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... 9 have REDUCED
MY WAIST EIGHT INCHES$

WITH THE WEIL BELT!”

... writes George Ba:ley

]@-‘) @j

“

OST 50 POUNDS
says W. T. Anderson . . . “My waist

is 8 inches smaller” writes W. L.
McGinnis . . . “Felt like a new man”
claims Fred Wolf . . . “Wouldn’t sell
my belt for $100” writes C. W.
Higbee.

B So many wearers are delighted
with the results obtained with the
Weil Belt that we want you test it
for ten days at our expense!

IF YOU DO NOT

REDUCE=WAIST
3 INCHES~ 10 DAYS

... it won't cost you a penny!

B Because we have done this for
thousands of others . . . because we
believe we can do as much foryou...
wedare make thisunconditional offer!
B You will appear much slimmer at
once, and in 10 short days if your
waistline is not actuall inches
smaller. .. three inches ofyfat goone...
it won’t cost you one cent.

IT IS THE MASSAGE - LIKE
ACTION THAT DOES IT!
B Now there is an easy way to reduce
without exercise, diet or drugs. The

Weil Health Belt exerts a massage-like
action that removes fat with everv

e | suddenfy realized that
| had become a fat man”’,
The boys kidded me about
my big “paunch”.

=
What & du.ngd | looked

At parties | learned that
| had become a '
Aower”. Nobody wanted
to dance with me.

il
Hl

In a bathing suit... | was

immense. The day | heard
some children laugh at
me | decided to get a
Weil Belt.

wall

It seemed to support the
bd.

| have a new enjoyment

3 inches sl at once
and soon | had actually
taken EIGHT INCHES
off my waist...and 20
pounds off my weightl

the digestive organs in
place. ..
| became acceptable for
insurancel

inal walls and keep | of life . . . Iwork
better, eat better, play
better ...l didn't realize

how much | was missing!

and best of all,

move you make.

B It supports sagging muscles of the
abdomen and quickly gives you an
erect, athletic carriage. Many enthusi-
astic wearers write that it not only
reduces fat but it also supports the
abdominal walls and keeps digestive
organs in place ... that they are no
longer as easily fatigued, and that it
greatly increases their endurance.You
will be more than delighted with the
greatimprovementinyourappearance.

THE WEIL COMPANY, INC.
433 HILL ST., NEW HAVEN, CONN.

Gentlemen: Send me FREE, your illustrated
folder describing The Weil Belt and givin
full details of your 10 day FREE trial offer ani
Uncoaditional Guarantee!

Name

Address.

City. State.

Lige coupon or send name and address on penny pos.

|

DON'T WAIT . . . FAT IS DANGEROUS !
Fatis notonly unbecoming but it also
endangersyourhealth.Insurance com-
panies know the danger of fat accum-
ulations. The best medical authorities
warn against obesity, so don’t wait
any longer!

B Remember this. . . either you take off
3 inches of fat in 10 ddys or it won’t
cost one penny !

NO DRUGS, NO DIETS, NO EXERCISES

B For 12 years the Weil Belt has been
accepted asideal for reducing by men
inallwalks of life...frombusinessmen
and office workers who find that it
removes cumbersome fat with every
movement. .. to active outdoor men
who like the feeling of protection it
gives.



NLY a few short months ago. Bill
was a back number socially. At
parties no one ever noticed him.
Then suddenly, Bill amazed al! his
friends. Almost overnight it seemed.
he hecame the most popular man In
hie crowd.

The big chance in Bill’s life began
at Dot Webster's party—and Quite
by accident, too.

As the party got under way, Bill
took his usual place in the corner.
But this time he had a strange grin
on his face—a smile half Impish,
half determined. ‘““What's Bill snick-
ering about?” someone whispered.
““There’s nothing funny about a party
without our prize piano player.”

Dot's face flushed.

“1'm sorry, folks. but Dave Gor-
don, our pianist, couldn’t come. lsn’t
there sonieone here who can play?”

For a2 moment no one answered.
Then suddenly Bill rose and strode
to the pianu. “Do you

YOU'VE GOT TO INVITE BILL
SMITH TO YOUR PARTY...
JIM BROUGHT HIM OVER

LAST NIGHT'AND HE PLAYS
THE PIANO MARVELOUSLY

LET MUSIC MAKE YOU POPULAR
ifi'fdlt/ % beatn T

o

questlons, he told them how he had
always wanted to play, but never
had the time or the money to realize
his ambition. And then one day he
read about the wonderful U. 8.
School of Music course, and how
anyone could learn, at home, with-
out a teacher. in half the time, and
at one third the cost, of ordinary
old-fashioned methods. **That day,”
said Bill, was a lucky day for me.
I sent for the course, and when it
arrived, I was amazed! 1 never
dreamed that learning music couid
be s0 easy. The course was as much
fun as a game, and in a few short
montha I had mastered some of the
most popular pieces. That’'s the
whole secret. There's no mystery
about it. Learning to play is actually
as easy as A C this ‘Short-Cut’
way.”
This story is typical of thousands
who have found this easy way to
pobularity and good times. 1If you
want to be popular, if

mind i]f L fill in?"” he y?iu havel alwai\ys w_:nt-
said. “véryone burst ed to play, ut have
out laughing. “What's PICK YOUR the notion that learn-
Bill doing? Trying to INSTRUMENT ing requires vears of prac-
maie a fool of him- Pi Violin tice, and expensive teachers,
$c1f 7 someone asked. o'am CII a t Lere Is your opportunity.
But Bill bretended not | 988, T No Talent Needed
to hear. ulele ute You dou’t need any spe-
As h. struck the first | Cornet Saxophone efal musical ability to play.
few cliords, everyone Tgomll:one nart:1 " D g
leaned forward sgpell- Piccolo andolin you cin learn Y Yo
bound. For Bill was Guitar 'Cello fatacilel linstcumeat Sgtivs

playing as Dave (Gor-
don had never plaved.
Playing with the fire
and soul of a naster

Hawaiian Stee! Guitar
Trumpet
Piano Accordion

easy as A B C way The
secret Ifes In the amazing
print and bicture method,
perfected hy the . e
School of Music. With this

musician, while every-
one sat In awed silence
until the last dreamy
chord had died away.
In a moment Bill was
the center of an ad-
miring throng. In an-
swer to their eager

Italian and German
Accordion
Voice and Speech Culture
Harmony and Composition
Drums and Traps
Banjo (Plectrum, 5-String
or Tenor)

simplified, ‘“‘short-cut’’ sys-
tem, sou are first told how
a thing is done, then an
Hustration shows you how,
and then you uviay ft and
hear it. Studying 1s fun,
and ln1 almost no ur;le, y’ou
ara playing your [avorite
Diecos, ‘y actual note,

1

BILL SMITH ? | NEVER KNEW
HE PLAYED... HE'S ALWAYS
SO QUIET I'VE HARDLY
NOTICED HIM...| WONDER
HOW HE LEARNED

JWMM

Easy as A~B~C

F_A Cl €

It you can read the
alphanet you can leam
to play your favorite in-
strument in just & few months.

Free Booklet and Demonstration Lesson

In order that you may see how reaily
simple and easy this course is, the U. 8,
School of Music will send yuu & (ree demon-
stration lesson and explanatory booklet. No
matter what iInstrument you want to play,
the booklet will show you the amazingly sin-
g,le principle on which this method is bhuilt,

ou will readily see how it witl cnable you
to become an accomplished wusiclan in &
short time—and at 4 cost of only a few
cents a day.

If you have always envied people wha
played. If you have aiways wished that you
might entertain your friemds with their fa-
vorite melodies—Fill in and mail the coupon
below. Don’t delay.  Act at once. 1. 8,
SCHOOL OF MUSIC.863 Brunswick 11ldg.
New York City, N. Y. lInstruments supplied
when needed, cash or credit.

_—,— e — = — = — e = -
U. 8. SCHOOL OF MUSIC
863 Brunswick Building, New York Ci

Please send me your free book, “"How You
Can Masier Musie in Your Own Home.'’ with
tnspiring message by Dr. Frank C-ane.

Free Demonstration Lesson and particulars
of your easy payment Dlan
in the following course:

1 am interested

Have you
Instrument? .

Name ..cccee

AdUress .ccocecveccccseccssscesisocsrsescos

CitYescecsocesiveccocresaees Blatoioooovens
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TWO SMASHING NOVELS
COMING OF THE LAW...................Charles Alden Seltzer 8

The West! Where death was the by-word and six-guns played the part of Judge,
Jury, and Bxscutiansr. . . . Where before the coming of Kemt Hollis, only two
laws took effect . . . Lyneh law and C it law!

TROUBLE ATTRESPINOS......................J). Allan Dunn 78
There was really trounble at Tres Pinos, and Slim Marvin rofie plumb into it.

But Siim was not the sort to mina trouble in a good canse. And he got it! Night
rlders, cattle rustiers, bad men, and all their accompanying ﬂumfu.

AN ACTION-PACKED SHORT STORY

MEXICANGOLD.................e00vevveveer...Russell Hays 115
A bad man makes a big mistake and loses kis life as well as & fortune in
Mexican goid

FEATURES
THE REMUDA.....ccccceecocccccssssssssccccsss.A Pen Pal Department 121
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FOR THE BEST IN POPULAR FICTION, READ A DOUBLE ACTION MAGA-
ZINK—Douhle Action Western., Real Western, Western Action Novels, Mysiery
Novels, R2eil Northwest Adveatures, Complete Northweat Novels, Adventure Novels,
Smashing Woestern. Double Action Gang. LOOK FOR THIN TRADE MARK.

WERTERN ACTION NOVELS MAGAZINE, published every other month by WINFORD PUBLICA-
TIONS, INC., 2256 Grove St., Chicago, 111 Ilditorial and exccative offices at 165 Franklin St., New
York, N. Y. Copyright, 1937, by WINFORD PUBLICATIONS, INC. Euntercd as svcond-class matter at

the Post Oflice at Chicago, N1, Single copy price, 15¢. Yearly subseription, The. Fer advertising rates
write DOUBLE ACTION GROUI’, 100 Hudson St., New York, N. Y,
Maziserip's mud be asermpanied by sell-addrsseed d pes, and are itied @i (he auther's risk.




NO SKINNY MAN
HAS AN OUNCE OF

SEX APPEAL

BUT SCIENCE HAS PROVED THAT
THOUSANDS DONT HAVE TO BE

SKINNY /

NEW “7-POWER” YEAST TABLETS
GIVE THOUSANDS 10 10 25 LBS.

in just a few weeks!

OUSANDS of skinny people
who never could gain before
have quickly put on pounds of
solld, natura.lly attractive flesh
with these new *'7-power’’ Ironized
;Yeast tablets. Not only that, but
they ve gained naturally clear skin
and lovely color, new 1pep. new
friends and popularity—in almost
no time!
Sclentists recently discovered that hosts of

le are thin and rundown for the_sin«
gle reason that they do not get enocugh Vita-
min B and iron in their daily food. Without
these vital elements you may lack appetite,
and not get the most body-building good out
of what you eat.

Now one of the richest known sources of
Vitamin B is cultured ale yeast. By a new
frooess the finest imported cultured ale yeast

5 new concentrated 7 times. made 7 times
more powerful. Then it i3 combined with 3
kinds of iron, pasteurized whole yeast and
other valuable ingredients in pleasant tablets.

—t
L)

7 REASONS WHY

Rich red blood, Decessary to nourish and bufld
up the body is
needed.

IHearty appetito to enjoy plenty of good food is
assured those who specifically need Vitamin B.

promoted where more lron is

Posrd by professional models

It you, too, need these vital elements to ard
in building you up, get these new **7-power’®
Ironized Yeast tablets from your druggist to-
day. Note how quickly they increase yous
appetite and help you get more heneflt from
the body-building foods that are 8o essential.
Then, day after day, watch flat chest develop
and skinny limbs round out to natural at-

veness. See better color and natural
beauty come to your cheeks. Soon you feel
like an entirely different person, new

asw personality.

Money-back guarantee

No matter how ekinny and rundown you
may be from lack of enough Vitamin B
and iron. try these new Ironized Yeast
tablets just a short time, and note the mar-
velous change. See if they don’t aid In
building you up in just a few weeks, as they
have helped thousands of others. If you are
not delighted with the benefits of the very
first package, your money will be instantly
refunded.

Needed aid in getting ALL the gnod out of your
food is supplied where Vilamin B is deficient.

Norves depleted by inadequate Vitamin B, are
strengthened by this special nerve-aiding sitamin,
Unsightly skin eruptions due to Vitamin B de-
ficiency are corrected and natural beauty restored.
Growth, development and increase in weight are
promuted where retarded by Vitamin B shortage.
New energy, strength and pep are _quickly given
to thousunds who need both Vitamin B and iron.

Special FREE offer!

To start thousands building up their health
right away, we make this FREE offer. Pur-
chase a package of Ironized Yeast tablets
at once, cut out seal on box and mail it to
us with a clipping of this paragraph, We
will send you a fascinating new book on
health, “*New Facts About Your Body.”” Re-
member, results with very flrst package—or
money refunded. At all druggists. Ironized

Co., Inc., Dept, 741 Atlants. Ga.

~NeoORWN
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YOU'RE BUCKING

. WHEN YOU BUY THE
' ® Why gamble your money on
. unknown razor blades when a

known-quality blade like Probak

Jr. sells at 4 for 10¢2 Probak Jr.
. guarantees plenty of clean,
. cool shaves. Start the day with

Probak Jr.Your
dealerhasthem.

$100 a Month Sick Benefit
Policy at Special Low Cost

Wheb sick you dont wunt plty you want psy. You can pow be
independent . . . . . well provided for though
disabled.

A sick benefit policy paying up to $100 a month. at special low
cost, ia now issued by National Protective Insurance Co.. nationally
famous for their $3.85 aecident pelicy.

1'he Nationa: Protecisve 1s the only compPany 1ssuing & heolth policy
covErINg any o cvery diseasc and paysu2 swch large bemefil as ihis
low coss.

Send No Money

They will mail you this sick benefit policy covering any and all
dlseases, free for Inspection without obligation. No application to
fill out and no medical examination. Men ages 18 to 6Y and
women 18 to 59—in all occupattons—who are new in good health
are eligible. Just send your name, age. address and sex to the
National Protective Insurance Co., 3003 Pickwick Bldg.,, Kansas
CHH. Mo., todsy. Write tbem while their apecial low cost offer is
still in effect.

“How 2 Years’
Training Gave Me
A 700% Raise!”

From Teacher to Executive in 7
Years at 7 Times the Income!

Stuck in an obscure job as principal of a
little school in rural Texas—earning under
$1,000 a year—B. J. Mertz was desperatel

The years were slipping by. He was in a
rut—getting nowhere. What could he do?

Listen! Like millions stuck just that way,
Mertz saw one clear ray of light through the
gloom. Like thousands of other courageous
men and women each year, he sent for the
great books LaSalle offers 'FREE: The in-
Tn’m “Ten Years Promotion in One”;

e challenging ‘Accountancy, the Profes-
gion that Pays.”

Me:tz soon learned, as thousands with real
backbone annually liaa!mAgcl))m% S}El'llg t{(acx)%

ys—amazingly
Yg)dri WHOLE LIFE LONG!

So Mertz trained—increased his business
value-—and today is Comptroller and a
Director of a large and successful Casualty
company. Not everyone can do as well, of
course. ut [nearly everyone can step up his
incomeif he’ll train—some actually earn two
to five times as much in only a few months.

Dare You Say You Can’t
Do What So Many Have Donel

Send This Coupon NOW
—Not Tomorrow!
1 would welcomedetails of your sal
éncreasing plan, together withcopyoi £
#pcconutancy, the Profession that
Pays, " wlsoacopy of ' TenYears' Pro-
motioninOne,  allwithoutobligation

O ngher Accountancy
Check These
Other LaSallc Opportunities:
OBusiness Manatement
0 Modern Salesmanship §
OTratic Manadement
O Law—Deczgree of 1 L.B, aE xpert Bookkeepiag
O Commercial Law ac A. Coaching
OIndustrial Ma t OB ’ English
OModern Foremanship OEffective Speaking
OModern Business O Stenotypy—
Correspondence Stenography

LaSalle Extension University
Dept. 2340-HR Chicago

Name...

Presont PosttioNemean

‘Address. .




PORTRAI
HINBSELLS 70

EVERYONE.

SAMPLE RING /5 PRICE
Mail Any Photo or Picture Now

SEND NO MONEY

It’s here! The hottest, most sensational, most
gripping selling idea of the age'’ THE POR-
TRAIT RING—the ring men and women ev-
erywhere, rich and poor. young and o.d want
to wear and keep their who.e lives ong. Why?
Because on this beautiful ring is permanently
reproduced any photograph. snapshot or pic-
ture or some loved one Yes—reproduced
clearly and sharpiy and made part of the /
ring itsel' so it can’t rub off, come off or

fade off This sensationa! new ‘dea is / j
making an unbelievabie hit. Men and
women—even those without an hour’s
selling experience—are taking dozens
of urders a day and making dollars of /.
profit by the handful. And now, in /.
your territory, YOU can cash in bi
every day with th s exciting, sure-
fire ‘J‘l‘ﬂﬁt maker and earn moncy 8o
easily it will seemm more like play than
work. Mail coupon and picture for Actual
Sample Ring at HALF RE)G ULAR PRICE.

A Treasured Remembrance
Its Value Beyond Price

Once women carried pictures of their loved one in Jockets;
and men carried them in watch cases. Those daya are gone,
but the desire to carry the portrait of a toved one is as strong
as ever. Not unti! the amnnigé secret process for transferring
pictures to rings was discovered, was it possible to revive this
grand old custom and to satisfy the bunger of every human
being to express again this grandest ot all sentiments. How
mothers and fathers will welcome this opportunity to wear a
ring with the moat precious setting of ali—a picture of their
beloved child. How happy every man and woman will be to
keep alive the memory of the departed one by carrying with

always, night and day, this beautiful Portrait Ring!

Order Your Sample Ring Now !
You Don’t Risk a Pennyl

Never before has anything like this come your way. No com-
petition from anyone—no looking for prospecte (they are all
around you)—no carrying a big stock or putting any money
into goeds. Simply showing your sample ring a few times a
day, if you only start with your friends and neighbors, w 1| be
enough to give you an endlcss chain of orders. We cut awa

all red tape and are ready to send you a SAMPLE RING.
The minute you take it out of its beautifu, Gift Box you are
ready to go after the orders. Rush the coupon below for
YOUR eample ring NOW. That's all the outfit you need.
It will do all your selling for you. And we make it easy for

ilou to obtain this sample ABSOLUTELY KFREE OF A

ENNY COST under our liberal offer.

W-45

CCINCINNATLE  OHID'

A2 THIGJACKEON STRAEETS

BEAUTIFUL PERMANENT
PORTRAIT RING MADE
From Any Photo or Picture

made-to-measure onyz-iike
with the most precious
petting in the world—a reprodustion nf
the picture of a loved one, The ring it-
cao’t tarnish. It will wear forever
with ordinary care. The picture of the
loved one is clearly, sharply re uoed
with surpriging tslthfuiness sad becomes
an lneeparahle part of the ring. It can's
‘Wwear off, rub off, or fade off.

Make Pockelis Full of Dollars
Just Wearing Ring!
Can you |magine a more novel, more unusual.
gift than the Portralt Riog? How cap any man
Of WOmAD find a more beautiful way Lo

ecntiment than giving a wife, a chlid, a-

parent, a triend, n sweetheart a Portralt R.lmi

with the donor’s picture expertly reproduced
What asurprise! 10 orders a day is an easy goal—

20 ordera & day are not too muc mex?ent. Only
10 orders a day pay you $60.00 a week clear profitt

@ PROFIT ovevewe RING!

ON EVERY

Hundreds ot customers write they wouldn't take s tortune tor
rings it they couldn’t zet others. %5.00 and even $10.00 would be a
smal, price for the PORTRAIT RING—hut we have put a price uf
only $2.0¢ on it! Think of it—and here's the most astounding news
of ali—of thls 32.00—YOU COLLECT IN ADVANCLE

AND KEEP $1.00 as your profit! Don’t wait. Rush thn
coupon at once for the sample ring AT HALF PRICE
on our NO RISK pian and see for yoursell what & whiri-
wind mouey maker this is for you. ACT RIGHT NOW!
We soltcit foreign orders which should be accompuiiled

by full remittance.
HUSBAND MOTHER BABY

PORTRAIT RING CO.
Dept. W45, 12th & Jaokson St
Cincinnati, Ohio

fnelosed 18 bhoto. Please rush my individu-
ally made Portralt Ring and startinc equip-
ment. Will pay postman £1.00 pius lew cents
postage. It is understood that if 1 wm not en-
tirely satisned | can return ring within 5 days
and you will refund my money in full
() Bend full detalls only.

NaMe..ecocosseccconsecccescnvossnescess:
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‘FACTORY SALE—BELOW COST
25 CAL. AUTOMATIC

Vest Pocket Size

Meode! 068—7 shot; fine blued steel: ac-
curate; ssfety; flat model. Le -
all 4%”; wt. 15 oz Special $5.95. 25 Cal.
10 shot $7.95; 83 Cal. 8 shot $8.85: 10 shot M
Modet $7 95.

Holsters—Open Top 78c; Shouilder $1. 15 Cartridges,
25 Cal. 85c: 32 Cal. 75¢ per box of

$2 deposit required on C.0.D.’s. sand M.0. in full and save
charges. None rold to minors

Catalog—8&8 & W,Colts.Rifles, Aér Guns,eto.8end Scatamp.
LEE SALES CO. (Dept.MX) 35 W. 32nd St., N. Y. City

ONE CENT A DAY PAYS
UP TO $100 A MONTH

The Postal Lite & Casuaity Insurance Co.. 61
Postal Life Bldg.. Kansas City. Mo. ts offering a new
accident policy that pays up to $100 a month for 24
months for total disebility and up to $1.000 00 tor
deathe—rosts tess than 1c a day—$88.50 a year More
than 200.000 have already bought this policy Men,
women and children ellgible Send no meoney Bimply
send name address. age. heneficiary’s name and rela-
tionship and they will eend this policy on 10 days
FREE 1inepertion. No medical examination (s re-
guired, No agent will call This offer is limited. 80
write the cnmpany today

The Most Timely,
Most Exciting Novel
You Have Ever Read

“Spain Gone Mad” || -

= ==

A Story of the Spanish
Revolution Today

by LARRY A. HARRIS

in the current issue of

Adventure Novels

ON SALE NOW

also PETER B. KYNE
WILL F. JENKINS
MURRAY LEINSTER
HARRY SINCLAIR DRAGO
S. OMAR BARKER

EARN Y8 #49.5° XA WEEK

Be our regressntative in your hullth{m- Duove Waork
mt -unple
w:lw

oed.u‘l tn start at once, el
Wriee" mmedintely. ~BEN ke “d'? 0 c,;‘
733 Milwa nlmo ‘Ave., Dept. 954 Chl:an

Adve:
gﬂruu elt ml.a l'u&uro

RT AT HOME! MARKET

WA!TXNG! WE BU
Use smail pond to begin. Exnand
with increase. Interesting, outdoor
work. Men omen starting in
every state. See what others al-
ready doing. Get facts on our un-
usual offer. Send for hoole
explaining everythi m detz'h.
American Frog Canning Co. (Dent. 110-D) New Orlesn

T -

SEND FOR FREE BOOKLET  revealing
SECRETS OF SUCCESSFUL SONG WRITING,
including free copy of valuable Rhyming Dictionary
and information on current market requirements,
If you write poems or compose melodics, SEND
FOR OUR OFFER.

M. M. M. Publishers,
Dept. MA2 Studio Bldg.,

Portland, Ore.

Quit Tohacco

Don’t try to banish unaided the bold tobacco has o
Thonsands of invetarels tubscco ussrs bave wil.h the ua
of the Keeley Treatment, found it sasy to g

KEELEY TREATMENT FOR
TonAcco HABIT ?““;:u""’,‘.'”“,;':.."r..

G?r rita todny for Fi BOOK and

NCIN B.&C.K (.-UAR?NT E sg50
Home af l.he famoos Koolmmmt lhu-l..lquur end Drogs.
Honklat pant on Fegue

KEELEY INSTITUTE. Dept T-m Dwigllt iliinois

MAN Y big corporations are headed by men with
legal training Legally trained men win more
easily high positions and big success in business
and public life. Be independent Greater oppor-
tunities now than cver before

STUDY at HOME

We guide you step by step. You can train at home
during spare time. Degree of LL. B. conferred.
Successful graduates in every section of U. S We
furnish all text material, including fine, 14-volume
Law Library. Low cost, easy iterms Send now for
64-page ‘‘Law Training for Leadership,” and tull
intormation. They are FREE to earnest, ambitious
adults.

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY, goi'tanm, Dept. 2340-L, Chicago, lll.



WE f’ﬂy ﬁff %ﬂpi Ilmfm' I’Mts
DON CORR)\DD ROMANO A
ounder o

QOMANO'S 0
COIN SHOP Lot

Big Cash Premiums

FOR HUNDREDS OF COINS
NOW CIRCULATING

There are literally thousands of old coins and
bills that we want at once and for which we
will pay big cash premiums. Many of these coins are now passing from hand to
hand in circulation. Today or tomorrow a valuable coin may come into your
possession. Watch your change. Xnow what to look for.
Don’t sell your coins, encased postage stamps, or paper money to any other
dealer until you have first seen the prices that we will pay for them.

WE WILL PAY FOR 1909 CENTS UP TO $10.00 EACH
1860 Cents $50.00 — Cents of 1861, 1864, 1865, 1869, 1870, 1881, 1890. $20.00
each—Half Cents $250.00—Large Copper Cents $2000. 00—Flying' Eagle Cents
$20.00—Half Dimes $150.00—20c Pieces $100.00—25¢ before 1873, $300.00—
50c before 1879, $750.00 — Silver Dollars before 1874, $2500. 00 — Trade
Dollars $250.00 =— Gold Dollars $1000.00 — $2.50 Gold Pieces before 1876,
$600.00—$3 Gold Pieces $1000.00—$5 Gold Pieces before 1888, $5000. 00
=— $10 Gold Pieces before 1908, $150.00 — Commemorative Half Dollars
60.00—Commemorative Gold Coins $115.00.
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Six-guns blazed a lurid tralil in the early West.
played the part of judge, jury and executioner.

Death was the by-word and guns

‘There were only two lawmen

respected throughout this wild and lawless frontier, Judge Colt and Judge Lynch

—and into this land of sudden death and primitive passiors came Kent Hollis,

rancher and newspaper publishier, a man with guts enough to face death to back

his stand—**The law must come to Union County—'The Dry Bottom Kicker heralds
the coming of the Law!"’

CHAPTER 1

F the passengers on the west-bound train
that pulled up at the little red wooden
station at Dry Bottom at the close of a

June day, were interested in the young man
bearing the two suit cases, they gave no
evidence of it. True, they noted his de-
parture; with casual glances they watched
him as he stepped down upon the platformn;
but immediately they forgot his athletic
figure and his regular featured, serious face
as their theughts returned to the heat, the
dust, and the monotony of travel.

The young man stood motionless for a
moment, listening to the clatter of the
wheels over the rail-joints, watching the
smoke from the engine-stack befoul the
clear blue of the sky. Then he smiled grim-
ly, threw a rapid glance toward a group of
loungers standing at a corner of the station,

and walked over to where the station agent
stood examining some newly arrived pack-
ages.

“Do you mind directing me to the court-
house?” said the young man.

The agent looked up, turned, and ran a
measuring, speculative eye over the new
arrival. He noted the Eastern cut of the
young man’s clothing and beneath the dust
of travel the clear, healthy white skin of
his face. “Stranger here?” observed the
agent.

“Yes.”

“No, I don’t mind,” resumed the agent,
answering the voung man’s question. “You
won’t have any trouble findin’ the court-
house. There’s only one street in this town
an’ the courthouse is down to the other end
of it—you couldn’t miss it if you tried.”
He grinned with some amusement at the
young man’s back as the latter with a
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cordial “thank you,” returned to his suit
cases, gripped them firmly by the handles,
and strode down the wooden platform
toward the street.

“ 'Nother tenderioot,” remarked a
lounger, “they’re runnin’ this country plum
to hell!”

The young man strode slowly down the
board sidewalk that paralleled the build-
ings on one side of the street, mentally
taking in the dimensions of the town. It
was not an inviting picture. Mostly a lot
of ramshackle buildings with false fronts.
There were many private dwellings, some
stores, but the young man’s first impression
was that there was an enormous number of
saloons.

-- A gun roared
spitefully. The
knife hissed
past Hollis’s ear
and struck the
floor. Yuma
rolled over dead.

He saw very few people. Some cowponies
were hitched to rails in front of several of
the saloons; in front of a store he observed
a canvas-covered wagon which he recog-
nized as a “prairie schooner”; in front of
another store he saw a spring wagon of the
“buckboard” variety. That was all. The
aroma of sage-brush filled his nostrils; the
fine, flint-like, powdered alkali dust lay
thick everywhere. It was unattractive and
dismal.

HE town, as it lay before him, began
in desolation and cnded in desolation.
Except that it was a trifle larger it differed
in no important particular from many
others that littered the face of the world

9
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through which he had passed during the
last twenty-four hours. In the stifling heat
of the lazy June aiternoon it drowsed, seem-
ingly deserted except for the ponies and the
two wagons, and the few incurious cowboys
who had rewarded the young man with their
glances. Apparently whatever citizens were
here were busy in the saloons.

The suit cases were heavy; he paused in
front of a building and set them down,
while with his handkerchief he mopped the
dust and perspiration from his forehead.
He saw a flaring sign on the roof of the
building in front of which he had stopped
and he read the legend with a smile of
derision: “The Fashion Saloon.” Several
ponies were hitched to the rail in front of
the building; the bridle of one was gaily
decorated with a bow of ribbon. Only a
woman would have decorated a pony thus,
the young man decided with a smile. Yet
what sort of woman would hitch her pony
in front of a saloon? He looked about him
for some explanation and saw a vacant
space beside him and beside the vacant
space a store. There was no hitching rail
in front of the store, therefore here was the
explanation. He heard a sound behind him
and turning he beheld the figures of a man
and a woman in the vacant space between
the two buildings.

The woman seemed to be little more than
a girl, for as the young man watched she
turned slightly toward him, and he saw
youth pictured on her face, and innocence.

It was some time before he noticed the
man. The latter stood facing the girl and
he could not get a view of his face. He had
a gigantic frame, with huge shoulders that
Joomed above the girl, dwarfing her. The
young man remained motionless, watching
the two, for there was something in the
big man’s attitude that held him. The man
turned presently and the young man had a
glimpse of his face. It was heavy featured,
coarse, and an unmistakable brutality was
betrayed in it. The young man’s lips curled.
He did not like the type, and it was the
girl’s face that held him now that he had
seen the man’s.

The girl seemed moved with some deep
emotion over something the big man had
said, for her slicht figure had stiffened and
she stood looking at him with an angry,
intense gaze. Then the young man heard
the big man’s voice:

“So you don't take kindly to my court-
ing? Don’t want anything to do with me?”

His forced laugh had a harshness in it that
caused the young man’s muscles to stiffen.

“Do you think it necessary for me to
tell you that—again?” the girl answered.

“You're going to have something to do
with me,” the man said shortly. “You're
going to hook up with me or I'm putting
that crazy brother of yours out of busi-
ness!”

The girl was suddenly rigid and a deep
red suffused her cheeks. The young man’s
face paled at the threat, and he leaned for-
ward, wishing to hear some more of this
extraordinary conversation. More of it
came quickly. The girl spoke, her voice
even and well controlled, though burdened
with a biting sarcasm:

“What a filthy swine you are, to threaten
to make war upon a girl and her afflicted
brother. But I'm not afraid of you!”

She took a step toward him, standing
very close to him and looking straight into
his eyes.

HE young man crowded a little closer,

though he knew that this conversation
was none of his affair further than that he
was interested—as any man would be in-
terested—in seeing that the young woman
received decent treatment.

The big man’s face had become poison-
ously bloated. The girl’s defiance seemed
to have enraged him.

“Hell!” he said venomously. “You’re
talking damn brave!” He leaned closer to
her. “And you think you’d be disgraced if
folks knowed you was a friend of mine?”
He laughed harshly. *“Most folks are tickled
to be known as my friends. But I'm telling
you this: If I ain’t a friend I’m an enemy,
and yow're doing as I say or I’'m making
things mighty unpleasant for you and your
poor, ‘afflicted’ brother!”

The young man saw the girl’s hands
clench, saw her face grow slowly pale.
Twice now had the big man taunted her
about her brcther, and plainly his words
had hurt her.

“Hurts, does it?” said the big man,
brutally. “Well, you've brought it on your-
gelf, being such a damn prude!”

He reached out and grasped her by the
shoulder. She shrank back, struggling with
him, trying to grasp the butt of an ivory-
handled revolver that swung at her right
hip. The big man pinned her arms and the
effort was futile.

And then retribution—like an avalanche
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—struck the big man. He heard the move-
ment, sensed the danger, and flung his right
hand toward his pistol butt. There was a
silent struggle; a shot, one of the young
man’s arms swung out — flail like — the
clenched hand landing with a crash. The
big man went down like a falling tree—
prone to the ground, his revolver flying ten
feet distant, a little blue-white smoke curl-
ing lazily upward out of its muzzle. The
big man was raised again—bodily—and
hurled down again. He lay face upward in
the white sunlight—a mass of bruised and
bleeding flesh. .

The young man’s anger had come and
gone. He stood over the big man, looking
down at him, his white teeth gleaming
through his slightly parted lips.

“I think that will do for you,” he said in
an even, passionless voice.

For an instant there was a tense silence.
The young man turned and looked at the
girl, who was regarding him with surprised
and bewildered eyes.

The young man smiled mirthlessly. “I
think I waited rather too long. But he
won’t bother you again—at least for a few
minutes.”

He saw the girl’s gaze directed to a point
somewhere behind him and he turned to
see that a door in the side of the Fashion
Saloon was vomiting men. They came rush-
ing out, filling the space between the two
buildings. The young man stood silent
while the newcomers ranged themselves
about him, others giving their attention to
the big man who still lay on the ground.
The girl had not moved; she was standing
near the young man, her face pale, her
slight figure rigid. The young man looked
from her to the men who had crowde« about
him and he became awarc that one of the
men—a slender, olive-skinned cowboy-—
evidently a half-breed-—was speaking to
him. He stood looking at the man, saw
menace in his eyes, heard his voice, writhing
in profane accusation:

“So you've shot Beeg Beel, you tender-
foot louse!” gritted the man. He reached
down suddenly and grasped the butt of his
six-shooter.

Like a flail, the young man’s rizht arm
shot out, the fist crashing against the half-
breed’s jaw. The hall-breed collapsed in a
heap on the ground. There was a sudden
movement in the crowd, and pistols flashed
in the sunlight. The young man took a

backward step, halted, drew himself up
and faced them, his lips curling.
“Go ahead—shoot,” he said bitterly.

E heard a rustle beside him, and

turned to see the girl standing within

a foot of him, the ivory-handled pistol in
hand, her eyes flashing coldly.

“I don’t think that any of them are
going to shoot,” she declared evenly, her
voice resounding in the sudden silence that
had fallen; “Big Bill got just what he de-
served, and this gentleman will not be
molested. He isn’t armed,” she said, with
a dry laugh; “shooting him would be mur-
der, and if he is shot I promise to avenge
him immediately.” Several of the men
stealthily sheathed their weapons and
stepped back.

“I think Big Bill is able to fight his own
battles,” continued the gir], taking advan-
tage of the evident reluctance of the men
to force trouble.

Her face became slightly paler as she saw
the big man sit up and stare about him.
He got to his feet and stood, swaying
dizzily for an instant, and then his gaze
sought out the young man and was fixed
on him with foreboding malignance. His
right hand fell to his holster, and finding
no weapon there he turned and sought it,
finding it, and returning to a point near
the young man, the weapon in hand. As
he halted there was another movement and
the half-breed was on his feet and dragging
at his revolver. The young man crouched,
prepared to spring, and the big man spoke
sharply to the half-breed.

“Quit it!” he said, snarling. “Mind your
own business!” Then he seemed to realize
that the half-breed had been worsted also,
for he looked at the latter, saw the dust on
his clothing and grinned expressively.

“So he got you too, did be, Yuma?” His
heavy features wreathed into a mocking
sneer as he faced the young man.

“Knocked me down!” he said in a silky,
even voice. “Knocked me cold with a
punch. Knocked Yuma Ed down too!” He
took another step toward the young man
and surveyed him critically.

“I ain’t shooting you,” he said. “I've got
an idea that you and me will meet again.
Shooting you wouldn’t half pay you back.
Mark that, stranger—shooting you wouidn’t
half pay you back.”

He stepped away from the young man,
motioning the other men into the door
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through which they had emerged to come
to his assistance, and they filed slowly in
without protest. The big man paused long
enough to look again at the young man.

“Knocked me down!” he said as though
scarcely able to realize the truth; “knocked
me cold with a punch!” He laughed, his
coarse features twisting into an odd ex-
pression. “Well, Tll be damned!” He
turned abruptly and disappeared through
the door through which the other men had
gone.

For an instant the young man stood, look-
ing after him. Then he turned and saw the
young woman, standing near her pony, re-
garding him with grave eyes.

“Thank you,” she said. He caught a
flashing smile and then she was in the
saddle, loping her pony down the street
toward the station. For a moment the
young man looked after her and then with
a smile he returned to his suit cases and
was off down the street toward the court-
house, which he saw in the distance.

CHAPTER 1II

HE young man walked rapidly down
the board walk, entered the court-

. house, and paused before a door upon
which appeared the legend: “United States
District Court. J. Blackstone Graney.”
The young man set his suit cases down,
mopped his forehead with his handkerchief,
and then knocked on the door. A voice in-
side immediately admonished him to “come
in.” The young man turned the knob and
opened the door, standing on the threshold.
A man seated at one of the windows of the
room was gazing steadily out at the vast,
dry, sun-scorched country. He turned at
the young man’s entrance and got slowly
to his feet, apparently waiting for the vis-
itor to speak.

“Are you Judge Graney?” the young man
questioned.

The judge nodded and the young man
smiled slightly. “I’m Kent Hollis,” he said.

“I have been expecting you,” he said
seating himself at his desk. “Take a chair.”
He waited until the young man had drawn
a chair opposite him and then he leaned
over the desk and stretched out his hand
in greeting. “I’m glad to see vou,” he con-
tinued cordially. He held the young man’s
hand for an instant, peering steadily into
the latter’s unwavering eyes, apparently
making a mental estimate of him. Then he

dropped the hand and sat back, a half
smile on his face. **You look like your
father,” he said.

The young man’s face clouded. He
swallowed a lump in his throat and said
nothing.

“I am sorry you could not get here in
time,” the Judge continued. “We buried
your father yesterday.”

“I couldn’t make it,” returned the young
man regretfully. “I should have liked to
see him before he died. Where did you
burv him?” -

“We took him out to his ranch—the
Circle Bar,” returned the judge, ‘where he
said he wanted to be buried when he died.
You’ll find that the Circle Bar boys have
done their best for him—which was little
enough. Poor fellow, he deserved something
better.” He looked keenly at the young
man.

Lines of pain came into the latter’s face;
he bowed his head, nodding at the Judge’s
words.

“I have always thought that it was his
own fault,” he said gently. “It might have
been different.”” He looked slowly up at
the judge. “Of course you know something
of his life, you were his friend—he wrote
me a while back, telling me that. I don’t
pretend to know what came between him
and mother,” he continued; “mother would
never tell and father never mentioned it in
his letters. I thought it was drink.”

