both of them things at th' water 
hole south of th' ranch. Th' sod was 
some scarred up so I know he put up a 
fight, but there was too many for him. 
Saw you once, and remembered that vest. 

Reckon he's dead by this time, so I fig
. ured on sendin' a few Greasers to hell for 

him to play with." 
Starke's other gun was out now and he· 

had stepped back a pace. El Sabre licked 
his dry li'ps and drew a sharp breath, but 
no words came. 

"If you got anythin' to say, talk fast ," '  
snapped Shot. 

The Mexican tried again, and this time 
words came haltingly. 

"You . . . you deed not get my note ? 
No ?" 

As El Sabre asked the question he gave 
an apparently careless wave of his hand. 
In accepting that gesture at face value 
Starke ignored what should have been a 
warning to him. Behind him a face dis
appeared from the window flanking the 
door. 

"No !" 
Interrogation as well as denial was con

tained in Shot's answer. 
"Ah," with a spreading of his hands in 

a typical Spanish gesture, "then that ex
plains thees visit. Seiior Travers is not 

, harm'. He ees well an' safe. We hold 
him only for the ransom." 

A measure of assurance seemed to have 
returned to the rebel chief and, without 
knowing why, this somehow disturbed the 
alert rancher. His keen glance traveled 
quickly around the table. None of the 
hands had disappeared beneath its top, yet 
Shot scented danger close by. Then the 
glance of El Sabre focussed on a point 
behind Starke and the Mexican could not 
conceal the glitter of triumph that came to 
his eyes. 

"Look out ! "  
The exclamation was a shrill scream 

from one of the girls, and at the same 
time a bottle spun through the air. With 
the first shifting of the Mexican's glance 
Shot ducked and whirled. Had not that 
bottle connected with its intended victim 
the American would have been too late. 
Almost at his feet pitched the body of an 
unconscious rebel who had crept noise
lessly in from the street, and close to his 
outstretched arm lay a long kni fe. The 
blood from his cut scalp mingled with 
pieces of broken: glass. Curiously, the 
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girl who had thrown the bottle was the 
one whom, earlier in the evening, Starke 
had ordered away from his table. 

Shot's quick glance at the man told him 
it was a vaquero he had discharged from 
the Flying Q several months be fore. 

Instantly conscious of his danger, 
Starke whirled back, leaping toward the 
door at the same time. He was almost 
too late. A gun spat fire and he felt the 
tug at his hat as the bullet passed through 
the crown. 

Then his own two heavy guns thun
dered their response while he backed 
quickly to the door. One of the Mexicans 
dropped forward, his head rapping the 
table top sharply, and another cursed as 
he let go of his gun and grasped his left 
shoulder. Two more shots from the ban
dits' gtms sang by Shot and another 
passed through his vest, nipping his shoul
der. Then he backed out into the night. 

As he turned toward the window there 
came a series of crashes and the lights 
went out. He swung to face the door, 
crouching low and waiting for the appear
ance of the first Mexican. There was a 
confusion of sounds from inside the 
adobe walls, but no one approached the 
opening. For some moments he waited 
patiently and then, from the rear of the 
building came the beat of horses' hoofs 
that gradually receded to silence. 

The lights within the room again ap
peared and, cautiously glancing through 
the small window, Shot saw that the only 
members of El Sabre's band who were 
left were the one who still lay motionless 
with his head resting on the table, and the 
one with the cut scalp who lay on the 
floor. The others had retreated through a 
rear door. Cursing softly to himself, he 
turned toward the hitching-rack where his 
big bay stood patiently waiting. 

A half hour later Shot made hjs camp 
at a well concealed water hole on the 
American side. For a long time after he 
had finished his meal he sat gazing 
thoughtfully into the greasewood fire. 
The frown of perplexity that had crossed 
his features when he approached El Sabre 
that evening had returned. 

"That's th' second time I've seen that 

greaser an' both times I had th' idea I'd 
seen him some place before-a long time 
ago. Yet I know I haven't," he muttered 
to himself, with a half angry shake of his 
head. 

But the impression would not go away. 
There was something about the dark, 
treacherous eyes and the thin, cruel lips 
that he recognized. A picture formed 
vaguely before his mental vision, yet it 
was so indistinct as to be unrecognizable. 
That it was some man he had met and 
known he felt certain, yet the image could 
not be made clearer. With a grunt of dis
gust he forced himself to think of his 
partner. 

Here also Shot was baffled. El Sabre 
had mentioned a note which he should 
have received ; a note demanding a ran
som for Jim. He had made a hurried 
visit to the ranch house but a short time 
before leaving for San Luis in search of 
the bandit, but had been told of no mes
sage waiting for him. _ And he could not 
quite believe the Mexican was holding 
Travers solely for ransom. There was 
something else. 

At last he arose and wrapped himself in 
his blankets. He could not abandon the 
idea that there was more to Jim's disap
pearance than appeared on the surface, 
and fell asleep still thinking about it. 

A part of the solution came to him the 
next morning shortly after he awoke. 
There was no note ; never had been. 
Travers was not being held in order to get 
ransom. That statement o f  El Sabre's 
was merely his quickly thought out play 
for gaining time, so that his henchman 
might slip up behind and knife the Amer
ican. It was a play for the few moments 
respite from death at Shot's hands, by 
which the bandit leader might save his 
own li fe. 

But there was still the question of why 
the Mexican was holding Jim, and the 
strange resemblance of El Sabre to some 
one he could not identify. Thought o f  
the man who had tried t o  knife him, and 
recollection that the fellow had been dis
charged for cruelty to his horse, but com
plicated the problem. 

Something told him that Jim was· not 
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dead. Had they meant to kill him, they 
would have done so where Shot had 
found the spur chain and button. Why 
then were they holding him ? For in for
mation ? That thought sent Shot Starke 
bolting down his breakfast and hurrying 
to his horse. He knew something of a 
Mexican's methods of gaining in forma
tion from an obdurate captive. 

The sun was just shoving its way above 
the skyline when he mounted and headed 
for San Luis. Directly behind the adobe 
cantina within which had taken place the 
fight the evening before, he picked up the 
trail of  four horses heading toward the 
southwest. S ixty miles away rugged 
mountains loomed up, seeming in the 
clear air to be not more than ten miles dis
tant. Barren, rock-strewn foothills, dry 
arroyos, and cactus-covered sand were the 
vanguards thrown out in front of these 
mountains to discourage their closer in
spection. 

Starke knew a little of the country. He 
never forgot a trail he had once taken, 
and there was one spot, deep in the foot
hills, that he could not forget i f  he tried. 
Could it  be possible that the present trail 
would lead him to that place, he won
dered. Thoughtfully, he glanced back to
ward the mud houses of the little town he 
had left. 

A movement attracted his attention and 
he concentrated his gaze. A horseman 
was leaving town, riding along the trail he 
himsel f was following. He waited, but 
the rider did not come close. He swung 

c to the north and passed Starke nearly a 
quarter o f  a mile away. The rancher's 
eyes narrowed. Beneath the wide brim of 
the man's sombrero he had glimpsed a bit 
of white, as if a bandage were worn un
der the hat. He recalled that, so far as he 
knew, the only living member of El  
Sabre's band left at  San Luis had been 
the one whose head had been hit with a 
bottle. 

At the next rise he saw that the rider 
had returned to the trail and was racing 
his horse. Shot did not try to catch him, 
but continued at a steady lope which 
would keep the other in sight for some 
time. He had seen the other's horse and 

knew that he would kill his own if he 
tried to pursue. Those bandits rode the 
cream of the ranges. 

Be fore noon the Mexican had dropped 
out of sight for the last time, but by that 
time Starke understood where the man 
was going ; knew that he was riding to 
warn El Sabre of the rancher's approach 
and that El Sabre's hangout was the little 
cabin deep in the foothills where Shot had 
been before. And he knew now of whom 
El Sabre reminded him, and something of 
why the Mexican was holding his partner. 

By late afternoon he had entered the 
rugged hills. Here he commenced to cir
cle to the northwest and when he came 
to a low, shelving-sided canyor. leading 
south, he descended to its floor and turned 
back toward the trail he had left. In the 
last l ight of day he halted within the con
cealment of a clump of cottonwoods and 
drew a pair of binoculars from a saddle 
pocket. Ahead of him and to the west was 
a high, barren hill. Turning the glasses to
ward the crown of this hill he gave it a 
long, careful inspection and then he re
placed the glasses, smiling grimly. 

He dismounted and cautiously moved 
nearer the hill. Before he had reached its 
base, darkness had settled and he worked 
toward the summit with all the care and 
noiselessness of a stalking Apache. At 
last there was only a large boulder be
tween him and the highest point of the 
hill .  A slight breeze from the south 
brought with it the odor of  burning to
bacco. He slowly circled the rock, and 
less than ten feet away, saw a man with a 
white bandage around his head, seated, 
with a rifle across his knees. 

"Stick 'em up, Pedro !" 
At the sharp command the M exican 

uttered a short, startled, high-pitched yell 
and then drew in a long breath. The 
muzzle of Shot's six-gun was pressed 
against his spine. 

"One more yip l ike that, an' I'll  bore 
you, greaser," he snapped savagely. 

The breath was expelled with a soft 
whistling noise and the man's hands shot 
above his head. Two minutes later his 
arms were bound behind his back, his feet 
were lashed together, and Shot was pos-
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sessed of  an additional rifle, a kni fe, and a 
pair of bone-handled revolvers. 

" How many has El Sabre got at th' 
cabin ?" 

"Quicn sabe," muttered the shifty-eyed 
Mexican. 

Starke placed the knife at the man's 
throat, and his eyes were twin slits from 
which a cold fire seemed to dart. 

''I'd just as soon slit your throat as eat, 
greaser. Answer me !" 

There was no lack of conviction in the 
white man's tone, and the captive hastened 
to reply, his voice trembling slightly with 
apprehension as the kni fe pricked the 
skin. 

"Four, an' EI Sabre," he whispered. 
"Where's th' rest of th' band ?" 
"EI Sabre have send them south to join 

Quatrille in battle against the federals." 
"Who's th' one that wasn't with EI 

Sabre at San Luis ?" 
" He's been stay behin' to watch Senor 

Travers." 
"Then Jim's still alive ?" 
A note of eagerness had crept into 

Starke's voice. The captive nodded sul
lenly. 

"Greaser, i f  you've lied to me I'm 
comin' back to finish the job on your 
throat that I mentioned," Shot whispered 
fiercely. 

Cutting a strip from the man's shirt, he 
tied an effective gag between the pris
oner's jaws and then hurried back to his 
horse. 

He rode cautiously, rounding the south
ern base of the hill on whose crown lay 
his captive, and entering a well defined 
trail leading to the west. For a while he 
threaded his way along a wide-walled val
ley. When the walls converged to form a 
narrow canyon he dismounted and ,  fast
ening the horse to a low bush, again crept 
forward on foot. 

The canyon opened into a grass-floored 
pocket. He could j ust make out the gray
ish red walls of an adobe cabin, lighter 
than the surrounding cliffs. Not a light 
was to be seen. Shot chuckled so ftly. 
Evidently that single, piercing yell of the 
sentinel on the hill had been heard. They 
were waiting for him. 

Feeling his way along, he crept close to 
the wall. He found a bench and his ex
ploring hands touched a tin bucket on top 
of it. Next to the pail his fingers came in 
contact with a curtain, evidently an old 
serape hanging over the doorway, he 
thought. He silently made his way 
around to the side where he knew there 
was a window. This also was covered 
with cloth. 

For a long moment he listened. He 
imagined he could hear faint breathing 
within, but no movement. Then came a 
softly muttered Spanish curse. H e  
listened further, trying t o  locate the vari
ous people in the room by such slight 
sounds as they made from time to time, 
but the effort was useless. Jim was in 
there, and he dared not start hostilitie:; 
without knowing his partner's exact posi
tion. 

He smiled grimly as an idea came to 
him, and from one of the pockets of hi,; 
overalls he dn!w a spool of coarse linen 
thread. For nearly a quarter of an hour 
he was noiselessly busy and then he re
treated slowly toward the canyon. 

When he finally reached his horse he 
unfastened an old coat from behind the 
cantle. He slipped into this, being careful 
that his �un butts were clear o f  its lower 
edge. Then, after one or two other ad
justments, he mounted and started up the 
canyon. 

"Reckon th' old trick's good as ever," 
he muttered, giving h is shoulders a shmg 
to settle them more com fortably inside the 
coat. 

The bright stars shed but l ittle light to 
the rock-strewn floor o f  the narrow 
gorge, and it vvas impossible for Starke to 
pick his way or for the horse to travel 
without considerable noise. This did not 
seem to alarm the rider. In fact, ju�t as 
they came to the mouth of the circular 
pocket in which stood the cabin, he tickled 
his mount's ribs with a spur and reined 
him a little to one side. The h orst 
plunged, struck some loose, rocky rubble. 
stumbled and regained his balance with a 
snort that could be heard hal f a mile. 
Shot grinned, rode a few rods farther, 
and d ismounted in front of the adobe hut. 
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"H'm, all dark. Don't reckon anybody's 
home," he said aloud as though speaking 
to himself. 

Jerking aside the cloth in front of the 
door he stepped into the single room. 

"Jim, are you here ?" he called in a low 
VOICe. 

Something was jammed hard against 
his ribs, and it took no deep reasoning to 
tell him that it was the muzzle of a gun. 

"One leetle move, an' you die, senor," 
hissed a voice close to his ear. 

Shot froze, motionless, after raising his 
hands a little above his shoulders. 

Someone struck a match in the center 
of t�e room and one of the two lamps 
standing on a rickety table was lighted. 
For a second the light half blinded Shot, 
and in that instant his two guns were 
plucked from their holsters and the pres
sure -Of the rifle in his side was with
drawn. 

He looked around slowly and the first 
object that caught his eyes was a bound, 
half-naked form crouched in one corner. 
A dirty rag had been tied between the 
man's jaws so as to render speech impos
sible. Close to him, with gun trained on 
his brea&t, stood one of the squat, dark
skinned Mexicans, his lips parted from 
crooked, discolored teeth in a grin that 
told how much he wished the victim had 
given some sound of warning, that he 
might have had excuse to shoot. 

At first Shot did not recognize the pris
oner. His face was puffed and discol
ored ; his clothes hung in rags, and what 

· could be seen of his torso was a mass of  
contusions, bloody welts and unhealed 
scars. Only the eyes were alive, and they 
seemed to be begging forgiveness for the 
absence of a warning which, had he given 
it, would have meant his death. 

Starke stared, and for a moment it 
seemed that his sel f-possession would 
leave him completely. The guards who 
had covered him when he entered had 
stepped back a little as though, even after 
he had been disarmed, they feared to 
come too close. Their guns were still 
trained on him and when they caught the 
look that swept over his face at the sight 
of his partner's plight, their fingers took 

up the slack on the triggers. Just when 
the least additional fraction of pressure 
would have discharged the pieces, Shot's 
clenched hands relaxed, his eyes shifted 
from contemplation of his partner and 
lost the fire that had lighted them, and his 
jaw muscles - ceased to bulge quite so 
prominently. Only the grayness that had 
crept up beneath the skin rlid not recede. 

When he looked at the sneering, evil 
face of El Sabre who stood behind the 
table, a mask had been drawn across his 
face. No slightest sign of the storm that 
must be raging within showed on the sur
face. 

"Well, now that you got me, greaser, 
. what do you want ?" 

Even his voice was low and level and 
without a tremor. 

"There ees the little matter of killing 
one of my mas' trusted men in San Luis, 
for which the Senor Starke should pay 
weeth his l ife. But first I have a story to 
tell." 

The mocking smile that had lit El 
Sabre's eyes was gone. With the last 
sentence he made a theatrical gesture. It 
was evident the Latin love for the dra
matic could not be denied. 

" Maybe I 'd rather be shot before 
hearin' th' story," Starke remarked with a 
grim humor of which there was no evi
dence in his masklike features. 

"You wee! be kill', but you wee! not be 
shot, an' not before I feenish," the other 
hissed in a flame of sudden anger. 

"Well, get it over with," the tall Amer
ican enjoined. 

Without a glance at the bandits on 
each side, who still had him covered with 
their carbines, he walked over to the win
dow, lowered his hands, and placed them · 
behind him, leaning back in an indolent 
attitude. 

"Two years ago my brother, who ees 
known as El Tigre, an' who weeth bees 
leetle army is love' by the peons-for he 
hate the rich an' give to the poor--ees in 
need of horses. He go over to the other 
side and take some from a damn gringo, 
an' he have the bad luck to keel one man 
who try to stop heem. Sacre-that damn 
gringo he then come across on thees side, 
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to thees very so humble hacienda, an' 
make El Tigre a captive. He have weeth 
him a traitor of my brother's who show 
heem the way. That traitor has already 
pay." 

El Sabre made a significant motion, in
dicative of  the horrible death to which the 
Mexican informant had been condemned, 
and his black eyes lit with savage pleasure 
as though he wished to inform Starke 
that such a death would be his. Shot did 
not give the slightest intimation that he 
understood the implication. 

" Before thees traitor pay to me for 
what he have done," El Sabre continued, 
growing more vehement in gesture and 
tone, "he, to buy off hees l i fe, geeve me a 
description of that gringo, but he did not 
know hees name. He tell me my brother 
try to bu}"' his leeberty from thees man 
who capture him by telling the gringo 
where he ees hide the much gold he has 
capture', but thees traitor he do not hear 
where the gold ees hid. That gringo, so 
contemptible like the snake, don't let heem 
go, an El Tigre ees hung like the dog." 

The Mexican's voice, quivering with 
self-induced emotion, arose to a scream as 
he finished, and for some moments he was 
unable to go on. He almost frothed at 
the mouth from the frenzy into which he 
had worked himsel f. He pointed a trem
bling finger at Shot. 

"Once I have seen you, sefior, an' I am 
recognize the likeness to that gringo. I 
learn you have not been in Mexico for 
two year, so eef you are that gringo the 
gold ees maybe still hid. I plan ; I wait 
for my revenge I am swear to have, an' 
finally I go over. I theenk to capture 
you, but I mistake an' get your frien'. It 
ees jus' as good. I make heem tell eef 
you are the man an' where ees the gold, I 
theenk. But he ees stubborn. Maybe one, 
two leetle more days he tell, but now eet 
ees not necessary. There ees another 
way. " 

The Mexican smiled in anticipation, 
and into his black eyes had flamed an un
holy light of blood lust. 

For a moment Starke did not reply. 
He had not glanced toward his partner 
after that first long look. He did not dare 

look now. Onlv too well did he realize 
what Jim had e"ndured rather than make 
any admission that m ight subject his 
friend to a lingering, torture-worn death 
more horrible than any punisb.ment which 
would be inflicted upon himself  for the 
purpose of gaining in formation. 

When the turmoil within Starke had 
subsided sufficiently to allow him to speak 
without betraying his emotion, he asked 
in a steady voice : 

"So you think. as long as you can't 
make Jim Travers talk. you'll try a little 
of your damnable persuasion on me ?" 

El Sabre nodded vehemently, his smile 
broadening. 

" I  know you gringos. You are stub
born, but there ees always one way. You 
have not the brave indifference to blood 
that have my people. I have seen you 
white-livered dogs go pale and leave the 
bull fight when you see a leetle biood. 
You will not be tortured. No ! But your 
friend will, an' Sefior Jim cannot stand so 
verrie much more. You wee! speak the 
truth, Sefior Shot Starke, before your 
frien' has groan many t imes!' 

The mask sl ipped from Shot's face for 
an instant and what El Sabre saw there 
made him take an involuntary step back
ward. Then it was replaced and through 
scarcely moving, white l ips the rancher 
spoke sibilantly. 

"You yellow-bellied snake, you won't 
have to go any farther to find out who I 
am and what I know. I thought your 
face was familiar. I saw that rat of a 
brother of yours in your features. tie· 
shot my wrangler in the back, as fine an 
old man as ever l ivecl , and I trailed him 
to this dump becau�e th' rangers were not 
allowed to cross the l ine. I f  I hadn't 
wanted him to hang T ' rl 've shot him he
fore I got back. He cl icl tell me where his 
gold was, but it didn't do him any good. 
Jim's never known where the place is and 
so he couldn't tell you. That gold is still 
thue, but you won't ever get your hands 
on it." 

' 

Shot's fingers, exploring the wall be
hind his back, touched a fine piece of 
stout black thread. The Mexican's eyes 
sparkled with hate. 
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"We shall see, gringo," he hissed. 
"Juan do you shoot him eef he move!>, an' 
you M anuel, tie hee� hand!' behind hees 
back, an' tie together hees feet. We mus' 
have no interruptions Vlihen we work on 
hees partner. �1aybe, a ftn he tells us 
where ees hid the gold, w e  let heem go." 

The twisted grin with wh tch El Sabre 
accompanied the last statement gave the 
lie to his implied promise. J uan brought 
his rifle up, cocking it. M anuel moved 
forward with a strip of rawhide in his 
hands, and the squat M exican who 
guarded Jim leaned forward to remove 
the gag. Shot Starke pulled down with 
the hand concealed behind him, while his 
other hand sought tht. lapel o f  his short 
coat and his glance centered on the man 
who covered him. 

Suddenly and without warning there 
sounded just outside the door a rattling 
clatter as if  someone had thrown a boiler 
full of old iron down a set of stairs. 
There was the snort of a frightened horse 
and the pounding of hoofs as it galloped 
away. 

Three thundering reports bra� out 
and in the l ight of the perforated lamp's 
dying flame JuaA and the man who leaned 
over Jim Travers were seen to j ackkni fe 
at the waist, as the slugs from two forty
fours in Shot Starke's hands crashed into 
them just above the belt line. 

The light flickered out and streaks of 
red fire shot out o f  the darkness toward 
the spot where Shot had been. But he 
was not there. A quick leap had carried 
him away from the window, and now he 
crouched against the wall not far from 
the door. Again a flame darted out, ac
companied by a deafening explosion. 
Starke fired twic-e at an invisi!)le point 
eighteen inches back of the flame. and al
most in the same instant moved swiftly 
along the wall . A groan, followed by a 
gasping "Maure de Dios," preceded the 
falling o f  a man's body. Silence followed. 

Then the stil/ness was brokeu uy the 
groans of the man on the floor who had 
evidently been seriously wounded. Sud
denly there was a rush and the serape 
covering the door waved back as two fig
ures started to dart through. Shot fired at 

the last one, saw him stagger against the 
wall and then crumple across the doorsill. 
Running to the opening, he saw the bandit 
who had been the first through, racing to
ward the canyon. He fired three times 
and at the third shot the man pitched for
ward on his face. 

He crouched against the wall outside 
the hut and reloaded his guns. Then, 
with a jerk, he tore clown the curtain over 
the door. Hurrying around to the win
dow he yanked 9ft the doth that covered 
it and from the outside surveyed the in
terior of the hut. The faint starlight fil
tering through the openings disclosed the 
dim outlines o f  four motionless men. 
One , he knew, was Travers. Beside him 
was the Mexican he had shot first. Near 
the window was the man, Juan, who had 
been told to kill him if he made a move, 
and across the threshold was the last of 
the two men who had tried to escape. 
Over near the table was a writhing form 
that groaned and moved a little. 

Starke returned to the door, entered, 
and lit the lamp which had not been 
broken by his shot. A quick glance 
around told him that,  with the exception 
of himsel f and Travers, the only living 
man in the hut was El Sabre. He lav on 
the floor, his arms useless. and from

. 
two 

holes high in each shoulder the blood 
seeped out and mingled with the dark red 
of his gaudy vest. 

"'hen his partner '.vas released and 
cared for, Shot turned his attention to the 
bandit leader. 

"You'll live-for awhile," was the 
rancher's verdict a f ter a brief examina
tion of the bullet wounds. 

With a pocket knife and fingers that 
were none too gentle, he  cut away the 
clothing and with the cleanest of it made 
pads for the holes and a bandage to hold 
them in place. When this was done he 
straightened and looked down at the 
M exican. 

"Guess I'll make a little speech now," 
he said grimly. 

" I f  your greaser band hadn't been so 
scared to come close they might've found 
my guns under my old coat, and if you 
hadn't been so set on makin' your own 
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little oration, you'd 've noticed those 
bone-handled guns they did get had be
longed to your lookout. 

"Furthermore an' besides, if you'd 've 
used your eyes you 'd 've seen a l ittle piece 
of thread that wasn't there before thi s  
evening, hanging down inside t h '  window, 
an' would have found that i t  led to a 
bucket full o f  rocks perched on th' roof 
so's a little pull would drop 'em on th' 
bench. An'  i f  your greaser gunman an' 
th' rest oi you'd been on to your jobs you 
wouldn't 've taken your eyes off me when 
th' bucket fell an' scared my horse. Out
side of all that, you an' th' rest of th · 
lizards may've been good men." 

Without replying to the muttered curses 
of the Mexican, Shot went to the door 
and dragged the body of the dead bandit 
away from the opening. Raising the flat 
stone which formed the sill and which the 
body had covered. he inserted his arm 
nearly to the elbow, felt around a little in 
the cavit; beneath the stone and finally 
brought out a large heavy, h ide bag. Set
ting this on the table, he once more looked 
down at El Sabre. 

'Til tell you now th' rest of  what you 
wanted to know. There's th' gold your 
brother hid, an' you've probably stepped 
over its hiding place a thousand times. I 
didn't come for it before, because I'd re
fused it as a bribe, an' I wouldn't use i t  
when th' greaser who told m e  about it  to 
save himsel f got hung anyway. 

" I 'm goin' to use it now, an' for th' pur
pose of gatherin' together a bunch of 
square, quick-shuotin' waddies who won't 
be afraid to come :tcross the border as 
often as it's necessary to clean out a few 
dens o f  murderin', thievin', women-cap
turin' snakes l ike you. I said you'd live 
for awhile. You vvill . . .  until I get you 
across th' line. Then you 'II answer to th' 
law for th' murder of that l ittle rancher 
whose wife you yan!;ed across into Mex
ico, and who ain't ever been heard from 
since." 

\Vithout paying any attention to
· 

the 
half -hysterical protestations of the thor
oughly terrified bandit, Shot turned to his 
friend. 

"Jim, I'll help you out where it's clean 
an' maybe you c'n sleep an' rest a little 
under my blankets. You need it. I got 
some diggin' to do on a new boot hill I've 
started. When that's done I 'll rustle some 
food and bring up _some of this gang's 
horses that're hid in a little pocket back of 
this  one th' cabin's in. Then we'll hit for 
home." 

Jim Travers' eyes glowed with a 
strange light that arrested h is partner as 
he was about to step forward. 

" Shot," he murmured in a weak voice, 
"I'm shore prowi to call you 'podner.' 1'11 
shore have to take a hand in that gang you 
spoke about organizing. Reckon whoever 
this money was taken from'd be right 
glad to have it spent thataway." 
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By 
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Hot lead ainga a tune with 

n»aring flames in the "Devil'a 

Garden." 

HE erratic crash of three shots hummed the question : Had Kent dis
echoed wildly down the moun- obeyed orders, advanced quickly and been 
tainside. The startling sound killed in the shooting ? 
impelled Sheriff Clint Morgan to Lee Kent was twenty-five, and as a 
halt his swift ascent. But the brother to Sheriff Morgan. The man in 

night silence again hung oppressively over command had charged his eager deputy to 
Storm Mountain. wait fifteen minutes before advancing, 

The sheriff, a man of twenty-seven, then giving the sheriff time to swing around. 
plunged headlong among the trees of the M organ tore onward. Several hours 
forest. The usual grimness of his smooth- previously Browder and his four gang
shaven face was accentuated. His lips sters had killed three men at Red Rock. 
closed in a hard, uncompromising line. The outlaw band, which Morgan had 

The light from a hal f moon filtered sought to capture because Gf rustling and 
through the trees. M organ raced up the another recent killing, had swept into 
mountainside, dodging thick barriers of town. Storming up to the Blue Moon 
brush, the perspiration dripping from him. Saloon, the five had held up the place. In 
A holstered six-g>.m swung at each hip. the resultant gunfire two punchers and a 

Sheriff Morgan knew that the forest rancher, Don Coleman, we:-e killed. Cole
soon must open on a broad flat which man had just closed a cattle deal. Brow
harbored a cabin-the only such shelter der had seized his pack of currency. 
on Storm Mountain. Pursuit of Bad-eyed amounting to ten thousand dollars. 
Browder, killer and rustler, and his band, The outraged residents of  Red Rock 
had led the sheriff and his deputy, Lee demanded the immediate capture of the 
Kent, to the cabin trail. The two had Browder band. For a long time Sheriff 
separated, to approach the cabin from each Morgan and Depu.ty Kent had quelled 
side. Morgan had dismounted at the edge trouble in that rough country with gener
of the forest . . .  then had come the sur- ous sprinklings of lead but, lately, growls 
prising stots. Through the sheriff's mind had been heard. 

575 
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Forming a resolute posse of two, Sher
iff Morgan and Kent had taken up the 
trail. N ear Storm Mo1;1ntain, Morgan be
came convinced that the outlaws were 
heading for the cabin. It was possible 
that the place had been used as their head
quarters. 

The cedars thinned about the running 
sheriff. Morgan broke out into the open. 
His gaze rested on the gloomy outlines of 
a large cabin. Light glowed in the win
dow at one s ide. The place was without 
other sign of li fe. 

The cabin was built on a flat near a 
small bluff, many yards of smooth grass
land between its front and the curving 
forest. Morgan faced a maze of twisted 
rocks and ledges. Great stones were piled 
about in fantastic forms as though from 
some ancient upheaval. The place was 
known as the ' 'Devil's Garden." 

Tearing along over the stony space, 
Sheriff Morgan hastened to the cabin. He 
approached cautiously and came up w1der 
the large closed window. His heart 
pounding fiercely , the man peered within. 

Lee Kent was not to be seen. Curs ing 
inwardly , il1 organ studied four men in the 
candlelight. He recognized Browder
cruel, s�anting eyes marring his face. The 
chief's partner, Gulch Kabler, and Wel
don and Cass also were there. The four 
were standing-and talking in excitement� 

Morgan could not hear their  words. One 
of the band was missing-a man catled 
" M ex." 

Deep, terrible anger welled up in Mor
gan. The absence of Kent indicated 
strongly that he had been kil led. The 
sheriff's hands dropped over the butts o f  
his  t w o  guns. He crept around toward 
the door. 

Morgan was six feet two, and h eavily 
bodied. His strong face was o f  grim for
mation-sturdy chin and j aw, massive 
forehead, and piercing black eyes. Al
though he shaved daily, the shadow of 
dark whiskers was always present. The 
officer's uncanny power with h is  two six
guns had been tested frequently. 

Morgan's unrelenting eyes rested on the 
heavy . chain ha!lging at the door. It was 
equipped with a padlock for outside lock-

ing-to keep out wild animals. The cabin 
had been bu i lt by the town sportsman 
years ago. It was used occasionally as a 
hunters' lodge. 

Sheriff M organ gripped his guns in 
readiness. He kicked out with his right 
foot. The great force tore open the door, 
which slammed backward. 

As Sheriff Morgan stepped inside, iour 
renegades grabbed for their belt guns. 
But their hands halted at the butts. The 
two leveled guns were ominous, compel
ling. 

"Lay off, hombres !"  Morgan roared. 
" Don't budge-or I'm shore shootin' ! Vp 
with them hands !" 

Browder and h is three men hes itated , 

speechless in surprise. They read the 
angry face of the sheriff. Their hands 
drifted slowly upward. 

His fingers resting on triggers, M organ 
kicked the door shut without turning. He 
stepped to one side. If the door were 
opened he would not be seen at once. 

" Browder," Morgan began , every mus
cle on the alert, ' ' I 'm arrestin' yuh-all o f  
yuh-fer them killin's ! Yuh kin turn over 
th' ten thousand right now ! " 

The men stood near the back wal l .  
They glowered. No reply was offered a s  
they returned the sheriff's steel glance. 

The interior of the log cabin had im
pressed itself on Morgan's mind. There 
were hal f a dozen bunks, a table on which 
burned a candle stuck in a bottle, and a 
cold fireplace . Directly above the men 
was the square opening that led into the 
loft. The place could accommodate a 
party of hunters. 

Bad-eyed Browder had gained his name 
because of his hideous eyes. With brows 
and yellowish-brown eyes slanting sharp

ly, a sinister appearance was lent his  face. 
It had been said that the v iciousness oi 
the Orient was behind those eyes. H e  
w a s  a large man. 

Browder's three men were garbed in 
rough clothes. and unshaven. They were 
typical thugs of the cattle country. 
Kabler and \Veldnn were powerful men. 
But Cass was small and slight of figure. 
The little outlaw's receding cl1in was 
thatched with colorless whiskers. His 
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eyes were watery-pleading now under 
the officer's black muzzles. 

' 'Browder !" Morgan broke out 
harshly. "I'm takin' you hombres in to 
j ail to-night. Yore days o' killin' an' 
rustlin' are over ! Fust, though, explain 
what y�th've ·done to Deputy Kent!" 

Driving force was behind the sheriff's 
order. Browder moistened his misshapen 
lips. This act was followed by a defiant 
grin. 

"Tell yuh what we've done to Kent ?" 
queried Browder slowly. "What th' hell 
makes yuh think anyone's poked in out
side o' yersel f, Sheriff ?" 

Morgan decided to take more stringent 
steps. . . . A slight movement attracted 
his eye. His gaze was drawn to the ceil
ing, at the near edge of the loft opening. 
A six-gun was gaping toward him ! 

His spine stiffening, Morgan saw the 
gun lowered. A forearm, then the black 
hair and eyes of a man were seen. Mor
gan roused himself in a flash of action. 

The gun in the sheriff's right hand 
tilted. Blazing powder and lead spewed 
upward at a sharp angle. Simultaneously 
the weapon above exploded. But Mor
gan's bull t had raked across the exposed 
forearm. The aim of the fi fth outlaw, 
Mex, was deflected. The bullet from 
above was buried in the wood floor. The 
six-gun clattered down. 

Bitter oaths sounded from the loft. 
Mex had disappeared. The other men at
temped no false move. Morgan's eyes 
had reverted mstantly to them. The gun 
in his left band had not been shifted. 

. Browder was seized with fury. 
"Damn yuh, Mex !" he bellowed. "Yuh 

shoulda plugged him. Wait till I get my 
paws on yore greasy hide !" 

"Shut up, Browder !" directed Morgan. 
"'Yuh're givin' me fidgety fingers ! Now 
tell yore playful greaser to come dimbin' 
down that ladder !"  

"Th' hell yuh say !" cried Browder in 
return. " Stay �ere yuh are, Mex ! He 
can't make yuh move. The loft floor's too 
thick to shoot through. M organ, I hate 
to call yore hand-but yuh ain't arrestin' 
any o' us ! Yuh're not takin' tb' money 
in-or us either ! Ha ! Ha ! In a minute 
A.. R. 2 

now yuh'll be passin' over yore six-guns!" 
Morgan leaned forward, hal f crouching. 

The muscles of his face stood out. 
"This ain't no time for talk, Browder !" 

he fired back. " Mex comes clown or I 
start shootin' !" 

B rowder grinned carelessly. 
"It shore hurts me to tell yuh, Mor

gan," he asserted. "Yuh've separated 
Mex from his gun-but he still carries a 
knife ! · Mex has a passion fer deputies !" 

Morgan stared fixedly at the killer. 
"Yuh mean-" 
" Plumb right !" Browder interrupted. 

"Kent's up there in ropes. He's well
but th' kid won't live long unless yuh turn 
over them guns !" 

Morgan could feel a terrible weight 
pressing down upon him. I f  what the 
leader said was true-

"That's a trick o' yores, yuh sneakin' 
wolf !" Morgan told the other. "Reckon 
yuh think I 'll fall fer that-" 

"Mex, have yuh got that kni fe ?" Brow
der yelled. 

"I got it, boss !" came Mex's trium
phant voice. 

"Cut off Kent's gag-an' let him talk 
fer hisself !" 

A man was heard to clear his throat. 
"They've got me, Clint, a wright !" Lee 

Kent called down. "I threw some lead, 
but the greaser jumped me from behind. 
Keep th' drop on 'em, Clint, ol' boy ! 
We gotta take 'em back to Red Rock !" 

M organ was relieved. Yet his fears 
were realized. Kent probably had j ust 
been shoved into the loft. 

"Don't worry, Lee !" Morgan replied. 
''I'm mighty glad yuh wasn't plugged !" 

"Now, Sheriff," Browder spoke up, 
'1et's git to terms. I've been heerin' 
'bout yuh two hell-throwin' battlers. 
Heerd how yuh took Kent a wanderin' 
waddy-an' made him a fast-gunnin' man
hound ! You two are purty close, I figger. 
Do yuh want th' kid's throat slashed ? 
Or will yuh give up them Colts ?" 

B rowder cast his fiendish gaze upon the 
officer. 

"Hombre, there ·ain't enough o' yuh to 
kill Kent !" Morgan declared. His voice 
was strangely quiet. 
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"Don't be so almighty sure, Morgan," 
returned the bandit chief. "All I gotta do 
is give Mex th' word. His knife's plenty 
sha·rp too. Think fast ! I'm gittin' tired 
holdin' my hands up !" 

The three other outlaws below peered 
anxiously at the sheriff. 

"I've still got yuh covered," reminded 
Morgan. "I might pick yuh off before 
yuh could draw !" 

"Kent would be killed-an' th' same fer 
you !" Browder assur�d. "Listen, Mor
gan, I'm admittin' yuh could plug a couple 
of us. Here's a proposition-if you an' 
Kent wanta live. Hand over yore hog
legs peaceable. We'll tie yuh up there 
with Kent. All of us figger on stayin' 
here t'-night. In th' mornin' we're gonna 
clear outa yore territory. Afore we go 
I'll see that yore ropes are kinda loose. 
Yuh'll be able to work free in a few 
hours. No man kin say that Browder 
goes back on his word !" 

MorgaQ's guns were leveled steadily. 
Only one choice lay before him. He 
would not let harm come to his friend 
Kent-though the murderers escaped and 
he lost his office. If he complied with the 
outlaw's wishes, the chances were that 
Browder and his men never would be seen 
in that section again-might never be 
captured. 

"I ain't stuck on holdin' up th' air !" 
Browder grated angrily. "Talk up, Mor
gan, or I'll promise no thin'. I'm countin' 
five. At the end, Mex kin stick Kent. 
If yuh start shootin' while I'm countin', 
Mex will git yore pardner ! D'yuh hear, 
iMex l" 

"Bueno/ I gotcha, boss !" Mex replied. 
"One !" Browder started. 
The speaker and his three fellows 

tensed their bodies. Morgan noted that 
their arms eased downward slightly. 

"Two !" 
"Three !" 
The merciless eyes of Browder gleamed 

with yellowish light. 
"Fou r ! "  
A storm of emotion swayed Morgan. 