He caught the judge’s slow, grave nod
and he broke off abruptly, his eyes filling
with an expression of resignation. “Well,”
he said, “it is ended, no matter what did
it.” He shoved back his chair. “I thank
you for what you did for him,” he added,
rising; “I assure you that if it is possible
for me to repay 7

“Sit down,” said the judge, waving a
hand to the young man’s chair. “No thanks
are due me. I did only what any friend
would do for another. I have arranged for
you to go out to the Circle Bar,” he in-
formed Hollis as the latter hesitated over
resuming his chair. “Neil Norton, your
range boss, is to be here at six o’clock with
the buckboard.” He consulted his watch.
“He ought to be here in half an hour—if
he is on time. Meantime there are some
things I would like to say to you.”

Hollis smiled. “Fire away,” he directed.

“Don’t think my questions impertinent,”
the judge said gravely, “for I assure you
that nothing is further from my mind than
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& desire to pry into your affairs. But I
take it you will need some advice—which,
of course, you may disregard if you wish.
I suppose you don’t make a secret of your
agee"”

“No,” was the instant reply, given with
a grin, “I am twenty-six.”

The judge smiled dryly. “We have great
ambitions at twenty-six,” be said. “I re-
member that at twenty-six I was rather
determined on making the Supreme Court
bench. You can see for yourse!f how far
I missed it. I do not say that we never
realize our ambitions,” he added quickly,
“I merely wish to show that in my case
they were rather extravagant.” He grim-
aced, continuing with a smile: “You are a
college man, of course—I can see that.”

OLLIS nodded. The judge continued:
“Went in for athletics—football,
and such?” he said. *“Well,” he added,
catching the young man’s nod, “it didn’t
hurt you a particle—it doesn’t hurt any-
body. Rather prepares a man for hard
knocks—if you have decided to live in this
country you must expect hard knocks.
Acod I presume you are going to live herer”
“That depends,” returned Hollis. “If
fatber has left his affairs in such shape that
ft is necessary for me to stay here and
straighten them out, why of course I shall
stay. Otherwise " He hesitated and
laughed quietly, continuing: “Well, I also
have an ambition, and if I am compelled
to remain here it will have to be sacrificed.
It is a rather humble ambition compared
to yours,’ he laughed. “It is journalism.
I want to own a newspaper. I am city
editor now and in a few years &

The judge’s eyelashes flickered, but his
face remained grave. “I am afraid that
you will have to remain here. “That is”—
he added dryly—“if you expect to realize
anything from the property.”

“I expect there can’t be much property,”
observed Hollis.

The judge smiled. “A thousand acres of
good grass land, some buildings, and"—
here the judge’s eyes gleamed and he
drawled his words—“a newspaper.”

Hollis sat erect. “A newspaper!” he
gasped. “A newspaper in this country?
Why, man, a newspaper ”

The judge laughed. “So you will not
have to go back East in order to be able
to realize your ambition—you can own a
newspaper here—your father’s newspaper—

the Dry Bottem Kicker. It was quite a
recent venture; I believe it appeared about
a dozen times—intermittently. Ostensibly
it was a weekly, but in reality it was
printed at those times when your father’s
affliction sat least heavily upon him. He
used to hire a compositor from Las Vegas
to set the type—a man named Potter—a
worthless sort of fellow, but a genius in his
way—when sober. I suspect that much of
the matter that went into the Kicker
emanated from the brain of Dave Potter.”

Hollis's smile revealed just a trace of
derision. “You don’t happen to know how
father happened to think that a newspaper
would pay—in this place?” he asked.

“I don’t remember to have said that the
paper made any money for your father,”
the judge returned slowly; “nor do I re-
member hearing your father say that he
expected it to make any money. As I un-
derstand the situation, your father founded
the paper on principle. He was after results
and he seized upon the idea of founding a
newspaper as a means by which to obtain
them.”

“I plead ignorance,” said Hollis. “What
particular result did my father desire?”

Judge Graney’s eyes gleamed with earn-
estness. He leaned forward, speaking stowly
and distinctly.

“l am going to illustrate my point by
giving you a brief history of your father’s
experiences out here—as I had it from him.
He came out here about fifteen years ago
and took up a quarter-section of land over
on Rabbit-Ear Creek, the present site of
the Circle Bar ranch. For quite a few years
he was a nester. He prospered and after
a few years began to buy land. He finally
acquired a thousand acres; he told me that
at one time he had about five thousand
head of cattle. Of course, these cattle could
not live on your father’s thousand acres,
but the ranges are free and the thousand
acres answered very well as a headquarters.

“Fight years ago some men in Santa Fe
organized what is known as the Union
County Cattlemen’s Association. This com-
pany sccured a section of land adjoining
your father’s property, on the other side
of Rabbii-EFar Creek. The company called
itsranch the Circle Cross. Perhaps it strikes
you as peculiar that the Association should
have chosen a brand so closely resembling
your father’s. I will digress long enough
to explain the action.”

The judge drew out a pencil and picked
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up a piece of paper that lay near him on
the desk, making some crude hieroglyphics
and poising his pencil above them.

“Here,” he explained, indicating a sketch
which he had drawn, ‘“is the Circle Bar
brand—a bar within a circle. And this—”
indicating another sketch—*“is the Circle
Cross—a cross within a circle. It is of
course, perfectly obvious that all the Circle
Cross company had to do when it desired
to appropriate one of the Circle Bar cattle
was to add a vertical bar to the Circle
Bar brand and the brand became the Circle
Cross.

“To get back to the main subject. The
new company called its ranch the Circle
Cross and it erected new building within a
few miles of the Circle Bar buildings. Not
long after the advent of the new company
it tried to buy the Circle Bar, but your fa-
ther refused to sell. Bill Dunlavey, the
Circle Cross manager, attempted to nego-
tiate the purchase of the Circle Bar and
when he was met with refusal hard words
passed between him and your father. Not
long after that your father began to miss
cattle—rustlers began a systematic attack
upon his herds. Your father recognized
this thievery as the work of the Cattlemen’s
Association and he fought back.

a NUMBER of times he changed his

brand, but each time the company
checkmated him. To illustrate: Your fa-
ther changed his brand to appear thus”:
The judge drew again on the paper. “That
is the ‘Wine-Glass’ brand. You can see
that it resembles a wine glass when held
up vertically, though of course as it ap-
peared on the Circle Bar cattle it lay on
its side. But this move was futile, for
among the Circle Cross cattle now appeared
many branded with the sign of the ‘Hour-
Glass,’ thus”: The judge drew again. “This
was achieved by merely adding a semi-
circle to the wine-glass, closing over the
bowl.

“As T have said, your father altered his
brand a good many times. But the Circle
Bar cattle continued to disappear. Years
of warfare followed. The Cattlemen’s As-
sociation lost no opportunity to harass
your father, or, for that matter, all the
other small owners in the vicinity. Hired
gunmen were imported from Texas and
Arizona, men who took delight in the
shedding of human blood. These men
roamed the ranges, stealing the Circle Bar

cattle and killing Circle Bar cowboys. Your
father had trouble in keeping men; in order
to surround himself with enough men to
protect his cattle and resist the aggressions
of Dunlavey’s hired assassins he was forced
to pay ruinous wages.

“Even then he could not prevent rustling.
Dunlavey bribed his men; his herds
dwindled; he saw that he was facing ruin
if he did not devise some means tc success-
fully cope with his enemies. He went over
to Santa Fe to see the governor. He was
told that the government was powerless;
that the same condition existed all over
the country, and that the government was
unable to combat it. The Law had not
come.

“Your father returned home, discouraged
but not beaten. He approached the several
other small owners in the vicinity, asking
for co-operation and assistance. Fearful of
Dunlavey’s wrath, the small owners refused
to organize. But your father decided to
carry on the fight alone. He recognized the
fact that nothing but the Law could defeat
the association’s aims, and he determined
to force the Law into the Territory. With
this end in view he established his news-
paper. He succeeded in arousing public in-
terest with the result that a court was
established here.”

The judge smiled dryly, continuing:
“Yes, the Law is here. Or what is more
to the point, a representative of the Law
is here. ‘T am the Law,” he quoted,
ironically. “But my hands are tied. The
government at Washington has seen fit to
send me here—alone. I can’t go out and
get evidence; I couldn’t secure a conyiction
if I did. The people here who are not Dun-
lavey’s friends were afraid of him. I can’t
get a jury. Dunlavey elects the sheriff—
controls the election machinery. I am
powerless—a mere figurehead. This is the
situation in a nutshell. I could go into de-
tail, but I imagine it is plain enough as
it is.”

“Isn’t there an army post near?” Hollis
questioned.

“Over at Fort Union—a hundred miles
or so southwest. I have pleaded for a de-
tail, but have been informed that it can’t
be had; that the soldiers are needed to keep
the Indians in order. Independent cattle-
men are supposed to fight it out alone. At
least that is the inference, if we are to
consider the attitude of the government.”

Hollis was gravely silent. The judge
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leaned back in his chair, watching him with
a queer expression. He realized that he had
said enough to discourage the average young
man from remaining in the country a mo-
ment longer than was absolutely necessary.

E was not surprised at Hollis’s next

question; it showed that he was con-

sidering the situation from many angles
before committing himself.

“What is the condition of Circle Bar
ranch at present?” he asked.

“The title to the land is intact and can-
not be assailed. But Norton informs me
that there are not above two hundred head
of cattle on the range. Not a very cheer-
ful prospect?”’

Hollis thoughtfully stroked his chin.

“Well, now,” he admitted, “I quite agree
with you that the prospect isn’t cheering,
But so long as the condition is such as it
it there is no need to grumble. I didn’t
come out here expecting to fall into a bed
of roses.”

“Then you won’t be disappointed,” re-
turned the judge dryly. He filled and light-
ed a pipe, smoking meditatively. He had
determined to push the test a little farther,

“You could probably sell the Circle Bar,”
he said finally. “Your father told me before
he died that he had been offered ten dollars
an acre for his land. That would total to a
tidy sum.”

Hollis looked quickly at the judge, his
eyes flashing with grim amusement. “Would
you advise me to sell?”” he questioned.

The judge laughed quietly. “That is an
unfair question,” he equivocated, narrow-
ing his eyes whimsically. “If I were heir
to the property and felt that I did not care
to assume the danger of managing it I
should sell, without doubt. If, on the other
hand, I had decided to continue my father’s
fight against an unscrupulous company, I
would stay no matter what the conse-
quences. But”—He puffed slowly at his
pipe, “it would be so much easier to sell
and return at once to a more peaceful at-
mosphere. With ten thousand dollars you
could go back East and go on with your
newspaper work, well equipped, with a
chance of realizing your ambition—and not
be troubled with continuing a fight in which,
no doubt, there would be many blows to be
taken.”

“Thank you,” returned Hollis quietly.
He looked steadily into the judge’s eyes,
his own glinting with a grim humor. “You

have succeeded in making it very plain,”
he continued slowly. “But I am not going
to run—I have decided on that. Of course
I feel properly resentful over the way my
father has been treated by this man Dun-
lavey and his association.” His eyes flashed
with a peculiar hardness. “And I would
stay here and fight Dunlavey and his gang
if for no other reason than to secure re-
venge on personal grounds.

“But there’s one’other reason. There’s
a principle at stake. I don’t care very
much about the personal side of the ques-
tion; little as I knew my father, I believe
he would have ignored personalities were
he confronted with the condition that con-
fronts me. It is my belief that as an
American citizen he chafed under conditions
that prevented him from enjoying that
freedom to which we are all entitled under
the Constitution. Judging from your con-
versation you are in entire sympathy with
that sentiment.” He smiled at the judge.
“Of course I am not mistaken?”” he added.

The tobacco in the bowl of the judge's
pipe spluttered; he brought his right fist
heavily down upon the desk, rattling the
pens and ink bottles that littered its top.
“No, young man; you are not mistaken—
you have hit the nail squarely on the head.
If you are going to stay here and fight
Dunlavey and his crew, Blackstone Graney
is with you until ”

“Until the Law comes,” suggested Hollis.

“Yes, by thunder!” declared the judge.
“You can go further than that and say:
‘until the Law rules!’”

UDGE GRANEY rose and leaned over
the desk, taking the young man’s hand
and holding it tightly. Then he sat down
again and resumed smoking. Neither man
said a word during the hand-clasp and yet
both knew that their hearts and minds were
united in a common cause.

. Hollis’s path of duty lay straight and
open before him. There was no by-way
that would lead him around the dangers
that were sure to beset him. Nor had he
thought to search for any. The Law must
come. If he could assist in bringing it he
would be accomplishing something real and
tangible and he would be satisfied.

Judge Graney had long known that the
action of the government in sending him
to Union County was a poor surrender on
the part of the government to the forces
in the West which had been long demand-
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ing the Law. He had been sent here, pre-
sumably to enforce the law, but in reality
to silence the government’s critics. He was
not expected to convict anyone. Theoreti-
cally he was supposed te uphold the ma-
jesty of the law in Union County, but in
reality he merely remained and drew his
salary. There was no law to enforce.

“What are your intentions regarding the
newspaper—the Kicker?” Judge Graney
questioned.

Hollis looked up quickly, his face grave.
“Perhaps if there had been no Kicker here
my decision might have been different,” he
said. “But =0 long as it is here it is in
business to stay!”

“I expect that decision won’t please Dun-
lavey a whole lot,” the judge returned.

“Perhaps not,” drawled Hollis; “still, we
can’t aim to please everybody. I expect I
might be able to get hold of that printer—
Potter I believe you called him?”

“Potter won’t be hard to find,” assured
the judge. “When you get ready to get the
Kicker out just let me know; I promise to
have Potter on hand.”

To the ears of the two men came a rattle
of wheels and a voice. The judge leaned
back in his chair and looked out through
the window. His face wreathed into a broad
smile as he resumed his former position and
looked at Hollis. “Your range boss is
here,” he said.

They heard a step on the board walk, and
a man stood in the doorway looking at them.

The newcomer gave an instant impres-
sion of capability. He stood on the thresh-
old, entirely composed, serene eyed, abso-
lutely sure of himself. His wide brimmed
sombrero, carelessly dented in the crown,
was shoved rakishly back from his fore-
head, and sagging from his slim waist was
a well filled cartridge belt and at the right
hip a heavy revolver.

“Howdy, judge!” he said with a smile, in
response to Judge Graney’s cordial greet-
ing.

g“_]ust come in?” questioned the judge.

“Been in town an hour,” returned Nor-
ton.

He flashed a searching glance at Hollis,
which that young man met steadily. The
thought crossed Hollis’s mind that the buck-
board that he had seen in front of a store
soon after leaving the station must have
been Norton’s. But now Norton was speak-
ing again and Hollis listened.

“Dropped into the Fashion to see my

friend Red Eggers,” resumed Norton, smil-
ing broadly. “Same old crowd—Dunlavey,
Yuma Ed, Ten Spot, Greasy—most of the
bunch which has been makin’ things inter-
estin’ for us hereabouts.”

At the mention of “Yuma Ed” Hollis
looked up. That was the name of the second
man he had struck in the affair near the
Fashion Saloon. He wondered if Norton
knew. But the judge was now introducing
him to Norton and he stood up, holding the
latter’s hand and meeting his inspecting
gaze fairly. He found that the range boss
was fully as tall as he; indeed, Hollis dis-
covered that he was compelled to look up
slightly in order to meet the latter’s level
gaze.

“So you're Jim Hollis’s boy?” said Nor-
ton. “My new boss?” He grinned, evi-
dently willing to go more than half way in
forming a friendship with his “new boss.”
“I don’t reckon that you’re much stuck on
this here country—much as you’ve seen
of it?”

“I’ve been used to keeping busy,” laughed
Hollis, “and my impression is that it seems
rather dull out here.”

ORTON'S eyelashes flickered. He de-

liberately closed one eye at the judge,

carefully averting his face so that Hollis
could not see.

“So you’re lookin’ for action?” he said
to Hollis in a grave voice. ‘“Mebbe it ain’t
none of my business,” he added, his eyes
gleaming, “but I’'m askin’ you if you're
thinkin’ to stay in this country—keepin’
your dad’s ranch an’ his newspaper?”’

Hollis nodded. Norton’s eyes gleamed
with a savage delight. “Swell!” he declared.
“If you stay here you'll get plenty of action.
I was afraid you wouldn’t stay.” He turned
to Judge Graney, a grin of satisfaction on
his face. “I’m tellin’ you somethin’ that will
tickle you a heap,” he said. “I told you
that I had stopped in Red Egger’s saloon.
I did. Dunlavey’s bunch was feelin’ mighty
sore over somethin’. I stayed therc a while,
tryin’ to find out what it was all about,
but there wasn’t none of them sayin’ any-
thing to me. But pretty soon I got Red over
into a corner an’ he told me. Accordin’ to
him Dunlavey had corraled that Hazelton
girl outside an’ was tellin’ her somethin’
pretty strong when a tenderfoot, which
hadn’t any regard for Dunlavey’s delicate
feelin’s, up an’ lambasted him in the jaw!”
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“Struck him?” queried the judge, grin-
ning delightedly.

“Knocked him cold,” affirmed Norton,
his eyes dancing. “Then Yuma busted in
an’ thought to work his guns. He got his’n,
too. That there tenderfoot didn’t have no
respect for guns. Red says he never thought
any man could hit so hard. It must have
been sumptuous!” He laughed delightedly.
“I’d like to shake hands with that tender-
foot—he’s my friend!”

Hollis pulled out a cigar case, selected a
cigar, lighted it, and smoked in silence.

So her name was Hazelton. Admiration
over the manner in which she had held the
men at bay before Dunlavey got to his feet
still lingered; she had impressed him deep-
ly. But a deeper satisfaction overshadowed
his thoughts of the girl, for he had slugged
Dunlavey, his father’s enemy.

He heard Norton make an exclamation
of surprise, and looking up he saw him
holding his right hand out, the palm up-
ward, examining it. There was a splotch of
blood on the palm and another on the under
side of the thumb.

“Shucks!” Norton was saying. “Now
where in thunder did I get that?” He
looked again at the hand and then suddenly
dove forward to Hollis’s side, seized his
right hand, peered at the knuckles and held
the hand triumphantly aloft.

“I reckon this is where I got it!” he
grinned.

OLLIS looked ruefully down on his
knuckles. The skin was gashed—
evidently where it had come in contact
with a bone in either Dunlavey’s or Yuma'’s
jaw. He had intended to keep the story to
himeelf. But he saw that Norton had
stepped back and was gazing soberly at the
suitcases, which Hollis had deposited near
the door. Norton suddenly let out a chirp
of delight.

“Two of them!” he said, suppressing his
excitement; “Two grips! Red Eggers said
there was two an’ that the tenderfoot had
come down toward the court house!” He
walked to Hollis and halted in front of
him, looking at him with admiration and
<atisfaction.

“Own up now!” he said. “You ain’t
tellin’ us that it wasn’t you! You durn
tenderfoot! Here I've been waitin’ for years
tp get a crack at that big four-flusher, an’
*here you come, a-fannin’ along from your
little old East an’ get ahead of me!” He

stified a cackle of mirth. “An’ so vou're
lookin’ for action? Lordy! If you don't
call what you done to Dunlavey an’ Yuma
action this country’s goin’ to set up an’
take notice when you get to goin’ in
earnest!”

Judge Graney loomed somberly over the
desk. "I suppose it must have been you?”
he said gravely.

Hollis nodded. “I may as well confess,”
he said. “I saw a man giving a young lady
a mighty bad moment and I slugged him.
Another man started to pull a gun and 1
slugged him, too. That was all.”

The judge sat down again, his face slight-
ly pale. A significant glance passed between
him and Norton, but the latter laughed
grimly.

“I reckon he's opened the ball, right off
the reel,” he suggested.

Judge Graney drew a deep breath. “Yes,"
he returned. “I suppose that way is as
good as any other. It was bound to come
anyway. It will be war to the finish now!"

CHAPTER III

N the two weeks that followed his ar-
rival at Dry Bottom, Hollis had much
time to meditate upon the great change

that had come into his life.

It had seemed to him, as two weeks be-
fore he had ridden away from the court
house—sitting on the seat of the buckboard
beside Neil Norton, his suitcases tucked
snugly away underneath—that he was once
and for all severing his connections with the
big, bustling world in which he had for-
merly moved.

The picture of his journey to the Circle
Bar ranch was still fresh in his mind. The
long twilight had brought its lengthening
shadows that night before Norton had
struck the Circle Bar trail, and before they
had traveled a mile of the ten that lay be-
fore them night had come. Hollis had been
little inclined to talk and Norton did not
disturb him, but gave his attention to the
horses. There had been no moon and few
stars, and darkness, as under a blanket, had
settled over them before they were many
miles from Dry Bottom.

The country seemed nothing more than
a vast plain, broken here and there by
ridges and depressions.

Once during the ride Norton broke the
silence with a subdued cackle of mirth, and
at another time he laughed aloud.
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“I'd like to have seen Big Bill when you
hit him!” he observed, regret in his voice.
“I reckon he might have been just a little
surprised!”’

To which Hollis made no reply. At an-
other time Norton broke the silence long
enough to inquire:

“I reckon mebbe you wouldn’t have hit
him so hard if you’d knowed who he was?”

“I think I should have hit a little harder,"
returned Hollis quietly.

“Why, hell!” declared Norton with a
laugh; “I reckon you would have done just
that!”

About ten o'clock they came in sight of
some straggling posts, and Norton assured
Hollis that the posts were strung with wire,
forming a fence which skirted one side of
the Circle Bar pasture. A few minutes
later a dog barked and at Norton’s call
came bounding up to the buckboard, yip-
ping joyously. Hollis could make out his
shape as he cavorted about.

“My dog,” offered the range boss. “Half
wolf, the other half just dog.” He chuckled
over his joke. “Best dog you ever see,’ he
boasted; “money couldn’t buy him. Like
dogs?”’

Hollis nodded and then realizing that
Norton could not see him in the darkness,
voiced a quick “yes.”

In the distance Hollis saw a sudden
square of light illuminate the wall of dark-
ness into which they had been driving; a
door had been opened. Hollis saw several
figures flit out of the door-way. Norton
drove the horses close to the building and
brought them to a halt with a sonorous
“whoa”! Then he turned to Hollis and
spoke with a drawl: “This here building is
the Circle Bar bunkhouse; them’s some of
your men.”

Hollis remarked the size of the building
and Norton laughed grimly. “There was a
time when it wasn’t any too big,” he said.
“Five years ago your dad had twenty-seven
men on the pay-roll. If Dunlavey an’ his
damn association hadn’t showed up he’d
have had them yet.” He turned toward
three men who were lounging in the door-
way. ‘“Hey, you guys!” he yelled; “this
here's your new boss. If you-all ain’t glued
there you might grab his grips an’ tote them
up to the ranch house. Tell the missus that
TI'll be along directly with the boss.”

Two men sprang forward to the buck-
board and Hollis saw his suitcases disappear
into the darkness in the direction of a light

that he now saw flickering from some little
distance. He jumped out of the buckboard
and saw another man spring to the horses’
heads and lead them away into the dark-
ness. Then he followed Norton into the
light from the open doorway. Presently he
was shaking hands with a man who stood
there, whose chief articles of raiment were
overalls, boots, and a woolen shirt. Almost
instantly, it seemed, two of the others had
returned and Norton was introducing them
as “Ace,” “Lanky,” and “Weary."

OLLIS found himseli inside the bunk-
house, where he was critically in-
spected by the three men—and before he
left, by the fourth, who answered to the
name of “Bud.” Norton hold him that
these four comprised his outfit—Bud acting
as blacksmith. Hollis remained with the
men only long enough to announce that
there would be no change; that he intended
to hang on and fight for his rights. When
Norton told them that Hollis had already
begun the fight by slugging Dunlavey and
Yuma Ed, the enthusiasm of the four men
was unbounded. They assured him pro-
fanely that they were with him to the
“finish”—whatever it might be. After
which Hollis departed to the ranchhouse.
He found Mrs. Norton to be a pleasant
faced woman of twenty-seven or eight, who
had—according to Norton—“bossed him
for seven years.” Norton grinned hugely
over his wife’s embarrassed protest.

“T haven’t ‘bossed’ him,” she told Hollis,
while Norton looked on with amusement,
“though there have been times when he
richly deserved it.”

After partaking of a hearty meal Hollis
and Norton went out on the porch for a
smoke and a talk, and it was near midnight
when Hollis tumbled into bed, distinctly
pleased with the range boss and his charm-
ing wife. He was asleep within five minutes.

The sun was streaming into his window
when he hopped out of bed the next morn-
ing, refreshed and eager to make a trip of
inspection over his property. He came down
stairs lightly, in the hope of being able to
slip outside without disturbing anybody,
but upon opening the stair door he was
surprised to find the cloth on the table in
the dining room already spread and hot
food steaming upon it. Mrs. Norton was
bustling about from the kitchen to lﬁ
dining room. Evidently the Nortons
been astir for hours.
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Mrs. Norton smilingly directed him to
a wash basin on a bench just outside the
door and steod in the opening a moment,
watching him as he drenched his face with
the cold water.

““Neil has gone down into the big basin
to Jook after the men,” she told him from
the doorway. “I don't expect him to return
for some little time. Come in to breakfast
when you are ready.”

To his protest that he would wait until
Norton’s return before breakfasting she re-
plied with a smile that her husband had
already breakfasted, telling him also that
in this part of the country everyone rose
with the sun.

He stood on the edge of the porch for a
moment after washing, drinking in the air
that came to him from the plains. When
he entered the house Mrs. Norton was no-
where to be seen and he drew up a chair
and breakfasted alone.

A little later he embarked upon a tour
of inspection. All of the buildings. with
the exception of the ranchhouse, which was
constructed of logs—were built of adobe,
low, squat structures with flat roofs. There
were six of them—the bunkhouse, mess
house, blacksmith shop, the range boss’s
private shack (from which Norton and his
wife had removed after the death of the
elder Hollis), the stable, and one other
building for the storing of miscellaneous
articles. He was leaning on the top rail of
the corral fence after he had concluded his
trip of inspection when he heard a clatter
of hoofs behind him and turned to observe
Norton, just riding up. The range boss
wore a grin of pleasure.

“How you findin’ things?”’ he questioned.

“Pretty good,” smiled Hollis.

Norton looked critically at him. “You
ain’t changed your mind about stayin’
here?”

“No,"” returned Hollis; “I believe I'll get
used to it in time.”

Norton dismounted, his eyes alight with
satisfaction. “That’s the stuff!” he de-
clared. He threw the reins over his pony’s
head and seized Hollis by an arm. “Come
along with me—down to my shack,” he
said; “‘I’ve got somethin’ to show you.”

Without further words he led Hollis
toward a building—the one he had occupied
previous to the death of the elder Hollis.
‘There were three rooms in the building and
in the front one were several articles of
furniture and some boxes. One of these

boxes Norton opened, taking therefrom sev-
eral articles of wearing apparel, consisting
of a pair of corduroy trousers, a pair of
leather chaps, boots, spurs, two woolen
shirts, a blue neckerchief, a broad felt hat,
and last, with a grin of amusement over
Hollis’s astonished expression, a cartridge
belt to which was attached a holster con-
taining a Colt .45.

“T bought this outfit over at Santa Fé
two months ago,” he informed Hollis, “ex-
pectin’ to wear them myself some day. But
when I got home I found they didn’t quite
fit.” He surveyed Hollis with a critical eye.
“I've been thinkin’ ever since you come that
you'd fit pretty snug in them.” He raised
a protesting hand as Hollis was about to
speak. “I ain’t givin’ them to you,” he
grinned. “But you can’t wear no tender-
foot clothes out here. Some day when we’re
together an’ we’ve got time you can blow
me to another outfit.”” He leaned over and
tapped the butt of the Colt. “You ever
handle one of them?” he questioned.

OLLIS nodded. Once during a shoot-

ing tournament he had done good

work with a pistol. But Norton laughed at
his nod.

“Mebbe we do it a little different out
here,” he smiled. “You hop into them duds
an’ we’'ll go out into the cottonwood yonder
an’ try out your gun.”

He went out and fifteen minutes later
Hollis joined him, looking thoroughly at
home in his new outfit. An hour later they
returned to the corral fence, where Norton
caught up his pony and another, saddling
the latter for Hollis. He commented briefly
upon the new owner’s ability with the six-
shooter.

“You use your fists a little better than
you use a gun,” he remarked, “but I reckon
that on the whole you’ll be able to take
care of yourself—after you’'ve had a little
practise gettin’ your gun out.”

Together they made a round of the basin,
returning to the ranchhouse for dinner.
Hollis was saddle weary and when Norton
proposed another trip during the afternoon
he was met with the response that the new
owner purposed enjoying the cool of the
ranchhouse porch for the remainder of the
day.

This had taken place just twelve days
ago, yet every little impression still re-
mained fresh in Hollis’s mind.

This morning, directly after breakfast
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Hollis and Norton had saddled their horses
and ridden out of the basin toward the
river, into a section of the country that
Hollis had not yet explored. Emerging from
the basin, they came to a long, high ridge.
On its crest Norton halted. Hollis likewise
drew in his pony. From here they could see
a great stretch of country, sweeping away
into the basin beneath it.

“This here's ‘Razor-Back’ ridge,” ex-
plained Norton as the ponies halted;
‘“called that on account of bein’ so un-
usually narrow on the top.” He pointed to
some buildings off in the distance. “Them’s
the Circle Cross buildings,” resumed Nor-
ton. “They’re about three miles from the
Circle Bar ranchhouse, directly north.
Down below there—where you see them
two big cottonwood trees—is ‘Big EIK’
crossin’. There’s another somethin’ like it
hack up the crick a ways, on the other side
of the ranchhouse, called the ‘Narrows.’”
He laughed grimly. “But we don't use
them crossin’s much—they’re dead lines;
generally you’ll find there’s a Circle Cross
man or so hangin’ around them—with a
rifle. So it don’t pay to go monkeyin’
around there unless you've got pressin’
business.”

He made a grimace. “It’s my opinion
that a good many Circle Bar cattle have
crossed the crick in them two places—never
to come back.”

He turned to Hollis, looking at him with
a quaint smile. “From here you can see
everything that amounts to anything in
this section—which ain’t a heap.”

HOLLIS smiled. “I like it,” he said
quietly, “much better than I did
when I came.” He turned to Norton with
a whimsical smile. “I suppose it will strike
you as peculiar, but I've got a notion that
I would like to ride around a while alone.
I don’t mean that I don’t like your com-
pany, I do. But the notion has just struck
me.”

Norton laughed. “I reckon I won’t con-
sider that you're trying to slight me,” he
returned. “I know exactly how you feel;
that sort of thing comes over everybody
who comes to this country—sooner or
later. Youll have to have it out with
yourself.”

His voice grew serious. “But don’t go
ridin’ too far. An’ keep awav from the
river trail.”

In spite of his ready acquiescence he
sat for some time on his pony watching
Hollis as the latter urged his pony along
the ridge. Just before Hollis disappeared
down the slope of the ridge he turned and
waved a hand to Norton, and the latter,
with a grim, admiring smile, wheeled his
pony and loped it over the back trail.

Once down the slope of the ridge Hollis
urged kis pony out in the level of the basin,
through some deep saccatone grass, keep-
ing well away from the river trail as ad-
vised by the range boss.

After riding for more than an hour he
came to a shallow draw and urged his
pony through the deep sand of its center.
On the other side of the draw the country
became suddenly rocky; great boulders
were strewn indiscriminately about, as
though some giant hand had distributed
them carelessly, without regard to their
final resting place. A lava bed, looming
gray and dead under a barren rock hill,
caught his attention, and he drew his pony
to a halt and sat quietly in the saddle
examining it.

It was a magnificent country; he did not
now regret his decision to remain here. He
pulled out his watch, noting that its hands
pointed to ten, and realized that he must
be off if he expected to reach the Circle
Bar by noon.

He sat erect in the saddle, about to wheel
his pony toward the draw through which
he had entered, when he heard a sharp
sound. Startled, he glanced swiftly to his
right. He stiffened slowly in the saddle,
his face gradually paling. Not over a hun-
dred feet from him, partly concealed by a
big boulder, stood a man with a rifle, the
muzzle of the weapon trained fairly on
him.

CHAPTER IV

he was in a position that might

have aroused fear or apprehension
in any man’s mind. He was alone, the
man had him covered with the rifle, and
assuredly this was one of Dunlavey’s hire-
lings.

Hollis glanced swiftly around. Certain
signs—some shrubbery that he saw through
the canyon, a bald butte or two rising in
the distance—told him that he was near
the river. And Norton had told him to
keep away from the river trail. In his

HOLLIS was not frightened, though
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eagerness to explore the country he had
forgotten all about Norton’s warning.

For a little time the man remained mo-
tionless and Hollis sat quiet, looking at
him. The weapon had not moved; its muz-
zle still menaced him and he watched it
closely, wondering whether the man would
give him any warning when about to pull
the erigger.

Many minutes dragged and the man did
not move. A slow anger began to steal
over Hollis; the man’s inaction grated on
his nerves.

“Well!”” he challenged sharply. “What
do you want?”

There was no answer. Hollis could see
only the man’s head and shoulders pro-
jecting above the boulder, and the rifle—
steady and level—menacing him. With an
exclamation of rage and disdain he seized
the bridle rein and pulled sharply on it,
swinging the pony’s head around. The
rifle crashed venomously; Hollis felt the
right sleeve of his shirt flutter, and he
pulled the pony abruptly up.

“Just to show you!” came the man’s
voice, mockingly. “If you move again until
I give the word you won’t know where
you've been hit!”

Hollis was satisfied—the man undoubt-
edly meant business. He settled back into
the saddle and looked down at his shirt
sleeve. The bullet had passed very close
to the arm. If the man had meant the
bullet for that particular spot he was a
deadly marksman. In the face of such
marvelous shooting Hollis did not care to
experiment further. But his anger had not
yet abated.

“You’re probably enjoying yourself!” he
said with bitter sarcasm. ‘“But the pleasure
is all yours. I don't like the idea of being
a target!”

A laugh came back to Hollis—a strange,
unnatural, sardonic cackle that, in spite of
his self control, caused his flesh to creep.
And then the man’s voice:

“No, you don’t like it. I knew that all
along. But you’re going to stay here for
seven weeks while I shoot holes in you!”
He laughed again, his voice high and shrill,
its cackling cadences filling the place.

“Seven weeks in Devil's Hollow!” came
the voice again. “Seven weeks! Seven
weeks!”

Hollis felt his heart thumping heavily
against his ribs, while a sinking sensation

in the pit of his stomach told him that his
courage was touched. He realized now why
the man had not shot him down immedi-
ately. He was a maniac!

It was some seconds before he regained
control of himself, and then he steadied
himself in the saddle, assuring himself in
a burst of bitter, ironic humor that death
at the hands of a crazy man could be ne
worse than death at the hands of a rational
one.

He looked up again, a defiant smile on
his lips, to see that both man and rifle had
disappeared. In a flash he saw his chance
and took advantage of it. In an instant he
was off his pony; in another he was behind
a convenient rock, breathing easier, his
senses alert. For some little time he re-
mained in the shelter of the rock, awaiting
the other man’s movements. He did not
doubt that acting upon some freakish im-
pulse, the man had left his boulder and
was even now stalking him from some other
direction. He peered carefully about him.

The man was nowhere to be seen. Hollis
waited some little time and then taking
another glance and not seeing the man,
rose slowly to his feet and crouched. Then,
filled with a sudden, reckless impulse, he
sprang for another rock a dozen feet dis-
tant, expecting each instant to hear the
crash of the man’s rifle. But he succeeded
in gaining the shelter of the other rock
intact. Evidently the man was looking for
him in some other direction.

MBOLDENED with his success he

grimly determined on advancing to
another rock some twenty or thirty feet
farther on. As in the first instance he
succeeded in gaining it in safety. His
maneuvering had been circuitous, bringing
him into a position from which he could
see partly behind the rock where the man
had been concealed.

And now, having gained the second rock
in safety, Hollis decided to take no more
chances. Sooner or later, he was con-
vinced, the man was sure to see him as he
jumped. Therefore his actions were now
marked with more caution. It took him
a long time to gain a position where he
could peer over the upper edge of the rock
behind which he was concealed. But he
gained it finally and then dropped back
with an exclamation of surprise. He had
caught a glimpse of the man. He was lying
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face upward behind the boulder, his arms
outstretched, his rifle lying in the dust near
him. With a grim laugh Hollis sprang
over the few feet that separated him from
the man, and approached him carefully.

The man’s face bore a curious pallor,
his eyes were wide open and staring, and
some foam flecked his lips. Evidently he
had been overcome by a paroxysm of his
malady.

Hollis stepped back and heaved a sigh
of relief. Then he stepped over to where
the man’s rifle lay, taking it up and remov-
ing the cartridges. Returning to the man
he removed the cartridges from his belt and
drew his six-shooter from its holster, de-
termined that when the man recovered
from his stupor there would be no danger
of a recurrence of the previous incident.
Then he leaned against the boulder to
await the man’s recovery.

Ten minutes later, while he still watched
the man, he heard a clatter of hoofs.
Determined not to be taken by surprise
again he drew his own six-shooter and
peered cautiously around the edge of the
boulder. What he saw caused him to jam
the weapon back into its holster very hur-
riedly. Then he stepped out of his con-
cealment with a red, embarrassed face to
greet a young woman whose expression of
doubt and fear was instantly replaced by
one of pleasure and recognition as she
caught sight of him. It was the girl of
Dry Bottom.

“Oh!.. she said. “It is you? I was
afraid——" And then she saw the man and
was off her pony in a flash and at his head,
supporting it and pouring something down
his throat from the bottle.

She rose presently, embarrassment crim-
soning her face. Hollis saw her lips quiver
when she turned and spoke to him.

“He will be all right—now,” she said,
facing Hollis. “He has had another attack
of his—his trouble.” She looked suddenly
up at Hollis.

“You heard what he—Big Bill Dun-
lavey—said about my brother?” she ques-
tioned. Hollis nodded and she continued
rapidly, her voice quavering: “Well, he
told the truth. That's why it hurts so.”

Hollis yielded to a sudden wave of sym-
pathy. She looked so small, so out of place,
he felt that whatever he did or said would
not help matters. What he did say, how-
ever. assisted in restoring her composure.

“I'm glad I slugged him!” he said
heatedly.

She turned suddenly to him.

“Oh, it was great!” she declared, her
hands clenching at the recollection. “I
could have shaken hands with you—with
the hand that struck him!”

Hollis smiled whimsically. “I've still got
the hand,” he said significantly, extending
it toward her—“if you have not reconsid-
ered.” He laughed as she took it and
pressed it firmly. “I rather think that
we've both got a shake coming on that,’ he
added. “I didn’t understand then about
your brother or I would have added a few
extra pounds to that punch.”

Her face clouded as he mentioned her
brother. “Poor Ed,” she said in a low
voice. “These attacks do not come often,"”
she volunteered. “But they do come,” she
added, her voice catching. Hollis did not
reply, feeling that he had no right to be
inquisitive. But she continued, slightly
more at ease.

“Ed was injured a year ago through a
fall,” she informed Hollis. ‘“He was break-
ing a wild horse and a saddle girth broke
and he fell, striking on his head. The
wound healed, but he has never been the
same. At intervals these attacks come on
and then he is irresponsible—and danger-
ous.” She shuddered. “You were watch-
ing him,” she added, looking suddenly at
him; “did you find him as he is or did he
attack you? Frequently when he has these
attacks he comes here to Devil’'s Hollow,
explaining that he expects to find some of
Dunlavey’s men. He doesn’t like Dun-
lavey since Dunlavey told him that he
wanted to marry me. But Ed says that
Dunlavey has a wife in Tucson and—well,
I wouldn’t have married him anyway—the
brute!”

“Exactly,” agreed Hollis gravely, “of
course you couldn’t marry him.” He un-
derstood now the meaning of Dunlavey’s
words to her in Dry Bottom. “If you
wasn't such a damn prude,” he had said.
He looked at the girl with a sudden, grim
smile. ‘‘He said something about running
you and your brother out of the country,”
he said; “of course you won't allow him
to do that?”

HE girl's slight figure stiffened. “I
would like to see him try it!" she de-
clared defiantly.
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Hollis grinned. ‘“That’s the stuff!” he
sympathized. *I rather think that Dun-
lavey is something of a bluffer—that folks
in this country have allowed him to have
his own way too much.”

She shook her head doubtfully. “I don't
know about that.”

Her brother suddenly sighed and strug-
gled to sit up. The girl was at his side in
an instant, assisting him. The young man’s
bewilderment was pitiful. He sat silent for
a full minute, gazing first at his sister and
then at Hollis, and finally at his surround-
ings. Then, when a rational gleam had
come into his eyes he bowed his head, a
blush of shame sweeping over his face and
neck.

T expect I've been at it again,” he mut-
tered, without looking up.

The girl leaned over him, reassuring him.
Hollis stepped forward and seized the
young man by the arm, helping him to his
feet.

“You're all right now,” he assured him;
“‘there’s been no harm done.”

Standing, the young man favored Hollis
with a careful inspection. He flushed again.
““Youre the man that rode through the
draw,” he said. “I saw you and thought
you were one of Dunlavey’s men. I shot
at you once, and was going to shoot again,
but something cracked in my head. I hope
I didn’t hit you.

“Of course you're not one of Dunlavey’s
men,” he added, “‘or you wouldn’t be here,
talking to sis. No friend of Dunlavey’s
could do that.” He looked searchingly at
Hollis. “I’'ve never seen you before,” he
said. “Who are you?”

“I am Kent Hollis.”

The young man’s eyes lighted. **Not Jim
Hollis’s son?”’ he asked.

Hollis nodded. The young man’s face
revealed genuine pleasure. “You going to
stay in this here country?” he asked.

“I am going to run the Circle Bar,” re-
turned Hollis slowly.

“Bully!” declared the young man.
“There’s some folks around here said you
wouldn’t have nerve enough to stay.” He
made a wry face. ‘“‘But I reckon you’ve
got nerve or you’d have hit the breeze
when I started to stampede.” He suddenly
held out a hand. ‘I like you,” he said im-
pulsively. *“You and me are going to be
friends. Shake!”

Hollis saw a smile of pleasure light up
the girl’s face.

Hollis stood near the boulder, watching
them as they prepared to depart, the girl
telling her brother that he would find his
pony on the plains beyond the canyon.

“I am glad I didn’t hit you,” the young
man told Hollis as he started away with
the girl. “If you are not scared off you
might take a run down to the shack some
time—it’s just down the creek a ways.”

Hollis hesitated and then, catching the
girl’s glance, he smiled.

“I can’t promise when,” he said, looking
at the girl, “but you may be sure that I
will look you up the first chance I get.”

He stood beside the boulder until he saw
them disappear around the wall of the
canyon. Then with a satisfied grin he
walked to his pony, mounted, and was off
through the draw toward the Circle Bar
ranchhouse.

CHAPTER V

of news whispered that the Dry Bot-

tom Kicker was to come to life.
Wherefore curiosity led many of Dry Bot-
tom’s citizens past the door of the Kicker
office to steal covert glances at the young
man whose figure was bent over the desk
inside. Many passed in silence after look-
ing at the young man—he did not see them.
Others commented gravely or humorously
according to their whim—the young man
did not hear them. Seated at the desk he
gave his attention to the tasks before him
—he was not concerned with rumor; the
curiosity of Dry Bottom’s citizens did not
affect him. Seriously, methodically, stead-
ily, he worked at his desk, while rumor
wagged her tongues and curiosity lounged
past the window.

It was Hollis’s first visit to the Kicker
office; he had come to work and there was
much that he could do. He had found the
Kicker installed in a one story frame build-
ing, verging upon dilapidation.

The interior, however was quite com-
plete and well equipped. A man stood be-
fore one of the type cases distributing type.
He did not look up at Hollis’s entrance.

‘“Hello!” greeted Hollis.

The man hesitated in his work and
looked up. “Hello,” he returned, perfunc-
torily.

RUMOR, that mysterious disseminator
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“I suppose your name is Potter?” Hol-
lis inquired cordially. Judge Graney had
told him that if he succeeded in finding the
compositor he would have him at the
Kicker office this morning. Potter had gone
to work without further orders.

“Yes,” said the man.

“I am the new owner of the Kicker,”’
Hollis informed him with a smile.

“Jim Hollis’s boy?” inquired Potter,
straightening. At Hollis’s nod he stepped
quickly forward and grasped the hand the
latter offered him, squeezing it tightly. “Of
course you are Jim Hollis’s boy!” he said,
finishing his inspection. “You're the liv-
ing image of him!” He swept his hand
around toward the type case. “I'm work-
ing, you see. Is it true that the Kicker is
going to be a permanent institution?”

“The Kicker is here to stay!” Hollis in-
formed him.

Potter’s face lighted with pleasure.
“That’s great!” he said. “That’s swell!”

He was of medium height, slender, lean
faced, with a magnificent head, and a wealth
of brown hair thickly streaked with silver.
In the first flashing glance which Hollis had
taken at him he had been aware that here
was a person of more than ordinary mental
ability and refinement. It was with a pang
of pity that he remembered Judge Graney's
words to the effect that he was a good
workman—*“when sober.” Hollis felt gen-
uinely sorry for him.

“I have had a talk with Judge Graney,”
volunteered Potter. ‘“He tells me that you
are a newspaper man. Between us we ought
to be able to get out a very respectable
paper.”

“We will,”’ calmly announced Hollis;
“and we'll get the first issue out Saturday.
Come in here and we’ll talk about it.”

He led the way to the front room and
seated himself at the desk, motioning Pot-
ter to another chair. Within the next hour
he knew all about the Kicker. It was a six-
column sheet of four pages.

“OK, let’s get started,” said Hollis.
“We'll cut out a lot of these syndicated
articles. We don’t want a paper filled with
stale stuff on snakes, ocean disasters, Egyp-
tian monoliths, and the latest style in opera
hats. We'll fill the paper with local news—
we'll ginger things up a little. You are
pretty well acquainted here—TI'll leave the
local items to you. What town near here
compares with Dry Bottom in size?”

“There’s Lazette,” returned Potter; “over
in Colfax County.”

“Got a newspaper?”

“Yes; the Eagle.”

“Bully! Step on the Eagle's toes. Make
the Eagle scream. Get into an argument
with it about something—anything. Tell
Lazette that as a town it’s forty miles be-
hind Dry Bottom. That will stir up public
spirit and boom our subscription list. You
see, Potter, civic pride is a big asset to a
newspaper. We'll start a row right off the
reel. Furthermore, we’re going to have
some telegraph news. I'll make arrange-
ments for that to-day.”

OLLIS'S enthusiasm was infectious.

“I’m going to set up the head for the

first page,” he said. “Probably yvou’ll want
a slogan.”

“We'll have one,” returned Hollis briskly.
“Set this in triple leads: ‘We Herald tke
Coming of the Law! The Kicker is Here to
Stay?”

“Good!" declared Potter. He went into
the composing room. Hollis turned to his
desk.

Looking over the old copy of the Kicker
he studied some of the advertisements. Evi-
dently some Dry Bottom merchants had
been brave enough to antagonize Dunlavey
by advertising in the Kicker. With this
copy of the Kicker in hand Hollis rose from
his desk, told Potter he was going out, and
proceeded to visit some of the merchants
whose advertisements appeared in the pa-
per, hoping that their bravery still abided
with them. He made a good solicitor. Some
of the merchants flatly refused, saying they
did not care to risk Dunlavey’s anger.
Others demurred, confidentially announc-
ing that they had never considered the pa-
per seriously. Half a dozen listened quietly
while he told them that the Aicker was in
Dry Bottom to stay and then smiled and
told him to run their advertisements. They
rather admired his “nerve” and were not
afraid of Dunlavey.

At noon Hollis stepped into a restaurant
called the Alhambra. While he ate he was
critically inspected; the Alhambra swarmed
with customers, and the proprietor quietly
informed him that he was a “drawin’ card”
and hoped he’d “grub” there regularly. In
return for his promise to do so Hollis se-
cured his advertisement.

Leaving the Alhambra he returned to the
Kicker office, seating himself again at his
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desk. He heard nothing, fett nothing, saw
nothing—for his thoughts were miles away.

Something moved behind him. He
turned. Dunlavey was standing just inside
the door, his great arms folded over his
chest. He had been watching Hollis, his
eyes narrowed.

Hollis knew that by this time Dunlavey
must have discovered his identity. He
swung slowly around in his chair.

“Welcome to the Kicker office,” he said
quietly.

Dunlavey did not move. Evidently he
had expected another sort of greeting and
was slightly puzzled over Hollis’s manner.
He remained motionless.

“I don’t think you mean all of that,” he
said evenly.

Hollis laughed. “I'm not in the habit of
saying things that I do not mean,” he said
quietly. “I'm here to do business and I'm
ready to talk to anybody who wants to do
business with me.”

Dunlavey’s hands fell to his sides and
were shoved into his capacious trousers’
pockets. “Right,” he said tersely: ‘“that’s
what I'm here for—to talk business.”

He pulled a chair over close to Hollis and
seated himself in it.

“I recollect meeting you the other day,”
said Dunlavey after he had become seated.
He smiled with his lips. “I'll say that we
got acquainted then. There ain’t no need
for us to shake hands now. I didn’t know
you then, but I know you now. You're Jim
Hollis's boy.”

Hollis nodded. Dunlavey continued even-
ly: “Your father and me wasn’t what you
might call bosom friends. I reckon Judge
Graney has told vou that. It don’t make
any difference. So there won't be any mis-
understanding I'll tell you that I ain’t
figgering on you and me hitching up to the
mutual friendship wagon either. I might
say that we wasn’t introduced right.”” He
grinned evilly. “But I ain’t letting what
happened interfere with the business that's
brought me here to-day. I've heard that
you're intending to start the Kicker again;
that you're figgering on staying here and
running the Circle Bar. What I'm here
for is to buy you out. I'm offering you
fifteen thousand dollars for the Circle Bar
and this damn newspaper.”

OLLIS'S face betrayed absolutely no
emotion. He clasped one hand over
his knee and leaned back in his chair, his

gaze meeting Dunlavey’s steadily.
“Dunlavey,” he said quietly, “what is

the actual value of the Circle Bar ranch?”
Dunlavey smiled blandly. “You couldn’t

find any man around these parts to take

‘it at any price,” he returned.

“Why?” questioned Hollis.

Dunlavey grinned mysteriousiy. “I
reckon you know why,” he returned.
“There ain’t nobody wants to buy the
Circle Bar except me.”

“Why?” persisted Hollis.

“I reckon you know that too,” laughed
Dunlavey. “It ain’t no secret. The Cat-
tlemen’s Association is running things in
this here county and it ain’t wanting any-
one to buy the Circle Bar except me. And
nobody is fool enough to antagonize the
Association.”

“You are frank about it at any rate,”
conceded Hollis smiling slightly. “But that
doesn’t get us anywhere. What I am try-
ing to get at is this: what would the Circle
Bar bring in cash if the Cattlemen’s As-
sociation ceased to be a factor in the
county?”

Dunlavey grinned broadly. “For a ten:
derfoot you're real amusing,” he derided.
“There ain’t nobody out here crazy enough
to think that the Cattlemen’s Association
will ever be put out of business! But if
you want to know my personal opinion
it’s that the Circle Bar might bring thirty
thousand.”

“Thanks,” said Hollis dryly; “that’s
getting somewhere. And now we’ll be able
to talk business. We've got thirty thou-
sand to start with. I am told that when
the Association began its war against my
father he was rather prosperous. Usually
he rounded up about two thousand head of
cattle. But we’ll call it a thousand. We'll
say that they brought about thirty dol-
lars a head, which would make an income
of thirty thousand dollars a year, gross.
We'll deduct fifty per cent for operating
expenses, losses, and so on. That would
leave about fifteen thousand. You've been
fighting the Circle Bar for several years.
We'l call it five. Five times fifteen thou-
sand is seventy-five thousand. That rep-
resents the sum which my father would
have made from the Circle Bar if you had
not fought him. Add to that the thirty
thousand which you admit would be a fair
figure for the ranch if the Association were
eliminated as a factor, and we have a total
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oi one hundred and five thousand dollars.’'
He smiled. *“Now we’ve reached a point
where we can get somewhere. Ill take
one hundred thousand dollars for the Circle
Bar.”

The calm announcement bad no effect
upon Dunlavey except to cause him to
grin derisively.

“For a tenderfoot youre pretty slick,”
he allowed. “You've figgered it out so
that it sounds right reasonable. But you’ve
forgot one thing. The Cattlemen’s As-
sociation ain’t eliminated. It says that
the Circle Bar is worth fifteen thousand.
Youll take that or ”  He smiled
grimly.

“I think I know what you mean,” said
Hollis quietly. *You mean that the Cattle-
men’s Association will continue its fight
and eventually ruin the Circle Bar. Per-
haps it will—no man can tell what lies
in the future. But I can tell you this:
you can’t retard progress.”

“No?” said Dunlavey.

Hollis smiled composedly. He spoke
without bitterness. “Dunlavey,” he said,
“the law must come. It is inevitable. Its
coming will be facilitated by such organi-
zatiens as the Cattlemen’s Association and
by such men as you. The government at
Washington is familiar with the conditions
that exist here and sooner or later will be
compelled to act. When it does the small
cattle owner will receive protection.”

“We’re holding tight till the law comes,”
sneered Dunlavey; *‘which won’t be soon.”

“Perhaps not,” admitted Hollis dryly;
“good things come slowly. Meanwhile, if
you don’t care to accept my figure for the
Circle Bar I shall follow your example and
hold tight until the law comes.”

“Meaning that you won’t sell, I sup-
pose?” sneered Dunlavey.

“Meaning just that,” returned Hollis
quietly. “I am going to fight you. I have
offered the Circle Bar at a fair figure and
you have responded with threats. I would-
n’t sell to you now if you offered one hun-
dred and fifty thousand. The Circle Bar
is not for sale!”

UNLAVEY had not moved. He sat

quiet, leaning a little forward, his
hands resting on his knees, his eyes nar-
rowed to glittering pin-points as he watched
Hollis. When the latter had concluded he
leaned back, laughing hoarsely.

“What are you going to do with this
damn newspaper?” he demanded.

“The newspaper will be used as a wea-
pon against you,” returned Hollis. *“It
will kick loud and long against such organ-
izations as the Cattlemen’s Association—
against such men as you. It will appear
in every city in the East; the matter that
appears in it will be reprinted in Chicago,
in Washington, in New York—in fact in
every city in which I have a friend engaged
in the newspaper business—and I have a
number. I am going to stir up sentiment
against you. I am going to be the Law’s
advance agent!”

Dunlavey rose, his lips curling with con-
tempt. “You make me sick!” he sneered.
He turned his back and walked to the
door, returning and standing in front of
Hollis, ominously cool and deliberate. *‘So
that's the how of it?” he said evenly.
“You've come out here looking for fight.
Well, you'll get it—plenty of it. I owe
you something H

“Wait, Dunlavey,” Hollis interrupted,
without excitement; “I want you to under-
stand that I'm not afraid of you. I sus-
pect that you'll try to make things inter-
esting for me from now on and I suppose
I ought to be properly troubled. But I'm

not. I’ll not be surprised at anything you
do. That’s all. Close the door when you
go out.”

He turned to the desk, ignoring Dun-
lavey. Sitting there, his senses alert, he
heard the door slam. From beyond it
came a curse. Silence again reigned in
the office; Hollis was alone with the dust
and the heat—and some very original
thoughts,

CHAPTER VI

T was mid-July—and hot. The sun
shone continually; the nights were un-
comfortable, stifting. The dust was
everywhere and grew deeper and lighter
as the days passed. Water grew scarce;
cattle suffered, lowing throughout the
night, during the day searching the bogs
and water holes for drops of moisture.
Men looked up at the clear, cloudless sky
and prayed—and cursed—for rain. The
rain did not come. It was one long, con-
tinuous nightmare of heat.
The Kicker had appeared four times—
on Saturdays—on time. Telegraphic com-



COMING OF THE LAW 27

munication with the outside world had been
established. Potter had taken up his resi-
dence at the Circle Bar. War had been
declared between the Kicker and the Laz-
ette Eagle. Hollis had written an argu-
mentative essay on the virtues of Dry Bot-
tom as a town, dwelling upon its superior-
ity over Lazette. The editor of the Eagle
had replied with some bitterness, setting
forth in detail why Dry Bottom did not
compare with Lazette. Hollis had succeed-
ed in arousing the spirit of Dry Bottom’s

citizens. They began to take some inter-
est in the Kicker. Many subscribed; all
read it.

In the fourth issue of the paper ap-
peared several new advertisements. Pub-
lic spirit was aroused to a point where it
ignored thoughts of Dunlavey’s displeasure.

Upon the Saturday which had marked
the first issue of the Kicker under Hollis's
ownership he had employed a circulation
manager. That afternoon on the street
near the Kicker office he had almost col-
lided with a red haired youth of uncertain
age who had bounded out through the door
of a private dwelling. In order to keep
from knocking the youth over Hollis was
forced to seize him by the arms and liter-
ally lift him off his feet. While in the air
the youth’s face was close to Hollis’s and
both grinned over the occurrence. When
Hollis set the youth down he stood for an
instant, looking up into Hollis’s face and a
grin of amusement overspread his own.

“Shiucks!” he said slowly. “If it ain’t
the tenderfoot editor!”

“That’s just who it is,”’ returned Hollis
with a smile.

The youth grinned as he looked critical-
ly at Hollis. “You gittin’ out that there
paper today, mister?” he questioned.

“Right now,” returned Hollis.

“Swell!” exclaimed the youth. He sur-
veyed Hollis with a frank admiration.
“They said you wouldn’t have the nerve to
do it,” he said; “but, say! I reckon they
ain’t got you sized up right!”

Hollis smiled, remembering that though
the paper had been printed it was not yet
distributed. He placed a hand on the
youth’s shoulder.

“Have you got nerve enough to pass the
Kicker around to the people of this town?”
he questioned.

“I reckon,” grinned the youth. “I was
comin’ down to ast you for the job when

you bumped into me. I used to peddle
them for your dad. My name’s Jiggs Len-
ehan—mebbe you've heard of me?”

Hollis smiled. “The question of deliv-
ering the Kicker was one of the details
that I overlooked,” he said. “But for-
tunately it is arranged now. Henceforth,
Jiggs, you are the Kicker’s official circula-
tion manager. Likewise, if you care to
add to your income, you can help Potter
around the office.”

So it had been arranged.

In Hollis’s “Salutatory’” to the people
of Dry Bottom he had announced that
while he had not come to Dry Bottom for
a free fight, he would permit no one to
tread on his toes.

The second issue of the Kicker was
marked by a more aggressive spirit—a
spirit engendered by the sympathetic re-
ception of the first issue.

The third issue contained stronger lan-
guage, and the fourth was energetically
aggressive. As he had decided before the
first appearance of the paper, he took a cer-
tain number of copies of each issue, folded
them neatly, stamped and addressed them,
and mailed them to a number of newspa-
pers throughout the country whose edi-
tors he knew.

He had not seen Dunlavey since the
day the latter had come to the Kicker of-
fice to negotiate for the purchase of the
paper. On several of his rides to and from
the Circle Bar ranch he had seen signs of
life at the Circle Cross; once or twice he
thought he saw someone watching him
from a hill on the Circle Cross side of the
Rabbit-Ear, but of this he was not quite
certain.

He had been warmed by Norton not to
ride too often over the same trail lest
Dunlavey send someone to ambush him.

Hollis had laughed at the warning,
though thanking Norton for it. He told
his range boss that he did not anticipate
any immediate trouble with Dunlavey.

“It all depends on how Big Bill feels,”
returned Norton with a grim smile. “If
you've got him mad there’s no telling. And
there are plenty of places between here and
Dry Bottom where a man might be shot
from ambush. And nobody’d ever know
who done it. I wouldn’t ride the Dry Bot-
tom trail every day. There’s the old Coy-
ote trail, that takes you past the Razor-
Back and through Devil's Hollow to Little
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Canyon an’ along the hills to the other
side.”

E laughed. “There’s only one thing

you need to be afraid of if you take
the Coyote trail, an’ that's Ed Hazelton.
Ed gets spells when he’s plum crazy. He’s
Nellie Hazelton’s brother—her that Dun-
lavey was pesterin’ when you slammed
him.” He laughed again, significantly.
“Though if Ed knowed you was the man
who took his sister’s part you wouldn’t
need to be much scared of him—1I’ve heard
that he’s got a pretty good memory for
his friends—even when he’s off.”

Hollis had not told Norton of his ex-
perience in Devil’s Hollow, nor did he tell
him now. But he followed his advice
about taking the Coyote trail, and the fol-
lowing day when he made the trip to Dry
Bottom he returned that way. About half
way between Dry Bottom and the Circle
Bar he came upon a little adobe cabin
snuggling an arroyo through which trickled
a small stream of water.

It was an ideal location for a small
rancher, and Hollis observed that the
buildings were in order—evidently Nellie
Hazelton and her brother were provident.
He saw some cattle grazing on the edge of
a small grass plateau which began at the
slope of the arroyo through which the
stream of water ran. A shout reached his
ears as he sat motionless in the saddle look-
ing about him, and he saw Ed Hazelton on
the plateau among the cattle, waving a
hand to him. The young man began to
descend the side of the plateau, but before
he had fairly started Nellie Hazelton had
come out of the front door of the cabin
and stood on the edge of the small porch,
smiling at him.

“So you did come, after all?” was her
greeting.

Hollis spurred his pony closer and sat
smiling down at her. “I don’t think any-
thing could have stopped me after your
invitation,” he returned quickly.

“Oh!” she said. The sudden color that
came into her face told of her confusion.

“Won't you get off your horse?” she
said while he still sat motionless. “It’s
quite a while before sundown and you have
plenty of time to reach the Circle Bar
before dark.”

He had determined to discover some-
thing of the mystery that surrounded her

and her brother, and so he was off his pony
quickly and seating himself in a chair that
she drew out of the cabin for him. By the
time her brother had reached the porch
Hollis was stretched comfortably out in
the chair and was answering several timid
questions concerning his opinion of the
country and his new responsibilities.

She was glad he liked the country, she
said. It was wonderful. In the five years
they had been here they had enjoyed it
thoroughly—that was, of course, barring
the trouble they had had with Dunlavey.

“Then you are not a Westerner?” Hol-
lis said. ‘“No,” she returned; “we—Ed
and I—were raised in Illinois, near Spring-
field. We came out here five years ago.”

Ed seemed to be quite recovered from
the attack he had suffered in Devil's Hol-
low and talked freely and intelligently of
affairs in the country. Hollis found that
on the whole he was a well informed young
man—quiet, modest, and apparently well
able to give a good account of himself in
spite of his affliction.

At sundown Hollis departed, telling the
Hazeltons that since he was their neighbor
he would not neglect to see them occasion-
ally. As he rode away into the dusk Nellie
Hazelton stood on the porch smilingly
waving her hand at him. As he threaded
his way through the rapidly growing dark-
ness he felt an unaccountable satisfaction
over the fact that he had elected to re-
main in Union County; that henceforth his
fortunes were to be linked with those of a
brave young woman who was committed
to war against their common enemy—Dun-
lavey.

N Friday evening previous to the

Saturday on which the Kicker was
to be issued for the fifth consecutive time,
Potter did not ride out to the Circle Bar.
There still remained some type to be set
and Potter had declared his intention of
completing the work and staying overnight
in town. Hollis had acquiesced and had
departed for the Circle Bar alone.

When he reached Dry Bottom the fol-
lowing morning he found a small crowd
of people in front of the Kicker office. Dur-
ing the night some one had posted a written
notice on the front door, and when Hollis
dismounted from his pony there were per-
haps a dozen interested citizens grouped
about the door, reading the notice. They
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gave way before Hollis and allowed him
to reach the door without molestation,
though in passing he observed significant
grins on several faces.

The notice was written in a bold, legible
hand.

“Mr. Hollis: The express leaves
town this afternoon at six o’clock—
goin east. Better be on it.—Y., Z.”

Hollis read the notice and then without
looking at his audience, he produced a
pencil and printed boldly on the notice
the slogan he had devised:

“We Herald the Coming of the Law!
The Kicker is Here to Stay! Don’t
hold the express on my account!—
Kent Hollis.”

Leaving his audience to stare after him
Hollis pushed open the door of the office
and entered.

He found Potter bending over the impos-
ing table, hard at work. He looked up and
smiled as his chief entered.

“See the notice on the door?” he in-
quired.

“Some of Dunlavey’s work, I suppose,”’
returned Hollis,

“Well, yes. I suppose Dunlavey is back
of it. But Yuma tacked the sign up.” He
smiled soberly. “They tried hard last
night to get me to drink. Of course their
purpose was to get me drunk so that I
wouldn’t be able to get the paper out to-
day. I’'m not going to tell you how hard
I had to fight myself to resist the tempta-
tion to drink. But you can see for your-
self that I succeeded. The Kicker will be
ready to go to press in an hour.”

He felt Hollis’s hand patting his shoul-
der approvingly and he continued, a little
hoarsely. “I took one drink at the Fash-
ion last night after I got through here. Then
I came back and went to sleep. I'm a light
sleeper and when some time after midnight
1 heard a sound at the door I got up and
peered out of the window. I saw Yuma
tacking up the notice. I suppose Dunlavey
wrote it.”” He looked at Hollis with a
whimsical expression. “I suppose you are
going to take the express?’”’ he inquired.

“Tried to get you drunk, did they?”
shaking his head negatively to Potter’s
question, a smile on his face. “I can’t

understand that game,” he continued,
soberly. “Of course getting you drunk
would have prevented the appearance of
the paper on schedule time. But if they
wanted to do serious damage, why didn’t
they come down here—some of them—
during your absence, and smash things up?
That would have made the thing sure for
them.”

Potter laughed mirthlessly. “Of course
they could have done that,” he said; “it
would have been easy—will be easy any
time. But it wouldn’t be artistic, would
be coarse in fact. Dunlavey doesn’t do
things that way. That would invite sym-
pathy in your behalf. But if they prevent
the appearance of your paper without hav-
ing done any damage to your plant they
accomplish something—they expose you to
ridicule. And in this country ridicule is
a potent weapon—even if it involves noth-
ing more serious than a drunken printer.”

Hollis shook Potter’s hand in silence.
He had expected violence. Not subtlety
from Dunlavey.

He went to his desk and sat in the chair,
looking out through the window at the
crowd that still lingered in front of the of-
fice. Most of the faces wore grins. Plainly
they were amused, but Hollis saw that the
amusement was of a grim sort. Hollis felt
that some of his audience must be wonder-
ing whether the editor of the Kicker would
pay any attention to the notice on the
door. Would he scare?

OLLI1S had already decided that he

would not “scare.” He grinned at sev-
eral of the men who watched him and
then turned and instructed Potter to take
down a column of type on the first page of
the paper to make room for an article that
he intended to write. Then he seized a
pen and wrote a red hot defiance directed
at the authors of the notice, which Potter
set up under the heading:

“Why the Editor of the Kicker
Won’t Take the Express.”

In clear, terse language he told his au-
dience his reasons. This was America; he
was an American, and he didn’t purpose
to allow the Cattlemen’s Association—or
any other association, gang, or individual
—to dictate the policy of his paper or in-
fluence his private actions. Least of all
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did he purpose to allow anyone to ‘run
him out of town.” He ended with the
prophecy that the law would come into
Union County and that meanwhile the
Kicker purposed to fight.

At noon Hollis took the usual number
of copies to the station and mailed them.
Walking down the street on his return from
ihe station he attracted much attention.
Men stood in the open doorways of sa-
loons watching him, a number openly
jeered; others sent subtle jibes after him.
Near the Kicker office he met Jiggs Lene-
han. Followed by the youth he reached
the office to find that Potter had completed
the press work and that several hundred
copies of the paper, the ink still moist on
its pages, were stacked in orderly array
on the impesing stone. In a very brief time
Jiggs burst out of the office door, a bundle
of papers under his arm, and began the
work of distribution. Standing back from
the window with Potter, Hollis watched
Jiggs until the latter reached the crowd in
front of the Fashion saloon. Then all that
Hollis could see of him was his red head.

Presently Jigg’s customers in front of
the Fashion were all supplied. Then other
purchasers appeared. Soon the Kicker
was being read by—it seemed—nearly
every grown person in Dry Bottom.

Hollis watched through the window until
he began to be certain that every person in
town was supplied with a paper. Then
with a grim smile he left the window and
sought his chair beside the desk. He was
satisfied. Dunlavey had made the first
aggressive movement and the fight was on.

CHAPTER VIL

T was about one o’clock in the aiter-
I noon when the Kicker appeared on
Dry Bottom’s street. At about five min-
utes after one, Potter left the front of the
office and walked to the rear room where he
halted at the imposing stone. There he
proceeded to “take down’ the four forms.
This done he calmly began distributing
type.
While Potter worked Hollis sat very
quietly at his desk in the front oftice. Oc-
casionally Potter glanced furtively at him,
his eyes filled with mingled expressions of
sympathy, admiration, and concern.
Ootter appreciated his chief’s position.

It meant something for a man of Hollis's
years and training to bury himself in this
desolate sink-hole; to elect to carry on an
unequal war with interests that controlled
the law machinery of the county and Ter-
ritory—whose power extended to Wash-
ington. No doubt the young man was
even now brooding over the future. Pot-
ter’s sympathy grew. He thought of ap-
proaching his chief with a word of encour-
agement. But while he hesitated, Hollis
turned quickly and looked fairly at him.

“Potter,” he remarked, “I suppose there
isn't a good brain specialist in this sec-
tion of the country?”

“Why—why——"" began Potter. Then
he stopped and looked at his chief in word-
less astonishment. His sympathy had been
wasted.

“No,” laughed Hollis, divining the cause
of the compositor’s astonishment, “not for
me. 1 was thinking of some other per-
son.”

“Not me?” grinned Potter. He flushed
a little at the thought of how near he had
come to offering encouragement to a man
who had not been in need of it. “Per-
haps I need one,” he added, ‘“a moment
ago I thought you were in the dumps on
account of the situation here. It surprised
me considerably to find that you had not
been thinking of Dunlavey at all.”

“No,” admitted Hollis gravely, “I was
not thinking of Dunlavey. I was wonder-
ing if something couldn’t be done for Ed
Hazelton.”

“Something ought to be done for him,”
declared Potter earnestly. “I have watched
that young man closely and I am con-
vinced that with proper care and treatment
he would recover fully. But I never heard
of a specialist in this section—none, in
fact, nearer than Chicago. And I've for-
gotten his name.”

“Hammond,” supplied Hollis. *‘I've
been thinking of him. I knew his son in
college. I'm going to write to him.”

He turned to his desk and took up a pen,
while Potter resumed his work of distrib-
uting type.

About half an hour later Jiggs Lenehan
strolled into the office wearing a huge grin
on his face. * 'Pears like everybody in
town wants to read the Kicker to-day,”
he said with a joyous cackle. “Gimme
some more. They’s a gang down to the
station howlin’ for them. Say,” he yelled
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at Hollis as he went out of the door with a
big bundle of Kickers under his arm,
“you’re cert’'nly some editor man!”

Hollis finished his letter to Hammond
and then leaned back in his chair. For
half an hour he sat there, looking gravely
out into the street and then, answering a
sudden impulse, he rose and strode to the
door.

“Going down to the court house,” he
informed Potter.

He found Judge Graney in his room,
seated at his desk, a copy of the Kicker
spread out in front of him. At his appear-
ance the Judge pushed back his chair and
regarded him with an approving smile.

“Well, Hollis,” he said, “I see Dunlavey
has played the first card.”

“He hasn’t taken the first trick,” was
the young man’s quick reply.

The Judge grinned. “There is an article
on the first page of the Kicker which inter-
ested me greatly,” he said. “It concerns
the six o’clock train—going east. Do you
happen to know whether the editor of the
Kicker is going to use the express?”

Hollis smiled appreciatively. ‘“The edi-
tor of the Kicker is going to use the ex-
press,” he admitted, ‘“though not in the
manner some people are wishing. The us-
ual number of copies of the Kicker are go-
ing to ride on the express, as are also some
very forceful letters to the President of
the United States and the Secretary of the
[nterior.”

“Good!” said the Judge. He looked crit-
ically at Hollis. “I know that you are
going to remain in Dry Bottom,” he said
slowly; “I have never doubted your cour-
age. But I want to warn you to be care-
ful. Don’t make the mistake of thinking
that the notice which you found on the
door of the Kicker office this morning is a
joke. They don’t joke like that out here.
Be careful—there are men out here who
would snuff out a human life as quickly
as they would the flame of a candle. I
shouldn’t like to hear of you using your
revolver, but if you do have occasion to use
it, use it fast and make a good job of it.”

“I don’t like to use a gun,” returned
Hollis gravely, “but all the same I shall
bear your advice in mind. Frankly, I pre-
fer to use my fists.”

UDGE Graney’s gaze rested on the
young man. “There is one thing to

remember. When you slug a man who
carries a gun you only beat him tempor-
arily; usually he will wait his chance and
use his gun when you least expect him.”

“I suppose you refer to Yuma Ed and
Dunlavey?” suggested Hollis.

“Well, no, not Dunlavey. I have never
heard of Dunlavey shooting anybody; he
plays a finer game. But Yuma Ed, Greasy,
Ten Spot, and some more who belong to
the Dunlavey crowd are professional gun-
men and do not hesitate to shoot.”

An hour later, when Hollis sat at his
desk in the Kicker office, Judge Graney’s
words were recalled to him. He was think-
ing of his conversation with the Judge
when Jiggs Lenehan burst into the office,
breathless, his face pale. He was trem-
bling with excitement.

“Ten Spot is comin’ down here to put
you out of business!” he blurted out when
he could get his breath. “I was in the
Fashion an’ I heard him an’ Yuma talkin’
about you. Ten Spot is comin’ here at six
o’clock!”

Hollis turned slowly in his chair and
faced the boy. His cheeks whitened a lit-
tle. Judge Graney had been right. Hollis
had rather expected at some time or other
he would have to have it out with Yuma,
but he had expected he would have to deal
with Yuma himself. He smiled a little
grimly. It made very little difference. He
looked at his watch and saw that the hands
pointed to four. He had two hours to pre-
pare for Ten Spot’s coming. He smiled
at the boy, looked back into the composing
room and saw that Potter had ceased his
labors and was watching him soberly. He
grinned broadly at Potter and turned to
Jiggs.

“How many Kickers did you sell?”

“Two hundred an’ ten,” returned the lat-
ter; “everybody bought them.” He took
a step forward; his hands clenching with
the excitement that still possessed him. “I
told you Ten Spot was comin’ down here to
kill you!”” he said hoarsely and insistently.
“Didn’t you hear me?”

“I heard you,” smiled Hollis, “and I
understand perfectly. How much money
did you receive for the two hundred and
ten papers?”’

“Six dollars an’ two bits,” responded the
boy, regarding Hollis wonderingly.

“It’s yours,” Hollis informed him; “there
was to be no charge for the Kicker today.”
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The boy grinned with pleasure. “Don’t
you want none of it?”’ he inquired.

“It’s yours,” repeated Hollis. He reached
out and grasped the boy by the arm, draw-
ing him close. “Now tell me what you
heard at the Fashion,” he said.

Rapidly, the boy related the conversation
he had overheard at the Fashion. When he
had finished Hollis patted him approvingly
on the back.

“The official circulation manager of the
Kicker has made good,” he said with a
smile. “Now go home and take a good
rest and be ready to deliver the Kicker next
Saturday.”

The boy backed away and stood looking
at Hollis in surprise. “Why!” he said in
an awed voice, ‘“you ain’t none scared
a-tall!”

“I certainly am scared,” laughed Hollis;
“scared that Ten Spot will change his mind
before six o’clock. Do you think he will?”

“No!” emphatically declared the boy.
“I don’t reckon that Ten Spot will change
his mind a-tall.” The boy looked at Hollis
critically, searching his face for signs which
would tell of insincerity. Seeing none, he
deliberately stretched a hand out to Hollis,
his lips wreathing into an approving grin.

“Durned if you ain’t the stuff!” he de-
clared. “I’m just bettin’ that Ten Spot
ain’t scarin’ you none!” Then he backed
out of the door and, still grinning, disap-
peared.

FTER Jiggs had gone Hollis turned

and smiled at Potter. “I suppose vou

know this man Ten Spot,” he said. **Will
he come?”

“He’ll come,” returned Potter. “Ten
Spot is the worst of Dunlavey’s set,” he
said; ‘“a dangerous, reckless taker of hu-
man life. He is quick on the trigger and a
dead shot. He is called Ten Spot because
of the fact that once, with a gun in each
hand, he shot all the spots from a ten of
hearts at ten paces.”

Hollis sat silent, thoughtfully stroking
his chin. Potter smiled admiringly.

“I know that you don’t like to run,” he
said; ‘“you aren’t that kind. But you
haven’t a chance with Ten Spot.” Potter’s
hands shook as he tried to resume work
at the type case. “I didn’t think they
would have nerve enough for that game. I
rather thought they would try some other
plan- something not quite so raw. But it
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seems they have nerve enough for any-
thing. Hollis” he concluded dejectedly,
“you've got to get out of town before six
o’clock or Ten Spot will kill you!

“You've got plenty of time,” he resumed
as Hollis kept silent; “it’s only a little
after four. No one can blame you for not
staying—everybody knows that you can’t
handle a gun fast enough to match Ten
Spot. Maybe if you do light out and don't
show up in town for a week or so this thing
will blow over.”

“Thank you very much for that advice,
Potter,” said Hollis slowly. “I appreciate
the fact that you are thinking of my safety.
But of course there is another side to the
situation. You of course realize that if I
run now I am through here—no one would
ever take me seriously after it had been
discovered that I had been run out of town
by Ten Spot.”

“That’s a fact,” admitted Potter. “But
of course A

“T think that’s settled,” interrupted
Hollis. “You can’t change the situation by
argument. I've got to face it and face it
alone. I've got to stay here until Ten
Spot comes. If I can’t beat him at his
game he wins and you can telegraph East
to my people.” He rose and walked to the
window, his back to the printer.

“You can knock off for today, Potter.
Jump right on your pony and get out to
Circle Bar. I wouldn’t say anything to
Norton or anyone until after nine tonight
and then if T don’t show up at the ranch
vou'll know that Ten Spot has got me.”

He stood at the window while Potter
slowly drew off his apron, carefully folded
it and tucked it into a corner. He drew a
deep breath of resignation and walked
slowly to the back door, where his pony
was hitched. He halted at the threshold.
looking back at his chief.

“Good-bye,” he said.

Hollis did not tum. “Good-bye,” he an-
swered.

Potter took one step outward, hesitated,
and then again faced the front of the office.

“Damn it, Hollis,” he said hoarsely,
“don’t wait for Ten Spot to start anything;
when vou see him coming in the door bore
him. You’ve got a right to; that’s the law
in this country. When a man gives you
notice to leave town you've got a right to
shoot him on sight!”