Browder opened his mouth for the count 
of five. 

"Wait!" Morgan burst out sharply. 

"Yuh kin have it yore way-fer th' pres
ent, Browder. I 'm · tellin' yuh there ain't 
one o' yuh man enough to harm Kent
square I Yuh won't be roamin' free 
long !" 

With this promise Sheriff Morgan 
stepped up to the table. He laid his guns 
there. When he looked up, he found him
self staring into four six-guns. 

Morgan laughed shortly. 
"What next, Bad-eye ?" he wanted to 

know. "Better make use o' yore power
while yuh got it !" 

Browder was obviously pleased with his 
own ingenuity. Kabler and Weldon 
looked upon him admiringly. Cass 
chuckled almost deliriously, a huge forty
five thrust out in his hand. 

"Sheriff, yuh're nervy-but a big fool !" 
Browder decided. "Yuh could git a good 
depity ag'in. Yuh won't git us-an' 
yuh've shook yore j ob !  Fer a friend I 
Ha ! Ha !" 

Morgan knew that a gunman like 
Browder could not understand the mo
tives that prompted his surrender. 

"Did you two come yere alone ?" 
B rowder demanded suddenly. 

"I'll let you worry about that !" Morgan 
retorted. 

"Wal, I reckon I won't. I f  there'd 'a' 
been anyone along, they'd blundered in by 
now. Sheriff, kindly step up into the re
ceivin' room. Mex must be kinda anxious 
to see yuh hogtied !" 

His keen glan<;e .surveying the . armed 
four, Morgan turned away. He walked 
to the back wall. A ladder was nailed 
against the logs. 

Morgan grabbed hold of the wood 
rungs and started climbing. He glanced 
up at the square opening. It was large 
enough for two men to pass through at 
the same time. 

Morgan climbed slowly. Weldon fol
lowed directly below him. Kabler was 
ready to bring up the rear. Browder and 
Cass stood looking up; guns in their 
hands. 

The officer of Red Rock was at the top 
of the ladder. His head and shoulders 
disappeared. A light had flared up in the 
loft. Morgan glanced about quickly. 
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.Bound hand and foot, Kent was stretched 
out in a pile of _dry grass. The Mexican 
had lighted a candle set on a wood block. 

The outlaw turned, a knife in his hand. 
As the Mexican faced about, Morgan 

acted. He was half way through the 
opening. His hand on the edge of the 
loft floor, Morgan suddenly kicked down
ward with all his force. His right foot 
struck Weldon full on the head. The 
man let out a roar of pain. He lost his 
grip on the ladder. Weldon sprawled 
downward, carrying Kabler with him. 

Clint Morgan levered himself into the 
· protecting loft. He landed on his chest, 

but jerked himself up and aside. Mex 
had gleaned what Morgan had done be
low. His right �and swept back. The 
knife whistled through space. The blade 
missed the officer's side-flung body by an 
inch. The knife was imbedded in a log, 
the handle quivering. 

Morgan bounded forward upon the 
frustrated Mexican. The man had 
stepped near.' Morgan met him with a 
crashing fist over an eye. Mex was lifted 
off his feet. The rustler struck the candle 
block as he rocked backward, falling amid 
the bedding. The candle fell with him, 
the flame igniting the withered grass. 

But Morgan did not have time to note 
this . He leaped to the log wall and found 
the Mexican's knife. The sheriff rushed 
to the side of his deputy. Morgan smiled 
encouragingly. No time was found to 
pass a word. \Vith two swift strokes, 
Morgan cut the ropes at Kent's hands and 
feet. The second officer was aided up by 
powerful arms. 

They had no more than gained their 
feet when the loft hole was choked with 
killers. Kabler stepped upon the floor, 
with Weldon close behind. Guns were in 
their hands. 

Morgan and Kent rushed to meet the 
new danger. The sheriff grappled with 
Kabler. He held the other's gun hand. 
Morgan attempted to stab with the knife. 
They wrestled about, both unable to use 
their weapons. 

Kent, a powerful man, landed upon 
Weldon. · The deputy clung to the man's 
arms. The four scrambled about. 

Meanwhile, the pile of grass at the 
front of the loft was afire. Clouds of 
pungent smoke rolled toward the roof. A 
tongue of flame shot out and licked the 
Mexican's. arm. The outlaw, dazed by 
Morgan's first blow, dodged aside. He 
struggled to his feet and swayed uncer
tainly in the heavy smoke. Coughing, he 
threw himself among the fighting men. 

The loft was fairly large. The roof was 
peaked at the middle, sloping ·down to
ward the sides. The men could stand at 
full height in the center space. The only 
opening was that which led down to til·e 
main room. 

Conscious of the fire at the front, Mor
gan fought with Kabler. Browder's part
ner was a hardened man. His methods of 
fighting were vicious. Morgan's hand, 
bearing the knife, was flung back against 
the logs. Kabler reached out with his 
gun, striking the sheriff's hand. The 
keen-bladed knife dropped. But Morgan 
fell upon the outlaw. '. He wrenched at the 
gun, which curved down through the hole. 
Morgan struck Kabler with a stinging 
left over the heart. . The killer plunked 
against the wall, then sank to the floor. 

A man landed upon Morgan's shoulders. 
He reached around to grasp the Mexican. 
The sheriff tore himself free. Mex was 
bent on having revenge. His long black 
hair was matted over his perspiring face. 
The heat was becoming great. The whir
ling feet of the fighting men above the 
hole prevented Browder and Cass from 
joining the melee. 

Morgan, too close to strike, grabbed 
Mex's body to him in a squeezing hold. 
He endeavored to choke the breath from 
the swarthy man. Mex grunted in dis-
may. He gulped down the smoky air. 

Weldon still clenched his gun. He 
could not use it. �ent was fighting grim
ly. Weldon rapped him smartly on the 
head with the gun barrel. The deputy 
swept blindly aside. The desperado 
whipped the gun up to fire upon him. 

Morgan saw the move. Holding Mex 
by the shoulders, he lifted the criminal 
and swung his legs . . Mex's shins slapped 
with terrible force against Weldon's 
middl� The six-gun roared. The .bullet 
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sailed through the roof. Kent, recovering 
from the blow, again met Weldon as the 
latter came up with driving fists. 

By this time a rushing sound of leap
ing flames filled the chamber. Acrid 
smoke hung like a pall over the fighting 
men. Officers and outlaws coughed and 
sputtered. The heat was intense. The 
yellow blaze lighted the interior garishly. 
The desperation of the men made it pos
sible for them to endure the torture. 

The flames ate hungrily into the roof. 
The entire fore part of the loft was now 
a broiling mass. Some of the smoke that 
swept back was· sucked down through the 
hole. Browder and Cass yelled loudly to 
their comrades. 

Beads of sweat stood out on Morgan's 
face. He was blinded by the swirling 
clouds. The flames were creeping near. 
Kabler got up and intervened. A blow 
from Weldon knocked Morgan several 
feet. Fire swept across the sheriff's back, 
searing his body. 

With an oath the sheriff plunged for
ward among the men. The pain changed 
him into a being of flashing fists and legs. 
Morgan's right arm snapped out. His fist 
hooked Kabler on the chin. The outlaw 
shot back. Kabler landed over the loft 
hole. He fell heavily upon Browder. The 
two shot down the ladder, carrying the 
cursing Cass with them. 

Weldon and Mex, the rustlers remain
ing in the fire-gutted attic, sought fran
tically to quit the hellish room. No less 
eager to follow suit were Morgan and 
Kent. Death by fire was close before 
them. 

Mex broke away from Kent, throwing 
himself into the. hole. The deputy bounced 
behind him down the ladder. They mea
sured their lengths on the floor. Then 
they came up, entangled with Browder, 
Kabler and Cass. 

Despite the terrific heat, Morgan was 
fighting savagely. Weldon did his best to 
down him. The two were nearly strangled 
by the bitter smoke. Their garments were 
wet with perspiration. 

M organ and Weldon, locked in each 
other's arms, rocked away from the fire. 
The men were hardly ..aware of it when 

they shot through the opening. The two 
landed upon the heads of the others. Most 
of the fighters went down, tearing upward 
the next instant. 

· 

The temperature below was not so high. 
Relief imparted new strength to those 
who had been in the fiery loft. The seven 
milled together in a flurry of deadly ac
tion. The six-guns were knocked from 
the hands of Browder and Cass. Cass, 
the treacherous little outlaw, fought to 
drag himself away from the others ; but 
smashing hands kept him in the bitter 
fight. . 

Scant moments had passed since Mor
gan had kicked down while on the ladder. 
But the minutes had been as hours to 
him. Browders' gang of powerful cut
throats had a wide reputation for vicious
ness. It would require more than despe
rate effort to take the five assassins. 

The candle still burned on the table. 
But its light was paled by the red fury 
that spread over the square . hole in the 
ceiling. The fire, at the front of the 
cabin, was spreading from the loft. 
Creeping tongues heated the log walls and 
then clung hungrily. A roaring sound 
beat down. The upper part, roof, walls 
and loft, were a solid mass of flames. 

Having escaped the fire for the time, 
the seven fought below. Morgan and 
Kent found themselves backed against 
logs. Occasionally burning pieces of wood 
shot down through the hole, to be smoth
ered under their feet. 

The two law guardians faced a half 
circle of desperadoes. Ugly curses rolled 
from the outlaws. Bad-eyed Browder 
thundered orders to his men-orders that 
were barely heard by his infuriated pack. 

Morgan did not wait for the ruffians to 
close in. Followed by Kent, he threw 
himself among them. The sheriff aimed 
a right at Browder's head. He struck the 
man's temple. The force of lhe blow tore 
away inches of skin. The chieftain heaved 
away. He fell across the table. The 
bottle holding the candle smashed on the 
floor. The tiny flame died. Browder lay 
face up on the heavy table, for the mo
ment uninterested in the fight. 

But Morgan did not stop with him. 
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Weldon was probably the heaviest man 
of the bunch. The killer sprang for the 
sheriff, his bulging arms pumping. Mor
gan evaded that frenzied rush, stepping to 
one side. Cass was trying to strike him 
from behind. But the struggling Kent 
and Kabler bumped him away. 

As Weldon thundered against the wall, 
knocking the skin from his knuckles, Mor
g<l!l wheeled. When Weldon fronted him 
again, the officer plunged. I f  Morgan 
could work magic with his brace of forty
fives, he was equally adept with his fists. 
His left caught Weldon near the middle. 
The rustler cried out in pain. Morgan's 
right described a swift arch, ending 
against the other's neck. Weldon's head 
flopped to one side. The man spat blood 
as he was hurled back against the wall. 
The cutthroat leaned there like a statue, 
his senses reeling. 

Head thrust out, Morgan rushed to one 
side. The Mexican hurtled forward, 
missing the officer. Morgan's fists played 
a one-two on Mex's body as he passed. 
The blows were charged with knockout 
force. Mex struggled to keep his footing 
but Morgan tore into him again. 

Bad-eyed Browder slid off the table 
and charged like a bull. The leader 
struck from behind. The blow caught 
Morgan on the shoulder: The officer for
got Mex. The painful stroke swung him 
completely around. 1 

Browder was seething with rage. His 
angled eyes flared with sickly yellow color. 
Incoherent oaths and mutterings issued 
from his curling lips. 

Smoke clouds choked the men-made 
their faces indistinct. 

Morgan ducked low when Browder ad
vanced again. The killer's arm streaked 
over his head. In a bent position, Mor
gan drummed his rocklike fists upon his 
opponent's chest. Browder gasped in 
sudden misery. Then he pulled himself 
aside, striking out to stem the sheriff's 
mighty attack. _ 

Cass had turned his wavering attention 
to Kent. The deputy had his hands full 
with the broad-sho\)ldered Kabler. This 
badman was second only to Browder m 
might and cruelty. 

Kent exchanged rapid-fire blows with 
his adversary. He and Kabler were well 
matched. Kent warily circled Browder's 
favorite. Kabler kept a close guard. His 
storming fists left bloody marks on the 
deputy's face. But Kent balanced the 
deal with ripping blows. 

To counteract the approach of Cass, 
Kent backed near the wall. In this posi
tion he divided his attention between the 
two. Kent glanced quickly toward Mor
gan, who was mortally engaged with 
Browder. 

"Smash th' devil's head, Clint !" Kent 
cried as he fought. "Yuh shore have got 
'em goin' I I'll hold Kabler an' th' little 
frog !" 

Cass sputtered at the insult. 
"Frog ? Frog ?" he screamed in high 

dudgeon. "I'll show yuh, damn yore 
stinkin' tongue ! Wait'll I git my nails in 
yore eyes !" 

As if to fulfill his dire threat, Cass 
launched himself between Kent and Kab
ler. Cass was amazed at his own 
temerity. The arms of the small man 
leaped up. He grabbed at Kent's neck. 
His hands catching in the deputy's shirt, 
he pulled away the front of that garment. 
Kent's left fist plopped over the outlaw's 
nose. Tasting his own blood, Cass shot 
down and slid several feet across the 
floor. 

Mex's interest in the fight returned. He 
stole around M organ and Browder, look- · 
ing for a chance to strike. Weldon, at the 
wall, felt his strength return. He worked 
his arms and legs, finding them unbroken. 
Then he imitated Mex's tactics, for the 
sheriff and Kent were showering steam
hammer blows in wild haste. 

Morgan's glance rested on the ceiling. 
The slabs of wood were outlined in glow
ing red. The penetrating fire found its 
way through the loft floor. Puffs of 
smoke shot between the ceiling strips, 
backed by fire. 

The ceiling was several feet above their 
heads. Yet gusts of heat brought fresh 
perspiration upon their- torn bodies. The 
leaping monster above, forming a blaz
ing furnace, sang in Morgan's ears. It 
would not be long before the roof and 
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loft floor, weakened by the flickering heat 
blades, would crash in and kill them. 

As the fire increased, sliding farther 
down the sides of the cabin, the light 
brightened. Under the glowing, smoking 
canopy, the men waged a terrible fight. 
Five to two-Morgan and his deputy were 
outnumbered. But there could be no sur
render. 

Hammered by many fists, Morgan for
got everything but his purpose to strike 
and conquer. · To him the lone cabin on 
Storm Mountain had become a den of 
fire and travail-a hell cabin. 

Moisture oozed copiously from the 
men. The temperature in the large room 
heightened steadily. The outlaws glanced 
fearfully up at the burning ceiling. 

Clint Morgan landed showering blows 
upon Browder. · The killer staggered un
der their weight. But he was a hard man 
to down. Weldon and Mex added their 
blows to those of Browder. The attack 
of the three was wearing upon the sheriff. 

The four were milling near Kent and 
Kabler. Cass still reposed on the floor. 
Six-guns, belonging to the · outlaws and 
officers, were strewn about the cabin 
floor. 

Weldon put in a swinging jab that 
swayed Morgan. The sheriff tripped over 
one of Browder's legs, slanting to the 
floor. As Morgan struggled to rise, his 
fingers closed over a gun. 

The officer reared up. Browder and the 
other two outlaws closed in upon him. 
Morgan did not know which man was 
doomed to die. He jammed the gun barrel 
deep into the side of an outlaw. Twice he 
pulled the trigger. Powder flame spurted 
near Morgan's face. One of the men 
caved to the floor-dead. 

Morgan swung the gun up again. 
Strong fingers closed over the muzzle, tore 
the weapon away. The smoking six-gun 
was flung aside by Browder. The sheriff 
fell upon him. A glance downward as he 
fought told M organ that he had killed 
Mex. 

The scrimmage above and below had 
taken place at a furious rate of speed. 
Veils of wafting smoke made the fight 
more uncertain. It was sometimes diffi-

cult for the men to see each other. By 
this time a large hole had been burned in 
the roof. The atmosphere cleared to some 
extent. 

With the crackling fire raging above, 
the fight became a milling affair. The 
five men remaining on their feet were al
most crazed with heat. Livid streamers 
were crawling down the four cabin walls. 
Burning embers shot from the blaze to 
fall among the men. 

Returning to consciousness, Cass gazed 
wildly upon the lurid scene. Five men 
battling blindly under a fiery ceiling-the 
Mexican in a pool of blood on the floor. 

Cass gulped. He wiped his bleeding 
nose with his shirt sleeve. Hurriedly he 
grabbed up a gun from the floor and hol
stered it. Cass wobbled to the door. He 
opened it and disappeared outside. The 
door swung open, the draft carrying away 
billows of smoke. 

A series of sharp cracks came from the 
roof. M organ saw Weldon gasp fear
�ully and glance upward. His move gave 
the sheriff a chance to land a telling blow. 
Morgan smacked over an · eye. Weldon 
caved to the floor. 

Browder rushed upon Morgan. The 
. hunted man beat the officer's side. Mor

gan, reeling drunkenly, kept his arms 
jabbing fiercely. He smashed Browder's 
lips with a left swing. 

Weldon climbed to a standing position, 
trembling in pain. He leaned against the . 
wall, his head touching a holstered gun 
and belt hanging there. His eyes bloo11-
shot from the smoke, Weldon reached for 
the weapon. He buckled on the belt. 
Almost blind, the man lurched across the 
room and out of the open door. 

Deputy Kent was putting up a hard 
fight. Both were weakened by the on
slaught of heat and fumes. Their blows 
lost force. But Kabler succeeded in 
planting a hard right behind Kent's ear. 
Morgan's helper plunged down as though 
he had been shot, and lay motionless. 

Gulch Kabler, blood and water trickling 
down his face and chest, was on the verge 
of collapse. His head jerked up suddenly. 

"Squelch that fool, Browder !" Kabler 
bellowed in frenzy. "Th' roof's comin' 
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down ! I'm gittin' out-while I kin ! 
Come on !" 

But the wheeling pair did not heed him. 
Kabler gathered a brace of belt guns from 
a bunk. With the belts hanging on an 
arm, he forced himself to the door, and 
sought the cool air outside. 

The fire had become almost unbearable 
to Morgan. He lurched to and fro with 
Browder. Neither one was able to strike 
effectively. Morgan's gaze swept from 
the fiery inferno above, to the unconscious 
Kent on the floor. 

Driven to desperation, Morgan sought 
a chance to strike. He called upon reserve 
strength. Then his opportunity came. 
Bad-eyed Browder was crouched near tlie 
center of the room. The leader looked to
ward the door. His mouth opened. But 
what he proposed to say was never ut
tered. 

Morgan's right fist caught him squarely 
on the chin. The blow was not of deci
sive caliber. It served to send Browder 
hurtling away. Morgan nearly fell from 
the effort. Browder j arred against the 
door jamb, rolled outside. Kabler rushed 
up and quickly drew the door shut. 

Clint Morgan stormed over to the door, 
which was slammed in his face. He 
jerked at the wood handle. The barrier 
gave an inch or two-but held ! The heat
seared sheriff became conscious that the 
outlaws had applied the chain and lock 
outside. He and Kent were locked in the 
cabin furnace! 

"Great God !" Morgan burst out. "Th' 
fiends are plumb mad ! Damn yuh, 
Browder !" he thundered in fury, "yore 
neck will stretch fer this--blast yore rot
ten souls !" 

The sheriff's first concern was for his 
fallen deputy. He had noted a bucket of 
water on a bench in one corner. M organ 
carried the bucket over to the prostrate 
Kent. The water was warm. He 
splashed it over the deputy's face. 

"What th' hell ?" the deputy gasped. 
"I'll git yuh, Kabler-yuh ugly slouch ! 
What- Clint-fer God's sake ! Th' place 
is burnin' down over us !" 

Morgan offered cool words as th� 
' Younger man gulped deeply from the 

bucket. Then Morgan took a long drink. 
A glance revealed the alarming condi

tion of the · cabin. The noise of the fire 
and the terrible heat smote upon their 
sen.ses. There was not a second to lose. 

The men tried the door. Their com
bined strength had no effect upon it. The 
only other possible means of escape was 
by way of the two windows-one at each 
end. 

Morgan searched on the floor. He took 
up two six-guns for himself, finding Kent 
a third. Their cartridge belts had not 
been removed. 

Armed; Morgan ran to the east win
dow. His appearance there was greeted 
by a stream of lead that shattered glass. 
The sheriff fell back. Kent let out a cry 
of dismay. 

Morgan crossed the room with Kent. 
They crouched near the window facing 
the Devil's Garden. If they could reach 
the rocks, some protection might be found. 

Uncertainty as to whether that end was 
guarded was dispelled when M organ 
showed himself for an instant. Two 
shots were heard. Glass showered from 
the window. 

"Lee, pard, th' devils are watchin' both 
_ windows !" Sheriff Morgan said. ' 'They 

probably split-two men at each side. 
Shore must aim to make this our funeral 
pyre !" 
- The officers peered into each other's 
eyes. Morgan turned hastily to the win
dow. The sort of death that seemed in 
store for them, he could wish for no man. 

A rending crash at the front made the 
two face about. Moaning clouds of flame 
and smoke belched from a sagging sec
tion of the loft floor. 

Attuned to the desperate need for ac
tion, Mor�an rushed to a chair. He 
holstered his guns and picked up the wood. 
Back near Kent, the sheriff stepped out 
suddenly, and hurled the chair through the 
window. Framework and glass were 
stripped from the space. 

The larger man hastened to the still . 
body of the Mexican. A swift examina
tion proved that Mex was beyond all 
earthly turmoil. Morgan lifted the body . 
in his arms. 
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''Let's raise hell while Uley're reloadin' I" 
Morgan said. 

The sheriff stooped under the window 
sill. He pushed the body upward, allow
ing Mex's head and shoulders to slide out 
the window. From a distance it would 
seem .that one of the officers was trying to 
crawl out. 

. 

A series of booming shots came from a 
higher stretch of rocks. Morgan, holding 
on to the dead man's legs, felt lead thud 
into the body. It was the only means 
available to draw their fire. The officers, 
glancing out, j udged that two men were 
slinging lead. 

When the barrage ceased abruptly, 
Morgan and Kent leaned in the window 
over the body. Their three guns spat lead 
toward the point where they had seen 
darting streaks. A gurgling cry an
nounced a hit. 

"Got one !" Kent cried. 
Morgan glanced up at the blazing cabin. 

Dense smoke was filling the room. A 
cloud poured through the open window. 

"Git out-now !" Morgan urged Kent 
sharply. 

Lee Kent li fted himself quickly through 
the window, his act screened by smoke. 
Morgan was hard behind. The sheriff 
landi!lj on his feet beside his deputy. A 
hail of lead poured from the ledge. Smoke 
was thick around the cabin. 

Morgan and Kent' dashed toward the 
fringe of rocks a dozen yards away. They 
bent low, reloading as they ran. Bul
lets spattered all around them. The 
rocks were a few feet away . . .  then they 
were among the rocks. The two fell low 
behind the first huge stones. 

Morgan looked back. Great sheets of 
flame were shooting high above the cabin. 
The roof was engulfed in fire, which 
reached down the outside walls. They 
had escaped from the inferno none too 
soon. 

The firing from the ledge was not so 
rapid as it had been. Morgan and Kent 
raised themselves. The moonlight was 
fairly strong. The two took great care in · 
crawling to the next stone-toward the 
large barricade in the Devil's Garden. 

Rocks of all sizes and shapes were 

massed in twisted and gnarled disorder .. 
The stones choked the space between the 
cabin's rear wall and the sheltering bluff. 

The bleeding sheriff and his deputy 
quickly worked their way forward. Th� 
stones, some of whidl were ten feet 
high, protected their grim advance. The 
officers were ready to kill on instant 
provocation. 

When they were thirty feet from the 
rock ledge M organ paused. 

"Stay here, Lee ! Keep 'em shootin'," 
Morgan instructed. ''I'm hornin' in from 
behind ! Run up when them guns stop 
barkin' !" 

· _ Morgan scurried among the rocks, 
familiar with the ground. In a few 
minutes he had reached a point behind the 
elevated mass. Guns · in his hands, Mor
gan crept forward. Cautiously he slipped 
through a narrow opening that led into a 
trench behind the ledge . . . .  

In the light of the moon and fire, Mor
gan looked upon a weird scene. Cass, 
the small outlaw, was crouching behind a 
flat-topped stone, blazing away toward the 
spot where Kent was stationed. He was 
using two guns. On a shelf of rock be
hind Cass, sprawled the limp body of 
Weldon. Morgan surmised that one of 
their bullets had killed the big murderer. 

Cass was absorbed in the battle. Mor" 
gan stepped along, bolstering his guns. 
Blood still was dripping from the sniper's 
nose down his bleached whiskers. The 
little man's appearance caused Morgan to 
grin. 

Directly behind the killer, Morgan sud
denly reached down and grabbed his fore
arms. He pulled Cass around. Twisting 
his hands, the sheriff snatched the guns 
away. Cass found himself searching the 
barrels of his own weapons. 

"Don't shoot ! Don't shoot, Sheriff !" 
Cass begged. The fugitive sagged to his 
knees in his fright. Cass continued to 
plead for his life. 

"Shut up, yuh measly runt !" grated 
Morgan. "I'll plug yuh if yuh keep on 
howlin' !" 

Kent appeared breathlessly in the nar
row entrance. His gun wavered on 
B rowder's little killer. 
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Morgan jammed the outlaw's guns into 
his belt and drew his own, which were 
fully loaded. These he pressed against 
the small man's ribs. "Tell th' others we 
come out and yuh cornered us. Tell 'em 
to come an' help yuh," ordered Morgan. 
He gave the rustler instructions. Cass 
loo-ked wildly up at his captor. 

' 'Do as I say or I 'll kill yuh on the 
spot !" M organ cried, his deadly intent ap
parent to Cass. The man faced the burn
ing cabin. 

"Browder-Kabler !" Cass roared with 
surprising depth of voice. "Th' sheriffs 
are outa th' cabin. Got 'em cornered in 
th' rocks. They plugged Weldon. Come 
a-gunnin, hell-bent ! Help !" 

Any response that might have been 
voiced was drowned in a thundering 
crash. The three men behind the ledge 
saw the cabin roof sink inward. A spec
tacular shower of sparks rose high into 
the air. The fire died for a brief space, 
then blazed up higher than before. Only 
the l i feless body of Mex would be cre
mated. Flames now enveloped the entire 
cabin . . . .  

Bad-eyed B rowder and Gulch Kabler, 
rushing up from the forest, hastily en
tered the passage behind the ledge. Cass, 
under pressure, had called to guide them. 

The two outlaws, a gun in each man's 
right hand, stormed into the trench. Cass 
cowered alone on the shelf near the dead 
\Veldon. No one else was seen. 

"Where th' hell are yer cornered men ?'' 
harshly demanded Browder. "Speak, 
boob, afore I break yore neck !" 

Browder strode up. He shook Cass in  
a savage clutch. Kabler stood behind. A 
strange light was in the eyes o f  Cass. He 
appeared speechless with fright. Brow
der urged the gulping man to talk. Cass's 

cringing glare directed the gaze of B row
der and Kabler to the shadows behind. 
Three six-guns in the gleaming, flickering 
light were leveled at the outlaws' hearts ! 

".Drop them irons !" commanded Mor
gan, steel in  his voice. "Drop !" 

The weapon held by Kabler clanged 
upon the stones. Browder's sinister eyes 
were heavy with yellow light. He pressed 
trigger . .  · . .  

One o f  M organ's guns boomed an m
stant in advance. The sheriff's bullet 
pierced the renegade's gun arm. B row
der's lead was flattened on the rocks. H is 
weapon dropped. He held his wounded 
arm, his features contorted with pain. 

Morgan and the deputy stepped from 
the shadows. Their guns covered the 
three killers who remained alive. The 
arms of Kabler and Cass were in the air. 

"For the second time, I 'm askin' yuh 
fer Coleman's money, Bad-eyed !" Morgan 
said steadily. "Where is it ? No tricks. 
now !" 

Browder looked sullenly upon his 
angry captors. The fire-racked men 
would stand no trifling. The criminal dug 
into his pocket with his good hand. He 
pulled out a thick pack of bills, handing 
it over. 

Clint M organ holstered one gun. He 
took the money, glanced at it and shoved 
it into his pocket. H is cold, accusing gaze 
rested upon the three ki llers. 

"We're pullin' stakes for Red Rock
an' jail ! "  Morgan announced, his tone 
final. "Browder, yuh made a grand play 
to-night-that cost two lives-an a helluva 
good cabin ! Capturin' th' pack o' yuh shore 
wouldn't 'a' been worth the li fe o' Deputy 
Kent. But I sorta had a hankerin' t o  
hold a hangin' party with yuh in Red 
Rock . . .  damn soon !"  



S Q UA RE 
By Earle Liederman 

YES, it pays to be square-on the level, 
To resist what temptations may send, 
Though you may have to try like the devil, 

It is worth it, old scout, in the end. 

When yo�r conscience is  clear, you wil l  know it, 
And the- whole world wil l  bow at your feet, 
You'll be fearless-your actions will show it, 
You wil l  win in the face of defeat. 

You wil l  bear all the blows without crying. 
Though you bleed from your head to your feet, 
Y ou'll have grit that wil l  seem terrifying 
To the hearts that are filled with deceit. 

And at night you wil l  sleep-:md keep sleeping, 
In the day you wnl keep head erect, 
For you're square and what's more to your keeping, 
You're a man whom the world will respect. 
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IT was snowing hard. An Arctic 
wind howled noisily about the 
sturdy log building. At frequent 
intervals, gusts of wind-driven 
snow sprayed hissing into the roar

ing fire. Behind the long bar, running 
the entire length of the big square room, 
Ben Madgett, recognized boss of Kolder's 
Camp, dispensed liquid refreshment, 
mostly in the form of hot toddies, to the 
thirsty miners. When not officiating be
hind the bar in Madgett's saloon and 
dance hall, Ben Madgett was sel f-ap
pointed peace officer, funeral director, dog 
fancier, banker, and all-around substantial 
citizen-in fact, the backbone of the camp. 

It was still early in the evening, and, 
although a considerable number of the 
camp's male citizenry had already assem
bled, the big log door still swung mward 
occasionally to admit a late comer. Muf
fled in furs as they were, all  men looked 
alike before these furs were thrown aside. 
So it was that none of the occupants of  
the saloon paid any particular attention to 
the snow-covered figure of  a big man, un
til that latter, after shaking himself free 
of the clinging snow as a huge bodied 
grizzly might free itsel f after a shower, 
produced two ugly looking automatics, 
and pronounced the command : 

"Stick 'em up !" 
The lone bandit's hairy face, glistening 

with wetness as the heat thawed the ice 
from his whiskers, glared savagely here 
and there. 
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THE 
NER VOUS 

WRECK 
By R. L. Howard 

Marshal Steppy Fancher slides 
with his fighting toga on 

square into the arms of a killer. 

f 

' 'Jake Lenz !" a miner muttered, as he 
thrust both hands up over his head. 

It did not need this muttered anno:mce
ment to identi fy Jake Lenz, bandit and 
killer. All eyes flickered automatically 
toward Ben Madgett. Each one of these 
sidelong glances mutely b espoke Mad
gett's assistance. Most of the men car
ried well filled money belts. In all things 
Ben Madgett was their adviser ; he was 
known as a terrible fighter, a man who 
feared no living thing. This reputation 
was no idle rumor ; much solid fact was 
there to back it up. Ben Madgett's repu
tation alone had sufficed to thus far keep 
Jake Lenz away from Kolder's Camp. 
Now that the bandit had appeared, how
ever, it was up to Ben Madgett to do 
something about it. 

Although he was a brave man, Ben 
Madgett was no fool. He realized in
stantly that in this exigency there was 
nothing he could do. There was no 
weapon upon which he could readily lay 
his hand� ; few, if any, of the men in the 
room were armed. Small arms were use
less things in this northland, and there 
was no reason why a man should bring
his rifle into a friendly gathering such as 
this was. Lenz would not hesitate to shoot 
to kill. The bandit's well deserved repu
tation definitely promised this. 

So it  was that Ben Madgett obligingly 
raised his hands above his head along 
w ith the rest. 

It was all over in a brace of minutes. 
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Outching a moosehide poke well filled 
with gold dust, Jake Lenz backed away 
and out through the heavy door into the 
night. 

A fter the bandit had gone, complete 
stillness settled over the little room, while 
the ancient old clock on the w all might 
have registered twenty seconds. Then 
Ben M adgett laughed. When M adgett 
laughed, displaying a row of big white 
teeth through a screen of yellow whiskers 
hiding his face, most men laughed with 
him. They laughed with him, now. 
Withal, there was something a bit forced 
in that laughtel". Every man there, if he 
had given but a moment's thought to the 
matter would have realized that M adgett 
had been as helpless as they ; still , Ben 
M adgett was such a confident, competent, 
individual that it hardly seemed possible 
to find him at a loss in any situation. 

" 'Well . J ake sure put it across," the yel
low-bearded man said. "Just l ike he al
ways said he would. An' he sure knocked 
all my small talk into a cocked hat. Game 
rooster, Jake is--<iamned i f  he's not." 

Ben M adgett had always maintained 
that Jake Lenz was a blustering fool. 
Stupid as a boiled owl, Madgett had often 
maintained. " Best thing he does is talk," 
he had said. "Of course he's got nerve ; 
he can handle a gun right enough and he's 
killed so many men that a few more don't 
mean nothin' to him. Still and all he's a 
loud mouthed numbskull. And he won't 
never tackle Kolder's Camp. If he does, 
he won't get away with it ." 

Following the big man's reminder, all 
of the men recalled these oft repeated 
comments of Madg-ett's, having to do with 
the evil-faced bandit w ho had j ust re
lieved them of their hard earned dust. 

"What-what you goin' to do about it, 
Ben ?" one of the miners asked. 

Ben M adgett was still grinning. The 
grin broadened out into a white-toothed 
smile. "I was j ust thinkin'," he mused, 
as though talking to h imsel f .  "Figure 
I won' t do nothin' about it ." 

He cast an amused glance about the 
hal f circle of dark faces, and added, 
''What we got a law officer for ?" 

The men considered this  statement in 

puzzled silence for a moment. True, the 
law in the shape of a marshal employed 
by the United States Government had re
cently come to Hager's Gulch a few miles 
away. But no resident of Kolder's Camp 
had before given a second thought to this 
circumstance. Possibility of Ben Mad
gett laying aside his responsibility as boss 
of Kolder's Camp in favor of this new 
arrival, who was probably a tenderfoot. 
totally unfamiliar with the north coun
try, appeared to them too remote to merit 
serious consideration. 

Great joker, Ben was. Most certainly 
he was joking now. So he was. But the 
j oke Ben M adgett had in mind was in sub
stance far removed from what any man 
there suspe<::ted. For M adgett had had 
a glimpse of Steppy Fancher, the new 
marshal, in H ager's Gulch. No other 
resident of Kolder's Camp had been thus 
favored. 

Jealous of his prerogatives, as most 
sel f-appointed ma sters of men are apt tn 
be, Ben M adgett had sensed a suggestion 
of dissatisfaction here and there with 
some of his recent rulings, this particu
larly in regard to his dispensation of ju�
tice in  connection with v�rious feuds 
which had resulted in several killings dur
ing the winter j ust past. Very well , right 
here was an excellent chance to enjoy a 
l ittle joke, and, at the same time, set som e  
of these doubters in their places. 

Of course, after that queer little sketch 
of a man, Steppy Fancher, the Uniteo 
States M arshal , had failed in his attempt 
to get Lenz, he. M adgett, would go out 
and br-ing the bandit in. First, last and 
always, Ben M adgett was the loyal guar
dian of his flock-but first he would see. 
that Kolder's Camp was provided with a 
laugh from the marshal's efforts ; after 
that-well ,  the boys needed a lesson. 

B
UT when Steppy Fancher arrived at 

Kolder's Camp and Ben Madgett had 
a second look at him, his kindly heart re
fused to allow him to carry the j oke 
through. The marshal was a little man, 
thin almost to the point of emaciation. It 
was a marvel to many how he had ever 

, been able to hold to the icy, windswept 



THE NERVO US WRECK 589 

ridges on his way up from Hager's Gulch, 
'Yithout being blown away by the sixty
mile Arctic gale that had been raging for 
days. His face, the color of mahogany, 
was thin, and ribbed with leathery vain
kles. A pair of pale blue eyes peered 
out from beneath bushy, overhanging 
brows. 

These eyes, forever flickering this \Vay 
and that, were an index to the little mar
shal's most outstanding characteristic. 
He was as nervous as a setting hen ! In 
this north country nervous men were 
scarce as hen's teeth, and, at first, the 
fidgety little marshal had appealed to Ben 
Madgett as a great j oke. Sympathy, tem
pered by antipathy toward the United 
States Govemment, which had sent this 
pitiful specimen to this j ob - for which 
he evidently was altogether i..mfitted-re
acted to change Madgett's first plan, which 
had been to turn Steppy Fancher loose, 
alone, upon the trail of Jake Lenz , the 
killer. 

"I j ust can't do it," he told himself. 
" Poor little cuss. Even i f  he didn't get 
lost and kill hissel f off, Jake would light 
on him. No, 'twouldn't be right to let 
him go it-alone. It  would be j ust like 
I killed him with my own hands." 

The substance of M adgett's intended 
joke having been noised about, consider
able puzzlement was in evidence when it 
becan1e apparent that Madgett was doing 
everything in his power to assist the little 
marshal, and :ntended joining forces with 
the marshal in the search for Jake Lenz. 
Upon being questioned Madgett made no 
secret of the reason for his change o f  
heart. He had tried to. persuade Fancher 
to go back to Hager's Gulch and let him, 
Madgett, bring Lenz in ; but the little mar
shal would not hear of this. 

"And so," Madgett explained to the 
interested ones who nightly gathered in 
his hostelry, "I 'm goin' along anyhow. 
I 'll come trailin' in packin' the little roos
ter on my back one of these days." He 
laughed, and the men laughed with him. 

So it  was tha• after devoting a day to 
most thorough and painstaking investiga
tion into the personality and habits of 
Jake Lenz the killer, Steppy Fancher and 

Ben Madgett started out one
· 
gray morn

ing at dawn behind Madgett's team of 
snow-white malamutes. 

It was late spring, early summer, in the 
southland, and the blustering norther, 
vicious aftermath of winter, had departed 
as suddenly as :t had come. The yellow 
sun was wann ; rivulets of snow water 
tumbled down through rocky crevices in 
the hills. The going was heavy and prog
ress slow. Once well into the hills Mad
gett· took the business upon which he was 
engaged with the seriousness it deserved. 
Jake Lenz was a dangerous man, and an 
able one. 

Assuming entire responsibility for the 
job in hand as it was his nature to do, 
�Iadgett approached the deserted diggings 
which had once been the prosperous min
ing camp inelegantly named Hell Hole ; 
and the boss of Kolder's Camp now 
moved circumspectly. It was no secret 
that Jake Lenz had for years made his 
headquarters in some one o f  the many 
long deserted cabins in Hell Hole. Here 
he lived the year around, like a spider in 
its web, snapping up unsuspecting travel
ers, and, at intervals venturing forth upon 
that unpleasant business which had given 
him a livelihood for many years. 