For a moment he stood. awaiting an
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answer. None came. Potter sighed and
stepped out through the door, leaving his
chief alone.

T one minute to six Hollis puiled out

his watch. He sighed, replaced the
time-piece, and leaned back in his chair.
A glance out through the window showed
him that the street was deserted except for
here and there a cow pony drooping over
one of the hitching rails. The sun was com-
ing slantwise over the roofs. Hollis looked
at his watch again. It was one minute after
six—and still there were no signs of Ten
Spot.

A derisive grin appeared on Hollis’s face.
Perhaps Ten Spot had reconsidered.

And then there was a sudden movement
and a man stood just inside the office door,
a heavy revolver in his right hand, its
muzzle menacing Hollis. The man was tall
and angular, apparently about thirty years
old, with thin, cruel lips and insolent,
shifty eyes.

“’Nds up!” he said sharply, swinging
the revolver to a threatening poise. *“It's
six o’clock, you stinkin’ tenderfoot coyote!”

Hollis’s eyes flashed, but the man was
several feet from him and out of reach.
Hollis remained motionlezs in his chair,
catching the man’s gaze and holding it
steadily with unwavering, narrowed eves.

Though he had waited for the coming of
Ten Spot, he had formulated no plan of
action; he had felt that somehow he would
come out of the clash with him without
injury. He still thought so.

“I suppose you are Ten Spot?” he said
slowly. He was surprised at the steadiness
of his voice.

The man grinned, his eyes alert, shifty,
filled with a chilling menace. ‘“You got her
right, tenderfoot,” he said; ““ ‘Ten Spot’s’
m’ handle, an’ if you're a-feelin’ like criti-
cizin’ her do her some rapid before I start
dealin’ out the lead which is in my pritty.”

Hollis smiled and carelessly twisted him-
self about in his chair until he was in a
position to make a quick spring.

“‘Ten Spot’ is a picturesque name,” he
remarked quietly, not removing his gaze
from Ten Spot’s eyes for the slightest frac-
tion of a second; “I have no criticism to
make. I've always made it a point to re-
frain from criticizing my visitors. At least
I don'’t recollect ever having criticized a
visitor who carried a gun,” he concluded
with a smile.

Ten Spot’s lips curled sarcastically.

“Hell,” he said truculently, “that there
palaver makes me sick. I reckon you're too
damn white livered to criticize a man that’s
lookin" at you. There ain’t no lousy tender-
foot got nerve enough to criticize nothin’!”

Hollis slowly raised his hands and placed
them on the arms of his chair, apparently
to steady himself, but in reality to be ready
to project himself out of the chair in case
he could discern any indication of action
on Ten Spot’s part.

“Ten Spot,” he said, “at four o’clock this
afternoon I heard that vou and Yuma Ed
were framing up your present visit. T know
what vou have come for. You came to Kkill
me. Is that correct?”

Ten Spot’s eyes narrowed—into them
had come an appraising, speculative glint.
He nodded. *“You got her right,” he ad-
mitted gruffly. “But if you knowed why
didn't you slope?” He looked at Hollis
with a half sneer, as though unable to de-
cide whether Hollis was a brave man or
merely a fool.

Hollis saw the indecision in Ten Spot's
eyes and his own brightened. At last he
had planned a form of action and he coollv
estimated the distance between himself and
Ten Spot. While Hollis had been speaking
Ten Spot had taken a step forward and he
was now not over four or five feet distant.
Into Ten Spot’s eyes had come an amused.
disdainful gleam: Hollis’s quiet, argumenta-
tive attitude had disarmed him. This wax
exactly what Hollis had been waiting for.

EN SPOT seemed almost to have for-

gotten his weapon; it had sagged, the
muzzle pointing downward—the man’s
mind had become temporarily diverted from
his purpose. When he saw Hollis move sud-
denly forward he remembered his gun and
tried to swing its muzzle upward, but it was
too late. Hollis had lunged forward, his
left hand closing on Ten Spot’s right wrist,
his right fist reaching Ten Spot’s jaw in a
full. sweeping. crashing uppercut.

The would-be killer did not have even
time enough to pull the trigger of his six-
shooter. It fell from his hand and thudded
dully to the floor as his knees doubled un-
der him and he collapsed in an inert,
motionless heap near the door.

With a egrim smile on his face Hollis
picked up Ten Spot’s weapon and placed
it on the desk. For an instant he stood at
the window. looking out into the street.
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Down near the Fashion he saw some
men—Yuma Ed among them. No doubt
they were waiting the sound of the pistol
shot which would tell them that Ten Spot
had disposed of Hollis. Hollis grinned
widely—Yuma and his gang were due for
a surprise. For perhaps a minute Hollis
stood beside the desk, watching Ten Spot.
Then when the latter’s hands began to
twitch and a trace of color appeared in his
face, Hollis pulled out his own revolver
and approached him, standing within a few
feet of him and looking down at him.

Ten Spot stirred presently and then with
an effort sat up and looked at his con-
queror with a glance of puzzled wonder-
ment. Seeing Hollis’s weapon and his own
on the desk, the light of past events seemed
to filter into his bewildered brain. He
grinned owlishly, felt his jaw and then
bowed his head, a flush of shame over-
spreading his face.

“Herd-rode!” he said dismally. ‘“Herd-
rode, an’ by a tenderfoot! Oh, Lordy!”
He suddenly looked up at Hollis, his eyes
flashing with rage and defiance.

“Damn your hide, why don’t you shoot?”
he demanded. He placed his hands, palm
down, on the floor, preparatory to rising,
but ceased his efforts when he heard Hollis’s
voice, coldly humorous:

“I’ll shoot just the minute you get to
your feet. I'm running things here now.”

Ten Spot sagged back and looked up at
him. “I reckon you afe,” he laughed.
“You're shorely some she-wolf with them
there claws of your’n. An’ I done laffed at
Dunlavey an’ Yuma after you'd clawed
them.” His face sobered, his eyes suddenly
filling with an expression of defiant resigna-
tion.

“I reckon when you’re done triflin’ with
me you c’n start to pumpin’ your lead,” he
said. “There ain’t no use of prolongin’ the
agony.” He looked steadily at Hollis, his
eyes filling with decision as he again placed
his hands besides him on the floor to rise.

“You c'n open the ball when you get
damn good an’ ready,” he sneered, ‘“but
I’'m gettin’ up right now. I ain’t goin’ to
die off my pins like a damn coyote!”

He rose quickly, plainly expecting to be
shot down the moment he reached his feet.
When he discovered that Hollis evidently
intended to delay the fatal moment he
stiffened, his lips twitching queerly.

“Ten Spot,” said Hollis quietly, “you’re

not all bad. You've just been keeping the
wrong company. Here!”

He turned abruptly to the desk and took
up Ten Spot’s weapon, holding it by the
muzzle and presenting it to him. Ten Spot
looked from the weapon to Hollis and back
again, blank amazement pictured on his
face. Then he reached out mechanically,
taking the weapon.

“Chuck full of cattridges, too!” he ex-
claimed in amazement, as he examined the
chambers. “Why, hell—" He crouched
and deftly swung the six-shooter around,
the butt in his hand, his finger resting on
the trigger. In this position he looked at
Hollis.

The latter had not moved, but his own
weapon was in his right hand, its muzzle
covering Ten Spot, and when the latter
swung his weapon up Hollis smiled grimly
at him.

“Using it?” he questioned.

For an instant it seemed that Ten Spot
would. An exultant, designing expression
came into his face. Then suddenly he
snapped himself erect and with a single.
dexterous movement holstered the weapon.
Then his right hand came suddenly out to-
ward Hollis.

“Shake!” he said. “By God. you're
white!”

Hollis smiled as he returned the hearty
handclasp.

“You're cert'nly plum grit,” assured Ten
Spot as he relecased Hollis’s hand. But I
reckon you’re some damn fool too. How
did you know that I wouldn’t turn vou into
a colander when you give me back my
gun?”’

“I didn’t know,” smiled Hollis. “I just
took a chance. You see,” he added, “it
was this way. I never intended to shoot
you. That sort of thing isn’t in my line.
But I certainly wasn’t going to allow you
to shoot me.” He smiled oddly. “So 1
watched my chance and slugged you. Then
when I was certain that you weren’t danger-
ous any more I had to face another
problem. If I had turned you loose after
taking your gun what would you have
done?”

“I’'d have gone out an’ rustled another
gun an’ come back here an’ salivated you.”

“That’s just what vou would have done.”
smiled Hollis. “I intend to stay in this
country, Ten Spot, and if I had turned you
loose without an understanding you would
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have shot me at the first opportunity. As
is stands now you owe me i

“As it stands now,” interrupted Ten
Spot, a queer expression on his face, “I'm
done shootin’ as far as you're concerned.”
He walked to the door, hesitated on the
threshold and looked back. ‘“Mister man,”
he said slowly, ‘“mebbe you won’t lick Big
Bill in this here little mix-up, but I'm tell-
ing you that you're goin’ to give him a
damn good run for his money! So-long.”

CHAPTER VIII

T was after seven o’clock when Hollis
I mounted his pony in the rear of the

Kicker office and rode out over the
plains toward the Circle Bar. He was
properly elated by the outcome of his affair
with Ten Spot.

Hollis was compelled to make a long
detour in order to strike the Circle Bar
trail, and when at seven-thirty o’clock he
rode down through a dry arroyo toward
a little basin which he must cross to reach
a ridge that had been his landmark during
all his trips back and forth from Dry Bot-
tom to the Circle Bar, dusk had fallen and
the shadows of the oncoming night were
settling somberly down over the plains.

He rode slowly forward; there was no
reason for haste, for he had told Potter to
say nothing about the reason of his delay
in leaving Dry Bottom, and Potter would
not expect him before nine o’clock.

Riding down through the little basin at
the end of the arroyo Hollis yielded to a
deep, stirring satisfaction over the excellent
beginning he had made in his fight against
Dunlavey and the interests behind him.
Many times he smiled, thinking of the
surprise his old friends in the East must
have felt over the perusal of their copies
of the Kicker; over the information that
he—who had been something of a figure
in Eastern newspaperdom—had become the
owner and editor of a newspaper in a God-
forsaken town in New Mexico, and that at
the outset he was waging war against in-
terests that ridiculed a judge of the United
States Court.

When he reached the ridge toward which
he had been riding for the greater part of
an hour night had come. The day had been
hot, but there had been a slight breeze. But
just as he reached the ridge he became
aware that the breeze had died down; that

waves of hot, sultry air were rising from
the sun-baked earth. Usually at this time
of the night there were countless stars, and
now as he looked up into the great, vast
arc of sky he saw no stars at all except
away down in the west in a big rift between
some mountains. He pulled up his pony
and sat motionless in the saddle, watching
the sky.

Back toward Dry Bottom, and on the
north and south, rose great, black thunder-
heads with white crests, seeming like
mountains with snow-capped peaks. Be-
tween the thunder-heads were other clouds,
of grayish-white, fleecy, wind-whipped,
weird shapes, riding on the wings of the
Storm-Kings.

While he sat motionless in the saddle
watching, a sudden gust of cold wind
swirled up around him, dashed some fine,
flint-like sand against his face and into his
eyes, and then swept onward. He was
blinded for an instant, and allowed the
reins to drop on his pony’s neck while he
rubbed his eyes with his fingers. He sat
thus through an ominous hush and then to
his ears came a low, distant rumble.

He touched his pony lightly on the flanks
with his spurs and headed it along the
ridge, convinced that a storm was coming
and suddenly realizing that he was many
miles from shelter.

He had traveled only a little distance
when clouds of sand and dust, wind-driven.
enveloped him, blinding him again, sting-
ing his face and hands and blotting out
the landmarks upon which he depended to
guide him to the Circle Bar. He could not
see a foot of the trail and so he gave the
pony the rein, trusting to its instinct.

The pony had negotiated the ridge; had
slowly loped down its slope to a compara-
tivelv low and level stretch of country, and
was traveling steadily forward, when Hollis
noticed a change in the atmosphere. Tt
had grown hot again—sultry. He urged
the pony forward, hoping the calm would
last until he had covered a goodly part of
the distance to the Circle Bar. For a quar-
ter of an hour he went on at a good pace.
But he had scarcely reached the edge of a
stretch of broken country—which he dread-
ed even in the daylight—when the storm
was upon him.

T did not come unheralded. A blinding
& flash of lightning illuminated miles of
the surrounding country. Then there was
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darkness again—blacker than before. Im-
mediately there came a heavy crash as
though the Storm-Kings, having marshalled
their forces, had thrown them together in
one, great, clashing onrush. And then,
straight down, roaring and shrieking, came
the deluge.

The wise little plains-pony halted, stand-
ing with drooping head, awaiting the end
of the first fierce onslaught. It lasted long
and when it had gone another silence, as
ominous as the preceding one, followed.
The rain ceased entirely and the pony again
stepped forward, making his way slowly,
for the trail was now slippery and haz-
ardous.

For another quarter of an hour the pony
floundered through the mud, around gigan-
tic boulders, over slippery hummocks,
across little gullies. Hollis was beginning
to think that he might escape a bad wetting
after all when the rain came again,

This time it seemed the Storm-Kings
were in earnest. The rain came down in
torrents; Hollis could feel it wetting him
to the skin, cutting through his clothing in
long, stinging, vicious slants.

It was slow work for the pony. After
riding for another quarter of an hour Hollis
saw, during another lightning flash, another
of his landmarks, and realized that in the
last quarter of an hour he had traveled a
very short distance. The continuing flashes
of lightning had helped the pony for-
ward, but presently the lightning ceased
and a dense blackness succeeded. The pony
went forward at an uncertain pace; several
times it halted and faced about, apparently
undecided about the trail. After another
half hour’s travel and coming to a stretch
of level country, the pony halted again,
refusing to respond to Hollis’s repeated
urging to go forward without guidance.
For a long time Hollis continued to urge
the animal—he cajoled, threatened—but
the pony would not budge. Hollis was
forced to the uncomfortable realization that
it had lost the trail.

For a long time he sat quietly in the
saddle, trying in the dense darkness to de-
termine upon direction, but he finally gave
it up and with a sudden impulse took up the
reins and pulled the pony to the left, de-
termined to keep to the flat country as long
as possible.

He traveled for what seemed several
miles, the pony gingerly feeling its way,
when suddenly it halted and refused to ad-

vance. Something was wrong, Hollis leaned
forward, attempting to peer through the
darkness ahead, but not succeeding. And
now, as though having accomplished its
design by causing Hollis to lose the trail,
the lightning flashed again, illuminating the
surrounding country for several miles.
Hollis had been peering ahead when the
flash came and he drew a deep breath of
horror and surprise. The pony had halted
within a foot of the edge of a high cliff
whose side dropped away sheer, as though
cut with a knife. Down below, perhaps a
hundred feet, was an immense basin,
through which flowed a stream of water.
To Hollis’s right, was a long, high, narrow
ridge. He recognized the ridge as the one
on which he and Norton had ridden some
six weeks before—on the day he had had
the adventure with Ed Hazelton. Another
flash of lightning showed him two cotton-
wood trees—the ones pointed out to him
by Norton as marking Big Elk crossing—
the dead line set by Dunlavey and his men.

Hollis knew his direction now and he
pulled the pony around and headed it
away from the edge of the cliff and toward
the flat country which he knew led down
through the canyon to Devil’s Hollow,
where he had taken leave of Ed and Nellie
Hazelton. He was congratulating himself
upon his narrow escape when a flash of
lightning again illuminated the country and
he saw, not over a hundred a feet distant,
sitting motionless on their ponies, a half
dozen cowboys. Also on his pony, slightly
in advance of the others, a grin of derision
on his face, was Dunlavey.

T about the time that the storm had
overtaken Hollis, Potter was unsad-
dling his pony at the Circle Bar corral gate.
A little later he was on the wide lower
gallery of the ranchhouse washing the
stains of travel from his face and hands.
At supper he was taciturn, his face deeply
thoughtful. Had Ten Spot come?> What
had been the outcome of the meeting?
These questions preyed on his mind and
brought furrows into his face.

At supper he caught Norton watching
him furtively and he flushed guiltily, for
he felt that in spite of Hollis's order to say
nothing to Norton he should have told. He
had already informed Norton that Hollis
intended remaining in Dry Bottom until a
later hour than usual, but he had said
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nothing about the intended visit of Ten
Spot to the Kicker office.

After he finished his meal he drew a
chair out upon the gallery and placing it in
a corner from where he could see the Dry
Bottom trail he seated himself in it and
tried to combat the disquieting fears that
oppressed him. When Norton came out
and took a chair near him he tried to talk
to the range boss upon some small subjects,
but he could not hold his thoughts. He fell
into long silences; his thoughts kept going
back to Dry Bottom.

When the rain came he felt a little easier,
for he had a hope that Hollis might have
noticed the approach of the storm and de-
cided to remain in town until it had passed.
But after the rain had ceased his fears
again returned. Norton had repeatedly
referred to Hollis’s absence, and each time
Potter had assured him that Hollis would
come soon. Shortly before nine o’clock,
when the clouds lifted and the stars began
to appear, Potter rose and paced the gallery
floor. At nine, when it had become light
enough to see quite a little distance down
the Dry Bottom trail and there were still
no signs of Hollis, he blurted out the story
of the day’s occurrences.

The information acted upon Norton like
an electric shock. He was on his feet before
Potter had finished speaking, grasping him
by the shoulders and shaking him roughly.

“Why didn’t you say something before?”
he demanded. “Why did you leave him?
Wasn’t there somebody in Dry Bottom
that you could have sent out here to tell
me?” He cursed harshly. “Ten Spot’s got
him!” he declared sharply, his eyes glitter-
ing savagely. ‘““He’d have been here by this
time!” He was taking a hitch in his
cartridge belt while talking, and before
concluding he was down off the gallery
floor and striding toward the corral.

“Tell my wife that I've gone to Dry
Bottom,” he called back to Potter. “Im-
portant business! I’ll be back shortly after
midnight!”

Leaving Potter on the porch staring after
him he ran to the corral, roped his pony,
threw on a saddle and bridle and mounted
with the animal on a run.

The stars were shining brilliantly now
and from the porch Potter could see Norton
racing down the Dry Bottom trail with his
pony in a furious gallop. For a time
Potter watched him, then he disappeared

and Potter went into the house to com-
municate his message to his wife.

The rain had been heavy while it lasted.
but by the time Norton had begun his race
to Dry Bottom very little evidence of it
remained and the pony’s flying hoofs found
the sand of the trail almost as dry and
hard as before the storm.

Norton spared the pony only on the rises
and in something over an hour after the
time he had left the Circle Bar he drew up
in front of the Kicker office in Dry Bottom,
dismounted, and bounded to the door. It
was locked. He placed a shoulder against
it and crashed it in, springing inside and
lighting a match. He smiled grimly when
he saw no signs of Hollis; when he saw
that the interior was in an orderly condi-
tion and that there were no signs of a con-
flict. If Ten Spot had killed Hollis he had
done the deed outside the Kicker office.

Norton came out again, pulling the wreck
of the door after him and closing it as well
as he could. Then, leaving his pony, he
strode toward the Fashion saloon. As he
came near he heard sounds of revelry
issuing from the open door and he smiled
coldly. A flashing glance through the win-
dow showed him that Ten Spot was there,
standing at the bar. In the next instant
Norton was inside, confronting Ten Spot,
his big six-shooter out and shoved viciously
against Ten Spot’s stomach.

“What have you done with Hollis?” he
demanded.

Several men who had been standing at
the bar talking and laughing fell silent and
looked at the two men, the barkeeper sidled
closer, crouching warily, for he knew Nor-
ton.

EN SPOT had spread his arms out

on the bar and was leaning against it,
looking at Norton in unfeigned bewilder-
ment. He did not speak at once. Then sud-
denly aware of the foreboding, savage gleam
in Norton’s eyes, a glint of grim humor
came into his own and he said sarcas-
tically:

“I don’t reckon to be anyone’s keeper.”
He smiled widely, with a suddenly ludicrous
expression. “If you're talkin’ about that
tenderfoot noospaper guv, he don’t need
no keeper.”

“You went down there to shoot him!”
Norton said. “Where is he?”

“Mebbe I did,” returned Ten Spot.
“Howsomever, I didn’t shoot him. I ain’t
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tellin' how I come to change my mind—
that’s my business, an’ you can’t shoot it
out of me. But I’m tellin’ you this: me an’
that guy has agreed to call it quits, an’ if 1
hear any man talkin’ extravagant about
him, me an’ that man’s goin’ to have a run
in might sudden!” He laughed. ‘“Some-
one’s been funnin’ you,” he said. “When
he handed me back my gun after slug-
glnl »

But he was now talking to Norton’s
back, for the range boss was at the door,
striding rapidly toward his pony. He
mounted again and rode out on the trail,
proceeding slowly, convinced that some-
thing had happened to Hollis after he had
left Dry Bottom. It was more than likely
that he had lost his way in the storm, and
in that case he would probably arrive at
the Circle Bar over some round-about trail.
He was now certain that he had not been
molested in town; if he had been some of
the men in the Fashion would have told
him about it. Hollis would probably be at
the ranch by the time he arrived, to laugh
at his fears. Nevertheless he rode slowly,
watching the trail carefully.

The dawn was just showing above the
horizon when he rode up to the ranch-
house to find Potter standing on the porch
—apparently not having left there during
his absence. Beside Potter stood Ed Hazel-
ton, and near the latter a drooping pony,
showing signs of hard riding.

Norton passed the corral gate and rode
up to the two men. A glance at their faces
told him that something had gone wrong.
But before he could speak the question that
had formed on his lips Hazelton spoke.

“They got him, Norton,” he said slowly.

“Dead?” queried Norton sharply, his
lips straightening.

“No,” returned Hazelton gloomily; ‘he
ain't dead. But when I found him he
wasn't far from it. Herd-rode him, the
damned sneaks! Beat him up so’s his own
mother wouldn’t know him!”

“Wait!” commanded Norton. “I’'m going
with you. I suppose you've got him over to
your shack?” He caught Hazelton’s nod
and issued an order to Potter. “Go down to
the bunkhouse and get Weary out. Tell
him to hit the breeze to Cimarron for the
doctor. If the doc’ don’t want to come drag
him by the ears!”

He spurred his pony furiously to the
corral gate and in a short time had saddled
another horse and was back where Hazel-

ton was awaiting him. Without speaking a
word to each other the two men rode
rapidly down the Coyote trail, while Potter,
following directions, his face haggard and
drawn from loss of sleep and worry, hurried
to the bunkhouse to arouse Weary and
send him on his long journey to Cimarron.

CHAPTER IX

OLLIS'S tall figure lay pitifully slack
on a bed in the Hazelton cabin.

Nellie Hazelton had given him
what care she could out of her limited
knowledge and now nothing more could be
done until the arrival of the Cimarron
doctor. Swathed in bandages, his clothing
torn and soiled—as though after beating
him his assailants had dragged him through
the mud—one hand queerly twisted, his
face swollen, his whole great body looking
as though it had received the maximum of
injury, Hollis moved restlessly on the bed,
his head rolling oddly from side to side,
incoherent words issuing from between his
bruised and swollen lips.

Norton stood beside the bed, looking
down at the injured man with a grim,
savage pity.

“The damned cowards!” he said, his
voice quivering. “There must have been a
dozen of them--to do him up like that!”

“Seven,” returned Ed Hazelton grimly.
“They left their trail there; I counted the
hoof prints.” He looked at Norton with a
frown. “We can't do anything here.” he
said shortly, “until the doctor comes. I'll
take vou down where I found him.”

They went out and mounted their ponies.
Down the trail a mile or so they came to a
level that led away toward Rabbit-Ear
Creek. IFrom the level they could see the
Circle Cross buildings, scattered over a
small stretch of plain on the opposite side
of the river. There was no life around
them, no movement.

Hazelton halted his pony in some tall
grass near a bare, sandy spot on the plains.
The grass here grew only in patches and
Norton could plainly see a number of
hoof prints in the sand. One single set led
away across the plains toward the Dry
Bottom trail. Hazelton spoke quietly.

“That’s Hollis’s trail. He must have took
the Dry Bottom trail an’ lost it in the
storm. He lost his way an’ rode over here,
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Well, he got this far—rode right up to the
edge of the butte over there an’ then come
back this way. Then he met—well, the
men that did it.”

“They all stood there for a little while;
you can see where their horses pawed. Then
mebbe they started somethin’, for you can
see where Hollis’s pony throwed up a lot
of sand, tryin’ to break out. The others
were in a circle—you can see that. I've
figured it out that Hollis saw there wasn’t
any chance for him against so many an’
he tried to hit the breeze away from here.
I’ll show you.”

They followed the hoof prints down the
slope and saw that all the riders must have
been traveling fast at this point, for the
earth was cut and the hoof prints bunched
fore and aft. They ran only a little way,
however. About a hundred yards down
the slop, in a stretch of bare, sandy soil,
the horses had evidently come to a halt
again, for they were bunched well together
and there were many of them, showing that
there had been some movement after the
halt.

Norton dismounted and examined the
surrounding soil.

“They all got off here,” he said shortly,
alter the examination; “there’s the prints
of their boots. They caught him here and
handed it to him.”

Hazelton silently pointed to a queer
track in the sand—a shallow groove running
about fifty feet, looking as though some
heavy object had been drawn over it. Nor-
ton’s face whitened.

“Drug him!” he said grimly, his lips
in two straight lines. “It’s likely they
roped him!” He remounted his pony and
sat in the saddle, watching Hazelton as
the latter continued his examination.
“They’re a fine, nervy bunch!” he sneered
as Hazelton also climbed into his saddle.
“They must have piled onto him like a pack
of wolves.”

They rode away down the trail toward
the cabin. Norton went in and looked again
at Hollis, and then, telling Hazelton that
he would return in the afternoon, he de-
parted for the Circle Bar. He stopped at
the ranchhouse and communicated the news
to his wife and Potter and then rode on up
the river to a point about ten miles from
the ranchhouse—where the outfit was work-
ing.

The men received his news with ex-

pressions of rage and vengeance. They had
come to admire Hollis for his courage in
electing to continue the fight against Dun-
lavey. Yet none of them expressed sym-
pathy, though their faces showed that they
felt it. Expressions of sympathy in a case
such as this would have been unnecessary
and futile. But their expressions of rage
showed how the news had affected them.
Though they knew that Dunlavey’s forces
outnumbered their own they were for strik-
ing back immediately. But Norton dis-
couraged this.

“We're layin’ low for a while,” he said.
‘“Mebbe the boss will get well. If he does
he’ll make things mighty interestin’ for
Dunlavey. If he dies——"’ His eyes flashed
savagely. “Well, if he dies you boys can
go as far as you like an’ I’ll go with you
without doin’ any kickin’.”

“What’s goin’ to be done with that noos-
paper of his’n?” inquired Ace. “You reckon
she’ll miss fire till he’s well again?”

ORTON’S brows wrinkled; he had

not thought of the newspaper. But
he realized now that if the paper failed to
appear on scheduled time the people in Un-
ion County would think that Hollis had
surrendered; they would refuse to believe
that he had been so badly injured that he
could not issue the paper, and Dunlavey
would be careful to circulate some sort of
a story to encourage this view. Norton's
eves flashed with a sudden determination.

“I don’t reckon that the Kicker will miss
fire,”” he declared; “not if I have to go to
Dry Bottom an’ get her out myself!”

Late in the afternoon Norton again visit-
ed the Hazelton cabin. He found the Cimar-
ron doctor already there. Hollis was still un-
conscious, though resting easier. The doc-
tor declared that he would remain with
him throughout the night. He followed
Norton out on to the porch and told him
that at present he could not tell just how
serious Hollis’s injuries were. There was
a great wound in his head which he feared
might turn out seriously, but if not, Hollis
would recover quickly and be as good as
ever within a few weeks—except for his
left wrist—which was broken. He praised
Nellie Hazelton for the care she was giving
the injured man. Convinced that there was
nothing more to be done, Norton returned
to the Circle Bar to give his attention to
his work.
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CHAPTER X

HE Cimarron doctor’s fears for the
wound on Hollis’s head had proved
unfounded and on the tenth day af-

ter his experience on the night of the
storm, Hollis was sitting on the Hazelton

porch, his head still swathed in bandages, *

his left wrist in a splint, but his spirit
still untouched. The marks on his face
had all disappeared, except an ugly gash
under his right eye—which still showed
a slight discoloration—and a smaller cut
on the chin. The Cimarron doctor had
told him that the wound under his eye
would leave a permanent scar—the wound
had been deep and in spite of the doctor’s
eare, had drawn together queerly, affect-
ing the eye itself and giving it an odd ex-
pression. Many times since becoming able
to move about had Hollis looked at his
face in his mirror, and each time there had
come into his eyes an expression that
boded ill for the men who had been con-
cerned in the attack on him.

It was mid-afternoon and the sun was
coming slant-wise over the roof of the
cabin, creating a welcome shade on the
porch. Ed Hazelton had been gone since
morning, looking after his cattle, and
Nellie was in the house, busily at work in
the kitchen.

Norton had left the cabin an hour be-
fore and a little later Potter had stopped in
on his way over to Dry Bottom to set up
an article that he had written at Hollis's
dictation. Hollis had told Norton of his
experiences on the night of the storm.

After the flash of lightning had re-
vealed Dunlavey and his men, Hollis had
attempted to escape, knowing that Dun-
lavey’s intentions could not be peaceable,
and that he would have no chance in a fight
with several men. He had urged his pony
toward the two buttes that he had seen
during the lightning flash, making a circuit
in order to evade his enemies. He might
have succeeded, but unfortunately the
darkness had lifted and they had been able
to intercept him. He could give no clear
account of what had happened after they
had surrounded him. There had been no
words spoken. He had tried to break out
of the circle; had almost succeeded when a
loop settled over his shoulders and he was
dragged from his pony—dragged quite a
distance.

The fall had hurt him, but when the
rope had slackened he had regained his
feet—to see that all the men had surround-
ed him. One man struck at him and he
had immediately struck back, knocking the
man down. After that the blows came
thick and fast. He hit several more faces
that were close to him and at one time
was certain he had put three of his assail-
ants out of the fight. But the others had
crowded him close. He fought them as
well as he could with the great odds against
him, and once was inspired with a hope that
he might escape. Then had come a heavy
blow on the head—he thought that one of
the men had used the butt of a revolver.
He could dimly remember receiving a num-
ber of other blows and then he knew noth-
ing more until he had awakened in the
Hazelton cabin.

Hollis’s opinion of Dunlavey’s motive in
thus attacking him coincided with Norton’s.
They might easily have killed him. That
they did not showed that they must have
some peculiar motive. Aside from a per-
fectly natural desire on Dunlavey’s part to
deal to Hollis the same sort of punishment
that Hollis had inflicted on Dunlavey on
the occasion of their first meeting, the latter
could have no motive other than that of
preventing the appearance of the Kicker on
its regular publication day.

Hollis was convinced that Dunlavey had
been inspired by both motives. But though
Dunlavey had secured his revenge for the
blow that Hollis had struck him in Dry
Bottom, Hollis did not purpose to allow
him to prevent the appearance of the
Kicker. It had been impossible for him to
make the trip to Dry Bottom. but he had
summoned Potter and had dictated consid-
erable copy, Potter had written some, and
in this manner they had managed to get the
Kicker out twice.

Perhaps there were some persons in
Union County who, acquainted with the
details of the attack on Hollis, expected to
read an account of it in the Kicker. Ii
there were any such they were disappointed.
There was nothing about the attack print-
ed in the Aicker—nor did Hollis talk to
any stranger concerning it.

OLLIS'S return to the Circle Bar was
unostentatious and quite in keeping
with his method of doing things. Within
the next few days he met several of the
Circle Bar men and there were mutterings
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against Dunlavey, but Hollis discouraged
action, assuring the mutterers that his
differences with Dunlavey were entirely
personal and that he intended carrying on
the fight alone.

His wounds mended rapidly, and within
two weeks—except for the broken wrist—
he was well as ever. Meanwhile Potter had
succeeded in getting the Kicker out on
time.

Nothing had been heard of Dunlavey—
it seemed that after the attack upon Hollis
he had withdrawn from the scene to await
the latter's next move.

But Hollis was in no hurry; he had lost
some of the enthusiasm that had marked
his attitude in the beginning, but this en-
thusiasm had been replaced by determin-
ation. He was beginning to realize that in
Dunlavey he had met a foe worthy of his
most serious efforts. He had determined
that there would be no repetition of the
attack upon him, and therefore during his
convalescence he had sent to Las Vegas
for a repeating rifle, and this he carried
with him on his trips to and from Dry
Bottom.

Meanwhile the drought continued. The
sky was cloudless, the desultory breezes
that swept the plains blighted growing
things. raising little whirlwinds of fine,
flinty alkali dust and spreading it over the
face of the world. The storm that had
caught Hollis on the Dry Bottom trail had
covered only a comparatively small area:
it had lasted only a brief time and after
its passage the country was dry as before.

Rabbit-Ear Creek of all the streams in
the vicinity of Dry Bottom held water.
From all points of the compass cattle drifted
to the Rabbit-Ear, slaking their thirst and
refusing to leave. Bronzed riders on droop-
ing ponies trailed them, cutting them out,
trying to keep their herds intact, but not
succeeding. Confusion reigned. For miles
in both directions Rabbit-Ear Creek became
one huge, long watering trough.

Only the small cattle owners suffered
because of the drought. Riders told of the
presence of plenty of water in the Cana-
dian, the Cimarron, and the Ute. In fact,
nearly all the streams held by the large
ranchers seemed to contain plenty. The
smaller owners had apparently been se-
lected by Providence for ruin.

There were mutterings against the large
owners, against Providence. Particularly
were there mutterings against Dunlavey

when word came to the owners of the herds
that if the drought was not broken within
the next ten days the Circle Cross manager
would drive all foreign cattle from the
Rabbit-Ear. He would not allow his own
herds to suffer to save theirs, he said.

On the night following the day upon
which the small owners had received this
word from Dunlavey a number of the
former waited upon Hollis. They found
him seated on the lower gallery of the
ranchhouse talking to Norton and Potter.
Lemuel Train, of the Pig-pen outfit, had
been selected as their spokesman. He
stood before Hollis, a big man, surrounded
by his fellow ranchers, bronzed, bearded,
serious of face. Though the sun had been
down three hours the heat was frightful
and the visitors shuffled their feet and
uncomfortably wiped the perspiration from
their brows.

“Sit down,” invited Hollis. He rose and
stood while the men draped themselves on
the edge of the gallery floor—all except the

spokesman, Lemuel Train. The latter
faced Hollis. His face was grim in the
dusk.

“We’ve come to see what you've got to
say about water,” he said.

Days before Norton had told Hollis that
these men who were now herding at the
Rabbit-Ear were the small ranchers who
had refused to aid the elder Hollis in his
fight against Dunlavey some years before.
Therefore Hollis did not answer at once.
When he did his voice was dry and cold.
He too had heard of Dunlavey’s ultimatum
concerning the water.

“Before I say anything on that subject
I should like to know to whom I am talk-
ing,” he said.

Train swept a ponderous hand toward
his fellow visitors, pointing them out in
turn. “There’s Truxton, of the Diamond
Dot; Holcomb, of the Star; Henningson,
of the Three Bar; Yeager, of the Three
Diamond; an’ Clark, of the Circle Y.”

“Correct,” affirmed Norton, behind
Hollis.

“TI am Kent Hollis,” he said to the men;
“I suppose you know that.”

“I reckon we know you,” said Train;
“you’re Jim Hollis’s boy.”

“Then you know that Dunlavey and my
father were not exactly friends,” returned
Hollis.

Several heads bobbed affirmatively; oth-
ers sat grimly silent. Hollis smiled.
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“How many of you offered to help my
father when he came to you asking for as-
sistance in his fight against Dunlavey?”

Train fidgeted. “I reckon they wasn’t
much chance—" he began, and then hesi-
tated, looking around at his fellows.

“Of course,” returned Hollis quietly,
after an embarrassed pause, ‘“there wasn’t
much chance for you to win then. And
vou had to take a big risk to help my father.
But he had to take a bigger risk to fight
alone. Still he fought. And he fought
alone. And now you men have come to
Jim Hollis’s son to help you. Do you
think he ought?”

The men sat silent: the spokesman was
without words.

“How many men can the six of you mus-
ter—in case Dunlavey should try to carry
out his decision to drive your cattle from
the Rabbit-Ear—or shoot them?”

“Eighteen, I reckon,” returned Train,
looking at the others, who nodded affirma-
tively to his question.

OLLIS turned to Norton. “How
many men does Dunlavey employ?”

he questioned.
“Thirty.,” snapped Norton. “But in
case he needed them he c¢'n get a hundred.”
“Big odds,” smiled Hollis. “Why should
I volunteer to help you fight Dunlavey.
My cattle are certain of getting enough
water. Why shouldn’t T be selfish, as you
men were when my father went to you for

assistance?”

There was no answer. The faces that
surrounded Hollis in the semi-darkness
showed plainly that their owners had given
up thoughts of assistance. Grim, hard lines
came into them; two or three sneered. Of
course they would fight Dunlavey; there
was no alternative, for they could not stand
idly by and see their cattle slain—Dun-
lavey could not drive them from water,
they would have to be shot.

All of the men knew this. Yet they did
not answer Hollis’s question. They had
not come to plead with him; they knew
that the situation had narrowed down to
a point where they could depend only on
their own resources. They would not plead,
vet as they silently started to file off the
gallery there were bitter smiles on several
of their faces.

Lemuel Train was the last man down the
gallerv. He turned as he reached the

ground and looked back over his shoulder
at Hollis.

“So-long,” he said shortly.
vou're even now.”

Hollis had not moved. “Wait, Train!”
he said. The visitors halted and faced him.

‘“Men,” he said quietly, “you have not
answered my question. I’m going to repeat
it: Why should I not be seliish, as you
men were when my father went to you for
assistance?”

Lemuel Train smiled ironically. ‘“Why.
I reckon it's your trick,” he said; “you've
oot all the cards.”

“Come back here, men,” said Hollis.
“Since none of you care to answer my
question I'll answer it myself.” He stood
silent while the men filed back and resumed
=eats on the gallery edge.

Hollis knew that he might readily be-
come melodramatic in the few words that
he purposed to say to the men, and so when
he began talking he adopted a low, even
tone. confidential, serious. He told them
that the things he had written in his salu-
tatory in the Aicker, months before, had
been an honest declaration of the princi-
ples in which he believed. He purposed
to fight, if necessary, to retain his rights.

He told them that he held no ill-feeling
against them on account of their refusal
to assist his father. That was past history.
But now they were to look into the future;
they were all facing ruin if they did not
combine in a common cause. So far as he
was concerned their cattle might remain at
the Rabbit-Ear until the drought ended, or
until the stream went drv. And if Dun-
lavey fought them—wwell, he would be with
them to the finish.

When he had concluded Lemuel Train
stepped forward and shook his hand. The
others followed. There was no word
spoken. The men filed down from the gal-
lery, sought their horses, mounted, and
rode slowly away into the darkness. When
they had gone Hollis turned to resume his
chair, but found Norton standing near him,
looking at him with a curious smile.

“Shake!” said the latter. “I knowed
youd do it that way!”

“I reckon

CHAPTER XI

cattle grazed on the Circle Bar side
of the Rabbit-Ear, really doubted
that Dunlavey would have the courage to

H OLLIS alone, of all the men whose
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inaugurate a war against the small owners.
Lemuel Train was particularly strong in
his belief that Dunlavey would not hesi-
tate to shoot whatever cattle infringed on
what he considered were his rights. “I
know the skunk!” he declared heatedly to
Hollis a day or two after the conversation
on the porch at the Circle Bar. ‘“He’ll do
it. I’m only scared that he won’t wait till
the tenth day before beginnin’. Why in
hell don’t it rain?”

This remained the great, universal ques-
tion. But at the end of a week it was un-
answered. The sun swam in its endless
circles, a great ball of molten silver at
which no man could look with the naked
eye, traveling its slow way through a
blurred, white sky, sinking to the horizon
in the evening and leaving a scorched,
blasted, gasping country behind. The
nights brought no relief.

Hollis’s daily twenty mile ride from the
Circle Bar to Dry Bottom and return be-
came a trial to him. At night, when he
returned from the trip, hot, dry, dusty, he
would draw a chair out on the gallery floor
and scan the sky for signs of rain. To his
recollection since his adventure on the night
of the storm there had not been a cloud in
the sky. On the trails the dust was inches
deep and light as a feather. It rose in
stifling whirlwinds, filling the nostrils and
the lungs, parching the tongues of man
and beast and accentuating the suffering
caused by lack of water.

All the pleasure had been drawn from
Hollis’s rides because of the dryness and
heat. On a morning a week following the
day upon which Dunlavey had issued his

warning to the cattle owners, Hollis made .

his usual trip to Dry Bottom. Norton ac-
companied him, intending to make some
purchases in town. They rode the ten
miles without incident and Hollis left Nor-
ton at the door of the Kicker office, after
telling the range boss to come back to the
office when he had made his purchases as
he intended returning to the Circle Bar
before noon. Hollis found Potter inside.
The latter had remained in Dry Bottom
over night and was busy at a type case
when his chief entered. Hollis did not
remain-long in the office. He looked over
some letters that Potter had placed on his
desk, placed one in a pocket and rose, tell-
ing Potter that he would be back and in-
structing him to tell Norton to await his

coming should the latter return before him.
Then he went down to the court house.

He found the door of Judge Graney's
court room slightly ajar and without knock-
ing he pushed it open and entered. On the
threshold he halted and drew a deep
breath. Judge Graney was seated at his
desk, and directly opposite him, his face
inflamed with anger, sat Dunlavey. Near
a window at the side of the room stood a
grave faced man of medium height, slen-
der and muscular, who was watching the
Judge and Dunlavey soberly.

At Hollis’s sudden appearance the Judge
looked up and smiled, while Dunlavey
faced around, a derisive, mocking grin on
his face. Hollis bore no marks of the re-
cent attack beyond the left wrist, still in
splints, and the scar under his eve.

“Come in,” invited Judge Graney. I
think, since you are responsible for the
startling innovation which we have been
discussing, that you are entitled to a
word.”

He gravely waved Hollis to a chair.

“Perhaps you will remember that some
time ago you printed an article in the
Kicker urging upon the Government the
necessity of bringing the law into Union
County?” he continued.

Hollis nodded. “Yes,” he said quietly:
“I remember.”

“Well.” resumed the Judge. “the article
has borne fruit. But perhaps not in the
manner you expected.” He laughed around
at the three. “Law, you know, is an ex-
pensive institution. A community that de-
sires the law must pay, and pay dearly—
for it. In short, if it wants the law it must
pay taxes.

“At all events I have received word from
the Interior Department that if we want
the law to come out here we must pay for
it. The inference, if we are to consider the
instructions of the Secretary of the Interior,
are: ‘I am informed that several large
ranch Qwners in Union County are inclined
to evade taxation. Especially is this true
—1I am told—of a man named Dunlavey,
who, if the report is correct, paid, during
the last half year, taxes on five hundred
head of cattle, whereas it is claimed that his
holdings will amount to about five thou-
sand, yearly average. In view of this ri-
diculously low return it seems incumbent
upon me to appoint an inquisitor, whose
dut-\'—’ "
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UNLAVEY laughed harshly, inter-

rupting the Judge. Then he turned
suddenly to Hollis, his face inflamed with
passion.

“I reckon this is some of your work?”
he snarled. \

Hollis met his gaze steadily. I imagine
it is,” he said quietly. “Nothing could
please me better than to discover that I had
a hand in bringing the law to this country.”

Judge Graney cleared his throat. “This
does not apply to you alone, Dunlavey,”
he said, facing the latter. “Letters have
been sent to every cattleman in Union
County, demanding their appearance be-
fore me. Beginning on the first of next
month,—September—which will be the day
after to-morrow, every cattle owner in th_e
county will be required to register his
brand and return a list of his cattle, for
{axation. Any owner refusing to make a
fair return on his stock will make a grave
mistake. Upon his failure to make such
return the government will seize his stock
and dispose of it to the highest bidder, de-
ducting such an amount as will cover taxes,
court costs, and fines, and returning the
remainder, if any, to the owner.” Judge
Graney faced Hollis. “I suppose you have
received vour notification to that effect?”
he inquired.

“T haven't paid much attention to my
mail since—since I met Mr. Dunlavey and
several of his friends one night—some
weeks ago.” He smiled grimly, at Dun-
lavey. “I haven't been very much inter-
ested in anything except getting well,” con-
sinue® Hollis. “But whether T have been
notified or not I shall take pleasure in com-
plying with the law. I shall have my list
ready on time—likewise I shall register my
brand.”

Dunlavey sneered. “That won’t be such
an almighty big job—counting your steers,”
he said.

Hollis laughed shortly. ‘“Perhaps not
as big a job as it would have been had con-
ditions been different,” he observed dryly.

“Meaning?”’ snapped Dunlavey, stiffen-
ing in his chair.

“You know what I mean,” snapped
Hollis.

For an instant it seemed that Dunlavey
contemplated attacking Hollis; he placed
both hands on the desk before him, pre-
paratory to rising, evidently thought bet-
ter of the idea and sank into the chair

again, his eyes flashing venomously as they
met Hollis’s.

“This country’s going plum to hell!” he
sneered; “when tenderfeet and half-baked
lawyers get to running things it will be time
for the cattlemen to pull up stakes and hit
the breeze! But I'm telling you one thing!”’
He banged his fist heavily down upon the
desk and scowled at the Judge, “You let
your damned tenderfoot owners bring in
their lists. Mebbe they don’t know any
better. But I ain’t bringin’ in no list. It’s
one thing to pass a law and another thing
to enforce it!” He sat silent for an in-
stant, glaring at the Judge, then he turned
to Hollis.

“You've been carrying on like you was
intending to own this here country some
day,” he sneered; “with your damned
newspaper and your lawyer friend here.
What we handed you the other night was
just a sample of what you'll get if you don’t
hit the breeze out of this country!” He
got to his feet and stood beside the desk.
glaring around at the three men.

For a moment neither of the three spoke.
There was a saturnine, almost mocking.
smile on the face of the man who stood at
the window. TIn his expression one could
dizcover much appreciation of the character
of the man at whom he was looking—it re-
vealed the fact that he had met such men
before—and admired them little. There
was no fear in the expression, yet had one
of the other men taken the trouble to look
at him they would have seen that his right
hand was now lingering very close to the
butt of the revolver at his hip.

Hollis’s face was slightly pale. He
walked to within five feet of Dunlavey and
}slt.ood quietly beside the desk looking at

im.

“Dunlavey,” he began slowly, “I haven’t
anything to do with enforcing the law that
seems to have come to Union County. You
can defy the law if you please. But I have
something to say in reply to what you have
said to me. It’s this: I haven’t any am-
bition to own the entire country—such talk
from a grown man is childish. But I do
intend to own the little I've got in spite of
you or anyone else. And I'm not in the
least afraid of you. I owe vou something
on account of the other night and some day
I'm going to thrash you within an inch of
your life!”

Dunlaveyv's hand fell suggestively to his
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side. “There’s no time like the present,”
he sneered.

“Of course I know that you carry a gun,”
said Hollis. “Most of you folks out here
don’t seem to be able to get along without
one. And every man that carries one
seems to yearn to use it. But it has always
seemed to me that a man who will use a
gun without great provocation is a cow-
ard!” He smiled grimly into Dunlavey’s
face.

For an instant Dunlavey did not move.
His eyes glittered malevolently as they
bored into Hollis’s. Then his expression
changed until it was a mingling of con-
tempt, incredulity, and mockery.

“So you're thinking of thrashing me?"
he sniifed, backing away a little and eye-
ing Hollis critically. “You slugged me
once and you're thinking to do it again.
And you think that any man who uses a
gun on another is a coward?” He laughed
sardonically. “Well, all I've got to say to
you is that you ain’t got your eye-teeth
cut yet.” He deliberately turned his back
on Hollis and the others and walked to
the door. On the threshold he halted, look-
ing back at them with a sneering smile.

“You know where I live,” he said to
Judge Graney. “I ain’t bringing in no
list nor I ain’t registering my brand. I
don’t allow no man to come monkeying
around on my range and if you come out
there, thinking to run off any of my stock,
you're doing it at your own risk!” His
gaze went from the Judge to Hollis and his
smile grew malignant.

“I'm saying this to you,” he said, “no
man ain’t ever thrashed Bill Dunlavey
yet and I ain’t allowing that any man
is ever going to. Put that in your pipe
and smoke it!”

He slammed the door and was gone.
Hollis turned from the door to see a dry
smile on the face of the man at the window.

“Fire eater, ain’t he?” observed the lat-
ter, as he caught Hollis’s glance.

OLLIS smiled. The Judge got to his
feet and approached the two men.

“Hollis,” he said, ‘“shake hands with
Mr. Allen, of Lazette.”

Allen’s hand came out quickly and was
grasped by Hollis’s, both grips being hearty
and warm.

“My name’s Ben Allen,” explained the
stranger with a smile. “Tacking on a

handle like ‘Mister’ would sure make me
feel like a stranger to myself.”

“We’ll not quarrel about that,” remarked
the Judge with a smile; “we’ll call you
Ben.” He looked soberly at Hollis, con-
tinuing:

“Allen has been sent over here from La-
zette to assist us in establishing the law.
He was formerly sheriff of Colfax County.
He is an old acquaintance of the new Sec-
retary of the Interior and much trusted by
him. He is to be the inquisitor mentioned
in the letter which I read in the presence
of Dunlavey.”

Hollis looked at Allen with a new in-
terest.

“I think we need you,” he said simply.
“But I imagine you will have to concen-
trate your efforts upon one ranch only—
the Circle Cross. If you make Dunlavey
bow to the law you may consider your
work finished.”

“I think Dunlavey will change his views
of things shortly,” remarked Allen, quietly.
He smiled at Hollis. “I have read your
paper regularly,” he said. “You've got the
editor of our paper hopping mad—with
your claims about Dry Bottom being su-
perior to Lazette. Also, you've stirred up
the Secretary of the Interior some. I was
called to Washington three weeks ago and
invited to tell what I knew of conditions
out here. I didn’t exaggerate when I told
the Secretary that hell was a more peaceful
place for a law loving man to live in.

“The Secretary asked me if I knowed
you and I told him that I didn’t but I'd be
right glad to. He told me to get vou to one
side and tell you to go to it.” He smiled
dryly. “According to what I've read in
the Kicker you don't need to be told that.”

He dropped his humor and spoke seri-
ously, questioning Hollis about the location
of his ranch, listening quietly and atten-
tively to the latter’s answers. Half an hour
later after having arranged with Judge
Graney for the registering of his brand and
the listing of his cattle, Hollis left the court
house and went to his office. In running
through his mail he came upon Judge Gra-
ney’s notification and also another letter,
postmarked ‘“Chicago,” which drew a
pleased smile to his face. A few minutes
later Norton came in, and though Hollis
had done very little on the paper he rose
and smilingly announced his intention of
returning to the Circle Bar.
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“We'll take the Coyote trail,” he m-
formed Norton, after they had mounted
and were riding away from the Kicker of-
fice; “I'm stopping for a moment at the
Hazelton cabin. Of course,” he added, see-
ing a knowing grin on Norton’s face, “I
expected you would be suspicious, but it’s
not what you think.”

HEN they came in sight of the Ha-

zelton cabin Norton reined in his
pony and sat motionless in the saddle,
grinning at Hollis.

“You run along now,” he advised. *T’ll
pe hittin’ her off toward the Dry Bottom
trail for the rest of the way—I sorta like
that trail better anyway.”

He urged his pony off at a tangent and
Hollis continued on his way. He found
Nellie and Ed at home. Nellie came out
on the porch, hearing his pony’s hoofs on
the hard sand and rocks of the trail, and
there was a sincere welcome in her eyes.
It was the first time that he had visited the
cabin since he had returned to the Circle
Bar.

Hollis stayed for dinner. Nellie was ra-
diantly silent during the meal, attending to
the wants of the two men, listening while
they discussed recent happenings in the
county. Ed was much pleased to hear of
the coming of Ben Allen.

“That guy is business—through and
through,” he assured Hollis. ‘“He was the
best sheriff Colfax County ever had—and
it’s had some good ones. Allen’s quiet, but
there ain’t anyone going to herdride him.
Some have tried it, but they found it didn’t
pay and so they don’t try it any more.”

After dinner they went out on the porch
for a smoke, leaving Nellie inside. ‘They
could hear her singing as she washed the
dishes. Hazelton smiled as a particularly
happy note reached his ears. “I don’t
know what’s got into Sis,” he said, flash-
ing a swift glance at Hollis. “I don’t know
as I ever heard her sing that well before.”

Hollis made no reply and the conversa-
tion turzed to the drought—as all conver-
sations did during that period. Word had
come to Hazelton of Dunlavey’s warning
to the cattle owners. He had heard also
of Hollis’s announced intention of taking
sides with the small owners.

“Dunlavey’s ten days is up the day after
to-morrow,” said Hazelton. “If Dunlavey
starts anvthing what are vou going to do?”

“That will depend on what Dunlavey
starts,” smiled Hollis.

“H’m!” inexpressively grunted Hazelton.
He flashed a glance at the face of the young
man beside him. “I suppose you know who
youre going to give your water to?” he
questioned.

Hollis nodded. “To men who refused to
help my father when he needed help,” he
returned.

Hazelton smiled oddly. “I've heard about
that,” he said. He laughed. “It strikes me
that I wouldn’t give such men any water,”
he added.

Hollis turned and looked at him, meeting
his gaze fairly, and holding it.

“Yes, you would, Hazelton,” he said, a
broad smile on his face.

“How do you know that?” queried the
latter, slightly defiant.

Hollis motioned toward the kitchen door.
*I know,” he said; *‘you'’re her brother.”

“Well,” began Hazelton hesitatingly- -
A‘.’I’___”

The screen door opened—slammed, and
Nellie Hazelton came out upon the porch.

For a long time Hollis sat. watching her,
zeeing a picture that smote his heart with
a sudden longing. Then he thought of the
letter in his pocket, the one post-marked
*Chicago.” which he had discovered at the
Kicker office on returning from the court
house. He drew it from his pocket and
read the legend in the upper left hand
corner:

“Dr. J. J. Hammond,
Overlook Hospital,
Chicago, I11.”

He studied the legend for some little
time, his thoughts busy with the contents
of the envelope. Fortunately, his letter to
the great physician had fallen into the
hands of the son, Tom Hammond, and the
latter, not forgetting his old schoolmate.
had appealed to his father. This was what
the surgeon had written in the letter—he
would not have agreed to accept the case
had it not been for the fact that Hollis
had been, and was Tom’s friend. He would
be pleased if the patient would make the
journey to Chicago within a month, that
he might be able to take up his case.

Hollis had been reading the letter again.
He finished it and looked up, to see Ed
and Nellie watching him. He flushed and
smiled, holding out the letter to Nellie.

“I beg vour pardon,” he said. “I found
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this interesting. Perhaps you will also find
it so.”

He leaned back with a smile and watched
them. But he did not watch long. He saw
Nellie start, saw the color slowly recede
from her face, saw her hands clench tightly
—as she began to read the letter. He turned
away, not caring to watch them during
that sacred moment in which they would
read the line of hope that the great sur-
geon had written. He looked—it seemed—
for a long time down the Coyote trail, and
when he finally turned his head toward
them he saw Ed Hazelton sitting erect in
his chair, apparently stunned by the news.
But before him, close to him, so close that
he felt her breath in his face—her eyes
wide with delight, thankfulness—and per-
haps something more—Nellie was kneeling.

“Oh, thank you, Mr. Hollis!” she said
earnestly, her lips all a-quiver; “Thank
you, and God bless you!”

E tried to sit erect; tried to open his

lips to tell her that he had done only

what any man would have done under the

circumstances. But he moved not, nor did

he speak, for her arms had gone around

his shoulders, and her lips were suddenly

pressed firmly and quickly to him. Then
he was released and she turned, crying:

“Come and thank him, Ed!”

But Ed had taken himself off—perhaps
he did not care to allow anyone to witness
his joy.

Some time during the evening Hollis took
his departure from the Hazelton cabin.
Ed had come back, silently taking Hollis’s
hand and gripping it earnestly. And before
Hollis had departed Ed had taken himself
into the house. Perhaps he divined that
there were other’s joys beside his.

That night before retiring Nellie stole
softly into her brother’s room and kissed
him lightly on the forehead. That same
night also Hollis rode up to the Circle Bar
corral gate—singing. Norton and Potter
were sitting on the gallery, waiting for him.
While Hollis was removing the saddle from
his pony Norton rose from his chair and
smiled at Potter.

“Well,” he said, “I'm goin’ to bed.” He
moved a few steps toward the door and
then turned and looked back at Potter, who
had also risen. He laughed, and hummed
softly,

“In the Spring, a young man’s fancy lightly
turns to love—"

CHAPTER XII

HE following day Hollis rode to town
over the Dry Bottom trail. Had he

followed a perfectly natural inclina-
tion he would have taken the Coyote, for
it would have brought him to the Hazelton
cabin. But he succeeded in forcing him-
self to go the other way, arguing that Nellie
and her brother might wish to be alone to
consider the great good fortune that had
come upon them.

And so they did, though had Hollis ap-
peared to them this morning as they sat
upon the porch he would have been assured
of a royal welcome.

The dawn found Nellie kneeling beside
her brother’s bed.

“Ed!” she said, leaning over him, waking
him, her eyes alight with joy; “Ed, he says
you can be cured!”

He struggled and sat up, rubbing his
eyes.

“Gosh, sis!” he said in an awed voice.
“Then it’s true! I was afraid I'd been
dreaming!”’

“It’s no dream,” she returned ecstati-
cally; “it’s reality—beautiful reality!
Wasn't it simply great of him to take such
an interest in us?”

“Us?” grinned Ed, noting her crimson.
happy face. “Well, mebbe he did it for us,”
he added subtly, “but I take it I've got a
right to have another opinion on that.”

She fled from him without answering and
a little later he heard her singing as she
prepared breakfast. After the meal Ed
made a short trip out into the basin to
look after his cattle and then returned to
the cabin. Sitting on the porch he and
Nellie devoted several hours to a grave
discussion of the situation. They discovered
that it had a serious side.

In the first place there was the dangerous
nature of the operation. Here Ed laughed
away his sister’s fears by assuring her that
he was too tough to kill. If Nellie enter-
tained any doubts she wisely remained
silent, though Ed could see that she was
not entirely reassured. He swept away her
last objection to this forbidding feature
when he told her that he preferred taking
the risk to living in constant dread of a
recurrence of an acute attack of his malady
-—such as he had experienced when he had
attacked Hollis in Devil's Hollow.

There were many other things to be dis-
cussed—chiefly the care of the cattle and
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the cabin during his absence in Chicago.
He would not listen to her suggestion to
accompany him—he would prefer to have
her remain at the cabin. Or he would try
to arrange with Hollis for her to stay at
the Circle Bar. There she would have
Mrs. Norton for a companion. He was
certain that Hollis would arrange to have
his men care for the cattle. He assured her
that he would settle that question with
Hollis when the latter passed the cabin
that night on his return to the Circle Bar.
Of course Hollis would take the Coyote
trail to-night, he insinuated, grinning huge-
ly at the blushes that reached her face.

But Hollis did not pass the cabin that
night. He had taken the Dry Bottom trail
on his return to the Circle Bar.

He had accomplished very little that day
on account of the heat—and a certain vision
that had troubled him—taking his mind off
his work and projecting it to a little cabin
in a small basin, to a porch where sat a
girl—the girl of his vision. She had volun-
tarily kissed him. Had it been all on ac-
count of gratitude? Of course—though——
Well, memory of the kiss still lingered.

There had been one interesting develop-
ment in Dry Bottom during the day. All
day the town had swarmed with ranch
owners who had come into the court house
to list their cattle for taxation and register
their brands. Shortly after noon Ben Allen
had dropped into the Kicker office with the
news that every owner in the county with
the exception of Dunlavey had responded
to the law’s demands.

To Hollis’s inquiry regarding the course
he would pursue in forcing Dunlavey to
comply with the law, Allen remarked with
a smile that there was “plenty of time.”
He had had much experience with men of
the Dunlavey type.

Potter and Hollis exchanged few words
during the ride to the Circle Bar. The heat
—the eternal, scorching, blighting heat—
still continued; the dust had become an
almost unbearable irritation. During the
trip to the ranch the two men came upon an
arroyo over which Hollis had passed many
times. At a water hole where he had often
watered his horse they came upon several
dead steers stretched prone in the green
slime. The water had disappeared; the
spring that had provided it had dried. The
steers were gaunt, lanky creatures, their
hides stretched tight as drum-heads over
their ribs, their tongues lolling out. black

and swollen, telling mutely of their long
search for water and their suffering.

FEW miles farther on they came

upon one of the punchers from the
Circle Y with a calf thrown over the saddle
in front of him. He was driving several
gaunt, drooping cattle toward the Rabbit-
Ear. The calf bellowed piteously at sight
of Hollis and Potter. The puncher hailed
them.

“You're Hollis, of the Circle Bar, ain’t
vou?” he said when the latter had spurred
his pony close to him. At Hollis’s nod he
grinned ironically. “Hot!” he said, coming
quickly to the universal topic of conversa-
tion; “I reckon this wouldn’t be called hot
in some places—in hell, for instance. Say,”
he said, “to-morrow the ten days is up.
Mebbe it'll be hotter then. The damned
skunk!"

Of course he referred to Dunlavey.

Hollis was still of the opinion that Dun-
lavey would not attempt to carry out his
threat. He smiled at the malevolent ex-
pression in the puncher’s eyes.

**Somehow,” he said quietly, “I think that
Dunlavey has been bluffing. I don’t think
he’ll be fool enough to declare war against
the entire county.”

The puncher sat erect and laughed harsh-
ly. “You don't?” he inquired in an over-
aentle, polite voice. “Mister Hollis,” he
added, as the latter looked quickly at him,
“vou ain’t heard nothin’ from the Circle
Bar to-day, I reckon?”

Hollis’s answer was negative. The Circle
Y man’s face grew suddenly serious. “You
ain’t! Well, then, that’s the reason you're
talkin’ so. The last I heard from the Circle
Bar was that Norton an’ some of your men
had captured one of Dunlavey’s men—
Greasy—-rebrandin’ some Circle Bar steers
an’ was gettin’ ready to string him up. I
reckon mebbe you’d call that doin’ some-
thin’!”

Hollis straightened. He had suddenly
forgotten the heat, the dust, and the prob-
lem of water.

“How long ago did you hear this?” he
demanded sharply.

*'Bout an hour ago,” returned the Circle
Y man. I was rustlin’ up these strays
down in the basin an’ headin’ them toward
the crick when I runs plum into a man
from the Three Bar outfit. He was plum
excited over it. Said they’d ketched Greasy
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down by the Narrows sometime after noon
an)_?)

But the Circle Y man finished to the
empty air for Hollis’s pony had leaped for-
ward into a cloud of dust, running des-
perately.

When Hollis reached the Circle Bar
ranchhouse there was no one about. He
rode up to the front gallery and dis-
mounted, thinking that perhaps Norton
would be in the house. But before he had
crossed the gallery Mrs. Norton came to
the door. She was pale and laboring under
great excitement, but instantly divined Hol-
lis’s errand.

“They’ve taken him down to the cotton-
wood!” she told Hollis. “They are going
to hang him! Hurry!”

Hollis was back in the saddle in an in-
stant and racing his pony down past the
bunk house at break-neck speed. He urged
the little animal across an intervening
stretch of plain, up a slight rise, down into
a shallow valley, and into the cottonwood,
riding recklessly through the trees and
urging the pony at a headlong pace through
the underbrush.

For ten minutes he rode as he had never
ridden before. And then he came upon
them. They stood at the base of a fir-
balsam, whose gnarled limbs spread flatly
outward—three Circle Bar men, a half
dozen from the various outfits whose herds
grazed his range, and the rustler—Greasy
—a rope knotted about his neck, standing
directly under one of the out-spreading
limbs of the tree, his head bowed. The
rope had been thrown over the limb and
several men were holding it, preparatory
to drawing it taut. Norton was standing
near, his face pale, his lips straight and
grim with determination. Apparently Hol-
lis had arrived just in time.

ONE of the men moved from their

places when Hollis dismounted, but

all looked at him as though expecting him

to express approval of what they were

about to do. Several lowered their gaze

with embarrassment when they saw that he
did not approve.

“What is all this about, Norton?” he
asked.

Norton smiled grimly. “We were round-
i’ up a few strays just the other side of
the Narrows this morning, and Ace and
Weary were workin’ down the river. In
that little stretch of gully just the other

side of the Narrows they came upon this
sneak brandin’ two of our beeves through
a piece of wet blanket. He'd- already done
it an’ so we ketched him with the goods.
It’s the first time we’'ve ever been able to
lay a hand on one of Dunlavey’s gunnies,
an’ we was figgerin’ on makin’ an example
of him.”

Hollis met Norton’s grim gaze and
smiled. “I want to thank you—all of you,
for guarding my interests so zealously,” he
said. “There is no doubt that this man
deserves hanging, but I take it none of
you want to make me appear ridiculous?”

“Sure not,” came several voices in
chorus.

Hollis laughed. “But you took the surest
way of making me appear so,” he returned.

He saw Norton’s face flush and he knew
that the latter had already grasped the
significance of his words. The others,
simpler of mind, looked at him, plainly
puzzled. He would have to explain more
fully to them. He did so. When he had
shown them that in hanging the rustler
he would be violating the principle that he
had elected to defend, they stood before
him abashed, thoroughly disarmed.

“What are you goin’ to do with the cuss?”
queried one man.

“We have a sheriff in Dry Bottom, I
expect?”’ questioned Hollis.

Grins appeared on the faces of several
of the men; the prisoner’s face lighted.

“Oh, yes,” said one; ‘I reckon Bill Wat-
kins is the sheriff all right.”

“Then we’ll take him to Bill Watkins,”
decided Hollis.

The grins on the faces of several of the
men grew. Norton laughed.

“I reckon you ain’t got acquainted with
Bill yet, Hollis,” he said. “Bill owes his
place to Dunlavey. There has never been
a rustler convicted by Watkins yet. I
reckon there won’t ever be any convicted
—unless he’s been caught stealin’ Dun-
lavey’s cattle. Bill’s justice is a joke.”

Hollis smiled grimly. He had learned
that much from Judge Graney. He did
not expect to secure justice, but he wished
to have something tangible upon which to
work to force the law into the country.
His duty in the matter consisted only in
delivering the prisoner into the custody
of the sheriff. The sheriff would be held
responsible for him. There was no other
lawful way.

He was not surprised that the men
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agreed with him. They had had much
experience in dealing with Dunlavey; they
had never been successful, and they were
quite willing to trust to Hollis’s judgment.

“I reckon you’re just about right,” said
one who had spoken before. “Stringin’
this guy up would finish him all right. But
that wouldn’t settle the thing. What’s
needed is to get it fixed up for good an’
all.”

“Correct!" agreed Hollis; “you’ve got it
exactly. We might hang a dozen men for
stealing cattle and we could go on hanging
them. We’ve got no right to hang anyone
—we’ve got a law for that purpose. Then
let’s make the law act!”

The prisoner had stood in his place,
watching the men around him, his face be-
traying varying emotions. When it had
been finally agreed to take him to Dry
Bottom and deliver him over to the sheriff
he grinned broadly. But he said nothing as
they took the rope from around his neck,
forced him to mount a horse and surround-
ing him, rode out of the cottonwood toward
the Circle Bar ranchhouse.

D USK had fallen by the time Greasy
had been brought to the bunkhouse,
and Mrs. Norton had lighted the kerosene
lamps when Norton and Hollis, assured of
the safety of the prisoner, left the bunk-
house and went into the house for supper.
Potter had washed the dust of travel from
him and when Norton and Hollis arrived
he was seated on the porch, awaiting them.
Mrs. Norton greeted them with a smile.
Her eyes expressed gratitude as they met
Hollis’s.

“I am so glad you were in time,”’ she
said, “I told Neil not to do it, but he
wouldn’t listen to me.”

“You might have tried ‘bossing’ him,”
suggested Hollis, remembering his range
boss’s words on the occasion of his first
meeting with Norton’s wife.

“Mebbe I was stretchin’ things a little
when I told you that,” interrupted Norton,
grinning shamelessly. “If a man told the
truth all the time he’d have a hard time
keepin’ ahead of a woman.”

After supper Hollis and Norton went
out upon the porch. A slight breeze had
sprung up with the dusk, though the sky
was still cloudless. At ten o’clock, when
they retired, the breeze had increased in
velocity, sighing mournfully through the
trees, though there was no perceptible

change in the atmosphere—it seemed that
the wind was merely shifting the heat
waves from one point to another.

“A good, decent rain would save lots of
trouble to-morrow,” said Norton as he and
Hollis stood on the porch, taking a last
look at the sky before going to bed.

“Do you really think Dunlavey will
carry out his threat?” questioned Hollis.
“Somehow I can’t help but think that he
was bluffing when he said it.”

“He don’t do much bluffin’,” declared
Norton.

“But there is plenty of water in the
Rabbit-Ear,” returned Hollis; “plenty for
all the cattle that are here now.”

Norton flashed a swift glance at him.
“I reckon you ain’t been watchin’ the Rab-
bit-Ear for the last day or so?”

Hollis admitted that he had not seen
the river within that time. Norton laughed
shortly.

“She’s dry in spots now,” he informed
Hollis. “There ain’t any water at all in the
shallows. It’s tricklin’ through in some
places, but mostly there’s nothin’ but water
holes an’ dried, baked mud. In two days
more, if it don’t rain, there won’t be water
enough for our own stock. Then what?”

“There will be water for every steer on
the range as long at it lasts,” declared Hol-
lis grimly. “After that we’ll all take our
medicine together.”

“Good!” declared Norton. “That’s what
I expected of you. But I don’t think it’s
goin’ to work out that way. Weary was
ridin’ the Razor Back this mornin’ and
he says he saw Dunlavey an’ Yuma and
some more Circle Cross guys nosin’ around
behind some brush on the other side of the
creek.- They all had rifles.”

Hollis’s face paled slightly. ‘“Where are
the other men—Train and the rest?” he
inquired.

“Down on Razor Back,” Norton in-
formed him; ‘“they sneaked down there
after Weary told me about seein’ Dunlavey
on the other side. Likely they’re scattered
by now—keepin’ an eye out for trouble.”

“Well,” decided Hollis, “there isn’t any
use of looking for it. It finds all of us soon
enough. Tomorrow is the tenth day and
I am sure that if Dunlavey carries out his
threat he won’t start anything until to-mor-
row. Therefore I am going to bed.” He
laughed. “Call me if you hear any shooting.
I may want to take a hand in it.”

They parted—Hollis going to his room
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and Norton stepping down off the porch
to take a turn down around the pasture to
look after the horses.

Hollis was tired after his experiences of
the day and soon dropped off to sleep. 1t
seemed that he had ben asleep only a few
minutes, however, when he felt a hand
shaking him, and a voice—Norton’s voice.

“Hollis!” said the range boss. ‘“Hollis!
Wake up!”

Hollis sat erect, startled into perfect
wakefulness. He could not see Norton’s
face in the dark, but he swung around and
sat on the edge of the bed.

“What’s up?” he demanded. “Have they
started?”

He heard Norton laugh, and there was
satisfaction in the laugh. ‘“Started?” he
repeated. “Well, I reckon something’s
started. Listen!”

OLLIS listened. A soft patter on the

roof, a gentle sighing of the wind,

and a distant, Jow rumble reached his ears.

He started up. “Why, it’s raining!” he
said.

Norton chuckled, “Rainin’!” he chirped
joyously. “It’s pourin’! It’s a cloud-burst,
that’s what it is!”

Hollis did not answer. He ran to the
window and stuck his head out. The rain
came against his head and shoulders in
stinging, vicious slants. He could dimly
see the pasture—the horses huddled in a
corner under the shelter that had been
erected for them; he could see the tops of
the trees in the cottonwood grove—bending,
twisting, leaning from the wind; the bunk-
house door was open, a stream of light
illuminating a space in which stood several
of the cowhoys. Some were attired as usual,
others but scantily, but all were outside in
the rain, singing, shouting, and pounding
one another in an excess of joy. For half
an hour Hollis stood at the window, watch-
ing them, looking out at the storm. There
was no break anywhere in the sky from
horizon to horizon. Plainly there was to be
plenty of rain. Convinced of this he drew
1 deep breath of satisfaction, humor mov-
ing him.

“I hope Dunlavey and his men don’t
get wet,” he said. He went to his trousers
and took out his watch. The hands pointed
to fifteen minutes after one. ‘“It’s the
tenth day,” he smiled.

He sighed with satisfaction, and rolled
intn hed. 1°or a lone time he lav. listening

to the patter of the rain on the roof, and
then dropped off to sleep.

CHAPTER XIII

HEN Hollis got out of bed at six
‘/‘/ o’clock that same morning he heard
surprising sounds outside. Slipping
on his clothes he went to the window
and looked out. Men were yelling at one
another, screeching delightful oaths, caper-
ing about hatless, coatless, in the rain that
still came steadily down. The corral yard
was a mire of sticky mud in which the
horses reared and plunged in evident appre-
ciation of the welcome change from dry
heat to life-giving moisture. Riderless horses
stood about, no one caring about the sad-
dles, several calves capered awkwardly in
the pasture.

Norton stood down by the door of the
bunkhouse, grinning with delight. Near
him stood Lemuel Train, and several of
the other small ranchers whose stock had
grazed for more than two weeks on the
Circle Bar range without objection from
Hollis. They saw him and motioned for
him to come down, directing original oaths
at him for sleeping so late on so “fine a
morning.”

He dressed hastily and went down. They
all ate breakfast in the mess house, the
cook being adjured to “spread it on for all
he was worth”—which he did. Certainly
no one left the mess house hungry. During
the meal Lemuel 1Train made a speech on
behalf of himself and the other owners who
had enjoyed Hollis’s hospitality, assuring
him that they were “with him” from now
on. Then they departed, each going his
separate way to round up his cattle and
drive them back to the home ranch.

The rain continued throughout the day
and far into the night. The dried, gasping
country absorbed water until it was sated
and then began to shed it off into the ar-
royos, the gullies, the depressions, and the
river beds.

Before dawn on the following day all the
small ranchers had departed. Several of
them, on their way to their home ranches,
stopped off at the Circle Bar to shake
hands with Hollis and assure him of their
appreciation. Lemuel Train did not forget
to curse Dunlavey.

“We ain’t likely to forget how he stood
on the water proposition.” he said.



52 WESTERN ACTION NOVELS MAGAZINE

After breakfast Hollis gave orders to have
Greasy prepared for travel, and an hour
later he and the range boss, both armed
with rifles, rode out of the corral yard with
Greasy riding between them and took the
Dry Bottom trail.

The earth had already dried; the trail
was hard, level, and dustless, and traveling
was a pleasure. But neither of the three
spoke a word to one another during the
entire trip to Dry Bottom.

At ten o’clock they rode into Dry Bot-
tom. There were not many persons about,
but those who were gave instant evidence
of interest in the three by watching them
closely as they rode down the street to
the sheriff’s office, dismounted, and dis-
appeared inside.

The sheriff’s office was in a little frame
shanty not over sixieen feet square, crude
and unfinished. There were a front and
back door and two windows. I'or furniiure
there were a bench, two chairs, and a rough
wooden table which served as a desk. In
a chair beside the desk sat a tall, lean-
faced man, whose lips were partly con-
cealed under a drooping, tobacco-stained
mustache. He turned as the three men
entered, leaning back in his chair, motion-
ing them to the chair and the bench. They
filed in silently. Greasy dropped carelessly
into the chair, Norton took a seat on the
bench, but Hollis remained standing.

“You are the sheriff, I suppose?” in-
quired the latter.

“Yep,” the official returned shortly, his
voice coming with a truculent snap. “You
wantin’ the sheriff?"

Hollis saw a swift, significant glance
pass between him and Greasy and he
smiled slightly.

“Yes,” he returned quietly; ‘“we want
you. We are delivering this man into your
custody.”

“What’s he done?” demanled the sheriff

“l charge him with stealing two of my
steers,” returned Hollis. “Several of my
men discovered him at work the day before
yesterday and ”

“Hold on a minute now!” interrupted
the sheriff. “Let’s git this thing goin’
accordin’ to the law.” Ide spat copiously
into a convenient cuspidor. “Who might
you be?”” he questioned.

“My name is Hollis,” returned the latter
quietlys” his eyes meeting the other’s stead-
ily. “I own ghe Circle Bar.”

“H'm!” The sheriff crossed his legs and

stuck his thumbs into the arm-holes of his
vest, revealing a nickle-plated star on the
lapel of the latter. “H’'m. Your name’s
Hollis, an’ you own the Circle Bar. Seems
I've heard of you. Tenderfoot, ain’t you?
Come out here to try an’ show folks how
to run things?”

“Mebbe he’ll know more about how to
run things, dryly observed Norton, “after
he’s watched Bill Watkins run a law she-
bang a while.”

“I don’t.reckon anyone ast you to stick
your gab in this here affair?” demanded
the sheriff of Norton.

“No,” returned Norton, drawling, “no
onc asked me. It strikes me that when a
man’s runnin’ a law shop he ought to run
her.”

*I reckon T’ll run her without any help
from you, Norton!” snapped the sheriff.

“WVhy, sure!” agreed the latter, his gaze
level as his eyes met the sheriff’s, his voice
even and sarcastic. “But I’'m tellin’ you
that this man’s my friend an’ if there's any
compliments goin’ to be handed around I'm
warnin’ you that you want to hand them
out soft an’ gentle like. That’s all. I reckon
we c¢’n now proceed.”

HE sheriff’s face bloated poisonously.

He flashed a malignant glance at

Hollis. “Well,” he snapped, “what’s the
charge?”

“I’ve already told you,” retwrned Hollis.
“It’s stealing cattle.”

“How stealin’ them?”
Sheriff truculenty.

“Changing the brand,” Hollis informed
him. He related how Ace and Weary had
come upon the prisoner while the latter was
engaged in changing his brand to the Circle
Cross.

“They see him brandin’?”’ questioned the
sheriff when Hollis had concluded.

Hollis told him that the two men had
conie upon Greasy after the brand had
been apnlied, but that the cattle bore the
Circle Bar ear-mark, and that Greasy had
built a fire and that branding irons had
been found in his possession—which he had
tried to hide when discovered by the Circle
Bar men.

“Then vour men didn’t really see him
douin’ the brandin’?” questioned Watkins.

Hollis was forced to admit that they had
not. Watkins smiled sarcastically.

“I reckon you're runnin’ a little bit
wild.” he remarked. ‘“Some of your stock

demanded the
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has been rebranded an’ you’re chargin’ a
certain man with doin’ it—only you didn’t
see him doin’ it.” He turned to Greasy.
“What you got to say about this, Greasy?”
he demanded.