Only once had any real effort been made 
to capture the bandit and killer. In  that 
attempt one man had been killed and three 
others more or less seriously inj ured. 
The attackers had finally left the field in 
possession of the bandit. Lightning fast 
with a gun, Jake Lenz was aiso possessed 
of courage uncommon in men of his' ilk. 

Ben M adgett did not consider it worth 
while to explain these things to Steppy 
Fancher. The task was his, Madgett's. 
It would be up to him, too, to see that his 
fidgety little companion didn't get into 
trouble. What the little cuss didn't know 
wouldn't hurt him. Knowing the sort o f  
m a n  they were after, it was entirely pos
sible that the "nervous wreck," as Mad
gett had jokingly christened the little mar
shal, might go to pieces altogether. As 
it was, he seemed on the verge o f  com
plete collapse most of the time. At the 
slightest unusual sound he w ould jump 
as though he had been shot. 
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As they drew nearer the col lection oi  
weather-worn shacks that was Hell Hole, 
Ben Madgett found himself devoting the 
better part of his mental energy to ways 
and means of  insuring Steppy Fancher's 
safety. The problem in regard to Jake 
Lenz was a more or less definite thing and 
presented a situation with which Ben 
Madgett was altogether familiar. He 
would scout around some, pick out the  
particular cabin in  which the bandit was 
living ; at an opportune time he would 
tackle the killer in  his lair. With luck 
he might get the drop on his man. 
Chances were, however, there would be a 
fight. 

All of which disturbed Ben Madgett not 
at all. He was entirely confident of his 
ability to bring J ake Lenz a prisoner back 
to Hager's Gulch. I f  only he had gone 
about the matter on his own hook as h e  
should have done. Why had he gotten 
the law into the thing ? But it  v.:as done 
now and there he was up in Jake Lenz's 
very back yard, his movements hampered 
by a peanut-sized, j umpy little cuss, who 
in a pinch could be counted upon to do 
m ore harm than good. 

Steppy Fancher's evident nervousness 
began to tell on Madgett. In response to 
the slightest unusual sound the little man 
would spring into the air like a j ack-in
the-box. Oftentimes he would cry out 
at things commonplace to M adgett but un
usual to a tenderfoot such as Steppy Fan
cher undoubtedly was. 

It  was mid-morning of  the third day 
when the two travelers came out upon a 
wooded ridgetop overlooking Hell Hole. 
The nights are never black in Alaska and 
they had been traveling steadily for eight 
hours. The dogs were exhausted ; so also 
was Ben Madgett. Steppy Fancher, how
ever, seemed as fresh and nervously alert 
as when they had started. 

Ben Madgett motioned silently toward 
the clutter of unpainted shacks a mile dis
tant on the opposite side of the valley. 
"Lenz hangs out there," he explained, 
briefly. 

The little marshal nodded abstractedly. 
His restless ·eyes peered furtively here and 
there. "Don't you suppose he'll kind of 

be vn the lookout for us-fo,· you ' "  he 
finally suggested. 

Ben M adgett laughed. "Hell, no," he 
said,  "nobody can get near them cabins 
down there without his seein' 'em . And 
anyhow, Jake Lenz ain't afraid of  nothin'  
-nobody." 

Steppy Fancher essayed a white-lipped 
grin. "Mebbe so," he agreed doubtfully, 
" still an' all, I kind o' got a feelin' as how 
we've been follered, Ben." 

Ben M adgett shrugged impatiently. 
" )Jerves," he said, "you sure got 'em bad." 

The little man's head shook violently in 
agreement. ' 'I 'm terrible nervous, sure 
enough," he agreed. "I know it bothers 
you and I'm plumb sorry about it .  B11t 
-but-I can't help it, Ben." 

Ben M adgett did not reply. H is keen 
eyes had told him that no one of thos�: 
cabins down there gave evidence of being 
occupied. He wondered vaguely if the 
bird had flown. A fter a bit  he became 
aware that Steppy Fancher was talkinc: 
again. 

"-and anyhow," the l ittle man was 
saying, "these tricky nerves of mine don't 
bother me much, and like I say, Ben, I got 
a awful strong hunch that someone's been 
watching us, right close, for the past tht·ee 
or four hours." 

Ben Madgett sighed resignedly. "Well, 
we'll make camp here, anyhow," he said,  
"and while you're unloadin' the sled I' l l  
take a look around." 

The little man dubiously agreed. lt 
was evident that he had some further sug
gestion to offer. It was evident too that 
he sensed his companion's impatience. 
Rather, apparently, than run the risk of  
further irritating the big man, Fancher 
decided to keep his opinions to himsel f .  
As the l itt le law officer started unloadin� 
the sled, Ben l\ladgett picked up his rill� 
and started away. 

"Be back soon," he called. And then 
-"don't leave camp whatever you do." 

Steppy Fancher made no sign to indi
cate that he had heard this last. Ben 
Madgett waited until he saw that the lit
tle m an had, as usual, tackled the unload
ing of the sled from the m ost difficult 
angle possible, then, muttering maledic-
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tions upon his own foolishness which had 
gotten him into this mess, he strode away 
along the wooded ridgetop. 

Although his movements were not con
sciously governed by anything Steppy 
Fancher had said, Madgett found himself 
circling the spot where they had decided 
to make camp. Despite the fact that he 
was unconsciously following Steppy Fan
cher's suggestion, the big man really did 
not expect to find anything. 

So it was that, when he came upon 
fresh snowshoe tracks less than a quarter 
of a mile from camp, he was thoroughly 
surprised. Chance travelers were so un
common as to be almost unheard of up in 
these hills ; the only living human within 
a radius of many miles was Jake Lenz. 
Quick inspection assured Madgett that 
those snowshoe tracks had been made by 
a big man. All snowshoe tracks are dif
ferent. Madgett had inspected the tracks 
left by Lenz in Kolder's Camp several 
days before. Now, he dropped on a knee 
with the idea in mind of definitely identi
fying, if possible, Jake Lenz, with the man 
who had made these particular tracks. 

As he knelt there he realized vaguely 
that during the last hour or so it had be
come bitter cold. The sticky snow had 
frozen so hard that it now supported even 
his two hundred pound bulk. It was dark 
under the wide-limbed spruces. He bent 
low over the deeply indented tracks. 
There was a whisper of sound at his 
right, like the cautious tread of  a man, 
slithering swiftly through the thin fluff 
o f  new snow covering the hard crust. 
Ben Madgett did not interpret the sound 
in this way, however. He was wise in 
the ways of the wilderness. More likely 
the sound had been caused by the reck
less flight of a snowshoe rabbit, or the 
lumbering retreat of a porcupine. 

He looked up, casually. A huge body 
loomed above him. He caught a brief  
glimpse of a rifle held club fashion, and of 
Jake Lenz's whiskered face. Then, the 
rifle descended. 

Ben Madgett threw himself face down
ward on the ground. The rifle missed its 
objective by a matter o f  inches. As it  
was, however, the heaVy gun barrel struck 

Madgett across the shoulders with crush
ing force. His face plowed into the hard 
crust. Partially stunned by the terrible 
blow, he pawed the snow and ice . from 
his lacerated face and struggled up on 
hands and knees. 

A crushing weight landed upon his 
back, rigid knees crushed him down and 
squeezed the breath from his body. A 
clubbed fist struck him beneath an ear. 
He fought frantically but to no avail. 
Again and again that hard fist hammered 
the side of his head, bored skillfully i n  
under his unprotected j aw. The white 
snow went red before Ben Madgett's 
watering eyes. With a mighty effort he 
rolled over, bringing his opponent with 

.him. But he was too far gone to take ad
vantage of this. Once more Jake Lenz's 
clubbed fist found its mark. Ben M ad
gett's bulky body twitched spasmodically, 
then was still. 

M
ADGETT struggled back to con

sciousness to find himself bound 
hand and foot, back against a tree. H is 
first conscious impression was that it had 
indeed become very, very cold. Already, 
his hands and feet were numb. His head 
was burning hot and throbbed painfully 
w ith each measured pulse beat. The mid
day sun shone without warmth down into 
the little cup-shaped depression. A sturdy 
lean-to had been built against a rocky 
wall. Before this lean-to Jake Lenz 
squatted, busily engaged cleaning his rifle. 

A single glance told M adgett that the 
outlaw had chosen this spot as temporary 
camp with an eye carefully calculated to 
concealment. Semi-open slopes-shim
mering glissades of icy glare-stretched 
skyward on two sides. From near at 
hand, however, the little gully was com
pletely hiddffi. A man might pass within 
a dozen yards of the place without sus
pecting the existence of the cup-shaped 
hole which had seemingly been gouged
out of the mountainside by some Gargan
tuan sculptor. On the other hand, the 
broken country on three sides at least, 
was well within the bandit's range of 
vision. 

After assuring himself that there was . 
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no possibility of working f ree of his 
bonds, Ben Madgett spoke. 

"Well, what's the game ?" he asked. 
Jake Lenz looked up briefly from his 

task. His ugly face grimaced a hal f 
smile. "The game's all over, Ben," he 
llnally said,  "that is, your part is all over." 

Ben Madgett swallowed hard. "What 
·-·what do you mean ?" 

Jake Lenz shrugged. 
said," he announced, 
' 'You've had your fun. 
far as you're concerned. 
away f rom here soon." 

"Just what I 
still grinning. 

It's all over as 
I ' l l  be going 

For a long minute Ben Madgett con
sidered this enigmatic explanation. H e  
was once more unpleasantly convinced 
that it was becom ing momentarily colder 
and colder. He noted also that many coils 
of rope circled his body, holding him 
loosely but firmly, upright against the 
sturdy tree. Was it possible that the 
outlaw was going to leave him there-to 
freeze ? No sooner had this possibility 
occurred to him than he put it into words. 

Still grinning, Jake Lenz nodded his 
head. "That's right, Ben," he said, "you 
guessed it. Of course, I might have put 
a bullet in your carcass, or slid a kni fe 
between your ribs. But I ain't no hand 
with a knife. and I didn't want to shoot 
you. Beca�e why, I didn't want to get 
the little marshal all excited. 

"You know, Ben, it's one thing to bump 
off a hard-boiled egg like you and it"s 
something else again to send a represen
tative of the United States Government 
over the B ig Divide. Even · though the 
little coot ain't much to look at, he's work
j q '  fnr Uncle Sam , and believe me, Ben, I 
ain't hankerin' to get Uncle Sam after me. 
And that's how come I 'm kind of lettin' 
yon off, easy-like. It's gettin' cold and 
within a couple of hours at the most you 'll 
be sleepm' right peaceful. You won't 
never wake up. By the time the little 
marshal finds you and cuts you loose, 
you11 be a �ure-enough human icicle ."  

Jake Lenz laughed at his own grue
some joke. 

And then, his hoarse-voiced chuckling 
ceased abruptly, and, with his eyes fixed 
on an icy glissade leading up out of the 

gully on the left, Lanz snatched up his 
rifle and scurried about behind the little 
lean-to. 

Ben Madgett's throbbing eyes followed 
the bandit's gaze. At what he saw he 
swore softly, hopelessly, through clenched 
teeth. Up there on the very top of that 
icy slide, his skinny body silhouetted 
clearly against the lemon-colored sky
line, stood Steppy Fancher. The little 
man was evidently considering the feasi
bility of making his way down that icy 
chute. Even a child might have seen 
that this feat was impossible, Madgett 
told himself bitterly. The hill ,  swept free 
of the last snow by the winds, was l iter
ally glare ice. Still, Steppy Fancher 
seemed to be seriously considering-was 
actually coming down. 

Even as the little man-his eyes on the 
hal f-hidden lean-to at the bottom of the 
hill, behind which Jake Lenz crouched
started tentatively downward, it occurred 
to M adgett that, with the foolish naiveness 
of a child, Steppy Francher was, after all, 
perhaps, choosing the safest and quickest 
--certainly the quickest-method of 
reaching his objective. On all other sides 
the slopes leading upward out of the little 
gully were sparsely wooded ; but at no 
point were the isolated trees and upjutting 
stumps frequent enough to offer adequate 
concealment to a man seeking to make his 
way down into the gully. From the top 
of the slope in any direction the distance 
to the l ittle lean-to, and Jake Lenz, was 
too far to allow for accurate shooting. 

Perhaps the little marshal had figured 
all of this out. Not for an instant, how
ever, did Ben Madgett credit the little 
man with the nervy common sense which 
such a situation called for. The marvel 
was that the little rooster had discovered 
the well hidden camp, at all .  

Just as Madgett had expected, at the 
end of the first half a dozen tentative, 
downward steps, the little marshal's feet 
flew from under him and he started down 
the slippery side hill , rolling over and 
over, z igzagging this way and that and 
gathering momentum constantly, until, 
within a hundred yards he was traveling 
at express train speed. 
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Jake Lenz, rifle in hand, came out from 
behind the lean-to, and, grinning, watched 
the little man's flying progress. 

The marshal was evidently making no 
attempt to stay his rapid flight. unless 
some one of the widely scattered trees at 
the bottom of the slope came within the 
eiTatic channel oi his flight, he would end 
up at the waiting bandit's very feet. 

Fancher's hurtling body missed two 
thin-trunked saplings by inches. vVith a 
third, however, he was not so fortunate. 
He came toward this third tree head on, 
traveling at tremendous speed. He strove 
frantically to twist aside. Due to the 
speed at which he was moving, he was 
unable to do this. At the last moment 
he thrust out both hands for protection. 
If he had struck the tree, his head would 
have been crushed like an eggshell. As 
it was, the rifle, held rigidly in both hands, 
came in  contact with the tree. 

The gun snapped off short at the bar
rel ; and, clutching the now useless gun, 
the barrel in one hand, butt in the other, 
the little man gyrated down the slope, 
which was absolutely open for the rest o f  
the distance. H i s  spinning body came to 
a slithering stop within a rod of the grin
ning bandit. 

And then, Ben Madgett was treated to 
the surprise of  his l i fe. Steppy Fancher 
hopped to his feet like a cat. With a 
swiftness almost unbelievable he sprang 
forward , and before Jake Lenz could 
make a move, brcught the rifle barrel, 
still held rigidly in his right hand, down 
upon the bandit's m ittened hand. Jake 
Lenz dropped his rifle with a yell. For 
an instant he instinctively clutched at his 
hand, the bones of which had been broken 
by that smashing blow. 

With numbed fingers Steppy Fancher 
fumhled inside his disordered mackinaw. 
His fingers came away empty. A won
dering expression flashed across the little 
man's weather-browned face. "Lost it," 
he muttered. 

Jake Lenz, his heavy face twisted with 
pain, reached for his rifle with his  good 
hand. But his downstretched fingers 
never touched that black gun. As though 
actuated by a gigantic steel spnng, 

A. H. 2 

Steppy Fanche1· sprang forward and dove 
heqdlong at the bandit's legs. The at
tack was timed to a nicety. Jake Lenz, 
overbalanced as he reached for his rifle, 
sprawled sidewise upon the ground. For 
an instant, a cloud of snow dust h id the 
struggling bo

.
dies. Then Steppy Fancher 

sprang to his feet. He reached for the 
bandit's rifle. Just as his fingers closed 
about the gun's black barrel, however, 
Jake Lenz kicked the gun out of reach . 
Once more they grappled. 

Ben Madgett, breathing hard, watched 
with all eyes. He was too astounded to 
even consider his own discomforts. Was 
it possible that this steel-bodied, human 

fighting machine could be that same 
twitching, nerve-racked little man whose 
utter helplessness he had been reviling for 
the past week ? It did not seem possible. 
Still . . .  

Once more Steppy Fancher wriggled 
out of the tangle of struggling bodies. He 
bounced upright l ike a rubber ball. But  
he did not go for the rifle this  time. I n
stead, he caught up the barrel of his own 
gun out of the trampled snow at his feet. 
Jake Lenz dove headlong for his rifle. He 
failed to reach it. Steppy Fancher 
leaped forward. The rifle barrel swished 
above his head. It  came down solidly 
with a dull, hollow sound atop Jake 
Len z's thick skull. With a gusty groan 
the bandit pitched forward upon the 
�nO\\" . 

With quick, efficient movements ,  Step
py Fancher turned the bandit over, ripped 
the clothes from about his chest, knelt 
and placed an ear over the unconscious 
man's heart. "Didn't mean to hit him so 
hard," he muttered. "Thought maybe he 
was done for." 

The l ittle man's movements during the 
next several minutes followed this same 
efficient course. He freed Madgett, then, 
without a word , collected wood and built 
a roaring fire. Not until Madgett's 
chilled body had begun to respond to the 
warming effect of much hot tea, hastily 
brewed, did the little man so much as 
speak "Guess maybe you better hole up 
here for a few days, Ben. I 'l l  take this 
bird to town and send somebody up after 
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you. Your shoulder i s  all smashed to 
hell. Couple of ribs broke, too. Wouldn't 
do for you to travel." 

Ben Madgett was still too astonished to 
protest. When finally released from his 
uncomfortable position he had been un- · 
able to walk for a moment. The little 
man had inspected his back where the 
bandit's clubbed rifle had struck him and 
had solemnly pronounced these rather 
serious mJ uries. Yesterday, he would 
have laughed at the man, but now, even 
though Steppy Fancher had again become 
his old nervous self, Ben Madgett found 
himself listening with close attention and 
respect. 

"Aw, I ain't hurt that bad, am I, Mar
shal ?" 

"Absolute. And you hadn't oughter-" 
"But I 'll make it all right, Marshal. 

Couple of broken ribs don't mean 
nothing." 

Steppy Fancher shrugged. "All right," 
he agreed, "just as you say. Guess I 
know the way back, so that if you flop, 
1-I-can get you in." 

Ben Madgett smi_led at this. 
He did not smile, however, when, a few 

days later, after having plodded gamely 
on through the sticky snow until the stab
bing pain in his back could be no longer 
endured, he dropped in his tracks. He 
realizeci, in a vague sort of way, that he 
was being li fted in the little - marshal's 
thin, wiry arms. He knew, too, when he 
was placed on the sled beside Jake Lenz's 

handcuffed form. Then he fell into a 
fevered sleep. 

It was evening of the twelfth day that 
Steppy Fancher, haggard-eyed, due to not 
having slept for sixty hours, snaked into 
Kolder's Camp behind Ben Madgett's 
team of footsore malemutes. Jake Lenz, 
a thoroughly chastened badman, if ever 
there was one,--due to having ridden un
comfortably bedded with a delirious sick 
man for three days and three nights, was 
unceremoniously bundled off to the jail at 
Hager's Gulch. 

Ben Madgett, by this time crazy as a 
March hare, was gently released from the 
many coils of rope which had served to 
hold him upon the sled, and placed under 
the care of old Doc Spivvens, the local 
veterinary and medico. 

Although so nervous he could not 
stand still, Steppy Fancher was apparent
ly still going strong. He seemed to con
sider the Herculean task which he had 
accomplished as a matter calling for no 
particular comment. He seemed preoccu
pied, vaguely troubled. "Vv' ouldn't have 
parted with that gun for a hundred dol
lars," he told the restful audience in Ben 
Madgett's place that night. "Lost it 
somewhere. Must have been when I took 
that slide. It was a Colt forty-five ; don't 
see many of them up in this neck of the 
woods. I ain't been without it for thirty 
years. Like losin' an old friend," he ex
plained apologetically. "Sure makes me 
feel awful bad." 

THE WEST LOSES ANOTHER CHAMPION 

HANS LANGSETH, 82, North Dakota 
farmer, known internationally for his 17-

foot beard, died at his home recently from 
infirmities. 

For years, after letting his beard go uncut 

from July 14, 1875, Langseth traveled around 
the world with a circus without meeting a match 
for his beard. In 1922 he won the world's 
"longest beard" championship at the "days of 
'49" celebration in Sacramento. 

CLOCK HAS RUN NEARLY TWO CENTURIES 

IN the Royal Observatory Museum in Green
wich, the marine chronometer, constructed in  

1737, and which won the Government award of 
$100,000, is still running. 

It is really a clock within a clock. There is  

a little clock which runs four minutes only, and 
another clock which automatically rewinds its 
small brother every four minutes, and itsel f has 
to be wound once daily. It has more than five 
hundred parts. 
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PART TH REE 

Read i n  the opening paragraplu the complete details o f  what haa happened, and go on 

with the story. 

HOT from an unsuccessful revolution 
in Mexico, into the wild cowtown of 

Cuarta City come Tuscon Smith and Stony 
Brooke, two rambling waddies with itch
ing trigger-fingers. 

After using their six-guns to good ad
vantage in helping Terry Kellicut, owner 
of the Box TK Ranch, to clean the bad
men out of the Warbonnet Saloon, they 
learn from him that one Hawk Blackwood 
is seeking to gain control of the commu
nity. Already he owns the Warbonnet 
and the local honkytonk, controls Judge 
Mandell and Marshal Laramie Lyons, has 
frightened the sheriff out of town, and 
has gained possession of the Bar X 8 
Ranch.  The latter he acquired, by du
bious means, from old Stephen Stinson, 
owner of the Slash S. He also holds a 
mortgag� aga;�st the Slash S, and it ap
pears that Stinson will be unable to pay it 
when due. 

595 

Stinson has practically given up the 
fight and gotten rid of all the help save 
Sleepy Hatch, the cook ; but his daughter 
Teddy is still carrying on. The two wad
dies decide to offer their services to the 
Slash S, and leave town with Kellicut for 
the ranch. Blackwood gives orders to 
Lyons to "get" the two, by the quickest 
means possible. 

They arrive at the Slash S ranch house 
and, after some hesitation, Teddy Stinson 
accepts the offer o f  the two waddies, and 
Kellicut leaves. 

Tuscon and Stony have just succeeded 
in bringing back to Steve Stinson his old
time fighting spirit, when a shot aimed 
through the window at Tuscon from the 
darkness outside, strikes Stinson on the 
scalp, for the moment knocking him out. 
With a lightning draw, Tuscon shoots and 
kills the would-be assassin. 

A �eC'Ond raider is killed when the two 
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cowboys rush outside, lead streaming from 
their six-guns, but a third escapes. 

Divining that the men are from Black
wood's Bar X 8, Tuscan decides to take 
the bodies of the dead men there, and tell 
Hawk to bury his own dead. The follow
ing morning he sets out alone, despite the 
protests of the Stinsons and Stony Brooke. 

He arrives there, to find B lackwood · 
away. Pretending to the men that he has 
decided to accept a previously made offer 
of Blackwood's to join him, he gains in 
part their confidence-especially that of 
Yank Healy, who, he later learns, has been 
forced to join Blackwood against his will, 
because of a past killing of which Black
wood has knowledge. 

In a quarrel later in the day, two of the 
Bar X 8 men are killed by their own men ; 
Tuscan kills a third. But when Black
wood arrives, he succeeds in catching Tus
can off guard, and disarms him. 

The cowboy is saved by the . timely ar
rival of Stony Brooke. After a fight be
tween Stony and Brute Kenyon-an ex
pugilist in Blackwood's employ-from 
which Stony emerges the victor, the two 
waddies prepare to leave. At that mo
ment Marshal Laramie Lyons walks into 
the bunkhouse, guns leveled ! 

CHAPTER XII 

TuscaN GETS THE DRoP 

BUT Laramie Lyons had spoken too 
soon ! He had arrived at the 
bunkhouse just as Stony was 
buckling on belt and gun, and, 
through a window at Tuscan's 

back, had settled in his mind the position 
of each man. Lyons hadn't given consid
eration to the fact that they might change 
positions, while he was making his way to 
the entrance. So it was that, as Lyons 
burst through the doorway, bellowing his 
command to "Stick 'em up !" he saw in 
the middle of the floor only Stony. By 
this time Tuscon had circled the gun-laden 
table, and was almost on top of the bellig
erent, but astounded, marshal. 

Like a flash, Tuscan's gun was out. 
"You can put 'em up yourself, Lyons I" 
he ordered coolly. 

Open-mouthed with surprise at not find
ing Tuscon where he had expected to, 
Lyons wheeled to find himself gazing into 
the black muzzle of Tuscan's forty-five 1 

Again a sudden silence descended on the 
room. Hawk Blackwood and his men had 
started forward, but checked themselves 
suddenly as Tuscon spoke. There was no 
getting away from the fact that Laramie 
held the drop on Stony, but the marshal 
was, in turn, well covered by Tuscon's 
gun. 

"Don't make no false moves, Hawk," 
Stony snapped at last. "Lyons might get 
me, but I'd get you first. But I don't 
reckon Lyons is goin' to do no firin'-not 
with Tuscan holdin' a rod on him !" 

At that moment Brute Kenyon groaned 
and moved slightly. Lyons looked down 
at the beaten man, and his eyes opened 
still wider. "My Gawd !" he gasped. 
"\Vhat's been gain' on here ?" 

"Plenty !" Tuscan ejaculated tersely. 
"And we ain't through yet. I ain't got no 
drinks to sell you this time, Laramie, so 
I 'll just have to ask you to drop those 
guns, without givin' you anythin' for 
them-" 

"Don't you do it, Laramie," Blackwood 
interrupted angrily. "It's up to you to ar
test these two men. Smith has shot a 
coupla my men. The other feller helped 
him, an' in the bargain disabled Kenyon. 
They're murderers, both of 'em-" 

"I said to drop those guns, Lyons," 
again came Tuscan's chill tones. "I won't 
ask you again." 

Lyons considered but a moment, then 
dropped the two guns to the floor. Once 
more the fighting cowboys held the situa
tion well in hand. 

"I'll bust you for this, Lyons," Black
wood threatened furiously. 

"Your bustin' will come later," Lyons 
remarked philosophically. "Smith was 
figurin' to do his bustin' right at once. 
Me, I always choose the lesser evil." 

"Get down to the end of the room with 
Blackwood," Tuscan ordered next, "and 
don't lose a minute, Lyons. We've spent 
enough time around here, now." 

\Vithout another word the marshal 
moved down and joined his angry chief. 
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Tuscon kicked Lyons' guns out of  the 
door, then turned to Stony. "Watch 'em 
dose, pard. I'll be back in a j iffy." With 
that he d isappeared in the direction of the 
corral.' 

Lyons and the others stood glaring their 
hate at Stony, who was holding two guns, 
now. They would have liked to rush him, 
but the 1;sk was too great. A couple of 
the Mexicans shifted position, momen
tarily, and were extremely surprised at the 
alacrity with which Stony tilted a gun in 
their direction. "Mebbe your feet is get� 
tin' tired," Stony grinned, "but we won't 
keep you much longer." 

Marshal Lyons backed a trifle closer to 
Blackwood. "There's a thirty-two auto
matic in my hip pocket, Hawk," he spoke 
softly out of the corner of his mouth. 
"Took it off'n a drunk in town to-day. 
See j£ you can get it-" 

Dut that was as far as he got. "You, 
Lyons," Stony spoke swiftly, "quit that 
whisperin ' and move a few feet from 
Blackwood. I ain't trustin' you none." 

Lyons didn't lose any time obeying the 
order, either. 

Inside of five minutes Tuscon was back 
in the bunkhouse. It had required but an 
instant to get his own horse, but Stony's 
mount had strayed several yards in the 
darkness, and he hadn't been able to lo
cate it at once. 

"All right, Stony," Tuscon nodded as 
he came in. "Horses are waitin' for us 
to leave. Ready ?" 

"Just a minute." Stony gestured toward 
the table of captured weapons. "Goin' to 
take these with us ?" 

Tuscon shook his head. "Ain't a gun 
in the bunch that I 'd carry to a dog fight," 
he remarked contemptuously. "\V e'll 
leave 'em here." He drew closer, spoke 
in low tones that didn't carry to the men 
at the other end of the bunkhouse, and 
finished up with, "I 've piled a coupla 
boxes just outside the door. Jump high 
when you leave. The horses is just be
yond." 

Stony nodded his understanding, then 
Tuscon gave a last look around the room. 
His eyes lighted on Yank Healy, stretched 
in the bunk. "My pard sure squared 

things for you to-night, Healy. That's 
one satisfaction you got." Healy didn't 
answer, except for a slight nod. 

And then, while the eyes of the Black
wood crew were on Healy and Tuscon, 
Stony leaped forward, raised one of his 
guns . . . thumbed two fast shots that 
swept the lamps from their brackets. Ab
ruptly the place was plunged into dark
ness ! 

At the same instant Tuscon seized the 
corner of the gun-laden table, sent it whirl
ing across the room, scattering the guns in 
all directions. Blackwood, Lyons and the 
rest of the gang rushed forward to cut off 
the cowboy's retreat, but were too slow. 
Flashes of crimson fire ran from Lyons' 
hand as he snapped the automatic into ac
tion. Only two shots, though, and both 
missed. After that the automatic jammed. 

The bunkhouse was a bedlam of confu
sion. Some leaped for their guns scat
tered on the floor, others tried to get to 
the door and stop Tuscon and Stony. Men 
bumped together in the darkness, went 
crashing down from the force of the con
tact, rose, swearing and yelling, only to 
encounter other men. . . . 

By this time Stony and Tuscon were in 
saddles. For a moment they sat laughing 
and listening to the frantic scramblings of 
the Blackwood faction. Finally a man 
burst from the bunkhouse door. The next 
instant he stumbled over the boxes Tuscon 
had placed before the doorway. There 
came the sound of splintering wood, 
grunts and curses filled the air, as mo.re 
men came dashing out-only to go scram
bling over their prone companions. 

Stony and Tuscon spoke to their horses. 
The next instant they were riding like the 
wind, their mounts gathering speed with 
every jump. Lyons and Blackwood finally 
secured guns, came tearing down the road
way on foot, in pursuit of the two cow
boys. Shot after shot thundered from 
their six-shooters, but Tuscon and Stony 
were riding too fast to make good targets. 
However, just by way of showing their 
contempt for the Bar X 8 crew, they 
turned in saddles and sent a salvo of bul
lets behind them. Hawk and Laramie im
mediately scurried for cover. 
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"Damn the luck !" Blackwood swore, as 
he peered cautiously around the comer· of 
his ranch house. "This sure has been one 
bum night. Looks like those two cow
nurses had you bluffed, Laramie." 

"Bluffed hell !" Lyons retorted bitterly. 
"I just know when I'm well off, that's all. 
I wa'n't goin' to plug that Stony hombre 
while Smith had me covered. You can't 
blame me for nothin', Hawk. They sure 
had you and your buckaroos tied in knots 
when I arrived, and I wa'n't expectin' 
trouble here. Just rode out to see if you'd 
heard anythin' from them two lately, 
and-" he sighed deeply and mopped the 
perspiration from his forehead-"and sure 
enough you had !"  

At that moment the rest of the crowd 
came running up. "Do you want that we 
make thee follow of those hombre' ?" one 
of the Mexicans asked. 

"Hell, no !" Blackwood roared angrily. 
"They got too big a start. Go on back an' 
go to bed, you wuthless scum. You're 
dumber than dishwater, the hull pack of 
you . . . .  Grizzly, you wait a minute." 

While the others returned, crestfallen, 
to the bunkhouse, Behr remained behind. 
"What you want ?" he asked sullenly. 

"Got a j ob for you," Blackwood 
snapped. "Get your horse and slope down 
over the Line. Find four or five good 
gun-slingers. I'm payin' two-fifty a 
month. I f  you can find one good man 
with a crew of his own that ain't plumb 
yellow, I 'll pay the leader an extra bonus 
of a hundred a month. Get goin', now, 
'cause we've just about been cleaned out 
in the past twenty-four hours." 

"Right, chief," Behr returned, hurrying 
away to the corral. 

Meanwhile, Tuscon and Stony had been 
putting considerable distance between 
themselves and the Bar X 8. Finally, when 
some miles had slipped past beneath the 
pounding hoofs of their ponies, they 
slowed pace and drew closer together, rid
ing stirrup to stirrup. 

"Whew ! That was close, what ?" Tus
con _ laughed. "It was worth it, though, 
cowboy, just to see you bust that big 
bruiser wide open the way you did. How 
come you arrived, anyhow ?" 

"Got worried about you. Ain't I al
ways pullin' you outa scrapes ?" Stony 
queried. "I don't know what got into you, 
anyhow. Ridin' into that rattlers' nest 
thataway." 

Tuscon explained : " I  figured mehbe l 
could run a whizzer on Blackwood and 
join his gang. I f  he'd fell for my bluff, I 
coulda learned a lot, but nobody would 
admit nofhin' I could hang 'em on, while 
I was there, and Blackwood was keen 
enough to get wise to what I was buildi»' 
my loop for. Anyway, I was able to fer
ment a little trouble between two of the 
gang, and finished one myself. That's 
three outa the way. You put Kenyon on 
the rocks, and I reckon Blackwood will 
throw him outa camp, now." 

As a matter of fact, Kenyon was never 
heard of after that night. He just dropped 
suddenly from sight. Doubtless Hawk 
Blackwood did have something to do 
with it. 

"I 'm sure admittin', cowboy," Tuscon 
resumed after a few minutes, "that I was 
muy pleased when you drifted through 
that bunkhouse door. How did you get 
there without nobody see in' you ?" 

"Nothin' to it," the other replied. "I 
stopped first at the cook shanty. The cook 
near went into convulsions wheri he looked 
up to find himself starin' into my gun. I 
told him if he kept still, that I wouldn't 
do nothin' to him, an' he was too scared 
to do anythin' else. I tied an' bound him 
with some of his towels, and then drifted 
over to the bunkhouse where you was 
kickin' up such a rumpus. You know the 
rest . . . .  What's our next move -?" 

"We're goin' into politics," Tuscon an
nounced promptly. 

"Wha-a-at !" Stony's eyes bulged out 
in surprise. 

"Yep," Tuscon nodded. "I 've decided 
that Hawk Blackwood has got to have 
some opposition on that sheriff's job he's 
cravin' to land. Right now, he ain't got 
no opposition, but he will have." 

"You figurin' to run against him ?" 
"Not me, but I 'm aimin' to dig up a 

candidate." 
Stony frowned. "You ain't goin' to run 

me, feller. I wouldn't mind bein' a dep-
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uty, but they's too much work in the 
sheriffin' j ob. SheJ.:iffs is afways makin' 
out expense accounts, an' so on-" 

"An' bein' as an honest man is needed," 
Tuscon finished, "you couldn't be trusted 
with an expense account. Nope, not you ! 
I been castin' around in my mind, an' I 've 
j ust about decided that Terry Kellicut's 
the man for the j ob." 

Stony looked dubious. "Think Terry 
can beat Blackwood ? - He ain't so well 
known.'' 

"He's got to beat him, that's all," Tus
con replied emphatically. 

"Why do you say it that way ?" 
"For the simple reason, Stupid," Tuscon 

explained, "that we got to have the law on 
our side. Right now, this section of the 
country ain't got no law except what's 
maJe by Blackwood and enforced through 
Laramie Lyons. Don't you realize that 
Blackwood is chargin' us bnth with mur
der ?" 

"Gosh ! I 'd plumb forgot that," Stony 
grunted seriously. 

"That means that we've got to keep out 
of Laramie Lyons' way, until Lyons is out 
of office. Otherwise, if we get caught, 
Blackwood will rush through a speedy 
trial, and you and me will be the guests of 
honor at a necktie party. C'mon, coax 
your hawss. We're goin' to see Terry 
Kellicut about this matter, plumb pronto 
ami no foolin' !" 

It  was about midnight when the two 
punchers reached the Box TK. Most of 
Kellicut's men were asleep i n  the bunk
house when Tuscan and Stony arrived, 
but Kellicut was still up, talking to h is 
foreman, in the small ranch house where 
he lived. The foreman, Jeff Ringo, was 
a spare man, slightly past middle age, with 
shrewd gray eyes. He shook hands cor
dially with Tuscon and Stony, Kellicut 
produced a bottle of Bourbon, and the 
four settled down for a talk. · 

"How's things at the Slash S ?" Terry 
asked, when the first libation had been 
poured and consumed. 

"Was all right when I left early this 
morn in'," Tuscon gave the information, 
"but I ain't heard since. Me'n' Stony just 
pulled away from the Bar X 8 a little 

better than two hours ago. We didn't stop 
to pick no daisies when we were leavin', 
neither." 

" Bar X 8 !" Kellicut exclaimed. 
Tuscan told the story, commencing with 

the shooting of Frane and Vandercook at 
the Slash S on the previous night, told 
ho\\· he had delivered the bodies to the 
Blackwood crew and the succeeding ad
ventures that had befallen, ending with, 
"It'd been \vorth ten years of your l i fe to 
see Stony wipe the floor with that Kenyon 
hombre:" 

"You sure musta taught them snakes a 
lesson," Jeff Ringo declared. 

Kellicut took a more serious viewpomt 
of the affair. "The whole thing looks 
pretty bad to me," he stated. "There's 
gotta be a limit to the things that Black
wood can get away with around here. 
When he's elected sheriff, things will be 
worse-" 

"That 's what we mostly come to see you 
about . "  Tuscon broke in. "On the way 
here, me'n Stony held a convention and 
decided to nominate you for that job. 
'Course, it  was a cut-and-dried proposition 
in my mind, before l said anythin' to 
Stony, but for that matter, all the conven
tions held nowadays are cut-and-dried 
propositions, so it don't make no differ
ence, so long as you accept." 

Kellicut was looking at the two men 111 
wonder. "\Nhat, me ?" he gasped. " Me. 
run for sheri ff ?  Why, I wouldn't stand a 
show-ain't got the money to put into it , 
anyway-" 

"It's a rattlin' good idea, Terry," Ringo 
interrupted. "You got brains, and aside 
f rom the Bar X 8 you own the biggest 
ranch around here. The Slash S don't 
count, bein' as it 's run down so." 

Kellicut laughed shortly. "Own the big
gest ranch, did you say ?" he asked. "It 
may be in  my name, but it  ain't all paid 
for yet. That's why I say I ain't got the 
money for a political campaign. I ain't 
no speechmaker, neither." 

"Speeches don't count so much, any
how," Ringo pointed out. "You ain't been 
in this part of the country long, but everv
�y except the Blackwood crowd liked 
you. Go on, give Blackwood a run for 
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his money, anyway. Are we goin' to take 
our lickin' layin' down ?" 

Tuscon and Stony added f resh argu
ments to the conversation, and by the time 
gray dawn came creeping through the win
dows of the house, Kellicut had consented, 
somewhat dubiously, to run for office. 

"That's fine," Tuscon said heartily. 
" Now, we'll get down to real business. 
Lemme have a coupla boxes of greased 
ca'tridges, will you, Terry-that is, if you 
got some on hand." 

Kellicut nodded and without asking the 
reason, rose to carry out Tuscan's request. 