Greasy grinned blandly at Hollis. “This
guy’s talkin’ through his hat,” he sneered.
“T ain’t allowin’ that I branded any of his
cattle.”

Watkins smiled. “There don’t seem to
be nothin’ to this case a-tall—not a-tall.
There ain’t nobody goin’ to be took into
custody by me for stealin’ cattle unless
they’re ketched with the goods—an’ that
ain't been proved so far.” He turned to
Hellis. *“You got anything more to say
about it?” he demanded.

“Only this,” returned Hollis slowly and
evenly, “I brought this man here. I charge
him with stealing my cattle. To use your
term—he was caught ‘with the goods.” He
is guilty. If you take him into custody and
bring him to trial I shall have two wit-
nesses there to prove what I have already
told you. If you do not take him into cus-
tody, it is perfectly plain that you are de-
liberately shielding him—that you are
making a joke of the law.”

Watkin’s face reddened angrily. “Mebbe
I’m makin’ a joke of it——"" he began.

“Of course we can’t force you to arrest
this man,” resumed Hollis, interrupting
Watkins. “I did not expect you to arrest
him—1I tell you that frankly. I merely
brought him here to see whether it were
true that you were leagued with Dunlavey
against the other ranchers in the country.
You are, of course. Therefore, as we can-
not secure justice by appealing to you we
will be forced to adopt other means.”

The sheriff's right hand dropped to his
gun holster. He sneered, his lips writhing.
“Mebbe you mean——"" he began.

“I ain’t lettin’ this here situation get
beyond my control,” came: Norton’s voice,
cold and even, as his six-shooter came
out and was shoved menacingly forward.
“Whatever he means, Watkins, he’s my
friend an’ you ain’t runnin’ in no cold lead
proposition on him.” He smiled mirth-
lessly.

Watkins’s face paled: his right hand fell
away from the pistol holster. There was a
sound at the door; it swung suddenly open
and Dunlavey’s gigantic frame loomed
massively in the opening.

“I’'m looking for Greasy!” he announced,
looking around at the four men. “T was

expecting to find him here, after I heard
that he’d been nabbed by the Circle Bar
men.”

Norton smiled coldly. “He’s here, Bill,”
he said evenly. “He’s stayin’ here till Mr.
Hollis says it’s time for him to go.”

He did not move the weapon in his hand,
but a certain glint in his eyves told Dun-
lavey that the pistol was not in his hand
for mere show. The latter smiled know-
ingly.

“I ain’t interfering with the law,” he
said mockingly. “And I certainly ain’t
bucking your game, Norton.” He turned
to Watkins, speaking with broad insinua-
tion: “Of course you are putting a charge
against Greasy, Watkins?” he said.

They all caught the sheriff’s flush as he
answered that he had not. Dunlavey
turned to Hollis with a bland smile.

“Have you any objection to allowing
Greasy to go now, Mr. Hollis?”

Hollis’s smile was no less bland as his
gaze met Dunlavey’s. “Not the slightest
objection, Mr. Dunlavey,” he returned. “I
congratulate you upon the way in which
your pigs grovel for you!” He smiled at
Norton. “Mr. Norton,” he said with polite
mockery, “I feel certain that you agree
with me that we have no wish to contami-
nate this temple of justice with our pres-
ence.”

He strode to the door and stepped down
into the street. Norton followed him, grin-
ning, though he did not sheath his weapon
until he also was in the street.

As they strode away from the door they
turned to see Dunlavey looking out after
them, his face wreathed in a broad smile.

“There is plenty of law in Union County,
Mr. Hollis,” he said, *‘if you know how to
handle it!”

CHAPTER XIV

HE next issue of the Kicker con-

tained many things of interest to

its readers. Now that the drought
had heen broken, Union County could
proceed with its business of raising cattle
without fcar of any future lack of water,
with plenty of grass, and no losses except
those from the usual causes.

More advertisements were appearing in
the paper. Dry Bottom merchants were
beginning to realize that it deserved their
support, and with few exceptions they
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openly began to voice their opinions that
the editor would ‘“make good.”

When the Kicker appeared following the
incident in the sheriff’s office, there was a
detailed account of Dunlavey’s now fa-
mous “ten day edict.” Hollis called atten-
tion to Dunlavey’ selfishness, to the prepa-
rations that had been made by him to
shoot down all the foreign cattle on the
Rabbit-Ear. He made no reference to his
part in the affair—but though he did not
mention this, the small owners and his
friends took care that the matter received
full publicity.

In the same issue of the paper was also
related the story of Greasy's capture by
the Circle Bar men. Following the story
of the capture was a detailed report of the
incident in the sheriff’s office and a scath-
ing commentary upon the subservience of
the latter official to Dunlavey’s will.

Below this, under the heading, “Union
County Needs a New Sheriff,” appeared
an article that created a sensation. This
dwelt upon the necessity of the county
having a sheriff who would not permit his
oftice to be prostituted by any man or
influence. The Kicker named a man who
would not be bribed or cowed. At the
end of the article he printed the man’s
name—Ben Allen!

He had made this announcement without
authority, and therefore he was not sur-
prised, soon after the appearance of the
issue containing the article, to see Allen’s
figure darken the door of the Kicker office
while he sat at his desk.

“Durn your hide!” cried the latter as
he stood in the doorway; ‘“you’re the big-
gest disturber in seven states!”

“Perhaps,” smiled Hollis, motioning Al-
len to a chair. “Still, you don’t need to
thank me. You see, I have decided to
clean up this county and I need some help.
I supposed you were interested. Of course
you may refuse if you like.”

“Refuse!” Allen’s eyes flashed as he
took Hollis’s hand and wrung it heartily.
“My boy,” he declared earnestly, ‘“you
couldn’t have done anything to suit me
better. Do you think there’s a chance
for us to beat Dunlavey?”

Hollis laughed. “I flatter myself that
a certain editor in this town stands rather
well with the people of this county.”

“You sure do!” grinned Allen.

Hollis smiled. “Then you won’t object

to being the Kicker's candidate?” he in-
quired.

“Object!” returned Allen with mock
seriousness. ‘“‘Say, young man, if you
don’t keep my name at the head of your
editorial column from now till the first
Monday in November I'll come down here
and manhandle you!”

And so it was arranged. Dry Bottom
gasped in public but rejoiced in secret.
Many of the town’s merchants personally
congratulated Hollis.

But for two days following the appear-
ance of the issue of the Kicker containing
these sensations, Hollis stayed away from
Dry Bottom. Now that he had launched
Allen’s campaign, he began to devote some
attention to the problem of arranging for
Ed Hazelton’s visit to the Chicago sur-
geon. Both Nellie and Ed had been dis-
appointed because of his continued ab-
sence, and when, on an afternoon a few
days after his activity in Dry Bottom, he
rode up to the Hazelton cabin his welcome
was a cordial one.

“It seems like a year since I've seem
you!”’ declared Hazelton as he came down
from the porch to lead Hollis’s pony into
the shade at the rear of the cabin.

HILE he was gone with the pony

Hollis stood looking up at Nellie,
who had remained seated in her chair on
the porch and who was now regarding him
with eyes in which shone unconcealed
pleasure.

“It hasn’t really been so long, you
know,” said Hollis, smiling at her.

She made room for him on the porch.
Ed appeared presently and joined them
there. The young man was not able to
conceal his joy over the prospect of his
ultimate recovery from the peculiar mal-
ady that afflicted him.

“We've got it all arranged,” he told
Hollis. “I'm going to Chicago just as
soon as I can get things fixed.” He red-
dened with embarrassment as he contin-
ued: “There's some things that I'd like
to talk to you about before I make up
my mind when to start,” he said; “I’'ve
becn worrying about what to do with my
stock while I'm gone. I wouldn’t want
it to stray or be run off by Dunlavey’s
gang.”

“l thought of that too,” smiled Hollis.
“In fact, I talked it over with Norton.
He tells me that he won’t have any trou-
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ble in caring for your stock while you are
away.”

“Thanks.” Hazelton said. “That will
make things much easier for Nellie.”

“Easier?” inquired Hollis, puzzled. He
had supposed that Nellie would accom-
pany her brother to Chicago.

“But you can’t allow her to stay at
the cabin alone!” he said when Ed did
not answer. And then the thought struck
him that this peculiar silence on Ed’s part
could mean only one thing—that he and
Nellie had decided that she was not to
accompany him, and that the problem that
was now confronting them was the girl's
welfare. He appreciated the situation and
smiled wisely into the yawning distance.

“I have sometimes wondered how it
were possible for a woman to live in this
country without having close at hand one
of her sex with whom to gossip,” he re-
marked, looking at Ed and deliberately
closing an eye at him. “It doesn’t bother
a man so much—this being alone. But
a woman! Of course it’s different with
a woman. A woman must talk—she sim-
ply can’t help it. There’s Mrs. Norton.
Only this morning I chanced to hear her
remark to her lord and master that if he
did not soon provide her with a compan-
ion with whom she might exchange gos-
sip, he might as well make up his mind
to requisition the mourners. All of which
suggests the thought that perhaps it would
not be a bad idea for Miss Hazelton to
bundle up her things and advance on the
Circle Bar. Thus two ends will be served
—Mrs. Norton will secure her companion
and Norton will find peace.” He turned
to Nellie. “Of course if you are afraid
that the cabin will stray during your ab-
sence I could manage to ride the Coyote
trail each moming and evening—or you
could ride over yourself occasionally.”

He could tell by the light in her eyes
that she was pleased over the suggestion.

That night Hollis acquainted Mrs. Nor-
ton with the facts in the case, even going
so far as to inform the lady brazenly that
he had deliberately lied about her. But
when she had been fully informed, she
told Hollis that she did not blame him
very much, and that should Nellie come
to her, she would assure the young lady
that Hollis had spoken the plain truth.

The following morning on his way to
Dry Bottom, Hollis took the Coyote trail
and stopped off at the Hazelton cabin, where

he informed Ed that he had decided to
send Weary with him on his trip to Chi-
cago.

URING the week foilowing Ed Ha-

zelton’s departure for Chicago Hol-
lis did not see much of Nellie. In the few
days preceding his departure she had not
allowed her brother to see how his refusal
to allow her to accompany him had hurt
her, but once he had boarded the east-
bound express at Dry Bottom, she had
yielded to the emotions that she had so
far succeeded in concealing. Hollis had
ridden in to town with them, and not
until Nellie and he had seen Ed and Weary
safely on the train, did Nellie break down.
Then Hollis turned to her with a smile
to see the sudden tears well up into her
eyes. He had not attempted to console
her, feeling the awkwardness of the sit-
uation.

He was much relieved when she refused
his offer to make the return trip with her,
for he was certain that a few hours alone
in which to meditate over her loss would
enable her to regain her composure. But
before leaving her he secured her promise
not to stop at the cabin, but to go on to
the Circle Bar. But once out of Hollis’s
sight Nellie forgot her promise. She took
the Coyote trail, riding slowly through the
clear sunshine of the morning.

After taking leave of Nellie Hollis rode
slowly down the street to the Kicker of-
fice.

At noon Potter arrived bearing the news
that he had seen Nellie Hazelton on the
Coyote trail, within a few miles of the
Circle Bar. She had stopped at her cabin
and there were several bundles strapped
to the cantle of her saddle.

That night Hollis did not see her at all.
He did not inquire for her, but surmised
that she was in her room.

At breakfast the next moming he looked
closely at her several times, searching for
evidence of her grief of yesterday. There
was none. Therefore he was not surprised
when, after breakfast, she told him that
she intended riding with him as far as the
cabin for the purpose of bringing the re-
mainder of her effects. He gravely re-
minded her that she had broken her prom-
ise of yesterday, and that as a punishment
he contemplated refusing her request. But
when, an hour later, he urged his pony
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down the river trail she was riding beside
him.

But she did not ride again that week.
She did not tell Hollis the reason; that
returning that evening she had reached
the Razor Back and was riding along its
crest when she happened to glance across
the Rabbit-Ear toward the Circle Cross.
On the opposite side of the river she had
seen two men, sitting quietly in their sad-
dles, watching her. They were Dunlavey
and Yuma. She did not know what their
presence there meant, but the sight was
disquieting and she feared to return to
the cabin for the few things that were still
here.

But as the days went her fears were dis-
persed. Time and the lure of her old
home had revived her courage, and on a
day about a week following her previous
trip, she set out over the Coyote trail
toward her cabin.

She had not told Hollis of her intention
to ride there, fearing that the knowledge
of what she had seen on the day of the
other ride would be revealedfin her eyes.
It was a good hour after noon when she
stole ont of the house to her pony, mount-
ed, and rode away toward the river.

But when she reached her cabin she had
forgotten Dunlavey and Yuma; her
thoughts dwelt upon more pleasant peo-
ple.

She dismounted from her pony at the
edge of the porch, hitching the animal to
one of the slender porch columns. Then
she went into the house to gather up the
few things that still remained there.

But for a long time after entering the
cabin she sat on a chair in the Kkitchen,
sobbing softly, for now that Ed had gone
she felt the desolation of the country more
than ever. Presently she rose and with a
start looked out of the door. The dusk
had fallen; darkness was stealing into the
valley around the cabin!

Flitting here and there, she hurriedly
began packing things which she took from
shelves and racks. It was an engrossing
task and she was much interested in it, so
much so that she did not hear a slight
sound at the door that led out to the front
porch. But when she saw a shadow darken
the doorway of the room in which she
was working she stood suddenly erect and
with rapidly beating heart stole softly for-
ward and peered around the door-jamb.
Of course it could be no one but Hollis. e

had taken the Coyote trail to-night. He

would be surprised to see her.

UT it was she who was surprised.

Yuma stood near the table in the cen-
ter of the kitchen, looking straight at her,
his insolent, evil face drawn into a fore-
boding smile.

“What are you doing here?” she de-
manded.

Yuma laughed softly. “I saw you ridin’
the Razor Back the other day,” he said.
“I saw you again thees afternoon—but you
not see me like the other day.

“Ed gone,” he continued, watching ber
narrowly; ‘“nobody here; I come. I like
you—much.” He grinned, his eyes bright-
ening. “I reckon you know—you girl that
understan’?”

She+drew a slow deep breath. She made
a pretense of boldness, though she felt more
like screaming.

“Leave this cabin!”
sharply.

Yuma did not change his position.
“Leave heem?” he laughed. “I theenk not.
Dunlavey says me come here—make um
love me—same as tenderfoot noospaper
man!” He laughed again, exultantly.
“Dunlavey say you spark tenderfoot—you
spark me!”

She trembled, realizing that a crisis was
at hand and that she must meet it boldly.
She thought of the ivory-handled weapon
in the holster at her hip.

She stepped backward and her right hand
sought the butt of the revolver, the left
closing on the edge of the door that opened
into her room. Terror had given her
courage and as Yuma advanced she drew
the revolver and levelled it, though her
hand wavered a little.

“If you take another step toward me,
Yuma, I'll kill you!” she declared.

She saw his little eyes glitter with de-
cision, saw him measure the distance be-
tween them, saw him crouch for a spring.

She fired aiming at the lower edge of
the scarf that sagged at his throat. The
smoke from the pistol blinded her; she
heard his laugh, heard the rush of his feet
as he hurled himself forward. Terror
stricken over her failure to hit him, she
dropped the pistol and whirled, grasping
the edge of the door and slamming it shut
in his face. She felt his weight against it,
but he had been taken by surprise by the
movement; there was the strength of des-

she commanded
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peration in her body and she held the door
closed against him while she shoved the
fastenings into place.

Then, suddenly overcome, she leaned
weakly against the jamb, her heart thump-
ing hard, her nerves tingling.

For a long time she did not move, and
there came no sound from the other side
of the door to tell her of Yuma’s move-
ments. There was a wild hope in her heart
that he had gone, but presently, becoming
a little calmer, she pressed her ear against
the door. There was no doubt of Yuma’s
presence; she could hear him stepping
softly about the room.

She fell to thinking of the revolver she
had dropped when Yuma had sprung upon
her. It must have dropped very close to
the door. Had Yuma picked it up? There
was a chance that he had not. If the
weapon were still there and she could open
the door and secure it and close the door
again, she would be in a position to defend
lrerself.

She stood for some little time at the
door, her ear pressed against it, listening
for any sound that might tell her of the
whereabouts of Yuma in the cabin. She
hieard nothing. Presently she heard a horse
whinny. Was Yuma at the horses?

But for a long time, she kept her ear
pressed against the door. Then, moved
by a sudden impulse—an accession of
courage inspired by the continued silence—
she cautiously loosened the fastenings and
swung the door slowly open.

ER revolver lay close and with a
swift movement she reached for it.
As her fingers grasped its butt she heard
i4- slight sound and Yuma was upon her
from behind, pinning her arms to her sides.
She struggled desperately, squirming and
twisting in his grasp, silently matching her
strength against his. Finding this hopeless
and feeling his hand gradually slipping
teward the revolver, she suddenly raised
her hand toward her face, bringing Yuma'’s
hand, still on her arm, with it. Then she
dropped her head to his arm near the wrist,
and sank her teeth savagely into the flesh.
Yuma howled in anguish, loosening his
hold momentarily. In an instant she had
wrenched herself free and had bounded to
the center of the room, placing the kitchen
table between herself and her assailant.
But he was after her with a bound, his
little eyes gleaming with a venomous ex-

pression, his face contorted with passion.
She raised the revolver and fired. For a
breathless instant she thought that she
had hit him, for he sank almost to the
floor. But she saw that it was only a
trick for he was up again on the instant, a
mocking smile on his face and closer than
ever. She fired again, and when she saw
him sink to the floor she pulled the trigger
a third time. He had been very close to
the table when she fired the last time and
before she could press the trigger again
he had lurched forward under it, raising it
on his shoulders and sending it crashing
down behind him as he confronted her, his
evil face close to hers, his hands again
gripping her arms.

She fought him silently, and together
they reeled around the cabin. She bit him
again, and then in an outburst of savage
fury he brutally twisted the arm in which
she still held the revolver, sending the
weapon crashing to the floor. While twist-
ing her arm he had been compelled to loosen
his grasp of the other slightly, and she
again wrenched herself free and darted
toward the door leading to the porch. But
he bounded forward, intercepting her, and
with a last, despairing effort she raised
both hands to his face and clawed furiously
at his eyes.

She heard a savage curse from him, saw
the lust of murder in his little, glittering
eyes, felt his sinewy fingers at her throat.
Then objects within the cabin swam in a
dizzy, blurring circle before her. She heard
a crash—seeming to come from a great dis-
tance; heard Yuma curse again. And then,
borne resistlessly forward by the weight of
his body, she tumbled to the floor in an
inert heap.

CHAPTER XV

Hollis, finding work irksome, closed

his desk with a bang, told Potter that
he was going home, mounted his pony, and
loped the animal out the Dry Bottom trail.
He remembered hearing Norton tell one of
the men that morning that he suspected
that several of Ed Hazelton’s cattle were
still in the vicinity of the basin near the
Hazelton cabin, and he determined to ride
around that way and try to turn them back
toward the Circle Bar. It would be recrea-
tion for him after a hot morning in the
office.

SHORTLY after noon on the same day
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He took a circuitous route and some time
later came out upon a high ridge overlook-
ing a basin. There were some cattle down
there and he made a mental note of the
locality so that he would be able to tell
Norton where to have the men look for the
cattle. Then he rode along the ridge until
he could no longer see the basin. He spent
most of the afternoon exploring the sur-
rounding country, and then when the dusk
began to fall he retraced his steps to the
ridge upon which he had ridden earlier in
the afternoon. Something familiar in the
shape of the hills near him struck him and
he halted his pony and smiled. These were
the hills that he had seen many times from
the Hazelton porch. He rode back and
forth a few moments, and then, coming
out on a bald spot on the ridge, he saw
the cabin.

It was about a mile away, snuggled com-
fortably down in a little basin, with some
trees and shrubbery flanking it on both
sides. He smiled as he looked at it, and
then suddenly his face clouded, for he saw
two ponies hitched to the porch. His fore-
head wrinkled perplexedly over this. He
was certain that Nellie rode the same ani-
mal each time. One of the horses belonged
to her, for he could see the gay ribbon with
which she was accustomed to decorate her
animal’s bridle. But to whom did the other
horse belong? He gazed steadily toward
the cabin, searching for signs of life on
the porch.

Certainly Nellie must have a visitor. But
who? He was not aware that the Hazeltons
had made friends with anyone in the neigh-
borhood besides himself and the Nortons.
He smiled. Probably some cowboy from
the Circle Bar had been in the vicinity
looking for Hazelton’s cattle, had met Nel-
lie, and had stopped at the cabin. He re-
membered to have heard Norton say that
he was sending a man in that direction
some time that day.

That must be the explanation. But while
he sat, debating the propriety of riding
down to the cabin to satisfy his curiosity,
the sound of a pistol shot floated to his
ears on the slight breeze that was blowing
toward him.

He sat erect, his facing paling. Then he
smiled again. He had been in the West
long enough to become acquainted with
the cowboy nature and he surmised that
Nellie’s visitor was very likely exhibiting
his skill with the revolver. But he turned

his pony and urged it down the sloping
side of the ridge, riding slowly in the direc-
tion of the cabin.

After striking the bottom of the slope he
rode out upon a broad level that stretched
away for half a mile. He made hetter
time here and had almost covered half the
width of the plain when three more reports
reached his ears. He was close enough now
to hear them distinctly and it seemed to
him that they sounded muffled. He halted
the pony and sat stiffly in the saddle, his
gaze on the cabin. Then he saw a thin
stream of blue-white smoke issue from the
doorway and curl lazily upward.

A grave doubt assailed him. No cowboy
would be likely to exhibit his skill with a
weapon in the cabin! Nellie’s visitor must
be an unwelcome one!

The pony felt the sudden spurs and raced
like a whirlwind over the remaining stretch
of plain. Hollis had become suddenly im-
bued with a suspicion that brought an
ashen pallor to his face and an awful rage
into his heart. He slid his pony down one
side of a steep arroyo, sent it scrambling
up the other side, jumped it over some
rocks that littered the rise, spurred sav-
agely through a little basin, and reaching
the edge of the porch, dismounted and
bounded to the door.

He saw two figures—Nellie Hazelton and
a man. He saw the man’s fingers gripping
the girl's throat and the lust of murder
surged over and blinded him. In the dusk
that had fallen he could only dimly see the
man’s head and he swung his right fist at
it, putting every ounce of his strength into
the blow. He felt the fist strike, realized
that it had glanced, and tried to recover
for a second blow. ;

But the terrific swing had carried him off
his balance. He whirled clear around,
slipped, and came down to the floor flat
on his face. He was up in an instant, how-
ever, his brain afire with rage. He did not
think of the gun at his hip, he wanted only
to hit the man—to seize him and tear him
apart.

IVE feet from him, facing him, on his

hands and knees and scrambling to
rise, was the man. He recognized Yuma,
and even as he bounded forward the latter
gained his feet and tugged at his gun-hol-
ster. The weapon had not yet cleared the
holster when Hollis was upon him. He
struck again with his right fist and missed,
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crashing against Yuma in his eagerness and
carrying him down to the floor with a force
that shook the cabin. As they fell Hollis
felt a sharp, agonizing pain in his left wrist,
from which the splints had been only re-
cently removed, and the hand hung limp at
his side, entirely useless.

For an instant after the fall Yuma lay
still, breathing heavily. Then he made a
sudden movement with his right arm and
Hollis caught a glint of metal. He threw
himself at the arm, catching it with his
right hand just above the wrist and jam-
ming it tight to the floor. Yuma tried to
squirm free, failed, and with a curse drove
his left fist into the side of Hollis's face.
Again he tried to squirm free and during
the struggle that followed the hand holding
the pistol was raised from the floor. Hollis
saw it and wrenched desperately at the
arm, twisting it and dragging it furiously
downward to the floor. Yuma shrieked with
rage and pain as the force of the impact
cracked his knuckles and sent the weapon
clattering ten feet away.

For an instant both men lay silent, pant-
ing from their exertions. But the lithe hali-
breed was up like a cat, bounding toward
the pistol on the floor. He was bending
over it, his fingers gripping its butt, when
Hollis, throwing himself forward bodily,
crashed into him and hurled him heavily to
the floor.

This time Yuma lay face downward, his
arms outstretched, and Hollis lay sprawled
out on top of him. But Yuma had suc-
ceeded in holding to the pistol; it was
grasped in his outstretched right hand, just
out of Hollis’s reach. Hollis bounded to his
feet, striking Yuma a crashing blow in the
face. While Yuma reeled he brought his
booted foot down on the hand holding the
pistol, grinding it under his heel.

Yuma screamed with pain and rage and
got to his feet, holding his injured hand
with the other. The pistol lay on the floor.
For an instant Yuma stood gripping his
hand, his face hideous with passion. Then
with a snarl of rage and hate he drew a
knife from the folds of his shirt and sprang
toward Hollis.

Hollis tensed himself for the clash, rap-
idly measuring the distance, and when
Yuma came close enough caught him
squarely on the side of the jaw with a
vicious right swing. But in some manner
when Hollis stepped aside to avoid Yuma’s

knife, his feet had become entangled with
the legs of the table that Yuma had pre-
viously overturned. As he struck he slipped,
the blow at Yuma’s jaw not having the
force he intended it to have. He caught
himself, slipped again and went down, turn-
ing completely over the table top and fall-
ing face downward to the floor. He saw
Yuma throw himself forward and he tried
to wriggle out of danger, but he failed. He
felt the half-breed’s weight on his body,
saw the knife flash in the dull light. He
tried to roll over and grasp the knife in its
descent, but could not, his left arm, now
useless, being pinned to the floor by Yuma'’s
knee.

A revolver roared spitefully—once—
twice. Yuma’s knife hissed past Hollis’s
ear and struck the floor, its point sunk
deep, its handle swaying idly back and
forth. Yuma himself—inert, limp, rolled
from Hollis’s back and lay flat on his own,
his eyes wide open and staring, two huge
bullet holes in his forehead. And in the
open doorway of the cabin stood Ten Spot.

For an instant Hollis could not realize his
escape. He looked at Yuma and then again
at Ten Spot. Slowly and painfully he got
to his feet, looking around at the wreck of
the room. Staggering a little, he walked
to where Ten Spot stood, gripping the
latter’s hand silently, at a loss for words
with which to thank him.

But apparently Ten Spot did not notice
the omission, for he grinned broadly.

“I reckon there’s folks which would call
that a right clever bit of shootin’,” he said,
“seein’ as there wasn’t time to pull off no
fancy stuff!”

HE crash of Ten Spot's pistols aroused
Nellie Hazelton, and she sat up and
stared stupidly about—at Hollis, who was
just rising from the floor; at Ten Spot, who
still stood in the doorway; and then at
Yuma’s body, stretched out on the floor
beside the overturned table. She shuddered
and covered her face with her hands. The
next instant Hollis was bending over her,
helping her to her feet, leading her to the
door and assuring her in a low, earnest voice
that everything was all right. She allowed
herself to be led out on the porch, but once
there she looked at him with renewed spirit.
“It was you who came first,” she said;
“I didn’t see you, but I heard Yuma curse,
felt something strike him, and then—I must
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have fainted. You see, I felt it must be you
- -1 had been expecting you.”

As she spoke she seized his hands and
pressed them tightly, her eyes eloquent with
thankiulness. “Oh, I am so glad!” she
whispered. Then she saw Ten Spot stand-
ing in the doorway and she ran over and
seized his hands also, shaking them hys-
terically. And Ten Spot stood, red of face,
crinning bashfully at her—like a big, awk-
ward, embarrassed schoolboy.

“That’s the first time I've ever been
thanked for shootin’ anybody!” he con-
fided to Hollis, later. “An’ it cert'nly did
feel some strange!”

In spite of Hollis’s remonstrances the
girl insisted on returning to the interior of
the cabin, to “bundle up her things.” While
she was busy in one of the rooms Hollis
and Ten Spot carried Yuma’s body out-
side, around to the rear of the cabin.

Then, when the girl had finally secured
her “things” and they had been securely
ticd to her pony, and she had started down
the trail toward the Circle Bar ranch, Hollis
and Ten Spot returned to the rear of the
cabin, took up Yuma’s body, carried it to
a secluded spot at some little distance from
the cabin and there buried it deep and
quickly.

“I want to thank you again,” said Hollis
as he and Ten Spot stood on the porch when
Hollis was ready to depart; “it was a great
stroke of luck that brought you here just
when you were needed.”

Ten Spot grinned. “I don’t think it was
just luck that brought me,” he said;
“though mebbe it was luck that took me
into the Fashion this morning. Whatever
it was, I was in there, an’ I heard Dun-
lavey an’ Yuma cookin’ this here deal. I
wasn’t feelin’ entirely ongrateful for the
way you'd treated me after you'd got my
gun that day in the Kicker office, so I got
out of the Fashion as soon as I could an’
trailed Yuma. I've been after him all day,
but somehow or other I lost him an’ didn’t
find out where he’d gone till a little while
ago—when I heard a gun go off. Then I
hit the breeze here—after Yuma. That’s
all.” He stuck out a hand to Hollis. “Well,
so-long,” he said; “I’'m hittin’ the breeze
out of the country.”

“Then you're not going back to the Circle
Cross—to work for Dunlavey?” questioned
Hollis.

“Well, no,” grinned Ten Spot. ‘‘You

see, it might not be so pleasant now as it’s
been.”

OLLIS contemplated him gravely. “So
you’re going to leave the country?
I don’t imagine vou are afraid——"

“Don’t!” said Ten Spot coldly and sharp-
ly. Then he grinned with feline cordiality.
“I reckon I ain’t scared of anyone, but I
ain’t likin’ to go back to the Circle Cross
after puttin’ Yuma out of business. I've
done some mean things in my time, but I
ain’t dealin’ double with no man, an’ I
couldn’t go back to the Circle Cross an’
work for Dunlavey when I ain’t sympa-
thizin’ with him none.”

“I'm shy of good cowhands,” offered
Hollis quietly. “If forty a month would
be_—”

Ten Spot’s right hand was suddenly
gripping Hollis’s. “You've hired a man,
boss!” he said, his eyes alight with pleasure.

“It’s a bargain,” laughed Hollis. “You
can start right now.” He pointed to the
ridge upon which he had been riding when
he heard the shot that had brought him to
the cabin. “Some of Ed Hazelton’s cattle
are in the basin on the other side of that
ridge,” he said. “You go over there and
keep an eye on them until I can get a
chance to send some one here to help you
drive them back up the river toward the
Circle Bar.” As he came to the edge of
the porch to mount his pony his gaze fell
on Yuma'’s horse, still hitched to one of the
columns. “What are we going to do with
Yuma’s horse?” he questioned.

Ten Spot grinned. He walked over to
the pony, unhitched it, and with a vicious
slap on the flank sent it loping down the
trail toward the river.

“That’ll be my message to Dunlavey
that Yuma ain’t here any more,” he said
grimly.

Hollis mounted and rode a short dis-
tance, but halted and turned in the saddle
when he heard Ten Spot call to him,

“Boss,” he said with a grin, “I ain’t ex-
actly blind, an’ mebbe you've got your eyes
with you, too. But I saw that there Hazel-
ton girl lookin’ at you sorta—"

He saw a smile on Hollis’s face, but the
rest of his speech was drowned in a clatter
of hoofs as the “boss’s” pony tore down
the Coyote trail. Then Ten Spot smiled,
mounted his pony, and rode away toward
the ridge.
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CHAPTER XVI

I course Yuma had been amply pun-
ished for his part in the attack on

Nellie Hazelton, but there still re-
mained Dunlavey—who had instigated it.
Hollis was aware of the uselessness of
bringing a charge against Dunlavey—he
had not forgotten his experience with Bill
Watkins when he had attempted to have
Greasy brought to justice.

But he contemplated no immediate ac-
tion. Besides the attack on Nellie Hazel-
ton there was another score to settle with
Dunlavey, and when the time came for a
final accounting he told himself that he
would settle both.

Therefore he remained silent regarding
the incident, and except to Norton and his
wife, Nellie Hazelton, Ten Spot, and him-
self, the disappearance of Yuma remained
a mystery.

Dunlavey, perhaps, might have had his
suspicions, but if so he communicated them
to no one, and so as the days passed the
mystery ceased to be discussed and Yuma
was forgotten.

Hollis received a letter from Weary,
dated “Chicago,” announcing the saie ar-
rival of himself and Ed Hazelton. “Town”
suited him to a “T,” he wrote. But Doc-
tor Hammond would not operate at once —
he wanted time to study the symptoms of
Ed’s malady. That waz all. Hollis
turned this letter over to Nellie, with an-
other from Ed, addressed to her—whose
contents remained a mystery to him.

Ben Allen had visited the small ranches
in the vicinity. He confided to Hollis that
he had “mixed a little politics with busi-
ness,” and then, after receiving a telegram
from the Secretary of the Interior, had
taken himself off to Santa Fé to confer
with the governor.

After several days he returned. He en-
tered the Kicker office to greet Hollis, his
face wreathed in smiles.

“You've got ’em all stirred up, my boy!”
he declared, placing his hand on Hollis’s
shoulder with a resounding ‘smack;”
“they’re goin’ to enforce the little law
we’ve got and they’ve passed some new
ones. Here's a few! First and foremost,
cattle stealing is to be considered felony!
Penalty, from one to twenty years! Next—
free water! Being as the rivers in this
Territory ain’t never been sold, any cattle-

man’s got the right to water wherever he
wants to. The governor told me that if it’s
necessary he’ll send Uncle Sam’s blue coats
anywhere in the Territory to enforce that!
Third: after a man’s registered his brand
he can’t change it unless he applies to the
district judge. I reckon there’s trouble
ahead for any man which monkeys with an-
other man’s brand!”

Allen’s speech was ungrammatical, but
its message was one of good cheer and
Hollis’s eyes brightened. The Law was
coming at last!

“Did you happen to hear when these laws
become effective?” he inquired.

“On the first day of October.”

Hollis smiled. “And election day is the
third of November,”” he said. “That gives
Dunlavey, Watkins and Company a month's
grace-—in case you are elecied sheriff.”

Allen grinned. “They can’t do a heap
in a month,” he said.

“No,” returned Hollis, “but in most
elections that have come under my observa-
tion, I have noticed that the winning can-
didate does not assume office for a con-
siderable time after the election. What is
the custom out here?”

LLEN grinned grimly. “Usually it’s
two weeks,” he said, “but if I'm
elected it will be the next day—if I have
to go down to the sheriff’s office and drag
Rill Watkins out by the hair!”

“That's swell,” dryly observed Holiis.
“Count me in on that little party. But
there's another matter to be thought of —
which we seem to have overlooked. Usually
before an election there is a primary, or
a convention, is there not?”

“There is,” grinned Allen. “It’s to-night,
and I'm ready for it!” His grin ex-
panded. “I told you that I'd been mixing
a little politics with business,” he said.
“Well, T’'ve done so.” He got up and
approached the front window of the of-
fice, sweeping a hand toward the street.
“If you'll just get up and look out here,”
he said, “you’ll see that I ain’t lying.
That gang which iz mixing palaver in front
of the Silver Dollar you’ll mebbe notice
that Lemuel Train is in it, an’ Truxton,
of the Diamond Dot, Holcomb, of the
Star, Yeager, of the Three Diamond,
Clark, of the Circle Y, Henningson, of the
Three Bar, Toban, of the T Down, an’
some more which has come in for the
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racket to-night. Countin’ ’em all—the
punchers which have come in with the
fellows I have named—there’ll be about
seventy-five.

“An’, say!” he added, “there wouldn't
a durn one of them have come over here
on my account. They up an’ told me so
when I asked them. Said they'd nothin’
ag'n me, but they wasn’t considerin’ votin’
at all. But since Hollis wanted me—well,
they'd come over just to show you that
they appreciated what you’d done for
them!”

Following the custom the primary was
to be held in the sheriff’s office. Watkins
had issued a proclamation some weeks be-
fore: it had appeared on the door of the
sheriff’s office—a written notice, tacked to
the door—but it had been removed the
same day. But Hollis had been apprised
of the appearance of the proclamation and
had quietly proceeded to plant the seed of
opposition to Watkins in the minds of his
friends.

He had been warned by Judge Graney
that Watkins would try to “pack” the
sheriff’s office with his friends on the night
of the primary. This had been the usual

method employed by Dunlavey when op-.

position to Watkins developed. Drunken,
dissolute, dangerous men were usually on
hand to overawe the opposition; the Judze
told of instances in which gunplay had
developed. But Hollis had determined
that Watkins must be beaten.

Allen did not stay long in the Kicker
office. Nor, for that matter, did Holis.
Once, during the morning, he went down
to the court house to talk with Judge
Graney. Then he returned to the Kicker
office and worked until noon.

During the morning there had been a
surprising influx of wvisitors. Bronzed
punchers on dusty, drooping ponies rode
down the town’s one street, dropped from
their saddles, and sought the saloons.
Groups of them swarmed the streets and
the stores. As Hollis walked down to his
oftice after leaving the court house, he was
kept busy nodding to friends—many of
whom had become such during the later
days of the drought.

At noon he went to the Alhambra for
lunch. Almost the first person he saw there
was Dunlavey. The latter grinned at him
mockingly.

“Friends of vours in town to-dav,” he

said with a sneer. You'll need them!”

His voice had been loud enough for all
in the restaurant to hear. Hollis did not
answer, though he appreciated the sig-
nificance of Dunlavey’s words; they told
him that the Circle Cross manager was
aware of the contemplated contest and was
ready for it.

During the afternoon Dry Bottom pre-
sented a decidedly different appearance
from the day when Hollis had first viewed
it. Animation had succeeded desolation.
Perhaps a hundred cow-ponies were hitched
to the rails that paralleled the fronts of
the saloons, the stores, and many of the
private dwellings. Men swarmed the side-
walks; the saloons buzzed.

Toward dusk the volume of noise in the
saloons drowned all sound outside. By
the time the kerosene lamps were lighted
in the saloons revelry reigned. From one
saloon issued the shrieking, discordant
notes of a violin, accompanied by the scuf-
fling of feet; from another came laughter
and the clinking of glasses; from still an-
other came harsh oaths and obscene shouts.
In the latter place rose the laughter of
women.

EATED at his desk near the front win-
dow of the Kicker office Hollis gravely
watched the scene—listened to the sounds.
In another chair sat Potter. As the revelry
in the saloons increased the printer glanced
furtively at his chief.

“There’ll be hell to-night!”’ he said.

“I expect there’ll be trouble,” agreed
Hollis.

Potter shifted uneasily in his chair, eye-
ing his employer with a worried expression.
He was silent for a moment. Then he
cleared his throat nervously.

“Do you intend to go there—to the
sheriff’s office—to-night?” he questioned.

Hollis looked quickly at him. *Of
course!” he said with emphasis. “Why?”
he interrogated.

“Nothing,” returned Potter; “only——’
he hesitated and then blurted out: “I
wouldn’t go if I were you. They’ve been
saying that if you do there’ll be trouble.
You know what that means.”

“Who has been saving that?” inquired
Hollis.

“I heard it at noon—in the Silver Dol-
lar. Some of Dunlavey’s men sat near me
and [ heard them saving that Watkins was

)
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to win if they had to put two or three of
his chief opponents out of business.”

“I’'ve been expecting that,” returned
Hollis.

Shortly after dark there was a clatter
of hoofs outside the Kicker office and four
men dismounted from their ponies and
strode to the office door. They were Nor-
ton, Ace, Lanky, and Bud. Evidently Hol-
lis had been awaiting their coming, for he
met them at the door, greeting them with
the words: “We'll be going at once; it’s
about time.”