"What you aimin' to do, now ?" Stony 
asked curiously. 

"Show you in a minute," Tuscon re
plied. 

Kellicut returned with the cartridges, 
Tuscon broke open the boxes and wiped 
some of the grease on a piece of news
paper. This he mixed with a quantity of 
powder-black procured from the guns o f  
the four men. None o f  the weapons had 
been cleaned recently. The mixture of 
grease and powder-black produced a sort 
of black paste. " H'm-m," Tuscon com
mented, as he manipulated the mess, ''I'll 
have to dig up more powder-black-have 
to borrow a coupla tubes of your gun 
grease, too, Terry, if I 'm goin' to have 
enough . . . .  " 

Without explaining why, he started to 
rub some of the stuff into his red hair. 

"Say, have you gone plumb nuts ?" 
Stony demanded, while the other two men 
looked on with astonished gaze. 

For answer Tuscon displayed a black
ened lock of hair, into which some of the 
ebon paste had been rubbed. "How's 
that ?" he asked. 

" I t  it was that way all over your thick 
head," Stony grumbled, ''you'd look like a 
.Mex. You're sun-browned black enough. 
11ut what's the idea ?" 

"You got the idea," Tuscon laughed, 
working more of the blackened grease into 
his hair. "I aims to look like a Mex. ·with 
Laramie Lyons on my trail it ain't goin' to 
be safe nohow for Tuscon Smith to hang 
around Cuarta City. On t'other hand, no
body ain't goin' to pay no atteniton to a 
greaser. I aims to go Mex, cowboy. Don't 

you get the idea ? I've worked this stunt 
before, and I'll do it again." 

"By Godfrey ! You did learn somethin', 
livin' below the Border, didn't you ?" Stony 
exclaimed admiringly. "Gimme some of 
that goo. I'm goin' to go Mex, too." 

"Nope," Tuscon refused. "Your job is 
to stay at the Slash S an' give 'em any 
protection they may need. Now, keep 
your noisy trap shut for a spell. Us con
ventioners and candidate, is goin' to lay 
campaign plans !" 

CHAPTER XIII 

J UJX;E MANDELL GETs A ScARE 

T
ERRY KELLICUT'S first move the 
next day was to go to Cuarta City, 

taking his punchers with him. Here he 
circulated around town among friends, se
curing the names of men who approved 
his candidacy in the coming election for 
sheriff. Only a few names were required 
on his petition, and a short time later Kel
licut went to Judge Mandell's office in the 
county house and requested the judge to 
make an official announcement o f  the fact 
that Hawk Blackwood was to receive some 
opposition. 

Mandell was a long-nosed, shifty-eyed 
old hypocrite, with a tobacco-stained 
beard, who pretended to stand for law a11d 
order, but instead carried out any com 
mands that Blackwood gave him. 

"H'm-m," Mandell grunted. "This i s  
likely to cause trouble, Kellicut. Why n•Jt 
let things stand as they are ? Blackwood 
will make a good sheriff." 

' 'That's where you and me disagree," 
Terry replied shortly. "I'm wonderin' 
just what you mean by sayin' it will cause 
trouble, too." 

Mandell saw he had said too much. "I 
spoke without thinking," he replied hastily. 
"Why do you want me to spread the new s · 
of your candidacy ?" 

"Mostly, because you're a sort of lead
ing man in town," Kellicut explained. 
"Everybody knows you-even if they 
don't like you." He couldn't resist that 
shot. 

Mandell's face reddened. "It isn't my 
fault I am not popttlar," he whined. "1 
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always do my best to please everybody. 
Here's another thing : it's too late, now, 
to get your name printed on the baJlots-" 

"Horseradish !" Kellicut cut in. 'Tm 
not sw::tllowin' that bunk, Mandell. I 
happen to be aware of the fact that they 
don't hold elections here the same way 
they do in the big towns. Cuarta City 
never has used a printed ballot, and doesn't 
intend to this time. I just want your word 
that I 'll get a square deal on the voting 
and counting." 

Mandell looked nasty. "It won't be my 
fault if there's any trouble. I 'll do my 
best, but if something goes wrong-" 

"Don't Jet anything go wrong," KeJlicut 
advised icily. "You give orders to Black
wood that he ain't to start nothin'. Tell 
him there's a limit to how much you can 
cover his di1iy moves-" 

"Here, here !" MandeJI interposed. 
"What are you saying ? You can't talk 
that way. I 'm a j ustice of the court-" 

"You won't be much longer," Terry 
snapped, "unless you quit playing fast and 
loose with this town." He was growing 
angry, now. " I f  you think the situation 
is beyond you, say the word. A wire to 
the governor wiJI bring some soldiers 
down here to see that the election goes off 
without a fight. Now what you go in' .b 
do ?" 

MandeJI had suddenly gone pale. The 
last thing he wanted was to see soldiers 
coming into Cuarta City. While he wasn't 
exactly head of the town, still certain offi
cials of the state government had placed 
responsibilities on his shoulders. Mandell 
was greedy for power and wanted to climb 
higher. "It-it won't be necessary to 
bring the governor into this," he stam
mered, visibly shaken by Terry's words. 
"I promise to do my best to see that this 
election is run on the square." 

"That's all I'm askin'," Terry nodded. 
He slammed his sombrero on his head and 
walked out of the office without another 
word. He had hardly reached the street, 
when MandeiJ sent for Blackwood. 

"It's like this, Hawk," MandeJI ex
plained, when Blackwood appeared in the 
office. "Terry KelJicut has decided to op
pose you on the ticket for sheriff." 

' ' Huh ?" Then, when Blackwood had 
recovered from his surprise, he added in 
ugly tones, "KeJlicut is due to get a bullet 
through his carcass I" 

"That's just what we want to avoid," 
Mandell protested. He told of the con
versation j ust held with Terry, and fin
ished by saying, "You've got to go easy, 
Hawk. We don't want soldiers down 
here. Can't you win this election without 
resorting to--er-undue methods ?" 

Hawk stared blankly at the floor a min
ute, then laughed easily. "Now that I 
come to think it over, Judge, there ain't 
nothin' to worry about, anyhow. KeiJicut 
ain't well enough known to beat me, and 
if he should commence to get too many 
votes, I 'll spread a lot of Joo�e change 
around. That'll fix things, and nobody 
can object. Sure, we'll run the election 
without trouble. I got it sewed up in a 
bag, right now. The trouble for Kellicut 
wiJI come after I've got that star pinned 
to my vest. 

" I'll even give Laramie Lyons orders 
that he's to do all he can to keep down 
any fuss. If I do have to use strong-arm 
methods, I'll work in such a way that they 
won't,be able to hang it onto you, or me. 
Don't worry. Everythin' will run off 
finer than hair on a snake's belly." 

And with that Blackwood took his de
parture, leaving behind him, despite his 
assurances, a very much worried judge. 

Terry Kellicut at once got busy, and 
with a few brief instructions to hi s 
punchers, sent them riding to other 
ranches and settlements throughout Cuarta 
County, that as many voters as possible 
might know that he was a candidate for 
office. At this late date, that was about 
all he could do, aside from talking per
sonally to the nearby ranchers whom he 
felt might support him. 

Friends procured pieces of board and 
strips of tin upon which were painted the 
words : Kellicut for Sheriff. These were 
placed in prominent positions throughout 
Cuarta City. Upon seeing these posters, 
Hawk Blackwood ordered several similar 
signs made, bearing his own name. A s  
was t o  be expected, the signs made ex
celJent targets, and before two days had 
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passed were · riddled with bullet holes. 
Kellicut's announcement of his candidacy 
created little comment. There were sev
eral dog fights held, with the combatants 
named Kellicut and Blackwood, two or 
three arguments that ended in two or three 
killings, and the campaign was under way. 

The days drifted along toward election. 
Terry Kellicut had done his best, but he 
felt that it wasn't quite good enough. He 
rode out to the Slash S one morning to 
see how things were going. Stony had 
been working around the buildings, 
spreading whitewash and making repairs. 
By this time the Slash S had but few cows 
left, and while Stinson felt that the Bar 
X 8 was responsible for the rustling, still 
there was no preof to go on. Teddy had 
given up riding the range, and was staying 
at home with her father and Sleepy Hatch. 

When Kellicut arrived he found Stony 
plying a vigorous hammer in an attempt 
to fix up the dilapidated wire fence that 
surrounded the Slash S buildings. 

"H'yah, cowboy," Kellicut greeted, 
dropping from his horse. "Keepin' busy ?" 

Stony nodded as he dropped his ham
mer. "Yeah, but this ain't the sorta busi
ness I like most. My gun is gettin' plumb 
restless, layin' idle thisaway." 

The two men sat down in  the shade 
of a mesquite bush and commenced rolling 
brown paper cigarettes. " How's the cam
paign goin' ,  Terry ?" Stony asked, exhal
ing twin jets of gray smoke through his 
nostrils. 

Kellicut shook his head. " It looks l ike 
I 'd be l icked," he replied dubiously. " I  
got into this thing too late. You see, 
Blackwood had a big start on me, and he's 
been talkin' about his candidacy ever since 
he run the vresent sheriff out of Cuarta 
City. Course, folks don't know, or can't 
realize, that Blackwood run him out, 
'cause the feller won't admit that he was 
too yeller to stay." 

"Can't you convince people throughout 
the county how things stand ?" Stony 
queried. 

"Some of them, yes," Kellicut admitted, 
"but the others just ain't interested 
enough. The way it looks to me, Black
wood and I will split even on votes 

through the county, not counting Cuarta 
City. Cuarta City bein' the biggest town 
in Cuarta County, is the decidin' factor. 
Whatever way Cuarta City goes, will show 
whether Blackwood wins, or me." 

"And Cuarta City bein' Blackwood's 
town, as you might say," Stony f rowned, 
"it will swing the election his way, eh ?" 

"That's it. Otherwise, the best I could 
do is to give Blackwood a strong fight, · 
and, mebbe, divide the county with him. 
So you see, Stony, i t  looks l ike I 'm licked 
righ t' now. I can't do the impossible.'' 

The two men sat talking a while longer, 
then Teddy Stinson came out and joined 
them. " Do you expect any t rouble from 
Blackwood on election day ?" Teddy 
wanted to know. 

"Ain't expectin' none," Kellicut re
plied, with a shake of his head. "You 
see, Teddy, in the first place, I 've got 
Judge Mandell p retty well scared that I'll  
get soldiers down here, and I think he's 
told Blackwood to run things on the 
square. That's the way i t  looks anyway, 
'cause Blackwood has been as nice as pie 
to me, invitin' me to drink with him, and 
everythin · .  In the second place, there 
ain't goin' to be no need of trouble." He 
paused and explained the situation, ending 
with, "-Blackwood being sure of beating 
me out on the election, there ain't no cause 
for him to start a rumpus." 

"] ust the same," Teddy advised seri
ously, " I 'd be prepared. You might get 
more votes than you expect." 

"Regardless of how many votes I 'l l  get 
from different parts of Cuarta County," 
Ten-y answered, "it's the voters in Cuat1a 
City that will do the electing-and Black
wood controls Cuarta City ! Of course, I 'll 
take the necessary precautions. I 'm goin' 
to have my punchers stationed at the polls 
to see that I get a square deal, and that 
none of the Blackwood supporters vote 
twice, and so on. I'm figurin '  to have your 
father and Sleepy Hatch on hand, too, to 
sorta oversee things for me." 

"And you'll have me and Tuscon to back 
you up, too," Stony reminded. 

"By the way, has anyone seen Tuscan 
lately ?" Teddy asked. "Is  he still hanging 
around town in that Mexican disguise ?" 
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Stony grinned, nodded. "Yeah, I took 
a .:hance on Laramie Lyons not seein' me 
last night, and rode in to see could I find 
Tuscon-" 

"That is takin' a chance, cowboy," Kelli
cut protested. "Lyons thinks you and 
Tuscon have ducked outa this section. 
Lucky you was away that day he called 
here, lookin' for you." 

"I ain't worryin'," Stony replied. "Arry
way, as I started to say, I located Tuscon 
down in the Mex Quarter. He's livin' all 
alone in one of them 'dobe huts. I don't 
know where he got 'em, but he's got a 
coupla goats there, an' pretends to the 
rest of the greasers that he's goin' in for 
raisin' the clanged animals-" 

"Do the Mexicans actually think that 
Tuscon is a Mexican ?" Teddy asked in
credulously. 

Stony nodded. "They ain't doubtin' _it 
for a minute. He dang near fooled me 
for that matter. He's wearin' dirty white 
clothes an' goin' barefoot. Let his mus
tache grow, too, although he says it keeps 
him busy puttin' that black grease on. 
Lord, he was dirty ! He can sling Mex 
lingo like a native, you know, and havin' 
spent a lot of time down in m<Iiiana land, 
he sure knows their ways. With them 
two goats to start on, the greasers con
sider him a wealthy man. Already two or 
three of his neighbors are tryin' to marry 
off their daughters to him. Tuscon says 
for me to tell you, Te-rry, for Gawd's sake 
hurry up an' win that election. He can't 
stand it much longer." 

The others laughed. "What's the idea 
of the disguise, anyway ?" Teddy wanted 
to know. 

"It gives him a chance to hang around 
Cuarta City, and see can he find out any
thin' about Blackwood. Said to tell you 
he hadn't learned nothin' yet, though. I 
didn't talk to him only for a minute or 
two. He done chased me out, bein' afraid 
that somebody'd see me there and get wise 
to his game. I don't imagine I 'll get down 
to see him again before the election gets 
started." 

A short time later Sleepy Hatch sent 
up the call for dinner, and the three filed 
into the house. 

CHAPTER XIV 

TuscoN SMITH, PoLITICIAN 

E
LECTION DAY dawned bright and 
hot. Cuarta City had decided to de

clare a holiday, with shooting and riding 
contests to augment the event. The peo
ple of the town had to do something for 
excitement, inasmuch as the race for 
sheriff wasn't close enough to be thrilling. 
By mid-morning there was scarcely a man 
to be found who didn't concede the elec
tion to Hawk Blackwood. The earliest 
returns had shown that Cuarta City was 
electing Blackwood, and nothing the re
mainder of the county would do could 
change things materially. 

An empty store a short distance away 
from Blackwood's honkytonk, the Espafiola 
Palace, served as the polls. Inside the 
store, at a table near the doorway, sat 
Stephen Stinson and a man named Pritch
ard. Pritchard usually acted as a sort of 
manager in the Espanola Palace, but to
day he was looking out for Blackwood's 
interests in the voting. Stinson was per
forming a similar service for Terry Kelli
cut. By mutual agreement, both Stinson 
and Pritchard had laid aside their guns. 

At a second table, several yards from 
the doorway, sat Judge Mandell, with a 
small tin box before him. The process 
of voting was a very simple one : the 
voter entered the polls and received as a 
ballot at the first table a slip of paper, 
numbered in ink and penciled with the 
initials of Stinson and Pritchard. 

Next, the voter passed on to Judge 
Mandell's table where he wrote on the 
ballot the name of his candidate, then gave 
it to Mandell who placed it in the tin box, 
after first making a record on a tally sheet 
near at hand. In the event the voter didn't 
know how to write, that service was ac
complished for him by either Pritchard 
or Stinson, depending upon which candi
date was getting the vote. 

Mandell totaled up the ballots every 
hour. Doubtless the crooked judge would 
l1ave faked the count in Blackwood's 
favor, but he didn't dare in the face of 
what Kellicut had told him. Anyway, it 
didn't look as though anything of the kind 
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would be necessary, and for once in Ius 
l ife Mandell was turning in an honest 
count. 

Outside the polls were Kellicut's punch
ers, ready to jump into action should 
their employer's interests be threatened. 
However, nothing of the kind took place, 
and the cowboys· were wishing that they 
might leave to attend the riding and shoot
ing contests which were being held just 
outside of town. 

These contests produced just one sur
prise : while the prizes for riding were 
won by various punchers from nearby 
ranches, every point in the shooting con
test was taken by four strangers who had 
recently arrived in Cuarta City : Ghost 
McCoy, a tall, slim man with a gray, skull
like face ; Gunsight Ferguson, short and 
stocky ; Sonora Pierce, a swarthy, raw
boned quarter-breed ; and Quirt Roberts, 
a scowling individual with bad eyes. 
These four each carried a brace of six
shoote�, and were Blackwood's recently 
hired gunmen, Ghost McCoy being the 
leader of the crew. Men looked on in 
awe as they watched the four pick off 

�targets with monotonous regularity. 
By noontime Cuarta City's main street 

· was thronged with people returning from 
the contests. At the Espanola Palace and 
the Warbonnet, Hawk Blackwood was 
making himself popular through the 
medium of dispensing free drinks. Each 
time a count on the votes was received, 
the drinks were on the house. 

Among the loungers hanging about the 
Espanola Palace was a vile-smelling Mex
ican peon, dressed in loose, flapping 
clothes. His feet were bare, but on his 
head was a high-peaked straw sombrero 
with a considerably dilapidated brim. 
Hunched high about the fellow's shoulders 
and chin was a green-and-red-striped 

• serape, sadly faded and soiled. 
The peon squatted in the dust on the 

shady side of the building. His tom hat 
brim hung loosely down over his face, but 
through a rift in the straw braiding one 
eye shone dully forth and listlessly con
templated the passing scene, or considered 
with slight interest a wandering ant that 

.f'an busily across his dust-encrusted toes. 

Occasionally one dirty brown hand 
would wander inside the peon's shirt, and 
the fingers would explore his ribs in a 
period of blissful scratching. A mangy 
dog sneaked close, sniffed meticulously at 
the peon's clothing. The peon lacked the 
ambition to send it away, but at the man's 
first move for tobacco and a com-husk 
paper the animal was started into action, 
and quickly scurried out of reach. A 
cigarette was commenced, but before it 
could be finished, the Mexican's head had 
lolled to one side, and a long-drawn snore 
was leaving the half-open mouth. 

The peon was roused by sudden cheers 
from the interior of the Espaiiola Palace. 
A man came running outside, beckoning to 
the loungers about the place. "Come 
a-runJ!in', fellers. Hawk's buyin' a drink 
on the last count we received." 

A sudden rush ensued as men passed 
through the door. The peon with many 
grunts and sighs, scrambled slowly to his 
feet and followed the crowd inside. 

Inside, the honkytonk was a bedlam. 
Men were cheering loudly. Three per
spiring bartenders were working fever
ishly behind the long bar. For the mo
ment the games of chance ranged along 
the opposite side of the room were idle, 
but there existed plenty of evidence to 
show that the gamblers were making hay 
while the sun shone. 

Above the bar, in plain sight where 
everyone could see, hung a large card
board placard bearing the following nota
tions, scrawled with a piece of black 
crayon : 

Blackwood . . . . . . . . . . 216 votes 
Kellicut . . . . . • • • • . . . 78 votes 

"\Vow !" a man yelled. "Kellicut's sure 
takin' a beatin' ! By twelve to-night, when 
the votes are all in, Hawk will be sheriff !" 

"Shucks !" his companion responded. 
"It's just as good as finished right now. 
We don't need to wait until . the end of 
the voting to know that Hawk's won !" 

"Step up, gents, and nominate your 
poison," Blackwood was inviting from be
hind the bar. He was smiling genially 
on everyone. "The drinks are free and 



RESTLESS G UNS 605 

they 'll stay free j ust as loug as I remain 
ahead on the voting, so if you want to 
drink, it's up to you hombres to put me 
in office. I'm promisin' I won't be too 
severe on lawbreakers. Men has got to 
have their fling, and if you want to go 
down to the Mex Quarter and have some 
fun, it won't do the greasers no good to 
complain. As sheriff I'll see that the 
whites get a square deal." He winked that 
everyone m ight see, then added, ''Of 
course, I stand for law and order. Drink 
hearty, boys, to the broadest-minded 
sheriff Cuarta City will ever have !" 

The crowd surged to the bar, among 
them the M exican peon. "I t'ink, Meester 
Barkeep, I take of thee tequila," the peon 
requested, feeling the surly eyes of a bar
tender upon him. 

"You got any money ?" the barkeep 
growled. 

"Nada--but theese dreenks, you geeve 
them for-for-what you call heem ?
for nothing, no ?" The one eye peeping 
through the mangled hat-brim was plead
ing, innocent-and thirsty. 

" No !" thundered the server of drinks. 
" Not to g�easers ! Hawk is settin' 'em 
up for the white men-the voters, see ?" 
The man's voice took on an ugly note : 
"What in hell you doin' in here, anyhow ? 
The Espanola don't want no Mexes 
han gin' around. Vamos, pronto !" 

The peon sighed, and turned away, his 
dilapidated hat flopping down on his face 
with each step. A drunken bystander 
aimed a savage kick at him as he passed 
on his way to the doorway, but the peon 
dodged adroitly, for one so seemingly 
shiftless, and continued through the crowd 
to the street, amid the laughter of Black
wood and the rest of the men. 

On the sidewalk the peon stood lost in 
thought for a moment, then shuffled down 
the street to the Boston General Store. 
The store was deserted at this hour, save 
for the fat proprietor, Hefty Bums. 

Hefty waved a protesting, languid hand 
of refusal from his well-filled arm chair, 
when the peon entered. "Go away and 
don't bother me, Mex," he grwnbled. . "I 
ain't givin' no credit to-day." 

"But, sefior, I have of thf:'e J l lon�e, . .  the 

Mexican replied earnestly. "I do not ask 
for credit. I would buy thee Bull Dur
ham an' othair theengs. I have thee gold 
--e-see ?" 

The clinking of coins brought Hefty 
struggling to his feet. "My Gawd ! Mex !" 
he puffed. "You been stickin' up the 
Espanola ?" 

The peon shook his head, showed white 
teeth in a wide smile. "Eet is the day of 
elecci6n-what you call thee holiday, no ? 
My people are poor, but I like for them 
to celebrate, tambien. I buy thee tobac', 
thee bandan', thee lofely jewelry. Comes 
thee Christmas time for thee Mejicanos." 
Again that white-toothed smile. 

"Christmas ?" Hefty repeated dubiously. 
"I never knew it come this time of year
hell ! it don't make no difference, any
hows, if you got money to buy, Mex." 

And the Mex did. He cleaned Hefty 
out of his stock of Bull Durham and Lobo 
Negro. Next he purchas�d a large collec
tion of cheap j ewelry-brooches, rings, 
scarfpins-the sort that may be had for a 
dime apiece in the cheap city stores. Sev
eral dozen imitation silk bandannas were 
next added to the heap on the counter, 
as were a large number of gaudy neckties. 

When the peon had finished purchasing 
he bundled the lot into a large square of  
old canvas which Hefty donated, threw 
it up on his shoulder and scuffed off in 
the direction of the Mexican Quarter. 

Hefty Burns stood in the doorway, gaz
ing after him in amazement. "Damn i f  • 
he didn't have the money to pay for it, 
too," he gasped. "That Mex wa'n't no 
man's fool, neither, the way he bargained 
down my figures. I 'll swear that's the 
first time I ever reduced prices for any
body, but shucks ! when a feller buys in 
quantities like that I can afford to sell 
cheap . . .  .'' He settled down in his chair 
again, then added, ' 'What the devil does 
Election Day have to do with Christmas ? 
\'\Tonder how the election is goin' ,  any
how." 

At four o'clock that afternoon Black-
1\"0od was still serving free drinks. The 
figures on the voting now stood : Black
\\·ood, 302 votes ; Kellicut, 101 vote�. 

It cel"tainly looked bad for Terry . . . • 
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The a fternoon dwindled into night. The 
votes were coming in slower now, but each 
count showed a greater gain for Black
wood than it did for Terry Kellicut. Al
ready, Cuarta City was having a taste of 
the conditions that would be in order when 
Sheriff Blackwood was in office. The 
street were reeling with d runken men, 
fights became so numerous that even 
Marshal Laramie Lyons grew a bit anxi
ous. and tried to stop them , before the 
town got out of hand. 

As the evening progressed, it grew 
wilder. The air was filled with the crack
ing of firearms. Several kil lings occurred, 
and the two doctors of Cuarta City were 
kept on the jump, attending to the 
wounded. 

Stony rode in  after dark, and walked 
with Kellicut around the town, taking 
good care that he didn't encounter Laramie 
Lylms. I f  any other of Blackwood's 
friends noticed the cowboy, they were too 
drunk to recognize him. Stony had tried, 
but failed, to locate Tuscon. A visit to 
his partner's hut in the Mexican Quarter 
had found the door locked, and Tuscan 's 
newly-made Mexican friends refused ab
solutely to gi\'e any in formation to a white 
m:m ,  regarding one they supposed to be 
L)f their own race. 

At the Espanola Palace the ten o'Clock 
count had j u,;t been received. The figures 
a hove the bar read : 

Blackwood . . . . . . . . . . 438 votes 
Kellicut . . . . . . . . . . . .  1 47 votes 

' ' Nothin' can go wrong, now," Black
wood yelled triumphantly, from his p0si
t ion behind the bar. "With less than two 
hours to vote, all hell couldn't save ReJl i
cut. I 'm bettin' they won't be a change 
of ten votes on either candidate brt'A,.een 
now and midnight. Everybody's throug!: 
\'Otin', and I 'm the next sheriff of Cuarta 
City." 

Blackwood 's four gunmen lounged a.t 
the bar. "How about the returns from 
the rest of the county, Hawk ?" Ghost 
McCoy asked. 

Blackwood smiled confidently. "They 
won't be in until to-morrow, or next day, 

but it won't make no difference. I 've had 
men out checking up for the past two 
weeks. The best Kellicut can do is split 
the county with me. I 'll concede him that 
much, because he's sure been workin' like 
the devil.  Done better than I expected. 
But it's Cuarta City's vote that tells the 
tale, and Cuarta City has elected Hawk 
Blackwood ! Up to the bar, boys, you're 
drinkin' to a new sheriff !" 

By now, Blackwood's invitations weren't 
eliciting the response they had earlier in 
the day. Instead of surging up; the crowd 
staggered - those who were able to 
stagger. A goodly number were asleep in  
corners and on the floor. Some were 
sprawled in the streets, powerless to move. 
This time it was a bleary-eyed crowd of 
uncertain gait that made its way to the 
long bar, and reached for drinks. 

"Fill 'em up, again, boys,"  Blackwood 
ordered his bartenders. "This'll be the 
last free drink to-night. It's cost me a 
heap of money, but I 've won the election 
like I do everythin' I start out to win ! 
Fill  'em up and drink 'em down ! Here's 
to crime !" 

He was j ust l i fting a modest glass of 
whiskey to his lips, when Laramie Lyons 
came running · through the doorway. 

"Just in time, Laramie," Grizzly Behr 
called. "\Ve're drinkin'  to the new 
sheriff-" 

"Cut i t  out," Lyons snapped, wild-eyed. 
"And get busy ! You musta been sleep in ' ,  
Hawk. Wh ere's your wits ? There's hell 
to pay-" 

"\\"hat you talkin'  about ?" Blackwood 
demanded, slowly setting down his glass. 
The man 's voice was curiously flat ;,nd 
dry as though he had a presentiment. of  
disaster. · 

"\Ve've been outguessed. that's all t ' '  
Lyons panted . 

The room had gone strangely quiet, the 
crowd looking on in open-mouthed, 
drunken amazement. Behr, McCoy, Sonora 
Pierce, Quirt Roberts, and Ferguson 
gathered closer to the marshal, their lips 
f raming the worqs that wouldn't come. 

Blackwood leaned far over the bar.  
"\iVhat you talkin' about, Laramie ?" he 
repeated hoarsely. 
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"Every man in - in the - Mexican 
Quarter is down at the polls-votin'," 
Lyons stammered. 

" Huh, is that all ?" Blackwood grunted. 
He wasn't greatly worried, now, his mind 
refusing to accept the importance of 
Lyons' words. "I never knew the greasers 
to take no interest before-" 

Lyons was nearly wild. "Don't you un
derstand ?" he half yelled. "They're votin' 
for K ellicut!  That Mex peon that was 
kicked outa here to-day was Tuscon 
Smith ! He's been livin' with the greasers, 
and has swung 'em all into line. You're 
licked unless you can stop it, Hawk !" 

Hawk Blackwood went suddenly pale. 
His hands gripped the edge of the woorien 
bar until all of the blood was forced out 
of his fingers. He appeared to be stunned 
by the news. Twice his mouth opentd 
and shut convulsively ; somehow, his 
tongue refused to function . . . •  

"Well, what you aimin' to do about it ?" 
Lyons queried tersely. "Are you asleep, 
or somethin' ?" 

Hawk shook his head as though dazed. 
He couldn't get his mind in order. "Did 
you say Tuscon Smith was in town ?" he 
asked dully. 

Lyons nodded. "Yeah, disguised as a 
Mex. For Gawd's sake snap awake, 
Hawk ! Every minute you lose means that 
many more votes for Kellicut." 

But Blackwood couldn't shake off his 
bewilderment. "Tuscon Smith in town," 
he repeated slowly. "You shoulda arrested 
him, Laramie, like I give you orders to-" 

"Arrested him ! Good Lord !" Laramie 
Lyons was jumping up and_ down in his 
excitement. "He had his pardner with 
him-that Stony Brooke hombre. I didn't 
think you'd want me to take time to make 
no arrests. It's more important that you 
snap into it, and stop them greasers from 
votin'. I th rew down on Tuscon, but I 
was shootin' too fast-missed ! Smith 
didn't lose no time payin' back the com
pliment, neither. Lookit my hat !" 

Aggrievedly, Lyons removed his som
brero, and displayed two neat holes 
drilled in the front and back of the crown. 

"What's your orders, Chief ?" Ghost 
McCoy asked. "We're waitin' to go." 

"Can't Mandell or Pritchard stop 
them-" Blackwood commenced. 

"Mandell and Pritchard can't stop 
nothin'," Lyons broke in frantical l y _  
"That Sleepy Hatch from the Slash S i s  
holdin' a gun o n  Mandell t o  see that he 
counts straight. Pritchard ain't got no 
gun on. Old Stephen Stinson is gettin' 
\Vriter's cramp from writin' out ballots 
for them greasers, and Kellicut has got six 
punchers there, herdin' the greasers into 
line. Your goose is cooked, Hawk, unless 
you show a mite of life. For Gawd's sake 
come awake ! Are you goin' to show a 
yellow streak, now ?" 

Those last words galvanized Hawk 
Blackwood to action. Seizing the edge of 
the bar with his powerful hands, he 
vaulted clear over to the opposite side, 
landing in front of  his hired gunmen. 

" No, by Gawd !" he cried, "I ain't 
showin' yellow. I was j ust plumb sur
prised by the news and couldn't think 
straight for a minute. Now, we'll get 
busy. It ain't too late. I'll beat Kellicut, 
yet ! You boys go on over to the polls
rub out all them Box TK men of Kelli
cut's. You won't need to bother about 
the greasers. They'll scatter at the first 
shot. The polls with be closed in another 
hour or so. All we got to do is keep 'em 
away until then." 

He wheeled about and started for the 
door. "C'mon, men. I 'm headin' this 
fight." He paused for j ust a moment, 
turned to the crowd : "You fellers better 
come, too, if you want to see Hawk Black
wood in office !" 

Shocked out of their drunkenness, the 
crowd leaped forward, following closely 
on the heels of Blackwood and his men. 
They had almost reached the doorway, 
when Tuscon and Stony came bounding 
into the building. Tuscon was still in his 
ragged, peon disguise, but his straw som
brero was gone, and there was no doubt as 
to his identity now. Gone also was the 
shiftless, lazy manner so evident earlier 
in the day. Both Stony and Tuscon were 
carrying extra guns, and all four weapons 
were leveled directly at Hawk Blackwood 
and his crowd. 

"Stop right where you are, Blackwood, "  
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Tuscun yelled, jamming both six-shooters 
into Hawk 's stomach. " You're stayin' 
here until e very last man has had a chance 
to \·ote !" 

CHAPTER XV 
A NEW SH ERIFF ! 

B
LACKWOOD stopped so suddenly he 

nearly tipped over backwards. and his 
henchmen came running into him from be
hind. Stony drove the gang back with his 
guns. "Get back there, you sunzabuz
zards, back ! " '  he bawled. "And every man 
jack of you stick his hands plumb high ! " 

The sudden appearance of the two cow
boys swept the crowd off its feet , over
come as it was by surprise. Tuscon re
moved one gun from Blackwood's middle, 
to en force his pardner's commands. " I 'm 
shootin' on the least excuse ,"  he threat
ened. " Blackwood , you stay here, close 
to my gun. Tell your men to  back away 
and not to touch walnut. I f  you don't, 
I 'm pluggin' you plenty pronto !"  

"Don't start nothin',  boys," Blackwood 
ordered hast ily. His face was the color 
of chalk. " Smith has got the drop on me, 
I 'm a goner i f  you do." 

The crowd appeared will ing to receive 
the order, and quickly dropped back be
fore the guns of the two cowboys. Only · 
Behr, Lyons, and the four gunmen acted 
as though they might start trouble. 

"Make it strong, Blackwood," Tuscon 
snapped, ' 'unless you want to find your
self surrounded hy six si lver handles ! I 
ain't talk in ·  j ust to make conversat ion ." 

" Lay off, boys," Blackwood u rged earn
estly. "No use makin' trouble, now. 
Mebbe somethin' will happen to give us 
the upper hand, before twelve o'clock . "  
But, now, there was a hopeless note in his 
voice . 

Sullenly, the gunmen retreated ;1 way 
from the two cowboys and their captive. 
llehr and Lyons were the first to make a 
move ; Ghost McCoy and his three men 
were reluctant to give in so easi ly. They 
had been hired to fight, and the attitude of 
B lackwood brought them nothing but dis
gust. 

"Turn around, Blackwood," Tuscon or-

dered next . " I  don ' t  trust you when 
you're 'facin' me. The only way for you to 
feel plumb safe is to lean against my gun 
muzzle as hard as you can. We'll j ust 
move easy-like away f rom this doorway, 
too. I ain't figu rin' to have any of your 
friends bust up this party from behind." 

Blackwood's face fell.  That was ex
actly what he had been looking for, and 
now. with that chance gone , all of his 
hopes were dissipated. The two cowlJoys, 
hold ing Blackwood before them, moved to 
one side of the room, j ust a few feet away 
from the high, double-doored entrance. 
Here. it would be impossible to take them 
by su rprise ; on the other hand, it would 
pro,·e an ad ,·antageous point of clep;l r\\lre 
in case the four gunmen refused to obey 
Blackwood's orders. 

"How about it ,  cowboy," Stony sug
gested, when the tension had lessened a 
trifle , "shall we make 'em unbuckle their 
guns ?" 

Tuscon f rowned, glowered menacingly 
at the gunmen and the rest of the crowd. 
"Let 'em keep their hardware," he 
growled . ' · M ebbe one of 'em wil l  get up 
nerve enough to start somethin' ,  and I 'll 
have an excuse to plug him." His voice 
rose threaten ingly, " I 'm . j ust achin' to 
throw lead through some of you snakes, 
so you better keep them hands ahove your 
shoulde rs." 

The bluff worked. Had Tuscon and 
Stony tried to di sarm the gunmen , the 
action might have brought on a rebellion. 
and Tuscon, knowing the psycholog-y of 
their breed, chose the wiser course, fully 
aware of the fact that he and Stony would 
be wiped out if the kil lers chose to take 
a chance and rush them . 

Only �onora Pierce voiced the slig-htest 
objection : " Say, feller," he rasped, "my 
arms are gettin' tired. I can't hold 'em 
in the air all n ight ." 

"That's j ust too damn bad." Tuscon 
laugh ed. "Fold 'em on top of your head. 
then. That'll take the strain off. You 
won't have to hold 'em up all night, either . 
Just until twelve o'clock, or a mite after." 

" Hey, Tuscon," Stony observed sud
denly. "Don't them four hombres look · 
kinda familiar ?" 
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"Sure they do," came the prompt an
swer. "You just recognized 'em, eh, wad
dy ? I spotted 'em a few days ago, when 
they first come to town. McCoy, Pierce, 
Ferguson and Roberts-'-them's the names." 

"Where'd you ever see us before ?" 
Ghost McCoy asked coolly. 

"You was workin' with the Mex 
soldiers when they busted up old Jose 
Cordano's rebel army," Tuscon grinned. 
"Don't you remember two greasers that 
joined up with your outfit, got a lot of 
in formation, and then deserted back to 
the rebels-" 

"You ain't them greasers-" M cCoy 
commenced. 

"That's us," Tuscon laughed. "We 
fooled you complete. We would have 
licked you, too, only Cordano run short 
of money and couldn't buy food for his 
soldiers." 

"Shows you ain't got much sense, 
joinin' them rebels," McCoy sneered. 

"I dunno about the sense," Tuscon re
torted, "but we don't play any sure-thing 
bets like you four hombres. We like to 
take a chance and get some fun outa life .  
There ain't nothin' like throwin' in with 
a losin' game and pullin' it out top-side 
up." 

"You didn't do any winnin' with Cor
dano," Quirt Roberts growled. 

" No, but we had a Iotta fun. Right 
now, though, we're pullin' a losin' game 
to the top of the heap, and that's some
thin' that Blackwood didn't expect ; did 
you, Hawk ?" The question was accom
panied by a jab f rom the gun barrel. 

Blackwood squirmed. "Aw, go to hell !" 
he growled. 

"Naughty, naughty," Tuscon reproved. 
"You oughta learn to take your whiskey 
neat and your losses pleasant, Hawk. You 
didn't use your head, that's all. Just be
cause the Mexican Quarter never was 
enough interested to poll a vote, you didn't 
think they was worth considerin'. You 
was so sure · you'd win, that you plumb 
forgot they was citizens of Cuarta City, 
and, as such, entitled to a vote." 

"Think you're clanged clever, don't 
you ?" Blackwood muttered sullenly. 

"Nope," Tuscon denied modestly. "I 
A. H. 2 

j ust used my head a mite. I moved down 
among the Mexicans and lived with 'em 
like a brother-" 

"You don't need to tell us that," Stony 
put in. "You smell plumb filthy, cowboy, 
and the garlic on your breath is terrible. 
I feel sorry for Blackwood, him havin' to 
stay so near to you-" 

"As I say," Tuscon went on, grinning 
cheerfully, "I lived with 'em like a 
brother, and they got to like me a heap. 
Then I kinda spread the information that 
Hawk Blackwood was an enemy of mine 
-which is more or less true, ain't it, 
Hawk ? Next I told the whole Mex 
Quarter that they'd be doin' a favor for 
me, i f  they did their dangedest to defeat 
Hawk. In fact, I promised every family 
a present, if Kellicut won. I reckon he 
has by this time." 