Followed by Potter the five strode rap-
idly down the street. When they arrived
at the sheriff’s office there were a number
of men congregated about the door. In-
side a kerosene lamp flickered on a table
that sat in the center of the room. Another
lamp stood on Watkins’ desk, and beside
the desk sat Watkins himself.

Conversation died away as Hollis and
his men approached the door and stood
in the stream of light from the interior. A
man stepped out of the shadow of the
building and approached Hollis, drawing
him and Norton aside. It was Allen.

“I've been waitin’ for you,” he said;
“we’rc goin’ to have a scrumptuous time.
Dunlavey’s planning to pack her.” He
swept a hand toward the interior of the
office. “But each candidate is to be al-
lowed two witnesses. I've selected you
two. Dunlavey and Greasy are doing the
honors for Watkins. We might just as well
go inside; we can’t do anything out here.
There won’t be anything done bv any of
this gang until Dunlavey says the word.”

He turned and stepped into the sheriff’s
office, Hollis and Norton following.

Watkins looked up and surveyed them
with a bland smile as they entered and
dropped quietly into the several chairs that
had been provided.

“I reckon she’s goin’ to be some hot to-
night?” significantly remarked Watkins,
addressing himself to Allen.

“Maybe,” grinned Allen.

“We’re goin’ to take a hand in handlin’
the Law,” significantly remarked Norton.

Watkins’ face reddened. He stared of-
fensively at Hollis.

“I reckon you’re a witness, too,” he said,
sneering. “Well,” he went on as Hollis
gravely nodded, “the law says that a wit-
ness to the count must be a resident of the

county. An’I reckon you ain’t. You ain’t
been——"

“He stays,” interrupted Allen, shortly
“That’s settled.”

Watkins’ face bloated with a sudden an-
ger, but he wheeled without replying and
gave his attention to some papers lying on
the desk in front of him.

For a long time the four sat in silence
Outside arose voices of men—growing in
volume. Hollis could hear exclamations
of impatience, though the majority of the
men outside stood in silence, waiting.

Plainly, nothing was to be done until
the arrival of Dunlavey. And presently
he came.

He had not been drinking; he was un-
deniably sober and self-possessed. As he
entered the door of the office there was a
sudden surge on the part of the crowd-
several of the men tried to force their way
in behind Dunlavey. But he halted on the
threshold, scowling back at them and ut-
tering the one word: “Wait!” The crowd
fell back at the command and watched

UNLAVEY stepped across the room,

standing beside Watkins, his rapid
glance noting the presence of the three
members of the opposition. He ignored
Hollis and Norton, speaking to Allen.

“So you're sure enough going to run?”
he said.

“Sure” returned Allen. He rose slowly,
stepped deliberately across the room, closed
the door, and stood with his back to it.

“We’re all here now,” he said quietly,
“and I want to talk a little. There ain’t
no one going to hear what I've got to say
but them I’m going to say it to. I reckon
that goes?” He turned to Dunlavey.

Dunlavey had shown some evidence of
surprise over Allen’s action in closing the
door, but this immediately gave way to a
sneer of mockery. “I reckon you’ve for-
got Greasy,” he said.

“Why, I sure have!” returned Allen
evenly. He opened the door a trifle and
called: “Greasy!”

Evidently Greasy had been waiting at
the door, for he immediately came in,
slouching across the floor and standing be-
side Watkins and Dunlavey. Allen closed
the door and adjusted the fastenings care-
fully. Then he turned again to Dunlavey.

“Now we’ll proceed to do the talking,”
he said. He walked over to the chair that
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he had previously vacated, dropping care-
lessly into it and leaning comfortably back.

But once seated in his chair a startling
change came over him. There was a rapid
movement at his sides, a mere flash of light,
and two heavy six-shooters appeared sud-
denly in his hands and lay there, unaimed,
but forbiddingly ready. He sat erect, his
eyes chilled and glittering, alert, filled with
menace.

“Now,” he said sharply, “the first man
who peeps above a whisper gets his so
plenty that he won’t care a damn who’s
nominated for sheriff!”” He spoke to Nor-
ton and Hollis without turning his head.
“You two get whatever guns them gentle-
men happen to have on them, standing to
one side so’s I can see to perforate anyone
who ain’t agreeable to handing them over.”

Norton rose and approached Dunlavey,
while Hollis stepped forward to the sheriff
and secured the weapon that reposed in a
holster at his right hip. He did likewise
with Greasy. While Norton was relieving
Dunlavey of his weapon the sheriff opened
his lips to speak, his gaze fixed doubtfully
on one of Allen’s sixes.

“The law——" he began.
interrupted with a grin.

“Sure,” he said, “the law didn't figure
on this. But I reckon you heard Big Bill
say once that the law could be handled.
I’'m handling it now. But I reckon that
lets you out—you ain’t in on this and the
mourners’ll be after you to-morrow if you
open your trap again!”

The sheriff swelled with rage, but he
closed his lips tightly. When Hollis and
Norton had completed their search for
weapons and had laid the result of their
search on the table near Allen they sought
their chairs.

Dunlavey had said nothing. He stood
beside Watkins’s desk, still self-possessed.

Allen laughed grimly, quietly. “Sort of
unexpected, wasn’t it, Bill?” he said, ad-
dressing Dunlavey. “It ain’t just the sort
of politics that you've been used to. But
I’'m kind of used to it myself. Had to pull
the same game off over in Colfax County
when I was runnin’ for sheriff the first
time. It worked, too, because the folks
that was mixed up in it knowed I wasn’t
ringing in any bluff.” He looked at Dun-
lavey with a level, steady gaze, his eyes
gleaming coldly. “If you think I'm bluff-

But Allen

ing now, chirp for some one of your plug-
uglies to bust into this game. I'd sort of
like to let off my campaign guns into your
dirty gizzard!”

UNLAVEY’S eyes gleamed as he

looked at Allen. “I don’t think you'd
try to work any bluff on me, Allen,” he
said quietly. “You took me by surprise,
that’s a fact. But let’s get down to busi-
ness. What's your game?r”

“I reckon that’s a sensible way to look
at it,” returned Allen evenly. “That’s the
way I expected you'd look at it when you
begun to realize that I was holding some
pretty good cards. There ain’t nothing
personal in this; I'm out for a square deal
and I’'m going to get it. I want you to
understand that I'm running this game to-
night and I'm running it square. If I get
enough votes I'm going to be the next
sheriff. If I don’t get enough votes Bill
Watkins'll be it. But the votes are going
to be real votes. I ain’t figuring on letting
your gang pack in here and keep my friends
from voting.

“I’m going to put your hat on this table.
Then Norton will open the door and let
one man come in. That man will vote—
for whoever he pleases. Then Mr. Hollis
will let him out the back door and Norton
will let another man in the front. There
won’t be any row. I'm telling you that
vou and Bill Watkins and Greasy are go-
ing to set here and watch the voting. I'm
going to stand behind you with one of my
guns tucked under your fifth rib. If you,
or Watkins, or Greasy let out a yawp that
can be construed as a signal for anyone to
bust into the game, or if there’s anything
started by your friends which ain’t your
doing, I'm going to pump six chunks of
lead into you so fast that they’ll be play-
ing tag with one another going through.
I reckon you get me. That ends the
palaver.”

He arose, snatched Dunlavey’s hat from
his head, placed it on the table, and walked
behind Dunlavey, standing against the
wall.

“Open the door!"” he directed, looking
at Norton.

NORTON opened the door a trifle and
called “One man at a time!” There
were some hoarse shouts from without—
presumably from Dunlavey’s friends; a
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chorus of derisive laughter from Allen’s.
Then the first man entered.

It was Ace. The puncher stood for an
instant, blinking at the light, then he grin-
ned as his gaze rested on the occupants of
the room. He was directed how to cast his
ballot. He took the piece of paper that
was given him by Norton scrawled “Allen”
across it with a pencil that Norton bhad pre-
viously placed on the table, and dropped
the paper into Dunlavey’s hat. Hollis
opened the rear door for him, but he halted
on the threshold, looking back into the
room with a broad grin.

“Gawd A’mighty!”’ he said in an awed
tone; ‘“there must have been a wad of
money blowed in in this here town to-
day! Drunks! Man alive there ain’t
nothin’ but drunks; the town’s reelin’ with
’em! They’re layin’ in the street; there’s
a dozen in the Silver Dollar an’ that many
more in the Fashion—an’ Gawd knows how
many more in the other saloons. Their
heads is under the tables; they’re hangin’
on the walls an’ clawin’ around in spittoons
—gle-or-i-ously, be-ut-i-fully paralyzed!”

He was suddenly outside, pushed through
the door by Hollis, and the door closed
after him. Hollis glanced furtively at Dun-
lavey to see that gentleman scowl. He
smiled and gave his attention to the next
man, who was now entering.

The latter proved to be Lemuel Train.
He did his voting quietly and grimly. But
as he went out through the door that Hollis
opened for him he growled: “Lordy, what
a drunken bunch!” He looked at Hollis.
“One of your men, too,” he said, grinning
slightly.

Hollis frowned. He knew that Allen
would need all his friends; none of them
could be spared in this crisis. He smiled
incredulously. It had been only a short time
before that his men had accompanied him
to the door of the sheriff’s office. At that
time they were perfectly sober. It would
have been impossible for any of them—

“An’ Ten Spot’s a hummer when he gits
started,” Train was saying. “I’ve seen him
before when he cut loose an’ he sure is a
holy terror!”

Then with a word of parting Train was
gone.

Hollis was aware of an odd expression
that had come into Dunlavey’s eyes at the
mention of Ten Spot. Had Dunlavey suc-
ceeded in bribing Ten Spot to desert him?
He had left Ten Spot at the Circle Bar, not

inviting him to Dry Bottom because he
felt that the latter would rather not come
since he had deserted Dunlavey. And Ten
Spot had come to town anyway. What
did it mean?

He frowned again, and for the next few
minutes gravely studied Dumlavey’s face.
He was sure that the latter’s manner had
changed. Ten Spot—dangerous, reckless,
drunk, at the head of a number of dissolute
men, had it in his power to make things
decidedly interesting should he advance on
the sheriff’s office with the intention of as-
sisting Dunlavey.

Several times since hiring Ten Spot Hol-
lis had doubted him. The suspicion had
assailed him that perhaps the appearance
of Ten Spot at the Hazelton cabin so op-
portunely had been a part of a plot by
Dunlavey to place a spy in his employ.
They might have purposely sacrificed
Yuma.

During the next quarter of an hour he
gave more attention to Dunlavey than to
the steady stream of men that passed
through the room.

Allen’s spirits had risen during the last
quarter of an hour. His maneuver had
dissipated Dunlavey’s strength and it was
plain to be seen that a majority of the
votes cast were for him. If nothing un-
usual or unexpected happened within the
next hour, or until nine o’clock, the hour
named in Watkins’s proclamation for the
closing of the polls, he was assured of vic-
tory.

Thoughts of the same character were
passing through Hollis’s mind. There was
silence in the office. A man was voting at
the table. Hollis consulted his watch. It
lacked over an hour of the time for closing.
The man at the table finished writing and
tossed the paper into the hat. Hollis
opened the rear door to allow him to go
out. While the door remained open a sound
floated in, which they all heard—an ear-
splitting screech, followed instantly by a
chorus of yells, a pistol report, more yells,
and then a number of reports.

Norton did not open the door. He ex-
changed glances with Hollis and Allen.
Dunlavey grinned widely.

“Something’s coming,” remarked Allen
grimly.

Dunlavey’s grin grew derfsive. “It
would sure be too bad if my friends should
bust up this peace meeting,” he sneered.

“There won’t be nothin’ spoiled,” grim-



66 WESTERN ACTION NOVELS MAGAZINE

ly assured Allen. But he drew his other

six-shooter.

HE sounds outside grew in volume as

they swept toward the sheriff’s office.
They broke presently at the door and an
ominous silence succeeded. Then a voice
reached the interior—harsh authoritative
--Ten Spot’s voice.

“Open up, you damned shorthorns!” it
said.

Norton looked at Allen. The latter’s
tace was pale. “They come in,” he di-
rected, “like the others—one at a time.”

Norton carefully withdrew the har with
which the door was fastened, swinging it
open slightly.  As he did so there was a
sudden rush of bodies; Norton tried to
jam the door shut, failed, and was flung
back several steps by the surging, yelling
crowd that piled tumultuously into the
foom.

There were perhaps twenty of them and
as they sarged into the room, shouting and
cursing and laughing Hollis recognized
among them many men that he had come
to know by sight. They were of the reck-
less, lawless element upon which Dunlavey
had relied for his support.

There was now no need to guard the
door; the damage had been wrought, and
Nurton backed away, leaving the door ajar,
pale, grim eyes, alert, ready to take an
active part in the trouble which he felt
certain was sure to develop. Something
in the faces of the men who had come in
with Ten Spot proclaimed trouble.

Allen had not moved. He still stood be-
hind Dunlavey, but his weapons no longer
menaced the Circle Cross manager; their
muzzles, level and forbidding, were cover-
ing the other men.

Standing quietly beside the rear door,
his face pale, his eyes bright, his lips in
straight lines, Hollis watched closely as
the visitors, having gained entrance, gath-
ered together in the center of the room.
They were not awed by Allen’s weapons;
they grinned hugely at him. One man, a
young man of about Hollis's age, bronzed,
lean, reckless of eye, and unmistakably
under the influence of liquor, lunged for-
ward to Allen and stood within arm’s
length of him, grinning at him.

“Two guns!” he said with a laugh.
“Why, I reckon you'd make a hell of a
sheriff! "

A chorus of laughter greeted the young
cowboy’s words, Dunlavey grinned wide-
ly. “You boys are just in time,” he said.

There was another roar of laughter.
Many of the men seemed only now to have
become aware of Dunlavey’s presence and
they surged forward around him, disre-
garding Allen’s guns. The latter seemed
to realize that the situation had passed be-
yond his control, for catching Hollis’s eye
he smiled grimly and sheathed his weapons,
seeking Hollis’s side.

“It’s no use,” he said shortly to Hollis
as he came near; “they’ll run things to
suit themselves now. I wasn’t expectin’
Ten Spot to butt into the game.”

“I reckon they’ve got us.” Norton had
also sought Hollis’s side and the three
stood near the rear door, watching the
crowd around Dunlavey. Hollis tried to
catch Ten Spot’s gaze but failed—the lat-
ter seemed studiously to avoid him.

A wave of dull anger surged through
Hollis’s veins. Until now the contest had
been conducted fairly; they had given
Dunlavey and Watkins an honest election,
even though they had found it necessary to
eliminate them as active participants. From
now on he was assured the contest would
be a joke—though a grim one. Casting
caution aside he stepped forward and stood
beside the table on which reposed the hat
into which the ballots had been placed by
the men who had previously voted. He
intended to take personal charge of the
hat, determined upon securing a fair deal in
spite of the great odds.

As he stepped forward he saw Greasy
grin maliciously and try to snatch a gun
from the holster of a cowboy who stood
near him. The puncher suddenly dropped
his hand to his holster, where it closed up-
on Greasy’s. He snarled, muttered pro-
fanely, and struck furiously at Greasy,
knocking him down in a corner.

Other men moved. There were curses;
the flashing of metal as guns came out.
Hollis felt rather than saw Norton and
Allen advance toward the table and stand
beside him. A grim smile wreathed his
face over the knowledge that in the crowd
there were at least {two men upon whom he
might depend to the end—whatever the end
might be.

E heard Dunlavey snarl an oath, saw
his big form loom out of the crowd,
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saw one of his gigantic hands reach for the
hat on the table.

“I reckon I'll take charge of this now!”
he sneered, his face close to Hollis’s.

Hollis would have struck the face that
was so close to his, but at the instant he
saw Dunlavey’s hand reach out for the
hat he saw another hand dart out from the
other side of the table, seize the hat, and
draw it out of Dunlavey’s reach.

“l don’t reckon that you’ll take charge
of her!” said a voice.

Hollis turned quickly. Over the table
leaned Ten Spot, the captured hat in his
hand, a big forty-five in the other, a cold,
evil glitter in his eyes as he looked up at
Dunlavey.

“I don’t reckon that you’re goin’ to have
a hand in runnin’ this show a-tall, Bill,” he
sneered. ‘“Me an’ my friends come down
here special to tend to that.” He grinned
the shallow, hard grin that marks the pass-
ing of a friendship and the dawn of a bitter
hatred. ‘““You see, Bill, me an’ my friends
has got sorta tired of the way you’ve been
runnin’ things an’ we’re shufflin’ the cards
for a new deal. This here tenderfoot which
you've been a-slanderin’ shameful is man’s
size an’ we’re seein’ that he gits a fair
shake in this here. I reckon you git me?”

Hollis felt Norton poking him in the ribs,
but he did not turn; he was too intent
upon watching the two principal actors in
the scene. Dunlavey seemed stunned. He
stood erect, passing his hand over his fore-
head. Several times his lips moved, but no
words came and he turned, looking about
at the men who were gathered around him,
scanning their faces for signs that would
tell him that they were not in sympathy
with Ten Spot. But the faces that he looked
upon wore mocking grins and sneers.

“An’ I've been tellin’ the boys how you
set Yuma on Nellie Hazelton, an’ they’ve
come to the conclusion that a guy which
will play a low down mean game like that
on a woman ain’t no fit guy to have no
hand in any law makin’.”

Ten Spot’s voice fell coldly and metal-
lically in the silence of the room. Slowly
recovering from the shock Dunlavey at-
tempted a sneer, which gradually faded
into a mirthless smile as Ten Spot con-
tinued:

“An’ you ain’t goin’ to have a hand in
any more law-makin’ in this man’s town.
Me an’ my friends is goin’ to see to that,
an’ my boss, Mr. Hollis. [ reckon that’ll

be about all. You don’t need to hang
around here while we do the rest of the
votin’. Watkins an’ Greasy c’n stay to see
that everything goes on regular.” He grin-
ned wickedly as Dunlavey stiffened. “I
reckon you know me, Bill. I ain’t palav-
erin’ none. You an’ Ten Spot is quits!”

He stepped back a little, away from the
table, his teeth showing in a mocking grin.
Then he looked down at the hat which he
still held in his hand—Dunlavey’s hat. He
laughed. ‘“Why, I'm cert’nly unpolite!”
he said insinuatingly. “Here you’ve been
wantin’ to go an’ I've been keepin’ your
hat!” He dumped the ballots upon the
table and passed the hat to Dunlavey.
Without a word Dunlavey took it, jerking
it savagely, placed it on his head, and
strode to the door, stepping down into the
street.

There was a short silence. Then Ten
Spot turned and looked at Hollis, his face
wreathed in a broad grin.

“I reckon you-all think you know some-
thin’ about handlin’ the law,” he said, ‘“but
your little Ten Spot ain’t exactly the meas-
liest card in the deck! We'll do our votin’
now.”

A quarter of an hour later, after Ten
Spot and his friends had cast their ballots
and Watkins had been forced to make out
a certificate of nomination,—which re-
posed safely in Ben Allen’s inside pocket—
the kerosene lights were extinguished and
the men filed out. Hollis and Ten Spot
were the last toleave. As they stood for a
moment on the threshold of the doorway
Hollis seized Ten Spot’s hand and gripped
it heartily.

“I want to thank you,” he said earnestly.

Ten Spot jerked his hand away. “Aw,
hell!” he said as they sought the darkness
of the street, “I ain’t mushin’ none. But,”
he added, as a concession to his feelings,
“I reckon to know a white man when I
see one!”

CHAPTER XVII.

golden, late September sun was swim-

ming lazily in the blue arc of sky,
flooding the lower gallery of the Circle Bar
ranchhouse, but not reaching a secluded
nook in which sat Hollis and Nellie Hazel-
ton. Mrs. Norton was somewhere in the
house and Norton had gone down to the
bunkhouse for a talk with the men—Hollis

IT was Sunday afternoon and a hazy,
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and Nellie could see him, sitting on a bench
in the shade of the eaves, the other men
gathered about him.

Below the broad level that stretched
away from the ranchhouse sank the big
basin, sweeping away to the mountains,
Miles into the distance the Circle Bar
cattle could he seen—moving dots in the
center of a great, green bowl.

Hollis turned his head slightly and
looked at the girl who sat beside him. She
was looking out over the basin, her eyes
filled with a light that thrilled him. He
felt the unaccountable, indefinable some-
thing, a feeling that men have tried to ex-
plain for centuries

Two weeks of inaction had followed the
primary incident. Several of Ten Spot’s
friends were now in his employ; n spite of
the drought the Circle Bar had so far
experienced a very prosperous season, and,
though the addition of the men represented
quite an item of expense, he felt it was
much better to employ them than to allow
them to be re-engaged by Dunlavey.

He had been able to save considerable
money. This he had transferred to a bank
in Santa Fé, for he had determined to stay
in the West.

Hollis was satisfied. Affairs were prog-
ressing beyond his anticipations. Dun-
lavey's influence in the county had received
a mighty blow in the defeat of Watkins at
the primary; he had succeeded in winning
many friends because of his attitude on the
water question; the increased number of
advertisements appearing in the Kicker
would soon necessitate the addition of an
extra sheet. It all presaged prosperity.
Yes, he was satisfied. And yet—

He turned again and looked at the girl.
This time he caught her watching him,
Evidently she had been watching him for a
long time for her gaze was fixed and medi-
tative, as though she had been studying
him. She started and looked down when
he turned and caught her. But she looked
up again instantly, meeting his gaze stead-
ily.

“You have been thinking of this coun-
try,” she said.

“You have guessed it,” he returned
gravely, “I have been thinking of this coun-
try—and its people. But how did you dis-
cover that?” he questioned. “I was not
aware that I had been speaking my
thoughts.”

“Do you think it is always necessary to
speak?” she answered, looking at him with
a quiet smile. “Don’t you think there
are times when one’s thoughts find expres-
sion in one’s eyes? I know you were think-
ing of the country,” she went on earnestly,
“because a few moments ago I had been
thinking of it too and I know that my emo-
tions were exactly the same as those ex-
pressed in your eyes.”

“Yes,” he said, “but I was thinking of
the people also.”

“Oh, the people!” she said with a frown.

“Perhaps I should have said ‘person’,”
he modified with a quick glance at her.

“Oh!” she said merely.

Her eyes met his in a glance of swift
comprehension. She drew a slow, deep
breath.

She was looking straight at him, meeting
his gaze unwaveringly, a slight smile on her
face. “I told you that sometimes a person’s
thoughts were expressed in their eyes,”
she said, “perhaps you can tell what my
thoughts are?”

It was a challenge, a defiance, and an
unconditional surrender. Like a flash one
of Hollis’s arms went out—-she was drawn,
vainly protesting, toward him.

“You haven’t answered,” she laughed, in
a smothered voice; “you are not certain—"'

She did not finish the sentence. Mrs
Norton, coming to the door for a breath of
fresh air, halted on the threshold, looked,
smiled, and then quietly—very quietly—
slipped back into the house.

Away out over the Dbasin a Mexican
eagle circled, winging his slow way through
the golden sunshine of the afternoon. Milea
away the mountain peaks rose somberly, a
mysterious, golden halo rising slowly above
them. The gods were very kind this day.

CHAPTER XVIIL

HE letter that Hollis received from
Weary, late in September, read as

follows:

“Decer Boss:

“This here town aint fit for no man to hve
in which thinks anythink of hisself, in the first
place theres two many folks here which dont
seem to know what to do with themselves
they just keep millin around an actin like they
was ready to stampead any time. In the 2nd
place im runnin shy of dust an id admire for
to receave about a months pay which i wont
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charge two you bein as ive already spent more
than i ought two its a good thing i got a re-
turn ticket or id be in a hell of a fix when
i got ready to come back last nite the doctor
at the hospittle said hed operate on ed today
which hes already done this mornin an eds
restin easy though the doc dont know whether
hes goin to get well or not but hes hopin an ile
let you know by telegraph if he gits any worse
which is all for this time.

“P. S. say boss dont forget to hustel that coin
ile shure make it right with you i forgot to
tell you that i got cleaned out by a card sharper
here i would have tore him apart but ahout a
million sherifis piled onto me an i dident have
no chancst what in hell does any town need
with so many sheriffs.

“Weary.

“P. S. id like to be home for the round-up
but i reckon i won't make it.
u\veary.n

Nellie Hazelton did not see this letter,
though Hollis told her that Ed had been
operated on and that he was doing as well
as could be expected. And the telegraph
that night flashed Weary’s “coin” to him.

The days passed all too quickly now, for
the time for the fall round-up was at hand
and Hollis realized with regret that his
daily rides—with Nellie Hazelton as a com-
panion—must soon be discontinued.

The nights had already grown cool; snow
had appeared on the mountain peaks; the
basin was no longer a great green bowl,
but resembled a mammoth, concave pal-
ette upon which nature had mixed her col-
ors—yellow and gold and brown.

With the last day of the month came a
rain—a cold, bitter, driving storm that
raged for three days and started a drift
that the cattlemen could not stop. Ar-
rayed in tarpaulins the cowboys went forth,
suffering, cursing, laboring heroically to
stem the tide. The cattle retreated stead-
ily before the storm—no human agency
could halt them. On the second day Nor-
ton came into the Circle Bar ranchhouse,
wet, disgusted, but fighting mad.

“If this damn rain don’t stop pretty
soon,” he told Hollis as he dried himself
before the open fireplace, “we’ll have cat-
tle down here from over the Colorado line.
An’ then there’ll be hell to pay!”

But on'the third day the rain ceased and
the sun came out. The country lay smiling
in the sunshine, mellow, glistening, inviting.
But the damage had been wrought. From
Lemuel Train of the Pig Pen outfit, came
word that fifty per cent of his cattle were
missing. Truxton of the Diamond Dot,

Henningson of the Three Bar, and nearly
all of the other small owners, reported
losses. Of course the cattle would be recov-
ered during the fall roundup, but they were
now scattered and fair prey for cattle
thieves, and with the round up still two
weeks away it seemed that many must be
stolen.

Yet there was nothing that could be
done; it is folly to attempt to ‘“cut out”
cattle on the open range.

From the editorial columns of the
Kicker might be gleaned the fact that the
Law had come into Union County. Many
men of Dry Bottom entered the Kicker of-
fice to thank Hollis; others boldly draped
their houses with flags and bunting.

UNLAVEY had vicited Dry Bottom

twice since the incident of the pri-
mary. He had said nothing concerning the
incident to anyone save possibly his inti-
mates, but it was plain that he intended
continuing the fight.

Hollis had been compelled to record in
the Kicker the unpleasant news that Dun-
lavey had refused to comply with the new
law regulating brands and the submitting
of lists for taxation, and also that he had
threatened to shoot the first officer ‘tres-
passed on his land. Dunlavey had not com-
plied with the law, but he had failed to
carry out his threat to “shoot the first of-
ficer that trespassed on his land,” for Al-
len had trespassed several times, openly
and boldly. Moreover, Dunlavey had seen
him, had even spoken to him, but had of-
fered no violence.

Perhaps in a calmer mood Dunlavey had
decided not to use his weapon; perhaps
there was something about the quiet, cool,
and deliberate Allen which convinced Dun-
lavey that the former might be able to give
a good account of himself in the event of
trouble. At any rate several times Allen
had ridden the Circle Cross range un-
molested by either Dunlavey or his men.
He explored the farthest limits of the Circle
Cross property, tallying the cattle, nosing
around the corrals, examining brands, and
doing sundry other things not calculated to
allay Dunlavey’s anger over this new and
odd condition of affairs.

Then one day he failed to visit the Circle
Cross. Instead, he appeared to Potter in
the office of the Kicker with copy for a
poster announcing the sale by auction of a



70 WESTERN ACTION NOVELS MAGAZINE

thousand of Dunlavey’s best cattle. He
ordered Potter to print it so that he might
post copies throughout the county within a
week. The night following the issue of the
Kicker containing the announcement con-
cerning the coming of the law, Potter had
informed Hollis that he had that day de-
livered the notices to Allen.

OLLIS had demonstrated the fact

that a majority of Dry Bottom’s citi-
zens welcomed the law. Dry Bottom had
had a law, to be sure—the law of the six-
shooter, with the cleverest man “on the
trigger” as its chief advocate. Few men
cared to appear before such a court with
an argument against its jurisdiction. But
now things had changed. The Law had
come.

Even the evil element knew it. In a
dozen conspicuous places were posted flar-
ing, printed notices, informing the reader
that a thousand of the Circle Cross cattle
—a description of which followed—were,
on the following day, to be sold to the
highest bidder. Below this announcement,
in small print. was quoted the Law.

Dry Bottom gasped. The reckless ele-
ment—the gun-men who in a former day
were wont to swagger forth with reckless
disregard for the polite conventions—
skulked in the background, sneering at
this thing which had come to rob them of
their power and which, they felt, presaged
their ultimate downfall.

But Dry Bottom ignored the gun-men,
or smiled blandly at them, giving its at-
tention to Ben Allen’s posters and discuss-
ing a rumor which had gained rapid cred-
ence, to the effect that the new governor
had telegraphed Allen that he would hold a
detail of United States soldiers in readiness
for any contingency.

The good citizens smiled. And through-
out the day many of them passed and re-
passed the Kicker office, anxious to get a
glimpse of the man who had been instru-
mental in bringing about this innovation.

Shortly aiter noon on the same day Dun-
lavey rode into Dry Bottom, dismounted,
hitched his pony to the rail in front of the
Fashion, and entered.

In former days Dunlavey’s appearance
within the doors of the Fashion was the
signal for boisterous greetings. To-day,
however, there were no greetings. Upon
Dunlavey’s entrance a silence—strange

and awkward—-fell in the bar-room. There
were short nods and men fell away from
Dunlavey as he crossed the room and came
to a halt before one of Ben Allen’s posters.
He read every line of it—every word. No
man interrupted him. Then, finishing his
reading, he turned and faced the crowd,
his face white with wrath, his lips snarl-
ing.

“Why in hell didn’t some of you damned
fools tear this down?’’ he demanded.

Silence greeted his query. He watched
the crowd for an instant, sneering, his eyes
glittering mepacingly. Then he suddenly
turned, seized the poster, savagely tore it
into pieces and hurled the pieces to the
floor. Then he turned again to the silent
crowd, his face inflamed, his voice snap-
ping with a bitter, venomous sarcasm.

“Scared!” he said. “Scared out clean—
like a bunch of coyotes runnin’ from the
daylight!

“Quit!” he grated. “Quit clean because
a tenderfoot comes-out here and tries to
run things! So long as things come your
way you're willing to stick it out, but when
things go the other way—Ugh!”

He turned abruptly, strode out through
the door, mounted his pony, and rode rap-
idly down the street. Several of the men,
who went to the door after his departure,
saw him riding furiously toward the Circle
Cross.

Then one of his former friends laughed
harshly—sarcastically. “I reckon that
there tenderfoot is botherin’ Big Bill a
whole lot,” he said as he turned to the bar.

T had been a busy day for Hollis. His

hand had been shaken so much that it
pained him. The day had been a rather
warm one for the season and so when late
in the afternoon Norton rode into town,
“To see the excitement,” he told Hollis,
the latter determined to make the return
trip to the Circle Bar within the evening.

There was a good moon; the air was in-
vigorating, though slightly chill, and the
Coyote Trail lay clear and distinct before
them, as they jogged quietly toward the
Circle Bar.

They had heen riding through a deep de-
pression, going toward a ridge whose crest
was fringed with dense, tangled shrubbery.
Norton suddenly drew himself erect in the
saddle and pulled his pony abruptly up.
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Surprised, Hollis also reined in and sat
silent, looking at Norton.

The latter’s hand went to one of his ears,
the fingers spreading out, fan like. “Lis-
ten!” he warned sharply.

Hollis had been listening. A low rumble
greeted his ears. He looked suddenly up-
ward at the sky, fearful that another storm,
such as he had encountered months before,
might be forming. But the sky was cloud-
less. He looked again at Norton. The lat-
ter’s eyes shone brightly in the moonlight,
as he leaned toward Hollis. The rumbling
had grown more distinct.

“It ain’t a stampede,” said Norton rap-
idly; “there wouldn’t be anything to stam-
pede cattle on a night like this. An’
them’s cattle!”

It was about a hundred yards to the
ridge toward which they had been riding
and Hollis saw Norton suddenly plunge
the spurs into his pony’s flanks; saw the
animal rush forward. He gave his own ani-
mal the spursand in an instant was at Nor-
ton’s side, racing toward the ridge. The
range boss dismounted at the bottom,
swiftly threw the reins over his pony’s
head, and ran stealthily toward the crest.
Hollis followed him. When he reached
Norton’s side the latter was flat on a rim
rock at the edge of a little cliff, behind
some gnarled brush. Below them the coun-
try stretched away for miles, level, un-
broken, basking in the moonlight.

Looking out upon the plain Hollis held
his breath in amazement. During the time
he had been at the Circle Bar he had seen
cattle running, but never had he seen them
run like this. About a quarter of a mile
from the ridge on which he and Norton
stood rose a dust cloud—moving swiftly.
But ahead of the cloud, heads down, their
horns tossing were a number of cattle, per-
haps fifty, racing furiously. They were
running parallel with the ridge and would
probably pass it. Behind and flanking
them raced several cowboys, silent, driving
with their quirts.

“Rustlers!” came Norton’s voice from
beside him. “They’re headin’ for Big
Elk!”

Hollis had brought his rifle, which he
had carried since the attack on the night of
the storm. At Norton’s word he raised
it. But Norton’s hand touched his and his
voice came again, sharply, commandingly.

“Don’t shoot!” he said. “It wouldn’t
do any good; some of them would get
away. Mebbe theyll come close enough
so’s we can see who they are!”

OLLIS waited breathlessly. It seemed

that but an instant had passed from
the time he had caught a first glimpse of
them until they were thundering by the
ridge and he and Norton were blinded by
the dust. They had gone before the dust
settled, but through it as they passed, Hol-
lis had caught sight of a familiar figure.
Before the thunder of hoofs had died away
Hollis felt Norton’s hand on his arm and
his voice in his ear.

“Dunlavey!”’

There could be no doubt of that, for
Hollis had recognized him also. He turned,
to hear Norton’s drv voice in his ear.

“The new law don’t seem to be botherin’
Dunlavey a heap,” he said.

Hollis stepped boldly out on the ridge,
his face grim and pale. But he was pulled
back by Norton. “I take it you don't
want to let them see you,” he said. “When
a thing like that comes off there’s always
somebody sure to be lookin’ back.” He
was pulling at Hollis’s arm, directing his
steps down the slope toward where they
had left the horses. “You an’ me ain’t
enough,” he was saying to Hollis; “we’ll
hit the breeze to the Circle Bar, get some of
the boys, an’ hustle back here an’ take
them cattle!”

Hollis accompanied him willingly as far
as the horses. Then he halted, his eyes
flashing brightly. “We won’t go to the
Circle Bar,” he said. “We won’t fight
them like that. There is a law in this
country now and I am going to see that the
law acts!” He seized Norton’s arm in a
firm commanding grip. “You follow them,”
he directed. “From the edge of the butte
where they caught me on the night of the
storm you can see the country for miles.
Don’t cross the river,” he warred. “Stay
there beside the butte until I come back—
I won’t be long. Watch where they take
the cattle!”

Before Norton could offer a word of ob-
jection he was on his pony and racing over
the back trail at terrific speed. For a mo-
ment Norton watched him. Then he dis-
appeared and Norton grimly mounted his
pony and rode down to the level, following
the trail taken by the thieves.



72 WESTERN ACTION NOVELS MAGAZINE

CHAPTER XIX
THE ARM OF THE LAW

HE lights in Dry Bottom’s saloons
were {lickering brightly when Hollis
rode down the street and dismounted

from his drooping pony in front of the
court house. He ran stiffly around the side
of the building and knocked loudly on a
door. There was a short silence and then
a movement inside and Ben Allen stuck
his head out of a window. He saw at a
glance the upward turned face of his vis-
itor and called shortly: “Wait! I'll be
down!”

There was a short wait, during which
Hollis impatiently paced back and forth
and then Allen appeared in the door, fully
dressed. Judge Graney, in a night shirt,
stood behind him.

“Something’s up,” drawled Allen as he
stepped down from the door, “or you
wouldn’t come around disturbing folks this
way. What is it?”

Hollis briefly related the events of the
night, concluding with the statement that
he was determined to force the law to act.

“Correct!” laughed Allen. “She’s got to
act now.” He caught Hollis’s arm and
turned him toward a small cottonwood
grove about half a mile distant. A dozen
white objects dotting the grove caught Hol-
lis’s gaze. He started.

“Soldiers!” he exclaimed.

“I might say that was a good guess,”
drawled Allen. “I sent for them hecause
I thought I might need them if our friend
Dunlavey got to cuttin’ up any.”

“But you can’t use them in this case,”
remarked Judge Graney, who had stepped
down beside the two men. “The gover-
nor’s instructions were that they should
be used merely as an instrument in en-
forcing the court’s order regarding the sale
of Dunlavey’s cattle. The theft of the
Circle Bar cattle is a matter which comes
directly under the jurisdiction of the sheriff.
If he refuses to act ”

“Hell!” broke in Allen.
won’t do anything!”

The Judge smiled slightly. “I suspect
he won’t,” he said dryly. He winked at
Hollis. “Being a judge in this district I
am, of course, averse to advising any in-
fractions of the law. But if I were not a
judge I would suggest that two strong,
energetic men—such as you appear to
be——" He leaned forward and whispered

“We know he

in Allen’s ear, whereat that gentleman let
out a jovous whoop and almost dragged
Hollis around the corner of the building
toward the street, leaving the Judge stand-
ing in the doorway.

Once on the street Allen set a pace that
brought the two to the door of the sheriff’s
office quickly. A light shone through the
window and when Allen opened the door
Watkins was sitting beside his desk, gravely
fumbling a deck of cards. He dropped
them when he saw his visitors and made
a quick movement with his right hand
toward his revolver. But Allen’s weapon
was already out.

“Bill,” he said in a soft, even voice,
“we’re wantin’ a warrant for the arrest of
Bill Dunlavey. The charge is stealin’ cat-
tle. Of course you’ll issue it,” he added
insinuatingly.

Watkins’s face slowly paled. “Why——"
he began.

“Of course I knowed you wouldn’t do
it when I asked you,” said Allen with a
dangerously soft smile. “That’s why I
come down here. This town’s got a sheriff
an’ it ain’t. I wouldn’t care a damn if it
didn’t have you. There’s lots of folks
wouldn’t care either. So that if you're one
of them which does care you're settin’ right
still an’ not sayin’ anything which can be
construed as talk till my friend here goes
down to the station.” He whispered to
Hollis. “Be middlin’ rapid,” he said aloud
afterward, “an’ use my name.” He turned
to Watkins with a smile. “While we’re
waitin’ I’ll do some talkin’,”” he said. “But
if you let out one little wee chirp them
folks which don’t care about you bein’
sheriff of this man’s town will sure have
a heap of cause to rejoice.”

Hollis was already far down the street
toward the station. When he got there the
station was dark—evidently the agent had
gone to bed. Hollis pounded heavily on
the door and presently the agent opened
it, appearing in his night shirt, a heavy
six-shooter in hand, his eyes blinking.

“It’s Hollis,” said the latter from the
darkness; “I want you to telegraph the
governor.”

“Come in.” The agent disappeared
within, Hollis following. “This way,” he
directed, as he disappeared through au-
other door leading into the station, his
night shirt flapping about his lean legs.
“What you wantin’ to telegraph?” he ques-
tioned, as he seated himself before the in-
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strument and looked up at Hollis. And
then, before the latter could answer he
continued: ‘“You’re the durndest man to
stir up a muss I ever seen in my life!”
Hollis smiled grimly as he seized a blank
and wrote his message to the governor:

“Cattle thieves caught red-handed. Sheriff
refuses to act. Crisis. Suggest you appoint me

temporarily. s -
N ALLEN.