"Aw-aw-w ! "  Blackwood sputtered. 
" Instead of gettin' mad like this," Tus

con advised pleasantly, "you ought to be 
framin' a message of congratulation to 
your opponent, Hawk. That's political 
etikette, after a campaign. First you sling 
a lot of mud at each other, then when 
you're licked you smile like you was old 
friends and shake hands." He shook his 
head sorrowfully. ' 'I 'm afeard you won't 
never make a politician, Hawk. All �ou 
done was pass out drinks. I ain't never 
yet seen nobody smokin ' one of your 
cigars." 

"I didn't give cigars, but I'm goin' to 
do what amounts to the same thing when 
I get through here. I got a lot of jewelry 
and bandannas and tobacco and neckties 
to pass out to the loyal Mexican sup
porters of Terry Kellicut. They fall for 
that sorta thing more than they would 
cigars." 

"Tuscon is right, Hawk," Stony put in 
earnestly. "You should have laid in a 
supply of campaign cigars. They're cheap 
and wouldn't cost you much, 'cause mostly 
they're made of rope-" 

" M igosh, Stony," Tuscon protested 
hastily, "don't mention rope to Hawk. It  
might have an allusion that you give him 
heart failure. Hawk, you wouldn't want 
nobody to talk rope, where you're con
cerned. would you, now ?" 
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"Dammit ! How long is this farce goin' 
to keep up ?" Blackwood cursed angrily. 

There was extreme surprise in Tuscan's 
answer : "Farce ?" he repeated. "This 
ain't no farce, Hawk. I thought you un
derstood it was plumb serious." He 
paused thoughtfully, then, "Danged if you 
ain't got the makin's of a politician, at 
that. You don't never seem able to realize 
when a crisis is takin' place ! "  

The gunmen were getting restless, now. 
"Hell's bells !" Sonora Pierce ejaculated 
suddenly. "I ain't goin' to stand this much 
longer. My anns are plumb weary." 

"Oh, ain't you ?" Stony demanded 
sarcastically. He tilted his gun barrel a 
trifle. "Well, when you goin' to try some
thin' else ?" 

"Go on, take a chance, Sonora," Quirt 
Roberts urged in ugly tones. "Them birds 
won't dare shoot us-" 

Thwack! A leaden slug ripped into the 
floor midway between Pierce and Roberts. 
Through the smoke from the muzzle of 
Stony's gun the two men could see that 
his face had suddenly gone grim. - "That's 
just a starter," Stony snapped. "If you 
two coyotes want to finish it, come on and 
draw. I 'm waitin' for you !" 

"And my first shot is goin' to tear 
plumb through Blackwood's bread-basket." 
Tuscan supplemented, his voice like chilled 
steel. 

Once again the gunmen settled down, 
but Tuscan felt it couldn't be for long. 
Regardless of the position of their chief, 
the four men might take things into their 
own hands at any minute. From then on 
there was little talk. The two cowboys 
were too busily engaged in keeping a close 
watch on their opponents. 

The minutes dragged slowly. Tuscan 
was getting anxious, now. He knew he 
couldn't hold the crowd much longer, if 
the gunmen continued to behave belliger
ently. Even McCoy, the coolest of the 
four, and the one with the greatest ex
perience, was commencing to grow restive. 

Hands on top of his head, he shifted his 
feet uneasily. After a man has held his 
hands in the air for a long time he is more 
than likely to take any chance to get them 
down near his waist. 

Suddenly, wild cheering burst from the 
direction of the polls. Tuscon glanced at 
an old clock on the wall and saw that the 
hands pointed to ten after midnight. "The 
count's finished," he surmised aloud. 

A minute later Terry Kellicut burst into 
the Espanola Palace, his face beaming. 
"You done it, Tuscan," he yelled. "I don't 
know how I'll ever thank you." 

"Never mind what I done," Tuscon 
spoke out of the corner of his mouth, as 
he kept both eyes on the Blackwood fac
tion. "Let's have the figures, Terry." 

For answer Kellicut held aloft a square 
of tin upon which was smeared in fresh 
paint the final count : 

Kellicut . . . . • . • • • • . .  601 votes 
Blackwood . . . . . • . . . .  453 votes 

"Wow !" Stony yelled -his exultation, 
leaping in the air and kicking his heels to
gether. "Blackwood has got to buy the 
drinks for the new sheriff !" 

CHAPTER XVI 

TuscoN GoEs DowN 

, TUSCON had risked only a brief glance 
at the figures, but Stony's exuberance 

of spirits had given two of the gunmen 
the cohance they sought : the hands of 
Quirt Roberts and Sonora Pierce flashed 
down to holsters ! Luckily their arms were 
a trifle cramped and they got into action 
slower than was their wont. 

Tuscon saw the move coming. Swing
ing his right gun he clipped Blackwood 
smartly alongside the head with the heavy 
barrel. Blackwood went sprawling to the 
floor. At the same instant a bullet cut 
through the handkerchief at Tuscan's 
neck. Two more slugs had whistled 
dangerously close to Stony. Cursing him
self for his carelessness, Stony commenced 
thumbing hammers ! 

Flaming streams of lead and smoke 
jetted from the guns in the hands of the 
two cowboys. Robert's feet suddenly left 
the floor as he jerked convulsively to one 
side, and a wild pain-wrenched scream was 
tom from his lips. 

Sonora Pierce was down now, too, with 
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a broken thigh-bone. But Sonora wasn't 
quitting. Back leaning against the bar, he 
sent shot after shot winging across the 
room. Tuscon jerked one gun in Pierce's 
direction . . . fired ! The man went ab
ruptly rigid, his gun arm sti ffened, then 
the weapon dropped from his nerveless 
fingers. For just a moment he remained 
upright, then slowly toppled on his side. 

The other gunmen still held their hands 
in the air. It wasn't that they lacked 
nerve, but they knew when to chance a 
draw, and when not to. Only Behr grew 
reckless. He paused j ust a trifle too long 
be fore he drew his gun. By the time it 
was hal f out, Kellicut had pulled • . . 
fired from the hip . . .  and sent a lead 
slug crashing into Behr's right shoulder. 
Behr was whirled off his feet as though 
he had been struck with a sledge-hammer. 
He went crashing down. 

Tuscan . was wild for battle now. 
"C'mon, you skunks !" he yelled invitingly. 
"If  you got any more lead to trade, get 
busv ! We're waitin' !" 

He stood there, shrouded by the drift
ing powder smoke, his knees slightly bent, 
head well down in his shoulders, elbows 
close to ribs, gray spirals curling upward 
from the twin gun muzzles, a veritable 
fighting machine. His replica was to be 
found in Stony, crouched a few short 
yards away. At their feet lay Hawk 
Blackwood, just regaining consciousness. 

At that moment, with a wild yell o f  
triumph, Kellicut's cowpunchers, headed 
by Sleepy Hatch and Stephen Stinson, 
burst into the room. 

"We got enough !" Ghost McCoy called. 
Again his hands were well above his head. 

A sigh of disappointment left Tuscan's 
lips. He and Stony straightened up. 

Kellicut took charge of  the situation 
and in a -short time order was restored. 
Some one threw a pail of water on Hawk 
Blackwood and he struggled sullenly erect. 
Grizzly Behr was on his feet, now, but 
clutching his wounded shoulder and groan
ing with pain. At Kellicut's order, several 
of the crowd, glad of an opportunity to 
get outside, stepped forward and removed 
the dead bodies of Sonora Pierce and 
Quirt Roberts. A few minutes later 

Kellicut ordered the remainder of the 
crowd out of the Espanola, allowing only 
Blackwood and his henchmen to remain. 

"Get everythin' finished okay, Stephen ?" 
Terry asked Stinson. 

The old man nodded, smiled. "Every
thin' was fine. We had Mandell recount 
the votes just to make sure there wasn't 
no mistake, then we made him sign a 
paper to the effect that the election was 
carried off in a square manner. His signa
ture on the count will stop any arguments 
that Blackwood might try to put up." 

"That's fine," Terry nodded. He lined 
Blackwood, Lyons, Behr, McCoy and 
Ferguson up before him, then, "Black
wood," he stated firmly, "you've lost the 
election. That I 've managed to win is 
no credit to me. I owe my election to 
Tuscon Smith, who had the guts to fight 
on, even when I was figurin' to lose. It's 
taught me a lesson, and I'm goin' to show 
Cuarta City things can't go on this way." 

"Aw, cut the chatter,'' Blackwood inter
posed sullenly. "What you holdin' us 
here for ? You can't do nothin' to us." 

"Mebbe I could, mebbe I couldn't," Kel
licut returned grimly. "I ain't been sworn 
in yet, but I 'm speakin' with the authority 
of sheriff, j ust the same. I 'm promisin' 
to give you one chance to go straight. 
You've got a ranch, and property in 
Cuarta City ; regardless of how you got 
hold of this property, I'm respectin' your 
rights in the matter. With what you own 
you could earn an honest livin'. See i f  
you can't do i t .  Another thing : the Es
panola Palace and Warbonnet Saloon has 
got pretty tough reputations. At the first 
bum move I ' l l  close 'em both up. In giv
in' you your chance, I 'm advisin' that you 
take advantage of it !" 

" By gosh," Stony muttered. "That's 
more than most fellers would do for 
Blackwood. I 'd be in favor of holdin' a 
necktie party for Hawk." 

Kellicut next turned his attention to 
Laramie Lyons : "Lyons, I 've decided we 
don't need a marshal here. I 'l l  keep the 
law in Cuarta City myself. So, La
ramie, you better hand in your re�ignation 
to Judge Mandell .  It may interest you a 
heap to know that Mandell is goin' to 
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work with me from now on. He don't 
know that yet, but when he gets his choice 
of mavin' out or livin' accordin' to law, I 
reckon he won't take long to decide." 

Lyons nodded, pale-lipped. 
"You fellers can get out, now," Kellicut 

finished. "Better get Behr to a doctor 
before he bleeds to death. He ain't hurt 
bad, but I can see he's gettin' weak." 

"We don't have to get out," Blackwood 
declared defiantly. "This is my place !" 

Terry turned a level-eyed gaze on the 
man. "Oh, don't you ?" he asked quietly. 
Then, ''I'm buyin' my friends a drink on 
the election, Blackwood. Buyin' ! Do 
you hear that ? One of your bartenders 
can take care of us, so you don't need to 
stay. I don't like to drink when there's 
skunks around, anyhow." 

"By Gawd !" Blackwood thundered, 
' .. Til-" That was as far as he got. His 
eyes dropped before Terry's steady gaze, 
then he muttered, "All right, we'll go. 
But you ain't heard the last of this." 

"I hope not," Terry returned coldly. 
Blackwood strode furiously to the door. 

Behind him trailed Behr, Ferguson, Mc
Coy, and Lyons, Behr leaning heavily on 
Lyons' supporting arm. Without a word 
the five men passed out into the street. 

"You should have put 'em in jail," 
Stony murmured. "They'll just go out to 
the Bar X 8 and cook up more deviltry." 

"Will that make you mad, cowboy ?" 
Tuscan grinned. 

"Not none !" Stony laughed back. "Me, 
I'm lookin' for some real excitement." 

Drinks were ordered and downed, then 
Kellicut commenced to eulogize Tuscon. 
"I tell you, fellows," Terry stated warmly. 
"Tuscan is the man that should be sheriff, 
not me. He used his head, even i f  he did 
buy votes with bandannas and jewelry-" 

"Shucks !" Tuscan protested, red-faced, 
"I didn't do nothin'. I didn't buy no votes, 
neither. That reminds me, though, I 
oughta get busy passin' out them presents.' 

Glad of an opportunity to escape Kelli
cut's praise he turned toward the door, 
adding, "Guess I'll do it right to once. I'll 
be takin' your horse, Stony. Mine's at 
the Slash S, y'know. This may take a 
little time, but I'll get back soon as I can." 

At his hut in the Mexican Quarter, Tus
can found the street tilled with Mexicans 
awaiting his arrival. He was forced to 
dismount some distance away, and thread 
his way through the crowd among several 
cries of " Viva Elecci6n!" and "Viva 
S e iior K ellicut !" There were also several 
who called vivas for the Americana. They 
had by this time learned that Tuscan was 
a white man, but he was dealing squarely 
with them ; that was all that mattered. 

Five minutes later Tuscan was distrib
uting the presents to the Mexicans, who at 
once departed for their homes to prove to 
their families that all gringos were not 
cheats. In a short time his canvas bundle 
had entirely disappeared, and Tuscan com
menced to deal out money to the remain
ing few for whom there were no gifts . . . .  

Finally, it was over. The last Mexican 
had departed for his home, and darkness 
settled over the Quarter. Tuscan found 
he was very tired, now. After all, it had 
been a strain keeping up the pretense of 
being a Mexican. And yet, despite the 
fact that his money was practically gone, 
there was considerable recompense in the 
smiles he had brought to the faces of his 
neighbors. Even Tuscan's two goats were · 
gone, having been presented to a man who 
was anxious to become Tuscan's father
in-law-still was, in fact, even though he 
now knew that Tuscan was a gringo. 
After all, the Mexicans were very much 
like children. It took only the merest 
bauble to make them happy. 

"Yep, they're just like kids," Tuscan 
mused, as he started to leave his hut. "To
day was like a Christmas for 'em. They 
ain't bad hcmbres, neither, when you know 
'em. Pretty much like anybody else." 

He passed through the door, stepped 
into the narrow winding street, then bent 
his steps toward his horse. 

At that moment he heard a noise behind 
him-there came a rush of hurried steps. 
Tuscan's hand flashed to holster, but be
fore he could draw, a heavy gun barrel 
had descended with crushing force on his 
defenseless head. The stars swirled diz
zily in the heavens, then everything went 
black as Tuscan crashed to the ground I 

( To be continued i� the nest is.rt��.)  
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No. 14 Flowing Gold 

FINDING oil has all the thriils of in the hunt for metals or the metalliferous 
hunting for gold-and then some. It ores. The equipment required is different. 
is a bigger gamble. The actual drill- And, what is perhaps more important, the 

ing ts packed with tense, dramatic mo- financial outlay involved in sinking one 
ments. And the rewards of bringing in a drill hole would grubstake the average 
good gusher may mean li felong indepen- desert rat for ten years. 
dence. As to the origin of oil under the ground 

Prospecting for oil is a specialty- -it is generally believed that great quan
something that is, as a rule, beyond the tities of plant life and animal remains 
scope of the average prospector in search were buried back in prehistoric times in 
of minerals. certain sedimentary rock formations, such 

The generally accepted theory of the as some of the shales and limestones. Ly
origin of oil, the type of formations in ing there in the primal ooze, decomposi
which it occurs, as well as the methods of tion set in, and the oil under the pressure 
testing for oil, all predicate a procedure of overlying rock strata seeped into the 
very different from that usually followed more porous rocks. The rumpling and 
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folding o f  the earth's crust twisted and 
bent these porous rocks, and the oil gath
ered where it could in vast underground 
storage areas. Thus were formed the rich 
oil fields, holding millions of dollars in hid
den wealth for whoever should discover 
them and release their countless barrels 
of "flowing gold." 

Like other minerals, oil f requently ad
vertises its presence by various surface 
indications, which are signals to the vigi
lant prospector that a fortune may lie 
within his grasp. 

Oil seepage is the most obvious and 
most important sign that should be looked 
for. There is an old adage among oil 
prospectors that "many indications are 
good, but none quite as good as a little o f  
the oil itself." 

"Gas blows," accumulations of natural 
asphaltum, and associated substances, are 
also good evidences of possible oil de
posits. 

In connection with these surface signs, 
the optimist must be careful not to mis
take the thin film of vegetable oil that 
sometimes gathers'about the edge of pools, 
or along the shores of brooks, for a real 
seepage. Marsh gas, commonly found 
where masses of vegetation have been cov
ered with sediment, is another false scent 
not to be confused with a genuine "gas 
blow." Air bubbles filtering up through 
soggy ground are also often mistaken for 
"gas." The odoriferous sulphur gas found 
occasionally in conjunction with a deposit 
of iron pyrites is still another pitfall 
which the wary must avoid. 

If these false indications are tracked 
down and detected as such early enough, 
a lot of time, money and wear and tear 
on the emotions may be saved later. 

In prospecting for oil, additional surface 
evidence should be looked for in the ex
posed outcrops of the neighborhood, and 
by a study of the local rock formations. 
Again, the oil prospector hits a difficulty. 
The mineral hunter has the hope of find
ing traces, and even sizable showings of 
metal in an outcrop. This gives him some
thing to bank on-a definite encourage
ment ; an invitation to proceed. 

With oil things are different. Nothing 

can be told positively one way or the other 
until a bore hole has been sunk and the 
suspected formation tapped. And drilling 
oil wells is a costly habit to get into. 

It takes an expert to drill for oil intelli
gently. Experts are in demand. And they 
are an expensive adjunct to prospecting. 
One reason why these trained men are es
sential is that even the discovery of an in
controvertibly genuine oil seep is not an 
infallible marker as to the proper spot to 
sink a well. Inexperience might prompt 
one to drill directly over the seepage, 
whereas someone initiated into the mys
teries of the business could have pointed 
out that the seep was on the wrong side 
of the anticline. Due to a fold in the rock 
strata the oil reservoir may be on the 
other side of the hill, or across the gully, 
or somewhere else where the oil seep 
isn't. 

Knowledge of the underground for
mations as well as the surface showing is 
essential in oil drilling. 

Broadly speaking the most favorable 
areas for oil are regions of slightly tilted 
or inclined layers of sedimentary rocks. 
The slope, whether on the surface or un
der the ground, provides a flow through 
the porous rock and affords the oil a 
means of collecting in natural subtt:.r
ranean reservoirs. 

According to R. E. Collom of the Unit
ed States Bureau of Mines, oil field for
mations may be divided roughly into four 
general classes : reservoir rocks, barrier 
rocks, marker rocks and indicator rocks. 

Reservoir formations are the porous, 
creviced, or cavernous rock strata into 
which the oil seeps and is retained. They 
are chiefly sandstone, limestone and shale. 
In the fields of Ohio, Pennsylvania, West 
Virginia and Oklahoma, sandstone is the 
common reservoir rock. 

Shale, a compact, fine-grained mud or 
clay from which the moisture has been 
expelled by the internal pressure of the 
earth, sometimes f ractures under the 
stress of subterranean movements, and 
forms an oil reservoir. At other times it 
acts as a barrier rock. 

One of the first requirements for an oil 
accumulation is a reservoir surrounded 
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more or less by an impervious rock en
velope. These impervious formations pre
vent the escape of the oil and are known 
as barrier rocks. They are one of the es
sential things to be considered in oil pros
pecting and are composed for . the most 
part of shale, clay, slate, compact lime
stone or even quartzite. 

Marker rocks derive their name from 
the fact that because of certain peculiari
ties in their texture, or some other distin
guishing characteristic, they are easily 
identifiable and so adapt themselves as key 
formations in an oil field. They are es
sentially position markers. When the 
driller reaches them he can estimate his 
probable distance to oil, the kind of rock 
yet to be encountered and so forth. And 
he works out his drilling problems accord
ingly. 

The importance of marker rocks de
pends largely on the wide extent of the 
formation and the geological structure of  
the region in  which they occur. Promi
nent examples of markers are the famous 
Greenbried limestones in Ohio, the Os
wego limes of the Kansas and Oklahoma 
fields, and the Coalinga red rock found in 
conjunction with the East Side oil fields 
of California. 

"Indicators" may be found either at or 
below the surface. They include deposits 
of sulphur, salt and coal. All are found 
in proximity to oil at times. Huge deposits 
of salt underlie the Texas and Louisiana 
oil regions. In some of the Texas fields 
salt domes form a core about which the 
oil has accumulated. Incidentally salt 
water almost always accompanies deposits 
of oil and gas. 

Just one more tip. It is best to prospect 
for oil seeps in the warm weather. Then 
the oil flows more freely, and is more apt 
to steal through its containing rock than 
when the temperature is low and the oil 
thick and sluggish. 

However, even oil seeps are not always 
necessaty. Most of the development of 
the great mid-continent oi l  fields is said 
to have been carried by drilling and a 
study of the underground formations ex
clusively, and without the help of  any of 
the common surface signs of oil. 

1-(a) My question may be a little "off 
the trail," but I understand that the lowest 
land in tlte United States is in Death Val
ley, and would like to know if that is cor
rect. ( b ) If so, how low is it! ( c) If Mt, 
where is the lowest land in the United 
States? Everett Webster, Washington, 
D. C. 

Ans. (a) Correct. The lowest land in 
the United States-and I believe in Amer
ica-is found in Death Valley, down in 
Lower California. (b)  It is 276 feet be
low sea level there. 

2-( a )  Is there any gold in Nova Sco
tia? Harry Willis, Pittsfield, Massachu
setts. 

Ans. (a)  There is. And only recently 
there has been a boom in gold mining ac
tivity there. According to C. Price-Green, 
Commissioner of the Department of Na
tural Resources of the Canadian National 
Railways, the gold-bearing rocks of Nova 
Scotia form a belt varying in width from 
ten miles at the eastern end to seventy
five at the western extremity, and extend
ing some two hundred seventy-five miles 
in length along the Atlantic Coast from 
Canso to Yarmouth. The area, containing 
some 6,000 square miles, is underlain by 
what has been termed the "true gold-bear
ing series." This area embraces the cowl
ties of Guysboro, Hali fax, Colchester, 
Lw1enberg, Queens and Yarmouth. It has 
produced gold to the extent of over nine
teen million dollars in value, with an aver
age of approximately $8.70 a ton. 

Regarding the recent revival of gold 
mining activity, the Ron. G. S. Hat.ring
ton, Minister of Public Works and Mines 
for Nova Scotia is quoted in the "Hali fax 
Herald" as saying, "The eastern half o f  
the mainland of the province i s  one great 
area of gold-bearing rocks with associated 
volcanic intrusions. . . . Gold was dis
covered about 1865 and for the next forty 
years a large number of successful mines 
were opened and worked . . . .  New laws 
along modern lines were passed recently 
and the effect has been immediate. . . . 
Individual enterprise has suddenly come 
to life again. There has been a sharp re
vival in gold mining." 

There you are, Willis. ('rl) to Nova Sco-



616 A CE-HIGH MAGAZINE 

tia if  you want to tackle something out of 
the ordinary in gold prospecting-some
thing away from the usual trends towards 
the north and west. 

3- ( a )  When was gold discovered in 
the Bradshaw Mountains, Arizona! 
Frank Lindsay, Waterloo, Iowa. 

Ans. ( a )  As early as 1863 gold-hunt
ing placer miners from the California 
fields wandered down into the semi-desert 
region at the foot of the Bradshaw 
Mountains and discovered valuable gold 
deposits on Lynx Creek and the Hassa
yampa River. Development was hindered 
by hostile Indians, lack of transportation 
facilities and the fact that the gravels as 
compared with the fabuously rich Cali
fornia ground were not thought worth 
working by the old-timers. It wasn't un
til twelve years later that rich silver and 
gold mines were located, and with the 
beginning of lode mining in earnest, the 
district's history actually began. 

4--( a )  Can you tell m e  about how 
much feldspar is mined in the United 
States, and where most of it comes from'! 
(b)  Also what is  a n  average price for a 
ton of feldspar'! Albert Consta-ntine, Hol
land, Michigan. 

A ns. (a )  According to recent figures 
supplied to the United States Bureau of 
Mines crude feldspar production in the 
United States runs a bi1t over 200,000 long 
tons annually. Its value is estimated at 
about a million and a half dollars. Over 
ninety per cent of the output comes from 
the Atlantic Seaboard States ranging from 
Maine to North Carolina, the latter pro
ducing about fifty per cent of the annual 
output. Other producing States are Ari
zona, California, Colorado, Connecticut, 
Maryland, New Hampshire, New York, 
Pennsylvania, South Dakota and V'!rginia. 

(b)  The average value of a long ton of 
crude feldspar is between six and seven 
dollars. 

5-(a)  Are they still dredging for gold 
in the placer fields of the Nome district 
in Alaska, or are the gold-bgaring grounds 
completely worked out by now? E. P. 
Lenihan, Shreveport, Louisiana. 

An.s. (a) Dredging around Nome was 

reported as more active last summer sea
son than it had been for some time pre
viously, no less than twelve gold dredgers 
being said to have been employed in the 
district. While the spectacularly rich de
posits have probably been pretty thorough
ly worked out, there seems to be still 
plenty of property that can be made to 
pay by modern mining methods and intel
ligent operation. 

N orne is still on the map as a big gold 
producer-and very likely will be for some 
time to come. 

Do You Know Your 
SLUICE BOX? 

1-What is meant by "float" rock ? 
2-The molten material that pours out 

from volcanoes is known as. . . ? 
3-Does a vein always carry payable 

ore ? 
4--Are nuggets of metal other than 

goW ever found by a prospector ? 
5-What is a "pay-shoot" ? 

( The answers to these questions will be 
printed in the next issue of AcE-HIGH . )  

Answers to Questions i n  First December 
Issue. 

1-A piece of gold is almost twice as heavy 
as a piece of lead of the same size. 2-A cubic 
foot of solid gold would weigh approximately 
twelve hundred six and a quarter pounds. 3-
Black diamonds are used commercially in dia
mond drills. 4-Because of their extreme hard
ness. 5-Mexico was once said to rank fi rst in 
the world's production of silver. 

Vast mineral treasure may lie beneath 
the surface of some shallow sea-under 
the lakes in northern Canada-or along 
a river bottom too deep for ordinary pros
pecting. Hunting underwater ore deposits 
will be the subject of The Sluice Box in 
the next issue of AcE-HIGH. Don't miss 
your copy. 



The Country Store 

A GET-TOGETHER DEPARTMENT FOR 
GENERAL SERVICE TO OUR READERS 

Conducted by The Storekeeper 

THE BARGAIN COUNTER 
If you want to exchange something you have, but don't want, for something you want that someone 

el.!e has, here is the place to do it. It must be understood that AcE·HIGH cannot be held responsible 
for losses sustained by our readers. 

Announcements inserted free of charge, but they mu!t not exceed 21 words inclusive of name and 
address, and must be either typed or hand·printed. Nothing but BONA FIDE trades acceptable; an
nouncements of articles Jor sale will be ignored. State both what you have and what you want. Study 
samples of announcements in this issue for the pro per way to draft yours. 

The United States Government prohibits maili ng of firearms capable of being concealed on the 
person, therefore, swaps of revolvers, pistols, etc., will not be published in "The Bargain Counter." 

Have Indian motorcycle parts, accordion, magazines. 
Want quadruple multiplying reel, traps, rifle. Floyd 
E. Hayner, 29 Green St., Webste1·, Mass. 

Have 20 U. S., 40 foreign coins, .22 blank pistol, .12-
ga., books, magazines, or? Want motor bike, light 
motorcycle, or? Harlan Gates, Wellsville, N. Y. 

Want cactus plants from desert. What is wanted? 
All letters answered. E. M. Anderson, San Lorenzo, 
Calif. 

Have chemical set, Daisy air.rifle, tent, scientific books. 
Want bicycle motor, pet monkey, .22 repeating 1·ifle. 
Bill Ardinger, 1036 New St., Bethlehem, Pa. 

Have United Y. M. C. A. "Advertising" course, Instant
freeze, makes frozen deserts in 80 seconds. Wha$ 
have you? Thoma• Gilmore, 860 Longwood Ave., 
Boston, Mass. 

Want printing outfit and fancy used guns. Have fancy 
saddle and horse gear, Corona, &-tube radio, B. P. 
Kunkler, Winalow, Wash. 

Have typewriter, phonograph, razors, opera gla.c;ses. et.c. 
Want radio, or? A. Sheppard, Box 1118, Detroit, 
Mich. 

Want Francis Zavier lrfartin .. History of N. C." 2 vols .. 
also John Lawson .. History of N. C.," or any old 
book. Dorris Tate, Box 463, Forest City, N. C. 

U. S. or foreign stamps for old dime novels or books of 
the West, old or new. G. P. Co .. Da'lielson, Conn. 

Have radio magazines and government bulletins, folding 
drawing board stand. What have you�, Send list. 
James Morris, 2017 Courtland St., Houston, Texas. 

Have fly.rod, reel and 1ine, Remington portable type-
writer, Mah Jong set, tenor banjo, etc. Want high· 
grade tackle. E. H. Roland, 2156 Berteau Ave., 
Chicago, Ill. 

Have 6-v. generator, 'h h.p. motor, 35 fiction bool<s, 
banjo-uke, cylinder record phonograph. Want radio 
goods, or 1 All letters answered. Elmo Polk, Green
ville, Mo. 

- - - - -- - - - - - - - - -- - - --- - - -- - - - - -

Tear this slip oil and mail it with your announcement-it entitles you to one free insertion in this 
Department. Announcements are limited to 21 word!r-trades only-no others considered. Announce· 

ments must be either typed or hand·printed. 

Name · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · ·· · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · . . .  

Street . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . • . • . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . .  · · · · · · ·  . .  . 

City ................................................................................. . 

(Void after December 21, 1928.) 
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HaYe typewriter, binoculars, old ma�ines, papers, 
books, pipes, etc., for old books, guns, antiques. J. H. 
Sudbeck, '610 N. 2oth st., St. Louis, Mo. 

Want equirrel dog, silent. Ha•e magazines, books, 
relies and other trades. Trade anythinlf. M. E. 
Clemmer, Smithfield. Pa. 

HaYe pair beaded Indian moccasins, opera glasses, foun· 
tain pen. wrist watch. What have you 1 D. Ward, 
1012 Conway St., St. Paul, Minn. 

Ha�v-e bouee on White River, ideal location for hunting, 
fishing and trapping. Want car. W. W. Shively, 
Crockett!� Bluff, Ark. 

Have oxy-acetylene torch, tips new, 6 C'lltting and 11 
welding tios. 2 pair goggles. Want guns, or? P. J. 
Strehl, 344 Grand Blvd., Brookfield, Ill. 

Relica of natives, South Sea Islands. Want good Civil 
War reltcs such as musket, bayonet, cap, etc. Write. 
What have you? W. W. Kanel. 868 N. Chester Ave., 
Pasadena, Calif. 

\Vant guinea pigs, rabbits. poultry, opall\, cnrtoonist 
course. list of 160 articles to trade. Write. Big Jess, 
4116 Conc01·dia Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 

Will exchange one cloth-bound fiction book for 20 post 
card views of your city. Satisfaction guaranteed. 
Send on. H. D. Britt, Arco, Ga. 

Have Burrow's pool tnble, 3 x 6. What have you"? 
H. J. Wood. Whatel.:.
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Want small Crosley radios, parts, audio, transformers, 
etc. Have 1900·ft. film, "The Teacher," and other 
good trades. Herman Zachry, Lockesburg, Ark. 

Want Neon tube. also small AC motor. Have all kinds 
radio Dat·ts and other things. Write. Wayne Storch, 
Beecher, Ill. 

Have Radiola. suitcase set, 'A-h.p. DC motor, old U. S. 
medals set Curwood books, officer's scabbard. What 
have y�u? A. Manheimer, 16651 Monica Ave., Detroit, 
Mich. 

Want outboard engine. What do you want! Ben 
Czyewski, 170 W. 20lh St .. Bayonne, N. J. 

Trade 10 post card views for United certificates. James 
Chrastka, 2725 So. Springfield Ave., Chicago, Ill. 

Have brandMnew violin with bow, rosin and case. Want 
repeating rifle, or? Julius Borst, 420 Grand St .. 
New York City. 

Have butterfly instruction book, set of Chadman's 
cyclot>edia of law, 200 magazines, books, Ever-Ready 
razor. What have you 1 Vernon A. Spears, Lamar, 
s. c. 

Have motion pi�ure camera for taking moving pi_ctures. 
Want small projector and film. Frank L. Penmngton, 
Vernon, Texas. 

Have riding bridle and holster and .38 cartridge belt. 
Want 3- or 4-tube radio with batteries or set alone. 
Bernard D. Williams, 1026 N. W. 6th Ave., Miami, 
Fla. 

Will trade 50 stamps for large cents. 75 for half-dimes. 
100 for Sc-silver piece. Randle J.o'olk, 214 South St., 
Mt. Airy, N. C. 

Have 100 SpaldiOif and Dunlop golf balls, good as new. 
Want stamps. A. A. Delmore, St. Bruno, Chamb!y 
Co., Quebec. Canada. 

Have biascope, 8-in. dagger. Want coins or arrow
heads. E. R. Akely, Little Valley, N. Y. 

Have Crosley AC radio to trade for anything of <'Qual 
value. Elmer Suthers, 'rama, Iowa. 

Want Indian relics, curios, prehistoric Stone Age pieces, 
old books on ln<lians and pioneer dCty<;, Send for 
offer. Anything in exchange. Albert Heath, Harbor 
Springs. Mich. 

Get my list if you have a good violin. diamond, travel 
magazines. office suppli... or anything else worth 
while. Adam Quenzer, 316 Barbey St., Brooklyn. N. Y. 

Have 75-lb. barbell plates. What h&Ye 700 T Want 
barbell and Milo courses. What do you want T H. J. 
Kosiu.ski, 5808 .W. 26th St., Cicero, Ill 

Want old coins. Will trade a book on hypnotism and 
black art for 5 coins. Zelda Hamaday, 7645 Linwood. 
Detroit, Mich. 

Have radio, .25-20 and .22 rifle, Conn cornet, old coins. 
etc. Want camera, books, phonograph, field gla.sses. 
E. L. Chapman. R. 3, Harrisonburg, Va. 

Have violin lessons. What have you? Lydia Schneider, 
436¥.. Sheridan Rd., Menominee, Mich. 

Swap stamps. For each 100 different foreign common 
stamps sent me, I will return same amount. Let's 
p:o. Richard Golden, 1926 Haworth St., Philadelphia. 
Pa. 

Trade auto mechanic books, wateh. guns, magazines, 
books, fishing tackles, camp cot. Want anything. 
Dan Gray, Dayhoit, Ky. 

Have guns, cornet, etc. Want typewriter, World 
War books, uniform, etc. E. L. Chapman, R. s. 
Harrisonburg, Va .. 

Have 2 dozen boys' rainconts to trade for guns or 
useful articles. Leon AchuiT, 257 Water St., Paterson, 
N. J. 

Have electrical earphone for the hard of hearing, new. 
Want guns. typewriter, 01·? R. Ward, 991 Pacific St .. 
St. Paul, Minn. 

Exchange instructions ''How To Make Envelopes For 
6c A Thousand" for 100 stamps. E. Queeney, Glovers
ville, N. Y. 

WiB trade old muzzle-loading �hotgun, old coins, books 
and magazines and .12-ga. shotgun for high-powered 
Winchester rifle. William Pbelpo, Jr., R. F. D. 4. 
Ellicot City, Md. 

Want air-pistol. Have powerful telescope, fishing rod, 
football, old coins. 'most everything. Walter J. 
Malone, 22 Grove St .. Mt. Vernon, N. Y. 

Thousands of stamps wanted. Send for my offer. Am 
teacher. Have many things. A swap value on your 
stamps would help. Edward Lockwood, Box 264, 
F. P. Sta., Springfield, Mass. 

Have small diamond and pearl stickpin, 17-J Elgin 
watch, perfect. Want .12-ga. pump gun. M. Hetzel, 
4145 W. 21st Pl., Chicago, Ill. 

Have leather aviator's coat. size 38, Kodak and case, 
fly·rod for hunting coat. good shotgun, or? Box 332. 
Sumas, Wash. 

Have old records, radio loud speaker. earphon�. and ? 
Want canary, singer, German police vup. '\\'hat do 
you want? Kathryn Schmidt, 2900 Reading Rd .. 
Cincinnati, Ohio. 

Have height increasing course, Licderman's cours�. 
magic books, card tricks, U. S. coins, etc. Want U. S. 
coins o1· anything useful. M. Sockernoski, 1&35-7tb 
St .. Bethlehem, Pa. 

Edison victrola and records, Normandy chime clock. 
mandolin, electric parlor lamp, etc. Want old violins. 
banjos, concert guitar. J. A. Riess. R. 3, So. Church 
St., Waynesboro, Pa. 

Have one-year-old registered Irish setter. female, with 
papers. -vv·ant high-top shoes, size 7, coon ot· huntin� 
coat. William C. Anthony, Freeport, Pa. 

Is your watch on the bum ? Do you need a good one 1 
I'll trade with you. John Anderson. Karlstad, Minn. 

Beautiful headwork garters, bags, ete., photos, books. 
papers, forejgn magazines, all kinds, for what T 
W. F. Gebhardt, 3107t S. Clinton St .. Ft. Wayne, Ind. 

Have cartridge belt, 36 Western and Ace-High maga
zint-�. 1500 stamps in album. aii·-rifle. Want Civil 
War rifles and revolvers. Robert Howell, 77 Grace 
Church St., Rye, N. Y. 

Want drawing books, typewriter, radio. Have books. 
stamp...:, conservatory instcument. Exchange li�ts. 

John Jacob. 610 E. Jeroey St.. Elizabeth. N. J. 
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Want any kind of abort story COUl'lle or "The Market 

Guide Book" for story writers or s:lmilar books. What do you want? Biagio Tesa, 801 l!:. 115th St., New 
York, N. Y. 

Mahogany electric alarm clock, large movfe eamera. 
speed Kodak, modern. antique firearms, hydraulic auto 
jack, medals. V. J. McMurtry, 4133 Kenmore Ave., 
Chicago, lll. 

Want vest-poeket Kodak with fast lens. Have photo
graphic apparatus. Boy Scout paeksack. l11test issue, 
etc. W. M. Mullins, 608 Pollock St .. Richmond, Va. 

Have one Stradivarius violin and 2 guns. Want Ford ... 
son belt or guns. 0. E. Log, Blackstone, lll. 

25 acres unimproved beach land on east coast of Florida. 
Trade for small improved property West Cascade 
Range, clear title. Box 56, Bonita Springs, Fla. 

Want tattoo designs and at neila, also .22-gQ. single, 
or 7 Have radio parts and :ools. J. H. George, 5241 
Natrona Way, Arsenal Sta .. Pittsburgh, Pa. 

Have complete course in Ct ssmaking and millinery. 
Want good phonograph 1 .cords, ort.hophonic pre
ferred. Mrs. G. 0. Miller .. Box 46, Holbrook, Ariz. 

Have fancy pigeons, 5-tube ,·,.Wo, chemistry set, plate 
Kodak, German marks and coupons. Trade for ducks, 
pets, dogs, guns, etc. Clifford Dorchester, 811 So. 
Meadow St., Watertown, N. Y. 

Have 2 gray foxes, 1 bull pup, 6 months old, shepherd 
4Y., years. Your list for mine. Albert Mcintosh, 
Domino, Ky. 

Want old U. S. coins, bills, Confederate bills, coins, or 7 
Write for my list. J. W. Smith 2520 Ave. "G," 
Ensley, Ala. 

Want .16- or .20-ga. pump gun. or? Have Waltham 
11-i. watch, Chinese geese, pigs, hounds, etc. B. U. 
Fanning. R. 4, Lamar, Mo. 

Electrical engineering course, Waltham railroad watch, 
hand made Indian knife. Want radio, guns, lands, 
etc. 0. M. Cullough, Gov. Savings Office, Queen's 
Park, Toronto, Canada. 

Have Western books. Want "Roping" by Chester 
Byers, "Juggling A Rope," by Charles Coe. H. A. 
Discher, R. 2, Shiner, Texas. 

Have stamps you want for your duplicates. Heifers, 
8615 Piedmont Ave., Oakland, Calif. 

Regular cowboy's roping lariats to trade for flintlock, 
cap and ball, or other old guns. Write me what you 
have. Carl E. Freeman, Box 326, Carrizozo, N. M. 

Old alman3Cs, date 1850 up to 1880. Want anything. 
B. C. Campbell. Tullahoma, Tenn. 

Have old violin. What have you? S. P. Champ, Hope
mont, W. Va. 

Cartoons drawn of yourself from photo in trade for 
anything of equal value. Send photo and state hobby. 
Dwight B. Roberts, General Delivery, Mullan, Idaho. 

Have 19aG. Indian standard motorcycle, .12-ga. single
shot shotgun. Want short-wave receiver and trans
mitter. or light motorcycle. Edward Berberich, 4427 
Minnesota, St. Louis, Mo. 

Have "How To Collect Delinquent Accounts By Mail." 
Want journalism or short-story course or books. W. 
Schwartz, 2701 Allen Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 

Want good wrist watch and parrot. Have moving picture 
film, movie star photos, books. Trade lists. Row
land Reisinger, Mount Washington, Baltimore, Md. 

Want .46 cartridge belt, apurs, other cowboy equipment. 
What do you want? Also want traps. E. Cutting, 
Marilla, N. Y. 

Want multigraph machine. Have new records, Ithaca 
double hammerless, new auto accessories. etc. Write 
quickly. G. W. Reeve, Box 18, Nettleton, Ark. 

Radio, motlograph projector, Remington typewriter, 
Hawkins' electrical guides, Hot-point iron, etc. Want eleetric goods, radio, or Y D. Lanter, Willow Hill, m. 

Have typewriter to trade for firearms. I. W, Randall, 
165 W. Main St .. Rochester, N. Y. 

Will trade any cotton-mouth or water moceasins for 
any rattlesnake or other poisonous snake. Herb€rt 
Nicholson, 4025 Magazine St., New Orlean•. La. 

Have radios, parts, headphones, and 5 good speakers. 
Want A- or B-eliminator, set testing outfit, Power 
speaker, short-wave receiver, etc. J. F. Talley, 346 
Chestnut St., Rockhill, S. C. 

Have books, snare drum and Gilbert chemistry set to 
exchange for dancing course. Ralph Schuster. 244 
Atlantic Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y. 

Residence In Clinton, Mo.. and Florida acreage, trade 
for good job printing outfit In good condition. De
scribe fully. A. L. Neuenschwander, 1289 N. W. 
22nd Ave., Miami, Fla. 

Have Titus eourse and exerciser, electric accessories, 
tools, lots of other things. Want tattoo outfit. JIUllr 
Taylor, 2006----43rd St., Kenosha, Wise. 

Want live mink, red foxes, good mink dog. Have banjo, 
shotgun, trail hounds, bronze turkeys, silver foxes. 
erose foxes, karakul sheep. C. Orsen, Colgate, N. D. 

Have excellent haversack, good records, cloth-eovered 
fiction and educational. Want .22 rifle. All letters 
answered. J. Porda, 36 Pardee St., Bristol, Conn. 

Have .. Cowboy Life on Western Plains," ._Story of the 
Wild West." Want good lariat. H. A. Discher, R. 2, 
Shiner, Texas. 

Want stamps, coins, albums and also stamp collections. 
Have large list, including almost everything you want. 
George Kes•ler, Jr., 479 Palisade Ave., Garfield, N. J. 

Will give instruction and criticism in drawina- and 
figure construction. Want old books, coins, m&g1<
zines, or? Atelier Ascalcon, 6720 So. Ashland Ave., 
Chicago, Ill. 

Have thou�and"' of stamps and all sorts of magazines. 
Want 1927 Scott's stamp catalog. Send catalog and 
name the stamps. Frank Seward, 7 521-62nd Pl., 
Ango, Ill. 

Want lot near New York. Have very rare papers and 
books. Frank Howlett. 130 W. 90th St., New York 
City. 

Have magazines, stamps, trench helmet, aviator's helmet, 
drawing set, etc. Want boxing gloves, typewriter, 
stamps, or? P. W. Hanson, 21 Fallbrook St., Port
land. Me. 

Want post cards from all states and foreign countries. 
Will exchange. S. Betzold, 1917 Price St .. Scranton. 
Pa. 

Have large ladies' fur and violin. Want camp tent, or? 
J. D. Arnold, Judsonia, Ark. 

Have large Indian relics. To get acquainted, send 15 
arrows and receive 15 Minn. arrows or tomah&wk. 
E. F. Carlson, R. 4, Box 115, Little Falls, Minn. 

Have violin and small microscope. Want 1\. C. radio 
voltmeter, preferably low range. Also have Credenr.a 
phonograph, for? J. D. Hughes, R. 1, Box 777. 
Compton, Calif. 

Have 3 b. p. A. C. motor, new '4-h. p. D. C., 80 motion 
picture reels. Want typewriter, motion picture ma� 
chine head or guns. J. Foote. Shoals, Ind. 

Want Great Dane pup or Russian wolfhound pup. 
What do you want? John Confrcy, 931 Lakeside Pl .. 
Chicago, Ill. 

Have English saddle, lariat, 
rolls, punching bag, etc. 
skates, beans or hunting 
Forest City, la. 

quirt, dagger, bit, player 
Want saddle bags, shoe 

boots. Ray M. Haugen, 

Have 9·tube radio, razors, gum1, Westinghouse motor. 
Want tattoo outfit, typewriter, etc. No stamps 
wanted. Albert Haught. R. 1, Hickory, Pa. 

Rare old U. S. coins to trade for old U. S. and Co
lonial coppers. Send list. M, E. Brown, 2951 LY· 
cute Ave., Detroit, All ell. 
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Will exebange radio puta, atilf Mek boob. Bett's Zane 
memorial oictures and past cards. for flowers. seeds. 
bulbs and cactuo olanta. Mrs. G. M. S.. Box 835. 
Martia'a Ferry, Ohio. 

Ferrets. books. tools, gtUlS, Cbinaware, waU:bes. Want 
dogs, guns. antiques, coins, medals, old boola!, relico. 
J. Dalton, W ellsviUe, Ohio. 

Have new set H. G. Wells' "Outline of History," 4 vols. 
What have you? Harry Briscoe, 3210 No. 19th St .. 
St. Louis, Mo. 

Want old llintlock guns, cylinder guns, old Indian 
<ellcs. Have anything. F. G. Carnes. Yoakum, Texas. 

60-acre farm, 6-room house, barn, orcha.-d. meadow, 
spring. W11.nt car truek. or T J. E. Howerton, R. 2, 
Bonnerdale, Ark. 

\\rill give 12 magazines, ACE-HIGH and others and 
souvenir of Buffalo in exchange for 6 movie maga
zines. 1921\-26-27. Write. M. Calabrese. 427-14tb 
�lt.. Buffalo, N. Y. 

Hav� shotgun, uke, 1-minuteo camera, 1-tube radio, 
Cocuoing flashlight. Will gi .. e all for motorcycle. 
John Polk, 323 Main St .. Evansville, Ind. 

Irish setter puppies, imported blcod lines. registered, 
guaranteed to please. Want radio speaker, tubes. 
batteries, guns. H. J. Cobb, Banner, Miss. 

Have toy trains, mandolin. Federal course, radio pnrts. 
Want type, cameras, movie filmo. B. G. Deits, 2640 
So. 62nd St .. Philadelphia, Pa. 

\\'ant stamps, "National Geographies," old books, any
thiQ2. Have curios, stamps, novelties, big exchange 
list. Warden. 40 Oakland, Pasadena, Calif. 

Trade new double-shotgun, spotlight, Kodak, special 
model, new horsehide Co<lt, size 36. Cor 1 Edward 
Micolites, 60 Harlem St .. Worcester, Mass. 

\\1ant model airplane, tools, materials, dumb-bells, or? 
Have books, watch es, etc. John Workman, Thebes, 
Dl. 

MoYing picture camera for takina- moving pictures. 
Want movie projector and film. Have M. 0. goods 
for movie film. Frank L. Pennington, Vernon, Texas. 

Have camping outfit, 16-in. boots, size 8, complete 3· 
tube radio, stamps, etc. Exchang� for rifles, swords, 
guns, or 1 M. S. Ward, 1922 Croton& Parkway, 
Bronx, N. Y. 

Have violin and bow, radio, movie film, knitter, tattoo 
outfit, camera. etc. What have you? Albert Eyre, 
278 Liberty St., Camden, N. J. 

270 acres in Klickitat County, Wash. Make sheep or 
dairy ranch, alfalfa, buildings, timber. On good 
road. For? C. L. Elliott, 460 College St .. Portland, 
Ort". 

'\\'ant books. Have post card projector, ice skates. 
CftDlera triood. and tenor banjo case. A. Filner, 1116 
Laramie, Manhattan, Kans. 

Will send 75 different stamps for every arrowhead sent 
me. K. E. Pugmire, Waupaca, Wise. 

Post card views of Waterbury to exchange for "Wide 
Awake" or other old-time novels. Charles A. Welton, 
R. F. D. 6, Waterbury, Conn. 

Want radio course. radio parts, sets. Have small phono
graph, 2000-ft. motion picture film. comedy, standard 
gauge. Write. Herman Zachry, Lockesburg, Ark. 

.W ant 2 straight-line condensers. Have radio parts and 
other things. Want small motor. Write. Wayne 
Storch, Beecher, Ill. 

H?.ve S·tube aU-wave radio, new. Want single m otor
cycle, good B-eliminator, or 1 Henry Rubwiedel, 6016 
Navarre Ave .. Chicago, Ill. 

Old gold and silver coins to trade Cor old U. S. Colonial 
coppers. Send list. M. E. Brown, 2951 Lycaste, 
Detroit. Mich. 

Ferret., books, tools, 32 x 31,2. 33 x 41,2 tires, Oldsmobil� 
engine, radiators. Want coins, medals, gold p� 
money, Indian reliC!!. J. DaJtoft, WeUST!IIP, Ohio. 

Want binoculan. gun•. diamonds, tents, � prl� 
lng, boob, wrist waU:h, typewriters, eU:. Have good 
foreign stamps. A. Welo, 2608 Chicago, Minnel\polis. 
Minn. 

Have atereo'<lope and 48 views, 1-tube radio, cigarette 
lighter. books, magazines, Spanish-American gram
rna•·. etc. Want portable 1-tube set, cornet. etc. John 
Bohnareich, 2524 Salmon St.. Philadelphia, Pa. 

Have trio of fighting game chickens, white bantams.. 
Want rifle, coons, or! Ansel Kannlng, R. F. D. 4, 
Gray Court, S. C. 

Have precanceled stamps, magazines and large list to 
f'Wap for eoi ns, relic!, gun�. or? Max Gans, 160 
Stanwood St., Boston, 21, Mass. 

Have instructions for eollecting and preserving butter· 
flies and moths. Will swap for its value in coina. 
R. Wagar, Hanley, Sask .. Canada. 

Have .45-70 Springfield carbine, good condition, Mar
bel's skinning knife, numerous parts of Ford 1927 
motor, etc. Want guns, or? William Le{anty, Brook
field, Ill. 

Want washing machine engine or l�eyt. motorcycle en· 
gine and 6-v. generator. Have guns, radio, etc. 
E. R. Becker, Gallatin, Mo. 

Want .12-ga. shotgun. Have 150 elotb-bound popular 
fiction books, A�l condition. Will send list if wanted. 
C. W. Morris, Whitely, Pa. 

Super-Elto outboard, Underwood portable, Tulloss 
. . Typewriting'' course, electric lantern. Bunn special 
lllinoir.. watch for Mirakel binocular, .22 gun, E. M. 
Latsh aw, Kennerdell, Pa. 

Have rings and neArly everything useful. Want 
chickens, lnnd, furniture, t�nts, and tent fixtures. 
Seymour Bailey, Wadena, Iowa. 

Have .303 Sava�<o. Want 16-ga. shotgun, 17-gR. Rem
ington automatic, or? P. M. Tracey, Lowell, Ind. 

Have 82 magazines. What have you? Will Harrison. 
Room 402, 121 Sixth St.. Hotel Strand, Pittsburgh, 
Pa. 

Will e.'<ehange foreign postage stamps, Scott'• catl\logue 
basis. or stamp for stamp. F. Lubitz. 919 EdwRrd 
St .. Utica, N. Y. 

Want mounted specimens, hawks, owls, etc. List to 
tl'ade. Ray Wozniak, 619 So. Wisconsin Ave .. Villa 
Park. Ill. 

Have large inlaid antique mwiie box, mandolin, 2 tennis 
racquets. victrola and records. Want automobile, 
wrist waU:h, or? Frank Maas, 181 Winfield Ave .. 
Jersey City, N. J. 

Have variety desert cacti, young Joshua trees, bottles, 
oolored lilac by Death Valley sun. Want antiques. 
E. W. Dawson, 1709 Lewis Ave., Long Beach, Calif. 

Have books by Zane Grey, etc. Want course. in illus
trating or cartooning, or? Jean Sherman, 2300 Calu
met Ave., Chicago, Ill. 

Will trade .30-30 or .32-20 Winch.,.ter rifles, A-1 con
dition, for good shotguns or hunting dog. E. Burk
hamm er. 1310 Goff Ave., Clarksburg, W. Va. 

Coonhounds. blueticks, 6-month•-old fur-bearing ani
m3ls. ferrets, .22 rifle. radio. Also want fishing rod 
and reel, for? V. W. Willadsen, Box 112, llarquetU:, 
Nebr. 

Have Star rare coin encyclopedia, '"Boy Mechanic," vol. 
1. and stamps. Want magneto, metronome or eleo
trical meters. J oh. Reichardt, R. R. 1, Morrison, Mo. 

12 size, 7-jewel Elgin watch, also old waU:h movemenU,. 
trade for carpenter tools, saw, brace, etc. Jo&. 
Huschle, 1432 Cedar Ave .. Cincinnati, Ohio. 

Want to exchange drawings with amateur artilu,. 
ever)'where. Write.. Ira Swindall. Jr., R. I, Box No 
Gatosville. Texas. 
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Will _...,. pine u....Ue 'baketr7, hand made, tor 
f&nl:7 work. lin. Marshall J one8, R. 1, Box 48, 
Gt'Orlr>'t<>wn. Mioa. 

Exchange fine llt.IUDPB. books. radios. leather coat, Haw
kins' guides. borsdlalr belt, for books. banjo. chemical 
apparatus. rifle. Austin Windsor. Hornsby, Ill. 

Want motion picture camera. Send full description 
and state your wants. Box 18. Hamden, Conn. 

Have La Salle's .. HiJrher Accountancy" course. Want 
almost anything. Send list. Long Crotts, Box 1841, 
Winston-Salem, N. C. 

Have 24 sh..ets of desiJrDS. Will trade for tattoo ma
chines. Anyone havinlr tattoo outfits for trade, write. 
Dutch Rosensteel, Box 1268, Uniontown, Pa. 

Will trade canvas pictures of dogs for any 1,000 dif
ferent European otamps. Also 1 German bond oou; 
pon for 60 stamps. W. E. Swanson, 2�6th St., 
Weehawk�n. N. J. 

Want old gold, silver, nickel, tinfoil, medicinal plant, 
etc. Will !riv" good trade. Have many articles to 
aelect from. Lawrence, 2602 W. 19th Pl., Cleveland, 
Ohio. 

Want diamond ring, stud or pin, sleeping bag, Stevena 
diamond model. Have cowboy equipment. Box 733, 
Valley City, N. D. 

Have eourse in hypnotism, air-rifle, etc. Want sword, 
old coins, tenor banjo. penmanship course, or 7 Har
old MeDon&!, Box 115, Trum. W. Va. 

Have deer horns, books by Zane Grey, Curwood, etc. 
Will trade for violin-guitar, or what have you? Ed-
win Brady, Daphne, Ala. 

' 

Have guns, relies, stamps and many other things. Will 
trade for almost anything. Ralph Thompson, Box 
861, Harvey, No. Dak. 

Will give 160 foreign stamps for each old coin sent me. 
William Michaelis, Jr., 25 Williams St., Crystal Lake, 
Illinois. 

Have S diamond sets, magazines, 2 holsters. Want old 
U. S. coins, or? Write. T. B. Cassels, Star Route, 
Cornwell, S. C. 

Have battery. charger, 60 magazines, wallet in good 
condition. Want typewriter, or 1 Your list for mine. 
Irving Klau, 121�9th St .. Brooklyn, N. Y. 

Have leather leggins, telegraph instruments, g<l)f balls, 
Kodak, boxing equipment. Want small portable 
radio, motorcycle, lathe. H. P. Brentlinger, 1625 
So. 11th St .. Terre Haute, Ind. 

Will exchange 2 packages of sachet perfumed powders 
for each Indian arrowhead or 12 for each Indian 
club. Fred Brunasy, 626 Hazle St., Wilkes-Barre, Pa. 

Have blue iris bulbs. Want guns, camera, or fishing 
tackle. Will give full value in bulbs for whatever 
you send. A. T. Anderoon, Malabar, Fla. 

Trade sea turtles, alligators, star fish, sea s}lells, sea 
beans, coconuts in husks, for old coins, cornet. drums, 
or? J. Gallagher, 1021 Alabama :Ave., W. Palm 
Beach, Fla. 

Have complete correspondence, mechanical, drafting 
courses. Will trade for anything of value. All letters 
answered. John Geraci, 644 Rees St., Chieag<l, m. 

Want old gold, diamonds, stones. Have watches, mu. 
steal instruments, typewriter. A. Wilson, 7400 Mel
rose Ave., Detroit, Mieh. 

Have 1928 Scott's catalogue, watermark, detector, stamp 
tongs, Star coin book. Want large U. S. cent. Archie 
Howard, Rossford, Ohio. 

Have gas engine, Klaxon horn, Remington typewriter, 
Gabriel Snubbers, vaeuum sweeper, etc. Want repeat
ing .12- and .22-ga. guns, ete. Roy Troutman, Wood, Pa. 

Rave 6-eell searchlight, violin course, 26 vols. Mark 
Twain's works, encyclopedia, Indian relies. Want 
l)unchiDII' bag, motore:vele, an7thlDII'. Dickson Sharp, 
ClrawleT. W. Va. 

Want L. L. Cooke ar Prot. Titu. comwe. WW do :rou 
wan\T J. R. Young, General Delivery, AlhluJ7, N.Y. 

Have 7-tube radio, all .-lectrie, no ban�lea. Want 6-
cyl auto. Coupe or Sedan. H. Snyder, 6766 La Salle St.. Chicago, llL 

Have road show outfit. Want 7xll printinlr pnsa. 
J. G. Davis, Belen, N. M. 

Anyone interestfod in stamp or coin collecting and a
changing, pl....,e write me. Have thousands of llt.IUnps. 
Byron Bullet, Protection, Kans. 

One magazine and l!'lld quarta given for ev�ry half-eent 
in good condition sent me. W. G. Anthony, Mebane, 
N. C. 

Have Wilson'• brand new, hardened steel, hoekey shoe 
skates, size 7. Want good tennis racket or binoculars. 
Myron Nalbandian, 9 Hospital St., Providence, R. J. 

121 acres of land, 15 miles from Little Roek. Ark. 
Want small farm near Denver or In eastern Kansa.•. 
or 1 E. J. Cordon, R. 1, Box 42-A, Mabel-le, Ark. 

Will exchange stamps on cover, old rare books, "N&· 
tiona! Geographies," for books on history, Clarence 
Griffin, Spindale, N. C. 

Want shells, Indian relies, stone relies, etc. Have stone 
relics, minerals, chinchilla rabbits, camera, or T Ger
ald Hunting, Box 188, Vernal, Utah. 

Have discarded clothing. 
courses, etc. Send list. 
Joliet, m.-

Want printing material, 
F. Miller, 909 S. Joliet St .. 

Have accordion, 21 keys, 8 basses. Want motorcy<le, 

Cal
lf�at? W. Bo�rdanoff, General Delivery, Vacaville, 

Want Scott 20th Century International album, either 
or both parts. Have stamp• and other articles. All 
letters answered. B. B. Griffin, Central Y. M. C. A., 
Waterbury, Conn. 

Trade toY steam engine in good condition for tennis 
racket in good condition. John Gerstner, 1109 S. 
53rd St., Philadelphia, Pa. 

Have stamps, canoe. paddle, books, chemical g<lOds. 
Want eoins. taxidermy course or tools, eurioe, magic 
course, or? R. C. Dean, Boy River, Minn. 

Will trade parchment land grant 100 years old for 3,000 
South American stamps, W. E. Swanson, 2�6th St .. 
Weehawken, N. J. 

Have good house-numbering and directory business, 
lucrative, traveling. Want 10 acres or more In South
west or Arkansas, good soil. G. F. Judson, General 
Delivery, Amarillo, Texas. 

Have 6-room house and lot, 40 miles north of Tampa, 
Fla., in Zephyrvilie, Fla. Will trade for what? C. 
L. Perkins, Leeds, Ala. 

Have .22 rifle. telescope, pocket watch, field glasses, bali 
gloves, flashlight. Want h.p. rifle or motorcycle. 
Everett Gardner, 206 E. 6th St., Dayton, Ky. 

Have movie machine, stamps, arrowheads, post cards. 
coins, roller skates. Want 1927 or U28 Scott's stamp 
catalogue, Irving Kass, 636 Hillcrest, Moultrie, Ga. 

Large camera, wrist watch, safety razors, Chinese rings, 
gold pen, art course and instruments. Want small 
camera, watch, typewriter, musical instruments. C. 
W. Knece, Laurelville, Ohio. 

Have violin, many other things. Want typewriter, or? 
William Wild, 60 Vesta Ave., Edgewood, Wheelin�r, 
W. Va. 

Have .45-90 Springfield .22 repeating rifle, .82 autc>
matle, .86-ga. shotgun, 17-j. Elgin watch, 16-j. South
bend. Watches need repairing. Want radio parts. 
T. A. Cooper, Star Route, Wellington, Texas. 

Have electric fan, fishing rod, air-rifle, No. 8 erector 
set. Want '\4.-h.p. AC motor. Will answer all letter&. 
Frank Guyer, 109 Heywood St .. Worcester, Maoa, 

Have check writer, 10,000-ft. movie film. Want tourist 
tent. or 1 R. Meyer, 27 Marie, Ecorse, Mich. 
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Have 200-lb. Milo barbell with 8 courses of instructions. 
Wnnt Benrus oboe. A-proof wrist watch. lV. A • .Bob
iD80n. Jr., Box 868, Old Fort, N. C. 

Want recent newspapers of small towns. What do you 
want! Miss A. Selzer, Box 643, Barrington, N. J. 

Have 2 Rosaries, 20 travel trunk labels, 600 foreign 
stamps. Want coins, or? Albert GoodeU, 29 Hartley 
St., Belhnal Green, London. E. 2, England. 

Have .22 rille, wild rabbits, pigeons, fountain pen, 
magazines. Want Liederman ·course, Indian relics, 
cactus, horntoada, or ? Ray E. Henry, R. 8, (b>psum, 
Kana. 

Will trade 8x12 army duck umbrella tent, good condi
tion. alao Corona typewriter, Want radio or what 
bave you T T. G. )Iauritzen, 628 Wall St., Los An
u:eles, Calif. 

Have books, bayonet.., Forest Ranger course, etc. Want 
old coins, camping outfit, rifle. or t Cbarles Ash, 
8218 Young, Louisville, Ky. 

Want traps, motorcycle, l[lutomatie .16-ga., .22 rifle long 
automatic. Have human skeleton, rifle, magazines, 
key and sounder. Ralph Izard, Tyro, Ark. 

Have skull, 2 peace pipes, string of bone beads, Will 
trade for young collie pup, male, or Indian relics. 
Edward B. Moseley, R. 4, Box 210-A, Waco, Texas. 

Have 8-tube Master Super-heterodyne radio. Want auto
matic or pump shotgun or h.p. rifle. Martin Hetzel, 
4146 W. 21st Pl., Chicago, Ill 

WiU swap coins, curios, Filippino •pears, sl>ield, bolo, 
eane knife and guns, for guns, spurs, or 10-ft. drov
er's bull whip. Leonard Carl, 187 Cora St., San 
Franciseo, Calif. 

First da7 covers wanted. Have view cards, magazine�� 
and few first day covers to trade. Edw. Hoffmeister, 
6069 Allman St.. Philadelphia, Pa. 

Have Columbia grafonola, Waltham wrist watch, large 
umbreUa tent 6x82, German binoculars. Want pedi
greed German police "Jlup. R. S. Hollman, 811 Wal
ton Ave., New York City. 

Have karakul fur sheep, Persian lamb, banjo, shotgun, 
etc. Want live mink, muskrats, red fox, eroas fox. 
Clarence Orser, Colgate, No. Dak. 

Have %-HAC motor, Brownie camera, cbargen, speak
ers, radio parts, 5 outfits, watch .. , Indian beaded 
chaps, Want 8x binoculars, or 7 W. F. O'Brien, 
Pierceton, Ind. 

Send me some baggage labels and sticken from hotels, 
ete., of yaur city, and I will send you some from 
mine. W. Parker, 4950 McPherson Ave., St. Louis, 
Mo. 

Want old documents, books, autograplm, almanacs, news
papers, scrap .books. Have binoculars, coins, stamps, 
swords, cameras. J. Sette!, 24 Crosby Ave., Brook
lyn, N. Y. 

Wood bowling ball and magazines to trade for guns, or? 
Swap lists. Ted GaudeU, 708 North Ave., Wauke
gan, Dl. 

Have formulas, books, ice skates, roller skates, date 
stamper, volume of mechanic books. Want type
writer or anything. Steven Reylek, Floodwood, Minn. 

Have electrical engineering books, radio parts, business 
course and all kinds of electrical tools. What have 
you T Carl Floyd, R. F. D. 6, Wolfe City, Texas. 

Haft poultry course, dairy, poultry, agriculture and 2 
agriculture year books, 2 razors with strap, etc. What 
have you T Frank J. Halwink, 2300 W. Chicago Ave., 
Chicago, m. 

Havq books, magazines, radio parts, erysta), watch, 
traps, stamps, Ford parts. Anything considered. A. 
L. Soule, R. 1, Charleston, Tenn. 

Han radio parts, ·tubes, books, dry cell motors. tum
bUng course, •ilver tift clasp. etc. Want human slrull, 
or? W. C. McCullough, 4871 W. 127t'h St .. Rock7 
River, Ohio. 

U. S. cents wanted, 1804, '06, '06, '08, '09, '10, '11, '11, 
'21, in very �rood condition. William SeJ'fertb, 10161 
Kercheval, Detroit, Mich. 

Trade radio parts for precanceled and air mail lltamPB, 
also trade post cards for stamps. Charles R. Van 
Pelt, 918 Livingston St., Cincinnati, Ohio. 

Have 8-A box camera. 8x binoculars and case, .22-cal 
Winchester, bookB, Crosley cone speaker and 275 
magazines, for? S. T. Huckleberry, Hulbert, Okla. 

Want old Hawaiian books, National Geographic maga
zines, February, 1924. Have lar�re miscellaneous ex
change list. Siriclaire, Box 1307, Los Angeles, Calif, 

Want all kinds of semi-precious stones, agates or un
identified stones. Have old coins, arrowheads, chin
chilla traps. Frank Parke, Hailey, Idaho. 

Have binocUlars, telescope, camera, guitar, stamp col� 
lections, coins, rare documents, books, watches. What 
have you? J. Sette!, 24 Crosby St., Brooklyn, N. Y. 

Want 3- or 4-ft. model airplane, .12-ga. double-barreled 
shotgun. Have all kinds of old coins, or? John 
Surdy, Terrace P. 0., Pa. 

Want radio, fire arms, printers' material. typewriter 
(No. 10 Royal). Have most anything. E. G. Smith, 
World's Exchange, 628 W. Boyd St., Shamokin, Pa. 

Have 7%-watt transmitter, 2-tube •hot-wave receiver, 
4-tube radio to trade. What have you? Thos. Gr ... 
gan, 65 Pearl St., N. Weymouth, MllliiJ. 

Have wrist watch, drum, bugle, swords, hunting knife, 
knapsack, trench helmet, violin, camera, books, etc. 
Want movie camera, projector, or? E. G. Wells, 118 
Chandler St., Boston, Mass. 

Have fencing swords, 65,000 atamps. Will trade for old 
bicycle or movie machine. Arthur C. Berger, 1817 
Shaughnessy St., Chicago, Ill. 

Have World War bullet belt and spurs, golf club. Trade 
for guns. F. Small, 4032 Claude St., Verdun, P. 2, 
Canada. 

Coin book; tells value of old U. S. coins. Swap for tO 
United cigar certificates. Box 876, City Hall Sta., 
New York City. 

Want Robbin• & Lawrence pepperbox, Allen & Wheelock 
percussion and other old-time guns. Box 260, Angels 
Camp, Calif. 

Will give my entire lot of 500 to 1,000 precancels and 
canceled stamps, present issue. for good rifle. or 1 
Arthur White, 18 West St., Covington, Ky. 

Want good .22 rifle. Have brand new Brandes' Superior 
earphones. Stephen Radocy,. 86 Greenwich St., New 
York City. 

Will swap one new Honer's Marine Band harmonica for 
200 Wrigley's gum wrappers from Spearmint, .Juicy 
Fruit and Doublemint gums. J. Anast, 8116 N'ormal 
Ave., Chicago, Ill. 

Old U. S. coins to exchange for Lincoln books, medals, 
•ilk badges and Civil War envelopes with Lincoln 
wrtrait. Michael Serdy, 646 Tammany Way, Home
stead, Pa. 

Want 110-v. variable speed motor, '18 or 1/10-h.p. No 
junk wanted. Have everything to trade. I. G. Olney, 
General Delivery, Boise, Idaho. 

Have radio equipment and small Barnes lathe, complete. 
Want band saw, 4- or 6-in. jointer, or what have 
you? Leslie Braymer, Raytown, Mo. 

Would like to trade pennants.' Must be good ones. 
Charles A. A�, 92 Colony St., Winnipeg, Man., 
Canada. 

Trade lnstruetlons for band checkers for Clayton mau;a
zinee, any technical book or course. T. F. Moore, 
R. 2, La Grange, NN. C. 

Indian relies, arrawbeads, petrified wood, oysters, clama, 
•nails, boob, ore opeclmens, sea shells, ete., from 

. other state11 wanted. J. E. Welch, 248 J:..mel St., 
·Ashland, Ore. 
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Will trade posteard views of New Orleans (no office 
buildings) ,  for views of your city. Foreign trades 
Invited. Roger L. Follette, 538 Jaekson Ave., New 
Orleans, La. 

Have antiQue beds, musical instruments, modern guns. 
Want relic JrUns, or 7 Floyd Williams, Bland, Mo. 

Have souvenir of Mt. Vernon, vest-pocket ftashligbt, 
auto wrench and tire repair band device. Want any 
old coins. R. W. Hawkilll!, 618 Minnesota Ave., N. 
E., Benning&, D. C. 

Have hundreda of photographic magazines of different 
kinds. Will exchange for camera, or 7 F. P. Raab, 
Box 53, Moulton, Texas. 

Have 2-h.p. boat engine, child'• bed, 6-v. battery, 
410-ga. shotJrUn. Trade bed for music course, other 
articleo for h. p. rifle, or T C. R. Mader, 446 W. 4th 
St., Ridgeville, Ind. 

Mechanical engineering library, 8 vols. and typewriter, 
for high-powered repeating rille. S. S. Greenfield, 
Fairport, N. Y, 

Have old copies of magazines. Want old abeets of 
music or magazines. E. G. Snow, Light House Road, 
Digby, N. S., Canada. \ 

Have cartooninll' course, 84 lessons. coin book aDd coins. 
Want stamp collection. Send list. Charleo Kobler. 
Jr., 611 No. 82nd St., PbiladeiJ?bia, Pa. 

1,000 U. S. and 1,000 foreign stamps. First 160 United 
or Schulte certificates takea them. W. Manson, 8&8 
1 1th St., Brooklyn, N. Y. 

Precanceled stamps wanted. For each 100 stamps 
(no straight edges or damaged) ,  I will send a bound 

novel of recent issue. H. J. · Morse, 218¥.J W. 4th 
St., Los Angeles, Calif. 

Want motion picture machine, or 7 Have radio parts, 
Meccano outfit, books, etc. Send your list. A. Ra
gone. 2254 Washington Ave., Bronx, N. Y. 

Postage stamps, bill' stock. Will exchange for United. 
Schulte. milk. soap coupons, merchandise, clothing. 
Roeder, 52 Smith Terrace, Stapleton, N. Y, 

WANTED-INFORMATION 
Are you looking for any one who has been mis5ing for a long time? If 5o, write 

•
down, either 

typed or hand·printed, all particular5 and we will publish your notice in ACE·HicH. Notices may be 
listed anonymoU5ly if you 50 desire. Before taking action concerning any answers received, be 5Ure to 
lay the matter before us. We assume no responsib ility for this department. Do not send any money 
to 5tranger5. Notify U5 at once when you have found your man. 

NELSON, CARL-Last known address, Deer Lodll'e, 
· Montana, formerly Cambridge. Wisconsin, possibly 

gone to California. Sister beard from him several 
years ago. She would appreciate any information 
concerning him. Anna Gilbertson, 1028 N. Menard 
Ave., Chicago, Ill. 

COMRADEs-Of Company "K." 26th Inf., between 
July 8, 1907. and June 15, 1909, please write to 
your old comrade, Dolphus Adams, Soldiers' Home, 
Calif. 

BRITRITSKI, JOHN J.-Last beard from at Hoising
ton, Kans. John, please write to one who loves you, 
at Hamlin, Texas. If anyone knows this man's ad
dress, pleaae write. W. B. R., c/o ACE-HIGH MAGA
ZINE. 

PEPPERS, M. A. (MRS.) -Left Batesville, Ark., 3 
years ago. Supposed to have gone to Mi88isslpvl. 
Anyone knowing her whereabouts pleaoe write. J. D. 
Arnold. Judsonia, Ark. 

P. H. C.-Don't you remember your Missi88ippi pal 
Irene ? Slim would meet you anywhere in the U. s: 
on January 1st. Write to same addrest�o but send no 
money. Irene. 

WILSON, FRED-Left Queensville. Ontario, for the 
West, August, 1927. Last beard of at New West
minister, B. C. March, 1928, I wrote you, Fred, but 
letter was returned. Plea.•e write to your old pal 
G. Johnson (Slim) . at Ontario Hospital, Orillia: 
Ontario. · 

AROUND THE STOVE 
CHANGED HIS OPINION 

DMr Editor : 
Until ; ... t recently I wu of the opinion that all 

Western stories were alike, but since arising from a 
lick-bed where a friend very generO'UIJly pave me several 
copies of ACE-HIGH <>nd Cownov STORIES, I <>m ve7'!1 
tltueh converted Gttd find tha.t I atn "" Grdent reader of 
tlt.ese Clayton publieati0118. Y 01tr "Around the Stove" 
aection is a corking ides. 

I h.ope some of your many readers in the different 
etatea, but especiaUv foreigt& countries, wiU be inter .. 
ested in h<>ving me for a pen pal. I <>m 20. 5 ft. 10 in. tGll, Aave brown euu and reddish-brown hair. I prom
iss whoever 1viU correspond witlt me, to be both humor
ous and fuU of information about the 11arious interest
iftll and lt.illtorie spots of New England. 

Youra for keeping ACE-HIGH ace-hiuh, I rem<>in, 
Very truly !/OUTS, 

ERNEST G. WELLS. 
118 CAatadler St., Boaton, MGU. 

"ACTION AND THRILLS, BY GUM" 
Dt<>r Editor : 

Ene!oaed pietU� Jlnd my best poetie<>l attempt. At least, I think the rMders wiU agree with me th<>t my 
IJ/forta were weU directed e...,.. though a bit <>mateurislt.. 
J tUit the BGme, I want to congratulat<l tiLe Cla!/t011 
publication& <>tui ..Uo tiLe 1Dise hombres who · h<>ve the IIOOd setUe eo rMd the """ and oniar Acs-HtGB. 

With '"'" tvislt.ea for contin""d succus, I a111, 
FaithfuUII a reader, 

- TOM HIR:;J. 
186 Ruer80n Atoe., Pat...HIO, N. J, 

I'fiB read old ACE-HIO'l, for quite " few 11ear-, 
And know it ; ... t C<>n' Jl be beat, 
It chases 11our sorrows <>nd dries up uour tea,.. 
WILen you and your trials meet. 
If ever you're lonesome and all by your otvMome, 
Don't ait around and mope, 
JUBt put on your h<>t and right <>Iter tha.t 
To the corner store go at a lope. 

�""""�7;.."";.,:'J' fh0:/u.�'b;:t%u':.d you'U receive J>lentu, 

And bang goes your troubles, like so ""'"II bubblu, 
And inBtead of sighing you'U hum. 
So uet you a-going, 'eaUBe the storekuper's knowing 
JUIJt what you've come to buy; · 

And you'U grab with greed <>nd TUSh honce to read 
Your oopy of old ACE-HIGH. 

FROM AN IRISHMAN 
Dear Editor : 

I tTUBt you wiU Geeept a word of praills from an 
Imhman on the general e:tceUence of the Acz.Hreu 
MAGAZINE. I consider it the best BtOT!I-teUer Oft the 
mark�t at the present day. The stories <>re writtm in 
such a racy human vein that tM reader'B interest is 
lt.eld right from the beoinning. More important atiU. 
is tha.t the fiction ill clean, healthy Gttd stimulating. 

I would like to correspond witlt. some of !lOUT read<on 
In the St<Jtu; men a"d w01nen, a...t I toiU GMtl>er aU 
letters. 

Willlt.i11g you attd ACE-HIGH eve1'!1 euceeas, I am, 
Youn sincerel11, 

JOSEPH W. CLERY. 
67 Hevtubvf'!l St., Dllbli.., IriiiA Free State. 
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TROM AN OLD DEPUTY SHERIFT 
O.r Editor :  

I have been a reader of thu fJIG9CIZiu for quit. Cl 
leng� of ti,... and bei,.g a" old de'*'tl sAeriff for 
11ears ;,. tlwl SoKthw68t, I en;ov ""'"II of the different 
....tl&ora' storiu. I """" Qi1Jefl ot&t some of "'II •tori68 
of m11 real e:rperienceB, aotd whe.. '*' togetlr.er properl11 
tlwl11 aren't bad. As tlu! pre3ent Balling g068, "I get 
a great kick" ovt of some of tiUlse stories as I ...,. teU 
tiWBe of real e:rperi<mCe or those who have a more clear 
idea or imagination of real facts that e:risted in the 
davs gO'JUJ b11. I am carTlli"g scars a-plent11 to slww 
that the other fellow was a good skat atao. I didn't 
e3cape without injvriea • 

. I atn .,.closing the little piece stating what I would 
like to have in ezchange for what I have. I a'" living 
in retirement now, letting the other fellow fight it out. 
1 have done my duty long since. 

1 thank 1/0K and wishing lots of 81leeea to ACE-HIGH, 
, _  

Youre truly, 
W. W. KADEL. 858 N. Chester Ave., Pasadena, Calif, 

A CALL FOR CANADIAN MOUNTIES 
Dear Editor : · 

1 have been reading yovr magazine for quite a few 
years and I'm telLing you it can't be beat. The stori68 
are fine. Keep up the good toork. But wh11 not have 
two fast action novels instead of a serial ? 1 sure do 
wish ACE-HIGU: came out every week because two weeks 
is too long to wait. 

Please, Mr. Editor, if 11010 print this letter, l'U boost 
your m(Jga.zine for life. A"d if there ore Bftfl Ccnwdian 
Mounties who see this letter, I sure do wish they w<nUd 
tt'rite to me because I want to a.sk some information of 
them. I will appreeiate it verv much if some of them 
u·ill write to me. -

Wishing your magazine the b68t of succ68S. and thank
ing YOM i'Jl adVGnoiJ, 1 rem.a.i'll, 

V6rt1 trulll tiOUTS, 
FRANK ELLIOTT. 

935 W. Dakota St., Philadelphia, Pa. 

LIKES MacDONALD BEST 
Dear Editor : 

1 have been a conBtant reader of ACE-HIGH and I 
think it is the b68t magazine on the market. You have 
the best authors of any magazine on the 1narket. They 
are aU good but I like William Colt MacDonald the b68t 
of 

I a;};, a lon68ome boy and ./ would Like to have pen pals 
from aU over the world. I am 6 ft. taU, have blond hai>· 
and blue eyes. I would like very much to have you 
print this in "Around the Stove." 

Y OUTS trul11, 
M. A. COMPTON, JR. 

c/o Radio Station KGHF, Pueblo, Colo. 

FOR TWO YEARS 
Dear Editor : 

I have been reading your magazine for about two 
yeara and although 1 receive seven other J>l'blications, 
I have not as yet found its equal. 

Would like to write and receive letters from young 
men and girls all over the world. 1 am �ring ?O, 
have light hair aftd brOWft eyes. I am particularly ,,._ 
ter68ted in sports. All ACE-HIGH fa..,. 

JULIUS G. BRADY. 
Boz 63, Daphne, Ala. 
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Dear Editor : . 

This no doubt, will be somewhat of "" ,.,........z thMg 
to 11ou: And 1 wonder if you would do me the fa.,or 
of iftserting a piece in the ACE-HIGH MAGAZINE appeal
mg to your readers for some books to read. I am 16 
years old and have bee.. siek for the IG8t 4 yeara. 
Here's my story : 

While swimming f01J,r years ago I heard IJ cry far ovt l" the water. 1 saw m11 boy friend Joli" �nking and 
h..U.ri,.g for help. I took a '"""'" to eave him. Wh"" 
I reached him I put him iftto the cance and atarted to paddle back. Then all at 011ce ther• toas a crash-
• big steamboat atrvck ,.., my pal dr010ned, and her• I am " cripple toith a fractured hip and a broken back, 
Won't """ see thot aome kiotd reader of Ae&-HIOH 
gots me •om• books to kiU the mOotatonY of life. PleG&e 
Jlr. Storekeoper. 

Wishing aU the success in the world to yow, !lOUT .ol"""' ClAd AC&-HIGH, 1 remain, 
·So truly youre, 

WllLLIAM R. KOLBUKN. 
t417 Clau"" AVOI., Brooklyn, N, Y. 

ABOUT TO HOLE UP 
Dear Editor : 

Am just coming i"to Clevelaotd i"t""di"g to hoi<MI• 
there for the winter after being on the lakes aU .. ,.. 
mer. Ev6rt1 summer the V1Gotderlust hits me, aotd not 
beiftg tied dow.., whtl I itut air out somewlr.ere. fl'or 
the IG8t two 11ears, I have read """Ttl isBIIe of Ae&-HIGR 
MAGAZINE and continually look fOT1Dard to the ......, ;.. 
""""· 1 start a magazine by readiftg the oomplete ti01!el 
firet and theft take pat-luck on the short stories. Of 
course, there's usually " good serial, too, that fi"ds me 
anxious to read more of. 1 t/oink ACE-HIGH appe..U ·to 
me more tha" any of its cla8s in magazi,.68. Lo"ll 
may it li"" l 

Am young, tohite, free and would lot1e to hecar from 
some of the romantic and adventuro?UJ·lo't1iftg reGders, 
both BeZ68. PleGBe i118ert m11 little plea and great111 
oblige. 

V fW1/ rincerely yours, 
EARL HARDESTY, 

General Delivery, Cleveland, Ohio. 

A LONELY EX-COWBOY 
Dear Editor : 

1 am " co118tant reader of your m<>g<>ziM and it sure 
helps to while away lonely nights. 

1 am a lonely ex·cowboy and 1 want to correspond 
with iloung girls and boys of 17 to 22. I'll teU them 
aU I know of the W68t Tezas country, I Gm 5 ft. 
11 in. tall, 19 years old and hove dork brown hair and 
eyes. 1 was incapacitated from riding by an acoident 
IG8t year i" G rodeo. 

Sincerelu your•, 
RA YPHIELD R. BRINKER. 

210 Wut Secoftd, Sa" ,Angelo, T..,, 

IN TWO WORDS 
Dear Editor : 

I have u.sed "The Baroain Cou-nter'' i11 your m&gtJ .. 
zine Reveral times and have ah,ayR been satisfied. so it is onl11 natural that I sh<nl.ld want to use it again. 
Y"" wiU find my ad at the bottom of this page. 1 wiU not trouble you with a long letter · telling IIOK 
about your magaziM becaus" it ca" be done in two 
words, "its wonderful !" 

If it is passible, 1 would like to correspond with a 
Forest Ranger or someone who could tell me something 
about thot kind of work, as 1 am thinking of trying 
for a Foreetr11 iob. 

Y oura trul11, 
FRED ZUFALL. 

4102 Huds01t Blvd., UftiOot City, N. J. 

A VERY NEW BOOSTER 
Dear Editor: 

HeUo everybody, may I squeeze in "Arou"d the Stove" 
aftd hove a little chat with you aU? 

I am now a reader of AcE-HIGH, but I must say I 
have ; ... t become 0'1UJ by reading your Second Jtd11 
number. Believe me or not, as you like, 1 plainly see 
I have cheated myself greatly b11 not reading your 
magazine before. 

Say, how would some of you like to become a pe.. pal 
to <1 little girl who lives in New OrleanB and has never 
traveled 010t of LouisiaM ? She'• 'most 17 years old 
(a grandma, huh ? ) ,  6 ft. 4 in short, weighs 127 lbs. 
(very, very ski""�'· is ohe not ? ) .  She has brown 61/68 

and rather wavy brown hair. She is of French and 
English ducent, but a pure red-blooded American, borot 
under the "Freedom of the Stara a"d Stripes" of good 
old U. S. A. · 

Wishino you and tiOUT magcuine COt&tit&ued su.coeu, 
and faithfully hoping to have m11 tnail bo:r stuffed fill! 
to the top with letters. 

Remember 11010, write c:n&d 1101''U sure gflt Gil atU"tVer. 
A very n�Jw boost�Jr, 

(MISS) MARGUERITE ROBICHEAUX. 2818 Milaft St., New Orleans, La. 
FOR THREE YEARS 

Dear Editor : 
1 am enclosing slip and ad which I would like ;,.. 

serted in JIONr magazitt.& 
May L add a word of praise to the ma"11 that yo¥ 

have received for y01<r magazine 7 I have been reading 
it for about three years and to sa11 that I enjo11 the etoriea w01/.ld be putting it mildly, indeed. 

Say, readers, how about a few letters stampedi,.g tli.U ti14Y7 We are ; ... t country farmers and have ti1!C6 to 
read and write a few a"d tlley would 8Kr6 chaN aw1<1t1 
the blu68 • V 6rt1 trul11 1/01/.rB, 

(MISS) TENNIPON KELLEY. 8. ll. Bo:r 179. Ttds4, Okla. 



How 1 7  Friends said 
"Merry Xmas" with 

same T ('bacco 
A timely hint concerning the 
right tobacco for pipe smok· 

ers on your Chris tmas list 

When sixteen of a man's friends send 
Edgeworth to him for Christmas, it looks 
as though there's no doubt about the kind 
he wants when he wants it ! Here's what 
happened to M r. Fitzpatrick last Christ
mas : 

Evanston, Ill. 
Larus & Bro. Co., December 31, 1927 
Richmond, Va. 
Dear Sirs : 

Of course you know from your 
sales j ust how popular your brands 
of tobacco are, but perhaps what fol
lows will illustrate something of the 
identity, so to speak, of the users of 
Edgeworth. 

I happen to be blest with a host of 
very fine friends, mostly "highbrows" 
-professors, scientists, etc. Gener
ally at Christmas time they show 
their remembrance and all that with 
some little gi ft-a box of cigars, fish
ing tackle, a book-all that sort of 
thing. 

Well, this Christmas many seemed 
to center on tobacco. Now, mark 
you, these fellows have no communi
cation with each other. They live in 
widely separated parts o f  the country, 
so it was no "put-up" j oke on me or 
anything like that. But here came 
seventeen boxes of tobacco, and six
teen of them the familiar blue "Edge
worth !" The seventeenth was a very 
flossy walnut, brass-trimmed box, but 
if I know tobacco, the contents were 
Edgeworth with a little perique in it. 

Just a coincidence, perhaps, but a 
queer one. Am not an habitual 
smoker of Edgeworth, so they weren't 
catering to any especial taste of mine. 
Looks like a consensus of  opinion 
among the "highbrows"--or quite a 
batch o f  'em-that Edgeworth is the 
stuff, the proper caper for a gift. 

Sincerely yours, 
F. W. Fitzpatrick. 

Edgeworth Ready-Rubbed comes in three 
favorite gift sizes for Christmas-the 
pound glass humidor, the pound tin, and 
the very attractively decorated half-pound 
tin. Each size is packed in a specially in
viting gift carton, printed in gay colors. 
Prices-$1 .65 for the pound humidor. 
$1 .50 for the pound· tin. And 75c for the 
half-pound tin. 

Please ask your tobacco dealer to show 
you these Christmas packages. If he can
not supply you, we gladly offer the follow-
mg service : 

Send us $1 .65 for each pound humidor, 
$ 1 .50 and 75c respectively for each pound 
and half-pound tin of Ready Rubbed to be 
shipped ; also a list of the names and ad
dresses of those you wish to remember, 

with your personal greet
ing card for each friend. 

We will gladly attend 
to sending the Christmas 

Edgeworth to your fifiijllj��=:r--.... friends, all delivery 
charges prepaid. 

Personal: Perhaps --;;�§��!fj�¢j you yourself are not 

' a c q u a i n t e d  w i t h  
E d ge w o r t h .  I f  s o, 
send your name and 

a d d r e s s  to L a  r u s  & 
Brother Company. \Ve 

shall be glad to send you free samplec;
generous helpings of both Edgeworth 
Ready-Rubbed and Edgeworth Plug Slice. 

Edgeworth is sold in various sizes. Both 
Edgeworth Ready-Rubbed and Edgeworth 
Plug Slice are packed in small, pocket-size 
packages, in handsome humidors, holding 
a pound, and also in several handy in-be
tween sizes. 

For the free samples, kindly address 
Larus & Brother Company, 26 South 21st 
Street, Richmond, Va. [On you� •adio-tun• In on WRVA, Richmond, Va.-] 

the Edgeworrh Station. Wat�e l�t1gth 270 mecft't. 
Frequ �ncy 1 1  1 0  Kilo�·clt'J. - Special Feature r 1 he 
" Ed.rewonh Clu b "  Hnur et�ery W, dne.sday E11eni...,. 

at nine o'clock; £astern Stc• ndard Time. 

Please mention NEWSSTAND GROUP-MEN'S LIST, when answering advertisements 



Send 
For This 
FREE 
Book ! 

Telling ofPame and Rewards Wo• "JMm 
Who Sol-re Finger Prim Mystmu 

• • •  , • Shortly before miduleht a youngcoupleallpped 
away from the dance in a lone. low, rak.iah roadat_�. 
Early next mornillg they were foUDd dead bedila 
the road." 
Who had committed the murder? 
Read the reat of the etory on page 15 of our new Finpr 
Print hook. Find out how the murderen were traced 
tried and convicted, and how a certain fineer expert 
aolved five murder mysteries and leCUred 97 convictJona In leu than a year. 
In these thirteen atoriH of crime, daring rohberlee, m,.. 
terioue murdera, thrilling eecapee, you'll read of men 
who achieved fame, big rewarde and Important poai· tiona In a short time through the study of finger printL 
Find out how you too, can become a Flneer Print ExPert. 

. Finger Print Experts Needed 
lion aDd moN the detection of erime reoo�..,. hoelf IDto a 
fiiOblem of ldeDtlftcation. Uore trained men are needed. Unt""'lty of Appllocl SciODee and ... _ eat lint eboloe at tbe bfc 
poolliODL 
1' oa ..., loam llnaer print ldontllleatloD Ia a few 11100tU .. fOUl' lpaN time-at bome. I "\ 

Sead the Coupoa 
'l'bW book eaDnot be bought at any ne-t&Dd or book •torebot It wiU be aent to you FREE If ,Joa wrtte to ua at onee. 
Rf.� e'!-::J:rn. m;::·�=�" lfn �=e��n�= 
tlrli •If abouc our Jow pneeJ and eUJ' terme. Write f• It today. 

1Jnivenlty of AppUed Sdence 
1920 S111111yalde Av., Dept. lS-69 Chicago, DL 

•••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• 
llldvenlty of Applied Science, Dept. l5-69 

uno 811111Q'IIfde Ave., Cblcago, DL 
ra:=r�:t ��c::rab�i=� :::,a!b���.�·�:r:::,·;.! .,.,_... a beer Driat uoert bJ' •tadJ'J:aa. a ,_ IDODtb• JD • .,.. ..........._.d wa ... .U abou.t J'O...r low pric: .. ud ... ,. ur... 

N--. ..................................................................................... .............................. . 

.. _____________________________________________ _ 

a..------------------------------- -----------

• M�m!l!t!,g 
Aeeountanta command bie lneome. 
Tbouoanda needed. About 11,000 Certified Public Accountant• In U. 8. MIUlY earn �.000 to $20.000. 
We train you thorouebly at bome In :vour opare time for C. P.A. ex
amination• or executive account
Ina poeitiono. Previoua bookkeep. 
log knowledee unneceaeary-we 
prepare yoo from around up. 
Our trainlne Ia aupervioed by 
Wm. B. Cutenbolz, A. M., 
C. P. A .. uaiatedb:v staff of 0. P.A.'1. 
Low eoot- eaoy terma. Write now for valuable 64-pap book free. 
LaSIIfle iEate .. lon Ualvere._, Dalllo 

ALWAYS In For DENISON'S-U Yen of llllt Comedy -Dramu, PLAYS Vaudeville Act., 
Farces, M u oical Monolop.Dialoe-, 
Comedies,Revueo. Entertainment., 
Chalk-Talk, Amateur Circus and Magic Booklo 
Blac�-faceSkits,MINSJRELS Sn.appy Poatefto OpentngCboruaee. Wtndow Cerda. 
Complete First-Pa rte, witb SQ,!>tr Programa. New Clever CO MEDY SONG5tor:vourebow. 
Make-up Goods. Wiea. CATALOGUE FREE. 
Y. S. DEIUSOI A CD� 5%3 So. Waltuh. DeDI. 131, CIJiciM 

�i I]� [Jrn �Ill�� 
SUBSTANTIAL ADVANCE ROYALTIES 
ARE PAID upon publishable work. ANY
ONE having original ideas for Songs may 
aubmit poems for examination and advice.
WALTER NEWCOMER, 1 674 B'way, N. Y. 

Please mention NEWSSTAND GROUP-MEN's LisT, when answering advertisements 



'Wfrli�orc'cr-Jtve 
persooal facts--aae. occu· 
patlon, etc. U ponible 
ooe or two rel'ereaccs. I.E� LATIONS STRICTLY 
CONFIDENTIAL - NO 
DIRECT INQUIRIES 
MA�_Ship prompt-_ 
!! fO!; . 

30DAYS TRIAL 
tl-:eatke17-.aris6Cd ' aod. 
coo•ioad r,ou: cannot 
-equalourf'a ueunywhere, 
cash or acdit, Joc::al or 
mail order. pay small 
aruouat alated each moot b. 
Otherwise rc\urn sdccrioa. 
and we cheerfully refund 

No.87--1 8kt.wh1tC' 

����ly �:;:�� ����� 
blue whitc diamond. 
.... ... 00-

t�"�'b�g�xa. 
··ANTEED OR YO.UR. Ml!�p��··IIJ!�-·� 
N,QNI!�-

How do you 
SPELL YOUR lAME? 

fn tlle window, top, body, whiiiL l/1 WldtP tlle fonder of the 
Buick Bedtn pictured here a:e certain lucky latten eleYeriJ' worke<l 
Into the picture by the artlat. Ceo you lind OJen one ot tho,. 
lettelS which appean In Jour lost D&JDe r 

TELL ME the letter you b&Ye found In the ear. lle
member. thil letter. must appear eom&
where 1n your laJt name. Send 1t to me 

with your name and addreSB. I am &frtn..g a.way tour autos and 
many other prizes. You m&.J be the one who will write na 

AND WIN BUICK SEDAN or $1800 Cash 
CEmFICAttF0R S480.00 TOAPPlYON CRAND PRIZE SENTIMMEDIAmYAS BELOW IFYOU FINDALETTER 

!JD-D�:'e�·���!e�.! ���c�0io�H�:00s�0 !:! �JflJll)���z�A1ls��.GW·o�&��i:': !rJ �;!: nd at:ra�ht. No more�uzzle• to solve. Wo tl•te of worda to make or write or a.D7 otb�•· Thle 
.rs:��.�� � o: ��-�.�t �����t�� •:b���r::r:o.?ia:t. �:..c;!;: C£..�1'J'OD8 re�!t 

:roa caD flnii oaeof tba bidden Mttere ln J'Our name. Nnd1t ri&btaw.,. bJ' letter. That'•aU. -

FRANCE, DEPT. 1 3, 500 N. DEARBORN ST., CHICAGO 

Travel for "Uncle Sam" 
$158 TO $225 MONTH 

IFRiNiUN'iNsTiTliTiD;;:;;u.;;cl:;t.;,;;:-v. / Sirs : Rush t() mo. without charge, ( 1 )  Full particulars. teUlD.i' how 

/ ''�o��mt;_et C.si��abo;:��i1J���/2���n��ti� ��J�a&�i / of ma.ny positions obtainable. 

/
/NUIJ.e . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . .  

' Addreos . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

Please mention NEWSSTAND GROUP-MEN's LIST, when answering advertisements 



�����J� : . -.,� ' Landau• 
Serenadera 

't Play a 
Note-Now Makes 

$�00 
a week 

.. When I MOt for J'OUI'cata)osr. J didn't 
kftow a note of mo1ie. A few mootM after 1 boaabt m7 Wurliberlnatrum�nt !rc��D �::•r.: ��-;loo� r:�b �= b�� t:.::..-: ��,_m_: ::; :=r=:.��-�.eanJeara 

-BiU Canla Free Trial 

•n mooe7. 

Wo allo Ill•• roo oar Free Trial, Eur P.,..,.ut PlaD. No obllptlae. 

�.�E..!! ... £��e.�!!:u'"''[!J..!!.!!.l ! 
The Rudolph Wurlitzer Co .. 0epL 2289� 

1 1 7  E. 4th SL, Cincinnati. 
1:: ���u�Pl��o1'!t?i;:'t!'��· At.o roar 

N- -·-···-·---·····-···············-·····--·----·· 

Add .............. -·-------··--··--·------·----·-·---

C!itll---------------------------------·--

1-: ····-·-----·····--·--·-----·-·-----

COfJI/TlQM J�¥lj. 'J.'II6 RMuOiph Wvr!·,,aer vo. 

Bids SeU ol  
ASTHMA 

If Asthma Is getting the best of :vou aud II olowb 
tearing down your health, I want you to try a treat
ment that saved me from a l1fe of torture and aa:oD.J', 
after e"erythJng else. even Doctors, failed to help roe. 
1 could not get Ute insurance because 1 was considered 
hopeless. But tWs treatment performed a miracle ln mJ' 
case. Within 24 hours I could lle down and alrep 1n 
comfort all night Ion&. All choking and wheezinl stopped 
almost instantly, It is really astonishing bow Quicll:lJ 
I �ot \\'ell and I have not had an attack since. My 
recovery was so complete I ha.d no trouble tn getUDI my 
llfe Insured for Ten Thousand Dollars. The Doctor could 
not ftnd even a trace of Asthma. I will prove this by & 
aworn affidavit from the Doctor who examined me. Now 
I want to help every one sulfedng the torture and agon7 
of Asthma attacks. I will gladly send a 1enerous free 
trial treatment to every sutrerer who will v.·rlte for it. 
It anything you have tried has Pven you only "'tempor&r7 
relief. write me today for a tree trial of my treauneut 
and proof that I got rid of Asthma after sutreri.nr liS 
:Je&rs. Remembfo .. the trial treatment 1s free. Write today. 
0. W. Dean, 1878 Dean Bldr... Bentoll Harbor, Web. 

( ) Ry. Mall Clerk ( ) Steno-Typht 

� � K: �: ��tc��ler � � ������:a�� I
n

spec
to

t 
( ) Special A•ent ( ) Auditor 

(Investigator) ( ) Bteno-Secretary 
( ) CitY Mall Corrlet ( ) U. S. Border P•trol 
( ) Mcftt lmOf"Ctor ( ) Chauft'eur-Carrier I l P 0 Clerk ( ) \VAtchman 
1 File Clerk ( l Skilled Laborer 
( ) General Clerk ( Postmaster 
( l Matron ( ) Typlat JNSTRUC"'MO"'f RUREAU, 112-H, St. Loo1 • . 14� . ��� n;:_;k��.PX'�·'·Icalg!i'"�:.� 1�!!� =o: alti•• etc. ALL SENT FREE. 

Please mention NEWSSTAND GaouP-MEN's l..xsT, when answering advertisements 



£earn at Henne-lly Mail 
EasUyl Quickly! 

New! Different! Dr. Harlan Tarbell. Famous 
Magic. Wizard. teaches you Big Tricks, lllu· 
sions, Stage Stunts, "Patter'' and the Principles 
of Magic. You learn easily and quickly at 
home by mail. Earn $250 to $1,000 a month. 
Write today for big free Magic Book. 

Astonish Your Friends 
Gain that magnetic J)Opularity that makes you thea11ter of any crowd. Business and social success is assured 
the man who can perform mystifying tricks. Yon can 
earn big money either on the side or as a professional, as well asbeinjtthe mostpopularperson in your crowd. Why 
envy others skill? You can learn Magicyourself,quickly

f easily - at home- by mail- during your spare time WRITE f Mail coupon now for big free 
0 Magic Book telling all about 

the great Tarbell Course in Maalc. Ga O..r Low Pricu and Easy Payment Plan. 
• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  
Tar1N!D S,atem, lac., Stadlo 1H9 

1920 IIalua7dde AYeaue, CJdcaco, DL 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 

N- ................................... ---··-·-· : 
A ........ ................................................. : 
·-··············--------- ---- ------------· Al10 --------·· I. 

Government Job is a Good.Jo� 
$1260 lo $3400 

a rear 

STEADY WORK 
Vacation 

wltb lun par 

MEN-WOMEN 
18 1• 5S 

PICK YOUR JOB 
RAILWAY POSTAl. CI.ERit 

.Railway Postal Clerks get $1900 the first year being paid 
on the first and fifteenth of 

_
each month. $i8.00 each pay 

day. Thetr pay IS qmckly Increased, the maximum being $2,700 a year. $112.50 each pay day. 
TRAVEL-SEE YOUR COUNTRY 

Railway Postal Clerks, like all Government employees, 
have a yearly vacation of 15 working days (about 18 
days). They travel constantly and see the country. When a way from borne they get extra allowance for hotel. 
When they &row old, they are retired with a J>ension. 

CITY MAll. CARRIERS 
POSTOFnCE CLERKS 

Clerka and Ca.rriers now eommence at St. 'TOO a year and automatically increase $100 a year to 
$2.100 and $2,300. They also have 15 d�o· paid 
f&C&Uon. CitY residence is unnecessary. 

GOVERNMENT CLERK 
(Open to men and wamen 18 to 50) 

Balan· $1,260 to $2,100 a year. Pleasant cJcr· 
teal work 1n the nrious government departments 
at Washington,. D. C .• IUld othe:r cities throuahout 
the country. 

PROHIBITION AGENT 
(Men 25 to 55) 

$2,300 to $3,400 a year. Work connected witU 
the enforcement of lhe probibltlon law11. 

GET FREE LIST OF POSITIONS 
Fill out the following coupon.. Tear it off and 

mall it today.:......now. at once. 

00 IT N OW-this investment of two cents for & postnre st.o.mJ> may result in your getting a Govenunent Job. 

-- - - --- - -----------

F R A N K LI N  I N STITUTE 
Dept. 1270, ROCHESTER, N. Y. 

Rush to me free of rharKo (1)  a full doscrlptlon of the poflitlon 
checked below' : (2)  Freo Copy ot 32·page hook, "now to Got a 
U. S. Gov<"mment Job" : (3) A llst of the U. 8. Government Johs 
now obtainable; ( 4. )  Tell me how to get the DOS1Llon I have chocked. 

0 Railway Postal Clerk . . . • . . . . . . . . • • . . • . . . . . . . . .  ($1900-$2700) 
0 Pootoflice Clerk . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  ($ 1 700-$2300) 
0 City Mall Carrier . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  ($1700-$2100) § Rural Mall  Carri..- . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  ($2100-$3300) 

General Cl..-k . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . U 1 260-$21001 ProhibitioR Ageot-l nvestigator . . . . .  _., . . . . . . . . . . . ($2300-$3400) 

Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . .  

Address . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . . 
Use This Coupon Before You Mislay It. 

Please mention NEWSSTAND GRoUP-MEN's LIST, when answering advertisements 



Only 
A Sen,.tional Offer!� 
Only $1.00 and you get 
tbefamous21· Jewel Studebaker 
Watcbdirecdrom factory. Bal• 
ance in eaaymonthly payments! 

Lowest price• ever named 
on similar quality. You eave 30� to 50�. 

The Insured Watch 

Studebaker Watcb C::O. lXneCMibJI tM StttdebGJuw F"ntttil.-U&� quartw• of o eftUttry of /G&r d..caliA(I 
WATCBitS-DJAMONDS-JBWJ:LRT DeP'.N903 South Bead, lad. 
CotNG""'• addn.: Wit�ct.or, Ox I. 

STUDEBAKER Wo\TCH COMPANY 
Dept. N908 Booth Beod, IndJana 

0 \J:�� 8��'1:. ::,d :::rre!r::. s·::���r�o�ct::r: 0 P'-" Hod m• JewelrJ CataJoa tree. 

N ..................... ...................................... . 

ser..t or B. I'. D ........................................ .. 
Qq, or PHC 0�•······ · ········•••••••••••••••••••••••··• 
s..... .... . . . . . . . . . . .. ........................................ . 

HY PNOTISM 
Would you pos· •••••!lll!! 
sess that strange 
m y s t e r i o u s  
power w h i c h  
c h a r m s  a n d  
fascinates m e n 
and women, in· 
fluences t h e i r 
thoughts, c o n· 
trois their desires 
and makes y o u 
supreme master 
of every situation I Life is full of alluring possibilitie9 for 
those who master the secrets of hypnotic influences ; for 
those who develop their magnetic powers. You can learn 
at home, cure diseases and bad habits without d1·ugs, win 
the friendship and love of others, increase your income, 
gratify your ambitions. drive worry and trouble from your 
mmd, improve your memory. overcome domestic difficut... 
ties, give the most thrilling entertainment ever witnessed 
and develop a wonderfully magnetic will power that will 
enable you to overcome all obstacles to your success. 

You can hypnotize people lnstantaneousiY---<J..ulck as a 11ash-pnt 
yourself or anyone else to sleep at any hour or the day or niaht 
or banish pain and sut!'erina. Our fr&e book tells you the secret• 
If this wonderful scicnc&. It explains exactly how you can use 
thls JX>WCr to better your condition 1n life. Jt is enthusJasticaliJr 
endorsed by ministers ot the gospel, lawyers. doctors. buslne11 
men, antl society women. It benefits everybody. Jt costa nothina. 
\\'e give it away to adverth& our institution. Write for 1t todaJ. 
(Use a letter with a 5-cent st'lmiJ. ) 

SA G E  INSTITUTE, Dept. 6178, Rue dt l' lsly, 9, Parlo V I I I ,  Franoe 

Fred Frt�.nkel, I l l., wrttee: nr earned 
$110 flrat tof!ek •ellf."o CarltOft 8lrirt1 
direct to comumer:" You can. too. No 
capital or experience required. We pa:y 
2� J)Pr cent <"��t�h commiuiona dally and 
bll extra bonm;ea. 

W R I T E  FOR F R E E  SAMPLES 
CARLTON lULLS. lne.. Bblrt M!rt. 

114 Firth Ave., Dept. lOO·T, New York 

Please mention NEWSSTAND GROUP-MEN's LIST, when answering advertisements 



• 

''No·FROST" . 
Offers D,a.Y 1J5 ,3 PROFIT/ 

Here.'• an absolutely new money-making idea. Brings big profits---<!llSy profit.• 
--QUick profits. You can make $50 a week in spare time--$100 a week i n  
full time-helping! me handle orders in your territory for No-Frost. No-Frost 
is a new scientific preparation that is absolutely guaranteed to keep et('am. 
frost, fog, rain, sleet, mist, and snow off auto windshields, windows, eyeglasses. 
'fhink of it I Keeps glass clean, bright and clear in all kinds of weather. 

Anyone. Anywhere. Can Make Big Money 
All you do is glass. It doesn't show. It won't streak, smear, mnr. FOR demons� rate to or scratch. Yet keeps glass clean and clear as crystaL 

•---'-lie 
::sHOW WINDOWS houscwlves, au- A necessity for every auto owner. storekeeper, stre<.--t M,HDUU owners, stores, garages., ete and tc'l.ke the 

orders.. We don't sell to dealers.. A
.
iJ business 

·
from car conductor, locomotive engineer, house

_
wife, and every-

your locality must come through you. You alone get o ne who wears eyeglasses. Prevents acc1dents and tak� 
tlw profit on every order. Every demon.stration brings the place of mechanical devices that don't work hal! th<· 
JOU ll to 4 orders. Just put a little No-Frost on the time. 

Vaughn Clears $125 One Week • 1n 
C .  Vaugha, Ohio, cleared $125 i n  one week and says 
he has more money and friends than ever before. 
Men and women everywhere ar� making amazing profi"ta 
with No-Frost and my 350 other fast-selling products. 
H. Helntjes, N. J., cleared $30 in 1 day. MMI. K. R. 
Roof, S. C., made $50 the first week in spare time. lllra. B. L. Hodges, N. Y., averages $18 to $20 a day -day In and day out. H. C. Hanson jumped his pay 
from $26 a week to $7 5 a week-<Znd he worka Otlly part 
tima. You can make these big prefits too. 

SEND NO MONEY 
Juaf put )"our name and address on- the coupon. Give 
me a chance to prove that you can make $50 to $100 
a week. You don't need capital , training, or experience. 
I furnish everything and tell you just what to do and 
aay in this easy pleasant work. You don't risk a penny. 
Yet it's an opportunity to pocket hundred11-yes, thm<
aands of dollars in clear cash profits. You can mak� $10 to $20 a day-right from the etart. 

Guaranteed Against 
Breaking or Tarnishing 

J UST MAIL COUPON 
Introduce No-Frost in your territory while it's new 
before imitations are put on sale in the stores. Skim 
the rich cream off the profits. Clinch a big permanent. 
repeat btl.Siness. Make more money than you've ever 
made in -your life before. Get the facts and read th<· 
proof. Mail coupon today-NO W !  
- - - - - - - - - - - - 
Albert Mills, Pres., 
American Products Co., 
8706 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio. 
Without cost or obligation. send me full details about 
the money·making possibilities of your amazing new 
product NO-FROST. 

Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . .  

Address • • • • . • • • • • • • • . • . . . • • . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . • • . . . • • • •  

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ii>�i�i . ·.;; . �;
it�

· .pl�i�i;) . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

Perfect Satisfaction Guaranteed ,.. ...... -....tiiil6liilalli� 
Let me send you on 60 DAYS' TRIAL my beautiful Latest / ����--s�•·t,y�·��:�son 
Style Spectacles with Clear-Vision Lenses and Handsome Frame. # Dept. S.T. 3449, Ch icaoo. Ill. 
\Vi ii  enable you to read the smallest print, thread the finest 1 r want to try. your Spec.·Taclt·s fnr ne�dle, se� FAR or NEA�. If you are not amazed and /n�o ��r;�ttn���.�s �;��cs Pr;:seun��e�� 
ddtghted, tf you do not thmk my Spectacles at only $:l.DS me how rn g<'-t a JIRlr tor myscJf 
equal to those �old elsewhere at $1{).00, you can send them FRF.E. Stylo cJ(•slrt'CI. 
back. You won't lose a cent. You are to be the so le- N'amo Ago 
judge. Hundreds of thouc:;ands now in use everywhere. · '  · '  · · · · · · · · · · · · 

Beautiful case included F R E E. ju�t send your name. Address . . . . . .  · · · · · · · · · · ·  · ·  · . . . . . . . . .  

address and age on the coupon opposite. I will also Town . · •  • · · · · · · . · · · · State · · · · · · · · · · · 

tell you how to get a pair for yoursel! without cost. .fl���eck hero 1f you prefer all gold· 

Please mention NEWSSTAND GROUP-MEN's LIST, when answenng advertisements 



your 
chance to own 

that genuine Model T 
Corona you've wanted 
on the easiest terms ever 
offered- at ONE-THIRD 
OFF regular price! Com
plete in every detail; back 
spacer, etc., NEW MA· 

CHINE GUARANTEE. Recognized the world 
over as the finest. strongest. sturdiest, portable 
built. Only a limited number of these splendid 
machinee available. To get one, :VOil mlllt act nowl 
Yours lor to Days FREE-

Send No Money 
Experience the joy this personal writing portable 
typewriter can give you I Use it lOdayatreel See 
bow easy it is to run and the splenaldly typed let· 
ters it turns out. Ideal for the office desk. home, 

��;lin.:nd S:U�����ii· ��t\nWs"inen= 
handwriting when you can rave this Corona at such a low price or on such easy terms. 
Carr�fng Case Jnel...,. 

-If You Act Now 
t..tber<>lcl earnina' eue. oller, lnol:nJetlc>M tr.e on 
tb• ofter. Send no mone:r-ja.t tbe eoa&n· Wtthoat 

1cr�� �y�'l:�:� reeO: 7tC:U.'.!d 011 :;:;;·a-�! 
18 a montb aotil our opeelal prleeof S31.90 lo paid (eub priee 136.101. No,. Ia tbe time to baJ'. Thlo odu mq · 
aeYV be .-_ted. Mall eoupon oo ... 

"311IIWIIIIIP 

e.ttll �•er 8ai .. Corp. 
[Coro- DIYialon] 

160 .. Grand AYe., Clalca••• Dept. sec 

:::g ::,:=.c==.· Tll���;, �:UD. ����"f �'si-::!!,f: a:ntUtbel87.90 baluw:eof a:f. ooprtceC.paid; the tltletoremala wttb fct"andl then. l amt,. han lO dar- to tr7tbe bpewriter. Jl 
��:rwst.=:..k=:Ji: t,�n.:-=:.���==t:: • 

I 
N- ··••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••····· � 

I 
Acid,_ ·····••••••••••••••••••••••••············ I 

I 
]Dmpl<>Jiod &!� ••••••••••••••••• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  = ............ -...................•• 

BOYS I Here's a great 
contest. Two thousand 

dollars in prius; 6:z.o sepa. 
rate awards. tst prize: com· 

plete Atwater Kent Electric 
Radio, value $:z.oo. :z.nd prize: 

$ t 1 � complete camping outfit. 
3rd prize: J75 motion picture cam• 

era and Projector. And Helbrot 
watches, Ken-Wei footballs, gloves. 

etc. as well as flashlights andacora of 
otheraward.s. lt'seasytowin. Youjwc 

answer five simple questions-and you 
find the answer to these questions in the /rtt Dorfan Official Contest Folder. Thio 

contest is conducted by the makers of 
Dorfan Electric Trains-rhe trains that set 

speed-power records this year at a great Boy 
Scour camp. Ask now for the Dorfan Official 

Contest Folder at your dealer. If he does not have 
it, send us his name and address and we will see 

that he is sUpplied. Get in on these $:z.ooo in prizeal 'The Dorfan Co., 132 Jaclaon St., Newark, N.J. 
Dorfan Eleetrie Train• 

An enchant!� er:otlc perfume of I.,. 
ohtlble charm. cllnal� for bouro Bn 

��nil �:�.i" � .uJ�tU! t� 
prepaid or $1.!11 C. 0. D. plua 1>01· 
taao. Secreta and everlu� Ortontal 
Panlon.."S'lowera free. D'ORO CO. 
Bex 80. Varlck Station, N• Vorl! 

Dept. NSO 12 

SONGWRITERS: 
1 Pa� Cull for Poems and 8toda 

Accepted 
F. W. FORD, Suite 209, 311  Fifth Ave., New York 

Please mention NEWSSTANI! GROUP-MEN's l.JsT, when answering advertisements 



Can you fix it? 
These wonder booko tell 
ateo by steo JUST HOW 
l�r�ra����·!;· �,y, d��; 
shimmy to steering-bow 
to set TIMING-bow to 
put your ftW<er lnstantlr 
on en«ine trouble and then 
t!'1'x ���ckEa:fa'l''i\, :

a
:.�� 

�� !1�:rt'i:'��: ��·· 
FREE! 
PmUece ofeon-

fl!!��g:; 

Just mall the eouoon and we'll send roo a 
set or these remarkable auto books. just off 
the oress. Whether you are u mechanic or 
helper. expert or aoorentice. auto owner or 
drher, ir you're intcrestecl tn knowhut all 
about automobile mecbant�ms. then bY all 
means take ad•antaRe or this Free Oller. 

Don't Send a Penny ! 
A h•tter Job-In the gluntle auto Industry-BIGGER PAY-a chance to ro into 
business for yourself and a:et a share or the 
huae proftts. are waitimt for any mao who 
even hair tries to imorove himself. Learn 
Auto EndneerinR: with these wonder books 
a new way-without stud:vimt or memor
Izing. Simo!Y use the JIFFY INDEX to 
look ID the answer to any auto problem. 
Built by elefen ot America's �rreatest auto
mobile engineers. aod written in a1molo 

laW<uage so yoo can onderstand It! [ 5 B IG VOLUMES ] 
2400 oa2es. 2000 ntustratlons. wlr
ln• dlaRrams. ete. DeLuxe edition, 
KOld·stamoed llulble blndllli. 

AMERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIETY !!left A-9146 Drexel Ave. & 58111 St. Qlcage, IU. 

o_f A m e r l e a o  
Tedlnlc:al Sodetr for o n e  
J e a r without eost U rou mail 
couoon lmmed1-
ate!.J. 

Nua•------------------------------
Ad�•-----------------------------
Refer.aoe -----------------------
Addr 

Be A Detective 
Make Secret lnvestitations 

Earn Big Money. Work home or travel. 
,Fascinating work. Experience unnecessary. 
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE, Write, 

�EO. N. WAGNER. 2 1 9� Broadway, New York 
"I .... ��: A OW WIEB1t8 ELEMDil!n'Y �4 Learn with real tooll on rea.J. equlpmenL No book1, 

no printed lessons. no dr7 lectuns. MeSweeny' a sboD 
plan uatem of trainlnl' makes real electrlclans In ahoned 

pocolble time. 80 duo' l.rainlna 611 you for a blc·P&Y Job at $50 
a week. a.nd up. Write for bil' electrical book FREE-also re
markable tuition oft'er, wbtch lncludea FREE B. B. fare. 1 cuu&ntee 
I&UafaeUon or money back. MCSWEENY ELECTRICAl. 8CROOU 

Dept, SS•To CleYelaDd0 Ohio 

IIARLE LIEDIRMAN••TIM Muacle 8uilder 
··t::.':: :1 &;:.-u.�.l!!'if:::t.· �..:.������.:. 

BOW STRONG ARE YOUi 
Can You Do The•e Thiraga? 

Lilt :tOO lh•- or moro ouerheocl with 0110 orm; 6e11d a.4f hreolt o horouhoo; tear two deck• of ployi11a cordol 
6e11cl opilt .. ; chill JIOurooU with 0110 ho11d, . j CA.,� ��:!tt:' �'"f�1.,.! �m:::

d 
r!'!W eO:, "'J'o �pi�: � 

make up hia mind to be atronl'. I hue taken m60 wbo were 
ridiculed beeauae of their fraU make-up and de•eloped them � 
lhe atronaOBt men or thell' localit.y, 

I WANT rou J'OR .. DAr8 'l'beae on the duo that call for apeed. In olden duo It tooli Je&rl t.o detelop a ati'Ofll'. healt� body. I can completely li'IDI• fonn J'OO tn 90 da.:ya. Yea. make a oomvlete change 1n your mtire 
physical make-up. lo SO daya I auarantee to lncreue )'OUr btoepe 
one full lnch. 1 also �ara.ntee to tnereue your chect two inches. 
Bu' 1 don't Quit th«�. I don't lOOP till you're a iinhhed &thlete 
-a real atronc man. I wlU broaden your ahoulden. deeoen your 
eheet. atrenetben your neck. 1 wlll -"ve you the armt and leca ot a Bercule&. 1 will put an a.rmor plate of musele over your enUre 
body. But with tt come the atrona, powerful lunl'a whtch enrtcb 
the blood, putUna new Ute into your enUre belnl'. You wlU be 
bubbllnc oYer with atrenath. pep and rttality. 

A DOCTOR WHO TAitE8 818 OWN IIUDic:um 
m!.,..lo�Ya�t�t � t�':ri:! :!f:!i1ia1:,����,tt\T,� ::!r::r.; .. • !�.= elM. Thep rofaed their bean. or other Yl\&1 o�. raptared tll.• ... �•• • 

li}1�� =r !!::.i�!te:!lnoo:-.:::��ibealtb and .trerwth . J •peat ...... .. atlldJ" uw:l r•eareb. &Dai.J&inii' DIJ' own def.eu to find what 1 needed. After man• t.ta aad experim.ata. I dlaeo•ered a eeeret of PI'OCT&&aJve eserdslq. I Ia-
:=� :' :1, •;:- o

�JJI! aa1 �!:i•J�get,-�:'c!!:e! ��tl1�o�!ae:,::O:� Impart tbr. ll:oowl� to otbera. Pbniclaae and lbe bl8'baat aothoritJ• co 

�=!:ri��r�r:�·m��1.' H!�'!'a�'!..��
o
:
o
����t,.,':,��::�����=; 

and tbe abuoxeanoe of bealtb that co. with tt.? Are )"oa true to pouraelf'f If eo. 
IIP&Dd a pleuaut balf·bOW' Ia learaia8' bow to at\ala II.. The kDOwiMa-e &. � tor ll>o aoklo(. Seftcl for M»" New e4oopege eook 

" MUSCULAR DEVELOPMENT " 
11' 1S REE-O.'t S...S o.e p_y.., ..... ad umu • a fiUial'lfl"l ... . 

It eoataine fortJI'·:fbt foil·� pbotoST•Dh• of m7eelf and eome of tbe man• 
H�::-�=���:l�:::•:o t.,:·�:�edLoo��.: ���· :r�r:r aAoJt:·�:e:t\i 
S�:!t ��,� �.;�r�:; �:��:n;�r �:, -:!fo�! �=

r
��o��:�.!�.u

d haooha ... 
EARLE LI E D E RM A N, 305 Broadway. Dept. 1712, New York Ci� ��;::=.;;;;.:"�2--7os�:;;.;.-;�;;-c� 
I 

Dear Sir: Pleue send me. ablnlat8IY PREll! and withoot an_7 obllc'atkm 08 

J ID7 put whate•cr. a OOPJ' of )'Our lat.eat book. "Mu.acolar DeYeloPEDeDt." 

I Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  J I Street . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . · . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . I L:ty . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . State . . . . . . . . . . . . .  :J. (PfHN I01"iU or Prl"t plainlv.) 
----------------
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Stop Wasting Cigarettes I 
MOST smokers spoil 2 out of 10. Think 

of it ! An average annual waste of about 
1,400 cigarettes per user. 
The E.JECTOR stops this waste I And it's 
the quickest, most efficient device for serv .. 
ing cigarettes. Only one hand is needed
a touch of the button and there's your ciga· 
rette I 
No more loose tobacco in your pockets-no 
more fussing with flimsy packages. 
EJECTORS are smartly styled, splendidly 
finished. Many handsome patterns, delicately 
engine engraved. 
And the New Enamel COLOR combinations 
-they're wonderful ! Enamels resembling 
grained leather, rich, soft, beautiful. 

Own an Ejector yourself! 
Give Ejectors 

This Christmas 
Priced $1.50, $4.00 and $R.OO-Enamels $3.00. 
Special gift boxes 25 cent!� extra: Y �u may 
purchase direct by sendmg pnce tf local 
dealer can't supply you. Money refunded if 
not entirely satisfied. Descriptive literature 
if desired. 

The Lyons Manufacturing Co. 
2980 Whitney Ave., 
New Haven, Conn. 

IJICTO 
'lhe Per(ecl One Hand 

CIGARETTE CASE 

Stop Using a Truss 

I �l�����S q��Hdf3;r�t�!!Ag;l 
truss--being mechanico-chemico ap· 
plica tors - made self-adhesive pur· 
p,osely to keep the muscle-tonic 
'1-'LAPAO" applied continuously to 

the affected parts, and to minimize 
painful friction and dangerous slip
ping. For almost a qua.rter of a 

Awarded �������- 5A\��rd�d 
t�o

ol�t�hi�rl:le
p
a
o;j Awude� Gold MecW Crand Prix. No straps, buckles or Grud fm 

•pring attached. Soft as velvet-easy to apply-inexpen
Sive. No dt:lay from work. Process of recovery natural, 
so no suhsequent use for a truss. Trial of FREE ''PLAPAO" will be sent to you absolutely 
\Vrite your name on coupon and send TODAY. 

PLAPAO CO., 800 Stuart Bldg., St. Louis M� 
r\a.rne • • • . • . • . • , . •  , • . • • • • • • • • •  • , .  • .  • • •  • • .  • • •  • • •  • • •  • • •  • •  • • • • • • •  • •  

Addreso . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . .  Return mail will bring .Free Trial Plapao. 

E N D  S I CKN E S S  
T H I S  N EW WAY 

No mfdicine, drugs or dieting. Just a light, small, 
comfortable inexpensive Radio-Active Pad, worn on the 
back by day and over the stomach at night. Sold on 
free trial. You can be sure it is helping you before 
you buy it. Over 150,000 sold on this p·lan. Thousands 
have written us that it healed them of Neuritis, Hheuma· 
tism, H igh Blood Pressure, Constipation, Nervous Pros
tration, Heart, Lungs, Liver, Kidney and Bladder trouble, 
etc. No matter what you have tried ; or what your 
trouble may be, try Degnen"s Radio·Active Solar Pad 
at our risk. Write today for FREE Trial offer and de· scriptive literature. Radium Appliance Co., 2741 Brad
bury Bldg., Los Angeles, Ca::l.:_�--------= 

Ll 0 U 0 Rc�re��o�e�r�:�Ja� 
Full treatment s,ent on trial. 

Can be given secretly in privacy 
of home. Guaranteed to banish forever 

all desire for whiskey, gin, wine, home brew, 
moonshine, opium, morphine, heroin, paregoric, and 
laudanum. Co�ls s�.oo i f  C"Ures. nothillg if fails. Save him 
from poi110n. STANDARD LABORATORIES, Sta. N·200, Baltimore, M •• 

GET RID 
OF YOUR FAT 
Free Trial Treatme nt 
sent on re<�uest. Ask for my "pay-when·reduccd .. ofrtlt. 
I have succt"ssfu11y rl"duced thousands of persons. with· 
out starvation <Het or burdensome e'lercise, often at 
a rapid rate. Let me send you proof at my expense. 

D R. R. N E W M A N ,  Licensed Physician 
State of N. Y., 286 Fifth Ave� N.Y., Desk M 

ME N N E E D E D 
Nearest their homes-everywhere-to tratn for Fire-men. Brakemen, beginners $150 to $:.!30 monthly. Promoted to Conductnr or Enalneer
$3,000to$4,000 yearly. Highestwaaeson railroads. Also clerk be&innen, 
RAI LWAY E D U CATIONAL ASSN., Dept. D·30·12, Brooklyn, N.Y_. 

FREE ' Tho rare, •alunbl• secret boOk 
which has astounded the worW. 

' Reveals the secrets of hypnotism. telepathy, versonal magnetism. mesmerism, cla.lrvoyance, mtnd-readlng, etc. This 
book-called the wonder or the 20th Century
worth $3, but sent Free to you tr you order our 
remarkable course 1n Practic-al Hypnotbm
teaches you how to control othen-make every
body obey your every wish and desire--conquer 
bad ha.blt1, enemies, w1n auccen in llfe and 

Love. obtain power, wealth, •ocial po•1tion. E.s:plaine t.he trTUt.Mt force In tbe bl•tory of man The moet perfect complete ad ... n,. IHrned •J'•tem. Pa.1 ODIJ' 
li;tttcl�twEj�����DI.:�eR�::."'':t�\-o�·.;·lt::eat .. t aid to o�ll�·i 

Please mention NEWSSTAND GROUP--MEN's LIST, when answering advertisements 



Start rtaht In making real monry-$90 to 
$150 a week full ttme-sao to $75 a 
week spare time. You can do lt. With 
my Proftt·Sharlni' Plan, Arthur M. 
Stone cleart'd $410.95 tn 2 weeks. You 
ean mako theRe bli' profits, too. Just 
belp me introduce my amazin�r new 
Wonder Suit In your territory and make 
8 to 4 times u much as you've ever 
eamfd before. Prentiss, Mass., took hold 
or thts proposition and cleared $945 Jn 1 
month. Brooks, N. Y., has made as high u 
$90 In 1 day. Now it's your turn to share 1n these fat proftt!l. 

ANYO 'JE-A NYWHERE 
CAN MAKE BIG MONEY 

You don't need any caoltal, tr&Jn1ng, or er .. 
per1ence. 'l'bere's a tremendous demand for 
my 1u1ta, becauae they stand up under wear 
and tear that would ruin ordinary suits. 
llade of a special new kind of cloth. Almost 
ttnpoutble to rip, anac. bum, or tear it. 
New pattenu. Latest styles. Yet, due to 
huge production, I can sell theae suits r8-" 
tail for onlY $9.95 1 No wonder it's easy to aet orders. And that's all you do. I dellnr l�\l(l:!j(ll··· 
&Ud collecL SEND NO MONEY �� Ja.t mall • letter or poet cal'd. I'll ••Dd FRO _..,.. 
:!::. '0ll:'::m":l:��\t 1�JDto m._.-:;k!rs�76Y�SJo�.� 
rl•k a p.Dn�. The only way ,.-oa can I� I• bJ' tumi� • 0 

Ct� C:.oO:�i :.���ts?uB:,·to�B�o�' to C. E. , .-� • •  ·��· eo.. 

L U C K  M o n ey, Happi· 
ness, Success ! -
all symbolized in 

this rich, new "LUCKY SERPENT" 
Gold Acid Test Ring. Attracts

( 
com· 

pels, mystifies I Get Secrets o How 
to Get Rich I Win at games busi· 
ness, love. Pay postman $2.75 and 

postage on delivery, Guaranteed. 
M A B N U S  W O R K S  

Bo• Ito Vartok 8_!--·_t _ _ ,_D_!�• NS�:!�ew York 

Wonderful, new device, guides your hand ; corrects your 
writing in a few days. Big improvement in three 
hours. No fai lur<s. Complete outline FREE. Write 
Perfect Penmanship Institute, Dept. 87, St. Louis, Mo. 

F R E E Let Us Help You 
QUIT TOBACCO 

We srive free information bow to 
conquer the tobacco habit easily. 
Permanent results guaranteed. 

�Send. .No� 
Pe speci41 Money 

,,. today be· t'Jt1...4�'L ti:-_. �o ing &hipped to every -�(Jo"U �"-OJI, 4,J'1 
tivilized tountry in n�V'»P r--eens..:-'1 
the world, dnd dTt �¥ �JJ 1 4-TIA,.f,f,l 
probably the best and 
moll favorably �nown watch<! In both Anny and No�y. 
In addition to our NEW LOW PR ICE, I will �end for 
r:,.

ur
. ��f��:! :;

e 
.. ;t.,

t
:c�;, 8��=� ,.:·!��;·�,y·�:=·:::: 

Fe Watcb Company, but by the Great Illinois Watch Fao .. 
tory. So accurate. Go'f'ernment e111eiala tarry them : 10 
r.r·��:•fh.':"!!lf� 1:;•�-.::���ay I 

t
l::r.l •;:.;

o
�� !;! :: 

- WITHOUT ONE PENNY DOWN-.IIew YOU to W8111 
It 30 daya FREE-thea Mil It to you tD ouy paymonto. 

WilY JlliT DWI I 21 J£WR II liT I Ft IPECIIL WITCtl ! 
You will •- oolaa tht ftw -�� a day that will IIUI 
rc\'o�����:::.tr!. 

t
�:••...::,'.�r-;.�:�0hu�2.:da w,?

T
�!! 

�\
n
:,:•�Te������

t
i•;�J

n 
.�'daetl'0:�1,P���:J =��g�: 

You e11n ti .. Y" vnu,. nJtme or monogram and any embleM 

r::....·,.,�=·�d:·���r!: �
h
:te���.t ::�· :�: :::.� 

telectlon at once, while thla oner laatl. 

FReE :�;:i�r' 1!1:."'.�.��� .'f.!":d &_;n!:q��.fl:'.':!�: Writ. toclclw. Muil covpem for boO& Wa�h aM Dklm.oftd C4Colog 
SA NTA F E  WATCH C O M PA N Y  

Dept. C-SS Th-•• Bulldine Topeka, Kan .. 
(Home of the Gr<4t Santo Po Railway.) 

Mail ,- - - - - - - - - -
/ S ll  .. TA FE WATCH COMPANY COUpOft / DIJt. C-55, Thomu Bulldlnt, Toptka, Kaao. 

fO• 1/ Plaaao send propalcl ancl without obllratloll d r I your \Vatch Hook Free. explatnlnc your .. No ay, Honey Down" O!fer on tbo Santa Fo Bpoel&l Watch. 
I 

I Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

I 1 Addreaa . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  , 
I 
City . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . • .  , . . . . . .  State . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

Please mention NEWSSTAND GROUP-MEN's LIST,
, 

when answering advertisements 



B. W. COOKE 
Dlrectlne Engineer Cblca&D Motor Tralnlnc Corp. 1916 Sunnyside Ave •• De•t· 1359 Chtc•go, lllinol• 

Send at onee ,.Ott!' FREE Book "'Auto Faeta••.  Also full partteolara of ''Job�Wa:r'' 
Trairung. No obligatton on my part whntover. 

NG,.,.. ......................... -................................ . 
Jlddress ...................... -................. -.......................... Ao6 . .. .. .. •• , 

r-............. ········· s-........ o..u,...uo,. ••••••••••• 

�=�.41o':��:�e0����if��yii��t����!::e��:ct�n���s��· 
����e�xt��r:'neJ

u!J:!�iy.
Pic4Jres show how. 

Play ht Malt Hour Easy Less011• After ,.ou get the foot Even if  you don't llnow 

�:�o�:!:"�ho'r�� !t:t �:: �2t
e
pr���:'d •t:s'!':�. 

very little practic•. N�t and' elear pictures m .. • 
previous mu�ical knowl· it �uy to learn quicklp. edae needed, Pay as you play. c<�fHN GIVEN -:�i:t·� 
HAWA I I A N  G U I TA R ,  Carrylnlr 

WRITE AT ONCE for attractive offer PJayln• O.•tlDI-and easy terms. You have everythinc Value .18 to •zo 
lo gain. A PU>'t('arrt will do. ACT! No ntraa-'fH!TIIthi71f1 itu:IMd� 

cgi.'�\�s] �en�;�1�"J���\;u"u"����e�e��n:;,.,������'ucV:r�1�'-· 
F I RST HAWAIIAN C O NS E R VATORY of MUSIC, Inc. 
9th FIOOf'o Woolworth Bldg, Dept. 269 N•w York, N.Y. Approved a.•11 Cnrrfllpo?ldenr.� Sdwwl Uftd.r tlu Law• o/ tla• Srot• G./ Nt!w York - Membf'r NalfOftal Hom• Stv.d11 Cotnt.dl 

D O N'T W E A R  
A T R U S S  

BE COMFORTABLE-Wear the Brooks Appliance, the modern scientific 
invention which gives rupture sufferer! immediate relie-J.. It has no obnoxious 
spring or pads. Automatic Air Cushions 
bind and draw together the broken parts. 
No aalves or plasters. Durable. Cheap. MR. c. E. BROOKS 
Sent on trial to prove its worth. Beware 
of tml'tatlonH. 1'\�v�·r wid in stores nor by agents.. Every apptlan� 
made to Slle<"lal ordt>r and sent d!rl'<'t from Marshall. Full in-. 
formut.lou and booklet sent tree In plain. sealed euvelope. 

B R O O KS APPLIANCE COMPANY, 173-C State St., Manhall. Mle!l, 

I 2 Please mention NEWSSTAND GROUP-MEN's LIST, when answering advertisements 



MEN ARE WANTED 

Auto Mechanics !!:!.!!J' uf:J!'L!'r.!.t!Cl!f!ud !!o �!�f.: 
then otep Into lob at $75 to $125 a ,. .. k. Takes on'y 8 weeks. You learn 
GDrl:�alO����C��·o�":,��:.�� �Jiti\'�n, �l88���rli:'ri.J�; ro; r11. me lllutrato4 book, and tree B. B. tllta olrer, No obllcatlonl CLEVELAND AUTO SCHOOL, DoJ>I:. D ·25 Clmtan•, Ohio. 

N O  J O K E  T O  B E  D E A F  
- EVERY DEAF PERSON KNOWS THAT 

II make m:vsell hear. alter be!Di dear lor 25 :vears. wltb these ArtlOclal Ea.r Drums. I we:u-

�� n�:esa:�dr::e.r;; ��� ��e 
are perfectly romforta�'e. No one aeee them. Write me and 1 wlll tell 
�g� ayn����O�

o
�la��t���;:! lledleated Ear Drvm 

.,1\o,. 8£0, P. WAY, Artificial Ear Dru111 Co. (Inc.) � 300 Hotl'man Bldg., Detroit, Mich. 

Government Pos i t i ons  
Clerk Carriera, Rural Carriers, Railway Mail Clerks, Post· 
masters, Department Clerks, and many others. Splendid 
aalaries, easy work, vacation with pay. Only common school 
education required. Examinations often. Thousands ap
pointed each year. Send for our Civil Service Catalog No. 7. 

COLUMBIAN CORRESPONDENCE COLLEGE 
Waahlngton. D. c. 

'liach 1jou 
ELECTRICITY 

at HOME 
WE HELP YOU get a better 

job and more money or you 
need not pay a cenr!  So sure is this 
amazing new method of Film-Way 
Train i n g  i n  E lectricity that w e  
make this pledge t o  every student 
on enrollment ! 

Think of it, real movies in your 
own home (we furnish all equip· 
ment) show you exactly how elec
triciry acts, and how to control it. 
Pictures of machinery in operation, 
and animated diagrams make every 
principle ewy to underatand. 
Practical engineers say Film·Way 
is the easiest, <Juickest, surest way 
to learn electnciry. 

Electricity Means a Better Job 
We teach you drafti�. too; prepare you 
for hi& opponuniti�s m aviatJon electric· 
icy. radio. automotive electricity, switch· 
bOard and sub-station operation. wiring. 
conuacting,..erc. You are personaltyguid· 
ed by a statt of noted engineers and edu
cators; W. N. Littlewood, formerly of 
Univ. of Wisconsin, chief instructor. 

Practicing engineers and employers en· 
dorse this course. Get complete decails. without obligation; send the coupon. 

You Get Tble 
DeVry Projector 

Anyone can operate thJ• 
:!�0(�;1�e �i)rru��%� 
without extra cost loevCT}' 
ltudent for use durlnwthe 
course. Operates from a 
IIcht connection, or auto : 
�t!;?;;,l�ln��d�ofl 

Draft! ... Set Gina I A complete professional 
��:��irl.;'�1:��nfn fi��:h! 
lined case, aa shown. 
chen with the COUI"M &I no ad4ed colt. 

CJhe NATIONAL S CHOOL of V I S UA L@ E D U CAT I O N. 
"l"JI.e 'Film Way 14) Bigger Pay • 

�REE Three Lessons 
.:' and our new 
book, "The Film Way to Big· 
ger Pay in Elecuiciry," if yo11 
act at once. Make a srart to· 
ward a better job and bigger 

pay. The coupon is the first 
seep; send it NOW. 

Please mention NEWSSTAND GROUP-MEN's LIST, when answering advertisements 



The Old Reliable u� .. ... . . Addreu Dept. G 163 Origrnal Credit ....., .. !".. 108 N. State St. 
LaTv�'!!�w ... ld e RO& •• C 0. f6 • Cllicago, IU. 

Genuine Diarnonda Guaranteed - CASH or CREDIT 
Give a D1amc;md for Cbristmae I Buy from Loftis. the Di.reet lmpor:'ter, and be •ore of 
���tio��a�gt-t!��::�fd�:l:���ef;�:r�:J:�d g��-�Isr:�����:,.•�::;..JQ! 
or mo••1 back. Goods sent for your free exaWIInatJon on request. 

CREDIT TERMS: Pay one-tenth down; balance 
weekly, semi-monthly, or monthly at your coRve .. 
lance. All coods delivered on first payment. 

CHRISTMAS CATALOG FREE I 
Bill 132·P•I• book, lllustratlnll our Dla• 
mond•, Watches, Jewelry, Silverware, 
and gift articles for all occaalona, sent 
absolutely free. Write today. 

1Wewel Adjusted Waltham No. 846-
14·k white gold filled; asrorted patterns. 
S42.50. $4.25 down and $1.00 a week. 

Railroad Watches-
cuaranteed to Pau Jnapectlon 

"a:�'�t�o���ki�lu�"'?2���� •ss .uliN•Kr�nEST RAYMOND. 21 Jeweltil 8.djust· 

g}f!'J-2l�r��-ooe.•�:Go?· SSS 

��.�.��··:.��!�;��� Ju�:.::r adlSO 
· · -:.�:ftfi'J=.la: � •so 

bu Uvea Hut. \-\ouU \\calth, 
love and halJJJi-

ncss f Wear this Mystlo 

41JOM.i\es rGas' onaGaUono, J 
Talisman and folio\¥ the 
7 secret rules of luck and 

fonune. t:aned on cad' 
side or this aoreoous rina 
is a. H..:ure of the goll· 
desi of luck. H�r emblem 
is salll to bring fiUCCCSS 
to the wearer in love. 
"'ealth, bu�incss, nccurd
tng to the bcltt>f of the 
ancients. Ot>nuine 14I<t. 
antinue gold 8 and 11 
mounted with au actual 

32 faet>t, one Carat re
production of a &'CilUine 

$500.01.1 diamond. I t ll 
hlazlng play or colors and 

fire Ueftes detecthm from 
U1e genuine. Cuarante<"d 

:.u yean. F R E E  G I FT 
0 F F E R :  For a llmltN 

lime, to tbo11e who send fvr 
this M.vsllc Luck Ring, we 

will send as a k . L t  along with the ring a l.ulautiful 
{llt'C& Hf j�wt· ll·y whiC'h evl•ryone wanu. \Vhen you get 
it )'Ou n l ll agrt>� that the gift ts worth twice to :you 
the small ,,rkt• ynu pay for this 1\bstic Good T.utk 
!ling. S E N D  NO M O N EY. .lust senti ll strip of flltP!'r 
tu .. Jum ,\ 1•11r !Inger size. "'hen tha pucka)(e arri\'OS. �1 po�tman onl1 SJ.fi5 plus pnMtR�e. Yon will find beauliful �'irt in 

tb! f���::��e ���dr :��-Mff��/���it�7tt�d)'�e��� 1r��n!..,th1� �oJ�� 
and mltn<Y will be refundeJ. For your luck'l'l aaJce, �:>end today. 
THE M I ZBAfl CO., 18 E. Kinzie St., Depl 411, Chicago 

NEW A N D  SI M PLR DISCOV H R Y  

CLEARS-THE-SKIN 
W e  prove It t o  you FREE. SEND NO MONEY. 
Write today lor PROOF and full details of our liberal 
prepaid FULL S I Z E  T RIAL PACKAGE. G U A H A N T � H D  FOR A L L  S K f N TROU B L E S  
r)u lck l y  ends Pimples,  Blackheads, W h iteheads, Coarse 
l'ores, Wrinkles. O ily S h i n y  Ski!l, �·reckles. Chronic 
Eczema. Stubborn Psoriasis. Scales. Crusts. Pustules 
B arbers Itch, I tch ing S k i n ,  Scabbies, soltens and whitens 
the sldn •. Ju&t aend us ,-our aame and addre••· 
ANDRE & CO., 751 E. 42ncl St., Suite 63, Chic�tgo 

MONEYFORYOU 
Men or women can eun $ 1 5  to $2S weekly ;n spa�e time at home making display cuda. 
Ligh t ,  pleasant work. No canvassing. w� 
instruct )'OU and supply you with work. Write t<Mlay for full particulara. The MENHENITT COMPANY Llmlted 

:US Dominion Bldg •. Toronto, Can. 

:Aecordlnr to a recent article by the 
president of the world's la.rgcst motor 
research corpor:1Uon, there is enough 
energy 1n a gallon or g.._sollne If con
verted. 100% In mec::hanlc:!.l energy to 
lUll a tour csllnder car 450 miles. 

NEW GAS SAVING 
INVENTION ASTONISHES 

CAR OWNERS 
:A manelous device, alrea.dy tmtallecf 
on thousandJ of cars, baa accomplish
ed wondera ln ut.U.Ulng a portion of 
thla waste energy and Is J>roduclng 
mileage teate that seem unbelievable. 
Not only does it aa.ve gaaoUne, but It also createa more power, glves 
trutant atartlni. quick pick·uP. a.nd eliminates oarboll. 
FREE SAMPLE and $100 a Week 
To obta1n national distribution quickly, men are beina 
appointed everywhere to bel p .upply the tremendoua de
mand. Free sample• fumtahed to workera. Write tod&1' 
to E. Oliver, Pros. . for this freo samplo a.nd bi& 
Jnoney making otter. 

WHIRLWIND MFG. CO. 
egg,337 E. Third St.. Milwaukee, Wlso. 

only 

�� $ 
Yon eao ba•e a �renr1!0e L. C. Smith (tbe world'11 Qnlyb:lll bear· 
tng tJpewriler) tnr Sl down. Lowe�t price ever otfuredl Eash_••t 
term ... All ttl$ 1928 operatiDil&ttachmeot.l'l. He-11ewed. GUAR-
��T��.?. Flt��:7 Y��eusTri��.1?r"':� ���e�����PC���e�L"foo�o Walt-rnroof Cover it  )'OD Jllet now. Wnr.o for $1 down offer aoCl treo mao�l. SMrTH TYPEWRITER SALES CORP. SO-C :"''"" �.Cr;on� ,...... . Chica�. ll. 

CAUSE ASTHMA DISCOVERED 
Write for important booklet on Doc

tor Fugate's discovery or the basto 
cause of asthma and hay fel'�r. No cost. 
r\o obligation. Simply address Dept. 
3394, Fugate Co., 126 S. Meridian St., 
J o d ' a n a n••lls, Ind. 

Please mention NEWSSTAND GROUP-MEN's LiST, when answering advertisements 



$ O N LY 

2� Giant Chest Expander 
and Procr•-•lve Exercl•er Be a muscular lfane1. Have tbe muscles of a superman. Become ttrone tor your hE'allh's sake or to utound your friends witb P:traordtnary feats which only men of aiant 8trength can do. 

The Giant Chest Expander and Progressive Ex
erciser is made with new, live springy rubber 
so as to atve tt long wear and great resisting 
Qualities. Sold wtth a £Uarantee of 50 rubber 
bands to each cable and to atve entire satla· fact.wn or m(mey back. Free Instructions. Mat.le 
four ways, Sen d  no money-Send the couoon. 

$. FOR I ' t4  FOR 10 CABLES 

- CABLES 16 FOR IS CABLES 
S8 FOR ao CABLES 

r-;::�:::EXERCISIR CO. -, 
8012 Lancdon Bid&.. 8'way a ou .... St., N. Y. 

Pleue MDd ,.our ( J cable ( ��r:::v• 
Clndicate the ExareiHl' roa. waat.) It Ia undentood 

�•!r!.t:'�ll a:�YilPf��tp:!�·.�d�tb·t�i�0�:::i�� 1 will hhlm it within fi da7a.and,aat lllJ' mooe7 back, 
NG�------------------------------
&-�----------------------

---------��-------J 

bac�a Habit ISH ED 
Is Help You 

No craving for tobaeeo tn any � 
form after you begin takin� Tobacco 
Redeemer. Don't try to qutt the tobaeeo 
habit nn•ided. It' a often a toeing tight againot heavy 
odda aud may mean a aeriouo aback to the nervous 
oyotem. Let uo belp the tobacco habit to quit YOU. 
It will quit you, lf you will just take Tooacco Re
deemer according to directiona. It io marvelouob' quick and thorou�rhl:v reliable. 

Not a Substitute 
Tobacco Redeemer contains no habit-forming d�o of any kind. It ia in no sense a oubstitute 

for tobaeeo. After finishing the treatment you 
have abeoiutely no deoire to use tobacco again or 
to continue the use of the remedy. It makes not 
a particle ot difference bow long you have been 
using tobacco. bow much you use or in what form 
you use it-whether you smoke cigars. ciprettee, 
plpe. chew plug or fine cut or use onulf, Tobacco 
Redeemer will pooitively remove al! craving for 
tobaeeo in any form in a few days� This we abso• 
lute�J�a�!;" f�� ���'f,!..as�\!::�n:fio�:;d�e 
cJeadly effect of tobacco '!!J>On the human system 
and pooiti•e proof that Tobacco Redeemer wiU quickJ7 free you of the habit. 

� 

"I'm going to raise 
his salary" 

'Tw bad my eye on him for som• 
time and I know he can handle bill• 
ger work. 

"He studies those I. C. S. text• 
IJooks every chance he gets, and I 
want to tell you it has made him a 
valuable man for this business. 

"I'm going to raise his salary and 
give him tbat new job we were talk· 
ing about. I wish we had more meo 
like him." 

Bow do you stand when your employer eheclll til) his men for promotion ? Does be pass you by M 
Just a routine worker, or does be think of you u 
a man who is ambitious to get ahead? Won't y011 be far more likely to get the promotion If be knOWI :vou are studying at home and are really P"'PariDI :yourself to handle bigger work? 

Think it over. Then act. It takt!l only a moment 
to mark and mall the coupon and find what th• 
International Correspondence Schools can do for yoa1 
yet that one simple little step may he the meana 01 
changing your whole life. ''Do it JIOW," Mail Coupon lor Fre• Boolr.l.t 

INTERNATIONAL CO RRESPO N D ENCE ICHOOLI 
.,The Unit16ratd Univeraitv"" 

Box 2 I 30· D.  Scranton. Penna� 
Without tost or obligation. D1ease send me a eopJ' or 70ur book .. 

\":;.;;V:,�cbWl•�.�=dm!t�' X� ��� �r��;��· allout tbe miQOit 
BUSINESS TRAINING COU RSES �BuslneH Management 

Industrial Jthruti'ement 
Personnel Management. 
Traftle Management 
Accounting and C. P, A. 

Coaching �Cost Accounting 
BookkeeJring 
Secretarial Work 
Spaniab 0 Frencb 

TECHNICAL AND 

I Eleetrieal Eng!neerlnl 
Eleetrle Lighting 
Mec::hanlcal Engineer 
Mechanical Draftsman 
Machine Shop Practice 
Rallroad Positions 
Gas Engine Operating 
Civil Engineer 0 Mlninl 
Surveying amt Mapptnc 
Plumbing and Beatlnc 
Steam Engiaeerinc 

- �Salesmanship 
Advertbina: 
Business Correspond.enee 
Show Card and Sl n Loii.,.IDa 
Stenograph..z and ¥;pine 
Engllah 0 Clvil SeniM 
nanway Mall Clerk 
Common School SubJeeta 
Bleb Sehool Subjeeto 
Illu•tratinc 0 CariOOII!Da 

IND USTRIAL COU RSES 

IArchlteet 
Architecta• Blueprtnta 
Contractor and Builder 
.,rchttectural DraftJmiD 
Concrete Butlder 
����\�i� En�tp�:rmaq 
Automobile Work 
Airplane Engines 
Agriculture 0 NavtraUoD 
Alathematlca [] Radio 

Name ................................. _ ........................................................... . 
Street Addresa ............................ _ ........................................... , ............ . 
Clt.7 ..............••....•.............•................. State ........................ ....••...•••••..• , 
Occupation . . . . . . . ...... . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ........................ � 
Pet10tta retidiJt.O 1n CanadtJ '"ould 3P.nd thi4 CMupon to "" ]rlterteet
'ionol Oorrelf}Oftd.ence Bohooll Cana4-ion. Limited.- MontruJ,. 0GMU 

Please mention NEWSSTAND GROUP--MEN's LIST, when answering advertisements 



Here it is at last MEN 
one K E NT 
Sent 

lor sx -Insured 
-Dust-proof 
-Jar-proof 

Here'• Bow You Get It-Send $1.00 with brief note 
tolling us: ( l )  how long at addres s ;  (2)  aae ; ( 3 )  mar
ried or alngle; (4 )  name and address ot employer; (5) narure 
of work ; (6} how long t'miJioycll. All LnfonnaLion lleld cou
fl<lenUal-no Lll�«t itHtuirh•s to employer. 
Uvun arnnl ur your h:tler we will <lpen a Ten Month Charge 
AOC(Junt and send Ute Kent watch !O U1at you can wear It 
tor 15 days. If satisfied, pay $:!. 87 & month-otherwise 
return and your dollar will bo refunded. 
NoDI! told to persona unt.J.er 20 yea.rt of aae. 

Please mention 

The Kent lJ a specla11.1 
constructed watch that 1s 
dust-proof a n d  jar-proof. 
\\"ith each purchase you 
ff"Ct>lve an Insurance policy 
which h your protect ion. 
Here are the features of its 
construction Ulustrated to 
the left: 

flexible dust - :proof 
covers the movement 
keeps out. dust and 

!'-Rtutium mtm!'rals 
hands enable you to 
time 1n the dark. 

3-f"nse b IIPeclally con· 
stn1cted ot three pteeee 
with bezel beautifully en� 
�{raved. This protects the 
mot"ement from dust and 
tlarnpnen .. 

4-'I11o movement fa espo. 
cially constructed to wiUt
stand Jan and jolts. It 
has 15 Jewels, thrp.e ad· 
justmrnts nnd h fitted In 
a snlii.l casement. Better 
huy It toclaY \\'hile y1JU 
have tho advanta"e or uur 
unusual introductory prioo. 

answering advertisements 



There's at L.east One in Every Office . . . . : By BRIGGS 

- I'Nil Hl!t ·f.>lJ.JCTUATe-S ALl. 
Tt1E L.IOTTC:RS HE DICTATE S 
WlTH :9RF-£Z..Y COUG�S 

He f!Vf>N COVGHS • HELLo'' WHEN HE' ANSWSR.S Tl-\t; 
Teo�E"?HO,...a I: 

!J- ' not a cough in a carload 



On p le a s ure 's tra il 
Mellow� mild� friendly� refreshing . . . Camels 

express the true essence of con1panionship. 
Pl ea s u r e -tra i l s  l e a d  d ir e c t  to  

· C 1928, R. J, Reynolds Tobacco Company, Wir.!lton.Salem, N. C. 

CAMELS 