The agent took the message, read it, and
then monotonously began to drum on the
keys of his instrument.

OLLIS found it impossible to sit still

and so he nervously paced up and

down the room during the sending of the

message. The agent finished and leaned
his head sleepily on the table.

“Ought to answer in half an hour—if
be’s home,” he informed Hollis. Upon
which Hollis slipped out of the door and
returned down the street to the sheriff’s
office, peering within. Watkins still sat at
the table and in a chair near him lounged
Allen, talking volubly. Hollis watched for
a time and then returned to the station to
find the agent asleep beside his instrument.
Hollis had scarcely awakened him when the
sounder began its monotonous ticking. He
leaned over the agent’s shoulder and read
the governor’s answer as the agent sleepily
wrote it down.

“Ben Allen: You are hereby appointed
sheriff of Union County in place of W. Wat-
kins, dismissed. Have Judge certify.”

“1 reckon there must be somethin’ goin’
on,” remarked the agent. “What’s the
matter with Bill—”

But Hollis had snatched the message
from his hand and was out into the street
in an instant and running down toward the
sherifi’s office. When he arrived there Al-
len was still talking. He passed the tele-
gram to him and the latter rose to his feet
and smiled at Watkins, shoving the mes-
sage under his nose.

“You can read her,” he said. “Then
you can go home an’ quit sheriffin’—after
I've got through with you. You've been
called down to the court house. I'm takin’
you, chargin’ you with bein’ an accessory
before the fact, or somethin’ like that. It
don’t make no difference what it is, you’re
goin’ with me.” His voice came sharp and
chill: “Jump!”

Judge Graney had dressed himself by
the time the three arrived at the court
house and Watkins was roughly tumbled
into the room which had been set aside as
the jail. Then the judge led Hollis and
Allen into the court room where he issued
Allen’s certificate of appointment.

“Now, I reckon we won’t have no trouble
in gettin’ the soldiers,” he grinned. “This
sheriff is goin’ to act!”

T three o’clock in the afternoon Hollis

closed his desk and announced to Pot-
ter that he was going to the Circle Bar.
Potter watched him with a fond smile as
he went out the door and placed the saddle
on his pony, mounted and rode into the
sunshine of the afternoon.. The presence
of the troopers in town had created a sen-
sation and most of the town’s citizens were
gathered about the court house, curiously
watching Dunlavey and several of his men
who had been taken into custody during
the early hours of the morning. Neitker
Hollis or Norton had been allowed to par-
ticipate in the final scene, the captain in-
forming them curtly that the presence of
civilians at what promised to be a free-
for-all fight was strictly forbidden. And
so Norton had returned to the Circle Bar,
while Hollis had gone to Dry Bottom to
finish an article for the next issue of the
Kickes.

It had been in that bald, gray time be-
tween darkness and dawn when Ben Allen
and Hollis, riding at the head of the detail
of troopers beside the captain, had arrived
at the edge of the butte where Hollis had
directed Norton to await his coming.

Norton’s only comment upon seeing the
troopers had been: ‘“Where in hell did
they come from?”

He told Allen that he had watched
where Dunlavey and his men had driven
the cattle, and that he would find them
concealed in a narrow defile between two
hills about a mile on the other side of the
Rabbit-Ear. He and Hollis had announced
their intention to accompany the troop to
the scene, but had been refused permis-
sion by the captain.

The capture of the thieves had been quite
a simple matter. In single file the troopers
had descended the slope of the river, crossed

" a shallow, and clattered up the other side.

A mile dash at a gallop had brought them
to one end of the defile mentioned by Nor-
ton, and in a grove of fir-balsam the cap-
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tain had deployed his troopers and swooped
suddenly down into the defile, surprising
several men, who with Dunlavey, were
busily at work altering the brands on the
cattle they had stolen. There was a fire
near the center of the defile, with branding
irons scattered about it.

Proof of Dunlavey’s guilt had been ab-
solute. He had made some resistance, but
had been quickly overpowered by Allen
and the troopers. Then with their pris-
oners the troops had returned to Dry Bot-
tom.

OLLIS rode slowly toward the Circle

Bar. He was tired—dead tired. When

he arrived at the Hazelton cabin the shade

on the porch looked so inviting that he

dismounted, tied his pony to one of the

slender porch columns, and seated himself,

leaning wearily against the column to which
he had tied his pony.

He sat there long, staring at a clump of
nondescript weed that fringed the edge of
the arroyvo near the cabin. his thoughts
filled with pictures of incidents that had
occurred to him during his stay in the
West. Nellie Hazelton appeared in every
one of these pictures and therefore he smiled
often.

He filled and lighted his pipe, smoking
placidly as he leaned against the slender
column, his gaze shifting to a clump of
dense shrubbery that skirted the trail within
twentv feet of the cabin.

During the past few days he had given
much thought to Dunlavev. He was think-
ing of the man now.

He felt a certain contempt for the man,
who tried to live by the outmoded theory
of “Might is Right.” But might could
never be right in this country. Dunlavey
must learn this lesson; he could not hope
to—!

Hollis sat suddenly erect, putting aside
his pipe and his ruminations at the same
instant, the languor gone from him, his
eyes narrowing coldly.

For suddenly, from behind the shrub-
bery that skirted the edge of the trail, had
appeared the man about whom he had
been thinking! It was evident that he
had not come upon Hollis unexpectedly.
He reined in his pony and sat motionless
in the saddle, his face white, his eyes alight
with passion.

For an instant neither man spoke. Hol-
lis drew a deep breath and got to his feet,

a grim smile on his face. He stepped off
the porch and stood by one of the columns,
watching Dunlavey closely. As he watched
the grim smile on his face slowly faded, his
lips curled bitterly, his eyes chilled.

“I suppose you’ve come to collect that
thrashing?” he said.

Dunlavey dismounted quickly, his right
hand flew to his holster, drawing his re-
volver. He came toward Hollis crouching,
a cold, merciless glitter in his eyes.

“Yes, you lousy tenderfoot,” he snarled,
“I’ve come to collect, from behind this six-
gun!”

ROM the moment of Hollis’s arrival

at the court house the night before
Ben Allen had been constantly in action.
It was late in the morning when he had
returned to the court house with his pris-
oners. The men who had been captured
with Dunlavey were still with the troopers,
there not being sufiicient room at the court
house for them. Watkins had been re-
leased and Dunlavey had taken his place
in the little room that answered for a jail.
Shortly before noon Allen proceeded to the
station, where he telegraphed to the gov-
ernor the story of the capture. Then. tired
and hungry, Allen sought the Alhambra
and ate a hearty meal.

Dry Bottom was swarming with visitors
that had come in for the sale of Dun-
lavey’s cattle. But by the time Allen had
finished eating the exodus had begun. The
trail leading to the Circle Cross ranch was
dotted with probable bidders, curiosity
seekers, idlers, and mere residents of the
town. Now that the law had come there
were many who discovered that their sym-
pathies had always been with the men who
had championed it. Allen found his way
to the court house strewn with men who
halted him to express their good will. Many
people gathered in front of the Kicker of-
fice, eager for a glimpse of Hollis.

Arriving at the court house Allen looked
in at Dunlavey to find him lying on the
floor, apparently asleep. Allen did not dis-
turb him. He went out, threw the saddle
on his pony, and rode over to the grove
where the soldiers were quartered, talking
long with the captain. At two o’clock he

- returned to the court house to be greeted

with the news that Dunlavey had escaped.
Allen did not stop to inquire how the escape
had been accomplished. He remounted his
pony and raced down to the Kicker office,
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fearing that Dunlavey had gone there. Pot-
ter informed him that his chief had de-
parted for the Circle Bar fully an hour and
a half before. He had taken the Coyote
trail—DPotter had watched him.

Allen wheeled his pony and returned to
the court house. He was met at the door
by Judge Graney. The latter’s face was
white and drawn with fear.

“He’s gone to kill Hollis!” the judge told
him through white, set lips. “I heard him
threaten Hollis this morning and a moment
ago a man told me that he had seen Dun-
lavey, not over fifteen minutes ago, riding
out the Coyote trail at a dead run!”

Allen’s own face whitened. He did not
stop te answer but drove the spurs deep
into his pony’s flanks and rode furiously
down the street toward a point near the
Kicker office where he struck the trail.

The distance to the Circle Bar ranch
was ten miles and Dunlavey had fifteen
minutes’ start! He fairly lifted his pony
over the first mile, hoping against hope
that he could arrive at the Circle Bar in
time to prevent Dunlavey from carrying
out his design to kill Hollis. No, he told
himself as he rode, he could not prevent
the killing of Hollis, but he promised him-
self that Dunlavey should not escape pun-
ishment for the deed.

Following the trail over the broken-up
country, it was impossible for Allen to see
more than one hundred yards ahead. As
he rode, he had no way of telling whether
or not he was gaining on Dunlavey.

He had been riding for more than a half
hour and was coming up out of a liitle
gulley when he came upon a riderless pony
grazing near a clump of shrubbery. He
recognized it instantly as Dunlavey’s. Dis-
mounting before his pony stopped running,
he ran over to the Circle Cross animal and
noticed that the beast was still sweating
and heaving from the exertions of the past
half hour.

Allen’s face whitened—he had probably
arrived too late. But he would not be
too late to wreak vengeance upon Hollis’s
killer.

Through the shrubbery he saw the roof
of a cabin. Like a madman, he tore
through the brush, drawing both his guns
as he ran. Breaking into the clearing sur-
rounding the cabin, he stopped, his mouth
agape with surprise. There, standing with
his back against one of the porch posts,
waze Hollis, and facing him, hurling vile epi-

thets at him, was Dunlavey, six-shooter in
hand.

The rustler chiei turned, startled by the
crashing of the brush. His big jaw slacked
open. He asked no questions; he said no
words. He thumbed a fast shot at the
approaching sheriff. Allen grunted as a
slug ripped through the muscle of his left
arm, deadening it. But Ben Allen had been
under fire before. He sidestepped as an-
other bullet whistled harmlessly past him,
and then his right hand gun spat. One
bullet. But one was enough. Dunlavey’s
smoking gun dropped from his hand and
a look of incredulity spread over his face.

“I,” he started to say. “I——" and
then like an accordion that has had the air
taken from it, he slowly folded up, dead
when he hit the ground.

CHAPTER XX

ROM where Hollis and Nellie Hazel-
F ton sat on the ridge they could look

miles down the Coyote trail, into
Devil’s Hollow; could see the two big cot-
tonwood trees that stood beside Big Elk
crossing, above which, on the night of the
storm, Hollis had been attacked by Dun-
lavey’s men. Back on the stretch of plain
above the basin they could make out the
Circle Bar buildings, lying close to the
banks of the river.

It was in the late afternoon and the sun
had gone down behind the Blue Peaks,
though its last rays were just touching the
crest of the ridge near them. Hollis had
called Nellie’s attention to the sinking sun,
telling her that it was time they started for
the Circle Bar.

“Wait,” she said; ‘“someone is coming
up the Coyote trail. I have been watching
him for ten minutes.”

Hollis faced the trail and watched also.
In a quarter of an hour the horseman came
out of Devil’s Hollow. Hollis and Nellie
couldsee him plainly as he guided his pony
around the huge boulders that filled the
place. Hollis smiled.

“It’s Ace,” he told Nellie. “I sent him
to Dry Bottom this noon for the mail—-
Potter is going to stay in town over night.”

For an instant it seemed that Ace would
not see them, and Hollis rose from the
rock on which he had been sitting and
halloed to him. He responded with a shout
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and urged his pony up the steep side of the
slope and then along the crest until he
came within a few feet of where they sat
He dismounted and came forward, grin-
ning broadly.

“Takin’ the view?” he questioned. His
eyes twinkled.  “Sometimes there’s a
heap of poetry could be got out of this
county.”

“I suppose you got the mail?” inter-
rupted Hollis, grimacing at him.

“I sure did,” returned the cowboy, “one
letter. Here it is.” He passed an en-
velope to Hollis, and the latter, with a
quick glance at the legend in the upper
left hand corner, tore it open and read.
It was from Weary.

Dear boss i got cleaned out agin what did
vou scnd me a hundred dollurs for you might
have knowed that id make a gol darned fool
of myself with so much coin i never could
keep no coin no how but its all right anyway
caus¢ me an eds comin home tomorrow eds
all right except bein a little week which the
doc says he git over in a littel while.

ta ta.
WEary.

P. S. i might have telegraphed but ed says it
dont make no difference cause the letter will
git there quick enough any way an hes afraid

a telegram will scare some one. im dam glad i
got a recturn ticket.
Weary.

After reading the letter Hollis passed
it over to Nellie, watching her, his eyes
alight with satisfaction.

“Oh!” she said. “Oh!” The letter
dropped from her hand, was caught by the
breezes and swirled several feet distant.
Ace sprang to recover it. When he turned,
the letter in hand, he saw something that
brought a huge grin of sympathy to his
face. But mingled with the sympathy was
another emotion.

“Boss,” he said, as Hollis, disengaging
himself, turned and faced him. “I reckon
I’'m going to become a poet and write a
poem on ‘Love.” Mebbe you’d like to 2

E caught Hollis’s frown and imme-
diately retreated to his pony, his grin
broadening as he went. He cackled with
mirth as Hollis’s voice reached him.
“Ace,” it said gravely, ‘‘don’t attempt
to writc a poem on ‘Love’ until youw’ve had
some experience.”
“You havin’ yours now?” insinuated Ace,
as he mounted his pony.
He alone caught Hollis’s reply. It was
an expressive wink.
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There Was Really Trouble at Tres Pinos and Slim Marvin Rode Right Into lt.
Was Not the Sort to Mind Trouble in a Good Cause.

But Slim
And he got it—Night raiders,

Cattle Rustlers, Bad Men, and All Their Accompanying Villainies.

CHAPTER 1.

LIM Marvin rode blithely toward
S Caroca, the county seat, in search of
a job. The last one had been spoiled
for him by the advent of a new owner who
cared little for cattle and less for the West,
being intent only upon getting back the
money he had advanced on a mortgage.
There had been words between Slim and
the mortgagor, who had seemed to enter-
tain the curious idea that because he had
not reaped the financial profit he antici-
pated, his ranch hands should be willing

78

to accept a loss in the wages due them.

The memory of what he had told the
new owner helped to keep Slim in a good
humor. His phrasing had been brief and
crisp and eminently to the point. It had
got under the thick hide of the man who
had paid him in full and dispensed with
his services after Slim had told him that
he would rather sift cinders m hell than
work for a hombre whose nature would
contaminate a coyote—or words to that
effect.

So, with his best horse and saddle under
him, his second string left with a friend at
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a neighboring ranch, a nice pay-check in
his pocket; Slim had no cares. He was
a good cowman—none better—and he had
small fears of not landing a joh—as soon
as his money gave out. Meantime he
meant to sleep some, cat sweetened pies
and cake, gamble, treat any friends he
might make or find at Caroca, and gen-
erally relax after long weeks of work.

He had tried out his own county with-
out finding an opening that suited him, and
now he was adventuring into compara-
tively new fields. @nly once before had
he been to Caroca and he associated that
visit with a measure of ill luck that he
hoped ardently to redeem on this occasion.
He had got into a poker game with cer-
tain individuals who made a profession of
that pastime and had convinced Slim, for
the time being, that he was merely an ama-
teur. He remembered the features of
those individuals, and he burned to once
more sit with them at a table where the
chips clicked and the limit was not men-
tioned.

Slim’s name had grown up with him,
bestowed upon him the first day he ap-
peared, a stripling of seventeen, astride a
half-broken broomtail mustang, at the fall
roundup. That was ten years back, and
Slim had developed in many ways. Slim
was scarcely the sobriquet for him now,
but he was lean and his waistline was still
ten inches less than his chest.

Good to look at, was Marvin. No girl
had ever called him handsome, but he sug-
gested the sun and the wind, virility and
friendliness, with eyes that could chill and
a jaw that could jut upon occasion into a
welded firmness and insistency that caused
his fellow riders to speak of Slim as one
who did to take along.

LIM’'S singing intentions were better

than his execution. His voice was bet-
ter in speech than song. Slim was con-
strained to express himself in sentiment—
something he steadfastly abjured in every-
day affairs. Slim was no poet.

Her name it was Cherokee Mary,

She was sweet as a Cherokee rose,

Though her manners were often contrary
She was light as an elf on her toes.

She could dance like a zephyr-blown thistle
She could smile like the witch that she was;
And when she got mad she could bristle
And cuss like a good one, because

Although she was cute as a fairy
T he cutest gal ever I saw,

Yet nobody wedded with Mary
For—she was a Cherokee squaw!

“And I'm no squawman, Pete,” he con-
fided to his bay horse. “What’s mo’, I ain’t
pinin’ to hitch up to any woman, brown,
red or white. Me, I think too much of
mah libutty, hawss. If 1 was married
now I'd have had to take what that son of
a gun offered me back to the ranch, ’stcad
of tellin” him to his face where he-all
headed in. An’ you an’ me wouldn't be
lopin’ along this fine mawnin’ with one
hundred an’ eighty bucks in our pockets,
hawss, lookin’ forward to apple pie that
ain’t made out of dried apples. Fo' you
git one, you sweet-toothed caballo, sure’s
we hit Caroca. Reckon this is Owl Can-
yon, an’ we’re half way there.”

Owl Canyon thrust itself out of the plain
in unusual fashion, two walls of rock hon-
eycombed with caves, the dirst sloping back
from their crests to common level agaiu
and an irregular passage between the walls
Midway, a spring of water gushed, sli;zhtly
warm, slightly sulphurous, but refreshing
at that stage of a ride made dusty with al-
kali, and sufficient to cause a little oasis of
grass and low trees.

Usually there were cattle there, and
sometimes tracks showed where deer came
down from the distant hills to drink. But
it was close to noon and all four-footed
things, save those pressed into the service
of man, were enjoying what shade and
coolness they might find.

Slim, on his seventh stanza, which told
of the horrors of an Indian mother-in-law,
checked song and horse simultaneously as
he rode out of a bay in the cliff, follewing
the scanty strip of shade; and saw the
tableau staged on the turf near the spring
Two ponies grazed in the background
Their riders had apparently dismounted
for a drink. One was a man, not as tall
as Slim, but much heavier. Slim took a
dislike to him at first sight of the swarthy
face, almost as dark as a Mexican’s, and
the sneeringly triumphant features, to say
nothing of his action, which aroused in Slim
a consuming desire to make a third in the
tableau—which he did.

The man had seized by the wrist a girt,
slender in riding togs of khaki breeches,
brown boots, linen shirt of russet brown
with a tie of bright scarlet. There seemed
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to have been some sort of a previous scuf-
fle, for her dark hair was disarranged and
long strands of it hung to her waist. She
was sunbrowned, but color flamed high in
her cheeks and Slim caught the flash of
spirit in her eyes as he off-saddled and
leaped to the rescue.

She was half the man’s size and weight,
but she defended herself with a despera-
tion that held off his advantage. Once she
scored with a rake of her fingernails across
his leathern cheek that brought the quick
blood and a curse as she all but broke clear,
while he strove to get an arm about her.

The oath was but half delivered when
Slim cracked the attacker neatly over the
elbow with the barrel of his Colt, and slid
the gun back into holster while the other,
letting go the girl, swerved to face the
newcomer. He was rubbing his tingling,
temporarily useless arm, and swearing in
earnest.

“Shut up,” snapped Slim. ‘“Pronto, mis-
ter, or I’ll put a hole through yo’ windpipe!”

The man, conscious of his lame arm,
sizing up Slim’s calm countenance that was
only a mask for flaming eyes that shone
like steel, checked his tongue, looking at
the cowboy with venomous eyes.

Slim had barely glanced at the girl. He
was not interfering as a personal matter—
but as one of ordinary range chivalry.

OR a man to handle a woman brutally
was not permissible. That was the
code of the West and the other had broken
it. Slim intended to administer punish-
ment. But first he swept off his sombrero
to the lady, ignoring the scowling and now
silent assailant, knowing that the other’s
gun arm was out of commission for the
time being, sure also that there was small
doubt about the man’s will to speed bullet
—or knife—to Slim’s vitals.

“Looked like to me that you all might
be annoyed some by this coyote,” he said
in his soft drawl. He was a little abashed
at the beauty of the girl; it smote him sud-
denly, like a light flashed in a dark room.
Her eyes were a purplish gray, and long
of curling lashes; her nose, short and
straight, showed above lips that were most
clearly designed—even to Slim—for the
tantalizing of all men and the ultimate re-
ward of one. This, though at the moment
they were set in a half sneer that did not
relax as Slim spoke to her, while her eyes
were anything but friendly.

“I suppose you meant well,” she said,
“but it was not at all necessary for you to
interfere. I am quite capable of taking
care of myself.”

Slim was taken aback. He felt like a
fool and fancying he looked like one, con-
scious of a jaw that sagged in sheer amaze-
ment.

Had he stumbled on a quarrel that was
going to be eventually ended by a recon-
ciliation the more satisfactory for the tem-
per and violence that led up to it? He
had heard of such things—usually between
married folks. Did this girl like the rough-
ness of this man? Was she by any chance,
his wife? It was incredible that a girl who
looked like her could endure such famili-
arity! There must be some special reason
for her utterance.

The ardor that, on her behalf, had
fanned the flame of his chivalry, wavered
and blew strong again. But he left her
out of the affair from that moment.

“T’'m right sorry I disturbed vou all,” he
said gravely, and the note of sarcasm was
hard to distinguish, though the girl looked
at him as if she suspected its presence.
Then her glance changed. Warning leaped
into it. Slim’s back was to the man. She
might have spoken, but he whirled at the
first hint of caution.

The other’s gun was out of its holster
before Slim’s hand started to swoop down
to the butt of his own weapon. The odds
were all in favor of the first to draw.

“Stick yore hands up, cowboy. Paw
the sky,” the stranger said, his sloe eyes
glittering evilly, his uncouth face twisted
with rage and the desire, the intent, to kill.
Slim’s first dexterous blow had left him
half crazy with one set purpose—to get
even. Slim saw that he meant to fire,
whether he lifted his hands or not.

“Sled” Raynor had started in as ranch
blacksmith and wound up as foreman,
partly by natural ability, partly by his
bullying tactics backed by personal prow-
ess that made him able to boss the ordinary
run of hands. :

E made the boast and held the repu-
tation of being the fastest man with

a gun in Caroca County—also the worst,
so far as real manhood was concerned.
But this last was not generally mentioned.
Sled had his following, and it was not
scrupulous. But he was proud of his gun-
play, proud of his speed and his strength
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and, if anyone had told him that a man
could stand with his back to him and then
beat him out with a gun draw to the level,
Sled would have laughed loudly before he
proclaimed the other a liar, and laid bets
to prove his own superiority.

“Stick ’em up, you—!”

The pause came as Sled’s eyes widened
in astonishment, with something of the ter-
ror of a bully who finds himself beaten at
his own game.

Slim’s gun came out of leather in a blue
streak. His elbow

U TTHT

of his hand, pocketed them, returned the
empty gun to holster and deliberately
slapped Sled Raynor across the face.

This was a challenge calculated as much
to smooth the rebuff he had received from
the girl as by a desire to give Sled the les-
son he ached to administer.

The color came back to Sled’s face, the
sting of the blow roused his spirit. The
fear of death was taken from him, and the
other was delivered into his great hands.
He came at the lighter man with the bel-
low of a bull, fists

stiffened close be-
side his hip, fore-
arm almost level
He wore his gun
low.

There was the
merest jerk as the
barrel settled into
position  with its
ominous muzzle,
like the eye of
death, lined on
Sled’s heart—just a
fraction of a second
ahead of Sled’s own
weapon, that was
still slightly deflect-
ed toward the
ground.

Under his swarthy
skin, Sled’s pigmen-
tary cells reacted
like those of a cha-
meleon. He turned
gray with the fear
of the grave upon
him, while he
quailed and sobered /
at the menace and
contempt in theeyes
of Slim.

By a tremendous effort he checked the
rise of his gun. An inch more and Slim’s
Colt would belch fire and lead. Sled
dropped the ivory-handled weapon in sign
of defeat, in token of surrender,

Slim stooped, picked up the gun, broke
it, sprayed the cartridges on the turf and
handed the weapon to the girl. She took
it, in a sort of daze at the swift vision she
had had of sudden and violent death, and
its diversion by the swift action of the
drawling stranger.

She stared wide-eyed as Slim ejected
the shells from his own Colt into the palm
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half open, clutching
for a clinch that
Slim avoided, send-
ing Sled staggering
with a smash to the
jaw that rocked his
head. Slim, duck-
ing a wild flail,
landed his left full
on the mouth, split-
ting a lip, breaking
the skin of his own
knuckles against the
other’s teeth.

From the stand-
point of a sporting
spectator it was a
pretty, but one-
sided fight. Slim’s
first two blows had
taken away some of
Sled’s new - found
confidence. Sled
rushed and roared
and flogged in a
blind rage, one eye
promptly closed and
rapidly blackening,
his ribs drummed in
a tattoo that did his
wind no good, all his best blows warded
off, by the assailant who danced about him
with arms shuttling in and out.

The girl stood apart with small fists
clenched at her sides, her face a riddle that
was hard to read. She had dropped the
gun resentfully on realizing that she had
apparently been made a convenience of,
and she watched the swift, short combat
with eyes that missed nothing, her lips
parted, her slender body tense with excite-
ment.

Once or twice she gasped, and caught
her lip when, at last, Slim got home with
a jolt that shot from hip to point with the
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propulsive force of Slim’s shoulder mus-
cles behind it. Sled hit the grass, quiv-
ered, surged vainly in an attempt to rise,
and lay still, his nerve connections shat-
tered.

Slim looked at his man, measuring his
length, and then he walked away without
a backward glance, ignoring the girl until
he had mounted. Then he once more
swept off his sombrero, touched spurs to
Pete’s flanks and ]ope(f away, while Sled
got staggeringly to his feet and the girl
gazed after him with curious speculation in
her eyes.

CHAPTER II

Caroca, before he had been there

many hours, and once again the pride
of the amateur card-player was humbled
by the technique of the professional. His
second night found him with his money
vanished, and his experience a little ex-
tended.

He lost the last of his dollars on a show-
down, swallowed the drink that the win-
ner of the last jackpot had bought, accord-
ing to card custom, rolled a cigarette and
declared himself through.

“Empty as a last year's bird’s-nest,
gents,” he said with a smile. ‘“Now I've
got to git me a job. Anyone know of some-
one aimin’ to hire a hand?”

The players did not, but a man stopped
him near the door.

“If you're lookin’ for a job,” he said,
“Joe Walsh is in the dance-hall takin" a
whirl. He owns the T. P. outfit. I hcard
him early this evenin’ sayin’ he needed a
rider. Got some colts he wants busted.
You look like you could ride some.”

“My laigs are long enough, if that’s
what you mean,” said Slim. “I'm much
obliged to you for tellin' me. What so't
of a lookin’ gent is this Walsh?”

The man described him briefly but ac-
curately, and Slim readily picked him out
as the dance ended and the partners went
to the tables for the inevitable order.

Walsh was a good looking chap with a
weak chin and a ready, but somewhat vacu-
ous laugh that was encouraged by the
liquor he had drunk. He was fairly sober,
but his talk was inclined to babble, and his
attentions to the synthetic blonde with
whom he clinked glasses had long since
passed the merely friendly stage.

SLIM met the saime poker players in

Slim knew that in all probability the
girl would leave Walsh as soon as the music
started for the next dance. There were at
least six men for every girl and it was not
considered good form for any man to at-
tempt a monopoly of girls, at least during
business hours. As the. jazzy orchestra
struck up, the blonde diplomatically dis-
engaged herself with a smile and a side-
long look at Slim that was clearly an invi-
tation. But Slim, slipping into a seat next
to Walsh, disregarded it.

The girl was not without her good looks
and Walsh, after an ineffectual clutch at
her, gazed at Slim with eyes that were be-
coming vacuous, but held a hint of resent-
ment at the latter’s intrusion.

If Slim had danced with the girl he
would have lost all chance of a job with
the T. P. outfit. But he had no fancy for
it, though he liked dancing well enough on
occasion.

“Heard you all were lookin’ fo’ a rider,”
he said to Walsh. The rancher seemed to
pull his features together, and his loose lips
tightened. “I’'m lookin’ fo' a job,” Slim
added.

Walsh surveyed him with a glance that
took in the other’s evident efficiency, visi-
bly stamped.upon him from dented Stetson
to high-heeled boots. \

“I can use another man,” he said. “Got
some colts that need breaking. After that
line-riding. Been losin’ stock lately. You
ain't afraid to shoot—case it was neces-
sary?”

“Reckon not,” drawled Slim.
are you all paying?”

Walsh countered with a question that
showed he had business sense. Slim told
of previous employ, and a bargain was
made.

“I ain’t goin’ out to Tres Pifios till to-
morrow morning,” said Walsh. “You need
an advance?”

“They got my last pay-check divided up
between ‘em in there,” said Slim with a
laugh, nodding toward the adjoining gam-
bling room. “But I got my room an’ my
hawss paid fo' up till termorer. I ate a
good supper an’ I reckon I can make out
without drawin’ none.”

There were things about Walsh that Slim
rather liked. One of them was the way
in which he respected Slim’s independence
and did not press the loan.

“Have breakfast with me,” he said.
“We can talk things over. And have a

“What
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drink now to cinch the contract.”

LIM accepted. The man who brought
the whisky told Walsh that some friends
were waiting for him to make up a game.
“Promised ’em I'd play,” he said. ‘“See
you later. TI’ll ﬁnd out if my luck’s any
better than yours.” With a reluctant look
to where the blonde was dancing, the
owner of the T. P. outfit at Tres Pifios
lurched over the floor and disappeared.
Slim finished his drink and rolled a cig-

flirted with the set of her dress at the
shoulder strap, pouted as she saw the effect
was lost on Slim, asked him for the mak-
ings, and rolled a cigarette deftly as he
could have done it himself.

“Aren’t you going to buy me a drink?”
she asked. Slim flushed a little under his
tan.

“I'd like to,” he said, “but I'm flat as a
sheet of papeh. Just hired out to the T. P.
outfit because my roll done evaporated.”

“Joe Walsh hired you? He's a good

landed a job, which
was the main thing
and gave him con-
tent, but there were
certain things about
it that provided
food for thought.
He was not a pro-
fessional bronco
buster, a job usually
performed by a spe-
cialist trailing from
outfit to outfit, but
he had no doubt of
his own ability to
handle unbroken
colts. It was the
suggestion that
stock was being
taken from Walsh
that interested him.
It held a hint of ad-
venture that ap-
pealed to him. Slim
wondered what sort
of foreman he would
find at the ranch.
Unless that individ-
ual was essentially
capable he did not
think the T. P. outfit likely to be paying
many dividends. It does not take the loss
of many steers to swallow up profits.

The dance ended. The blonde refused
a drink with her partner, which meant a
percentage loss to her and his dissatisfac-
tion. His eyes followed her resentfully as
she made for the table where Slim was
sitting, but he accepted the situation and
vanished in the direction of the bar.

“I wouldn’t dance with that bear,” she
told Slim as she took the seat that Walsh
had just left. ‘“Most of ’em dance like
they were crushing rock. It's a treat to
get a partner that’s light on his feet.” She

arette. He had
\III I

[

promised to get up

a picnic for me out

to the ranch.”
Slim eliminated

friend of mine. He
l u";nn

all expression from
his face. A ranch
where girls of the
blonde’s type were
invited out on pleas-
ure parties by the
owner did not coin-
cide with his idea of
a properly run out-
fit.

“You're from the
South, ain’t you?”
she went on. “I’'m
from Geo'gia my-
se’f. I wasbohn in
Savannah.” Her ac-
cent was suddenly
assertive and, to
Slim, it sounded
somewhat false. “I
like Southern boys,”
she continued.
“They know how to
treat a lady, no
matteh in what cir-
cumstances they
happen to find her. You’ll have a drink
with me? And tell me yo’ name?”

Slim looked at her, smiled and shook
his head.

“I don’t mind tellin’ you my name,” he
said. “It’s Robert Marvin—Slim they call
me mostly. But I reckon I’d ratheh wait
till I can pay fo’ the treat, thankin’ you
just the same.”

The girl flared up. The spark had
started some time since when her woman’s
instinct had told her that Slim was not
falling for her blandishments.

“‘Slim’ is right,” she said, her voice a
trifle shrill, her nostrils dilating as she rose.
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“Slim on manners and slim on dinero.
What’s the idea of sitting in here if you
can’t buy a round? If you want to bum
drinks you stand a better chance in the
bar, cowboy.”

Her hands were on her hips and the
keen edge of a brittle temper showed in her
eyes as she looked contemptuously at him,
and then glanced round. Slim sensed that
she was spoiling for a row, hoping to find
a champion. His face hardened, and his
eyes were like bits of ice when she met
them again. Their chill seemed to aftect
the girl. She shivered and turned the ac-
tion into a shrug as she walked away, mo-
mentarily subdued, until she heard the tit-
ter of her mates.

LIM slowly turned brick red, challenged
as a bum and unable to disprove it.
He felt that the eyes of all the room were
upon him. He developed a cold rage at
the girl behind his heat, and knew that he
had made an enemy of her. She might try
to use her influence with Walsh to lose
Slim his job. Not that Slim bothered
overmuch about losing a job, but he had
cottoned to Walsh somehow, for all the
other’s condition. He did not think Waish
was the man to fire a good hand on ac-
count of the dislike of a dance-hall girl;
he did not believe that Walsh, sober, was
infatuated with La Rose one-half so much
as La Rose was trying to get Walsh into
her web by hook or crook.

Still the taunt she flung at him rankled.
It made him refuse more than one invita-
tion from men he had met and treated
while his money lasted, and he left the
Cactus early and abruptly, his new em-
ployer busy at a game of stud poker. Slim
went to the stable where Pete was cor-
raled, and saw that the bay had been fed
and watered properly before he strolled to
his hotel. It was too early to turn in. He
had nothing better to do than talk to Pete,
who was at least a good listener.

“She'd as soon knifed me as not, Pete,”
he said softly. “It’s a safe bet she's no
friend of mine from now on.”

It was a safe bet. ILa Rose, stung by
the looks and whispers of the other girls,
had her chagrin made superlative by the
fact that the broad-shouldered cowboy had
somehow broken through a hard and bitter
shell she had not experienced since her girl-
hood. Here was the type of man she would
have intuitively desired for a mate.

“He ain’t the kind to take up with ny
sort,” she told herself. ‘“Thinks I'm dist
under his feet. Damn him, I'll get even
with him, if it kills me!”

La Rose had no especial fondaess for
Walsh. With Walsh’s foreman she had
had an affair which threatened to terminate
before she desired it. The man had grown
cold. She had seen her power over him
slipping and sought to bring him back by
using Walsh, That was her motive for
making the owner of the T. P. outfit prom-
ise her a picnic. And now Slim had hired
out there. So she had a triple reason for
going—to show the foreman that she could
bring down bigger game than he was, at
the same time to flaunt her triumph in
front of Slim. It began to look as if her
attractions were on the wane. 1t was up
to her to make hay while her sun still
shone. To marry Walsh one way or an-
other, to discharge the foreman and also
Slim, that would wind up matters beauti-
fully.

Of the three men she liked the foreman
best. He was a blackguard who bullied
her, but La Rose craved a master, even if
he were cruel.

She gripped fiercely the arm of her
clumsy, but complimentary partner, so that
the man looked at her in surprise.

“What’s eatin’ you?” he asked.
eyes look like a pizen snake’s.”

“Yore

HE forced them to become languish-
ing, but she had not fooled the man.

“lI wonder who she’s gunnin’ for?” he
asked himself later. ‘“These gals are all
hell for excitement. Me, I'm not mixin®
in.”

La Rose watched the door. The fore-
man of the T. P. had promised her he
would be there. She knew of ;10 reason
why he should stay away just because
Walsh had come to town. She had meant
him to see her dancing with Walsh, but
now she would try and work up a quarrel
between him and the stranger who had re-
buffed her. The foreman would not know
that the other had been hired. After he
had quarreled with him he would keep him
out of his job—if he still wantcd one worse
than he did the doctor, or the undertaker.
There were notches on the handle of the
foreman’s gun.

But he did not appear. She did not
want to ask Walsh about him and Walsh
was taken up by his game. Even La Rose
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dared not invade the gambling room. But
she looked in and saw that Slim was not
there, that he had left the Cactus—and
charged that against his score. Three men
had failed her in one evening.

LIM had stretched himself out beside

Pete. There was sufficient bedding in

the stall to temper the hard clay beneath.

Pete was company. It was better there
than in the stuffy little hotel room.

He lay there, with a bent arm for a pil-
low and thought of the girl of Owl Can-
yon. Not deliberately. It started with a
renewed satisfaction at the beating he had
given the bully and then her face monop-
olized his musing. She had warned him,
even though she had snubbed him. He
could not get rid of her.

He tried, without success, to dismiss her
with thoughts of his new job and specula-
tions as to what it would be like. But he
had little to base these last upon—save
the reference to his shooting ability. He
had heard, vaguely, of organized cattle
rustling in Caroca County, which might
make things exciting. But these matters
would not crystalize, he could not herd his
fancies. The girl’s face again obtruded,
fading only before drowsiness.

He was practically asleep when voices
aroused him. His senses became instantly
alert, but he did not move. Two men—
riders by their hats and their walk, pro-
claimed vaguely silhouetted against the
out-of-doors as they entered the open shed
—glanced in where Pete turned his wise
head to look at them and swung it back,
indifferently, to his feed. Slim, on the
floor, was indistinguishable, not to be
looked for. There was the click of a
matchhead against a nail, the odor of to-
bacco smoke.

Then came their voices, low-pitched, in
the next stall.

“Seen anything of the Chief?” asked
one. “Time he showed up. I want to
draw some money. There’s a game on
that looks gaod to me.”

*You won’t git none out of the Chief
ternight.”

“Why won’t I? He stayed behind to
collect for fifteen fat three-year-olds, didn’t
he? T helped deliver ’em, didn’t I? I got
something comin’ to me, ain’t I?” The
speaker was truculent, partly drunk. The
other expostulated with him.

“We got to git back to the ranch.

Hawsses are tired, an’ we got to ride some
to git back by breakfast.”

“Aw, to hell with the ranch an’ break-
fast, too! Why don’t the Chief pull some-
thin’ worth while? There’s money comin’
to me, and I want it.””

“And spile the whole layout. Wouldn't
be healthy for you if you did that. Folks
see you blowin’ money round like you was
a millionaire, ’stead of a ranch hand, an’
they’ll begin talkin’.”

“Let ’em talk. I’ll tell the Chief straight
out the way I feel about it—"

“Tell me what?”

A third man had come into the shed and
stood at the end of the stall where Slim
lay, wondering what rancher was going to
miss fifteen steers in the morning. The
newcomer’s voice was harsh and threaten-
ing.

“If you boys can’t keep yore tongues
from clackin’ we’ll have to have 'em tended
to,” he threatened roughly.

“There ain’t no one round here,” de-
fended the grumbler, a bit lamely.

“That’s got nothin’ to do with it. You
know the rules. ’F you've got any kick
comin’--an’ you ain’t—you put it up to
the Council. There’s big things movin’,
and we don’t aim to have them sp’iled by
any loose-jawed punchers. You boys git
yore hawsses, an’ we’ll light for home.
I’'ve been busy figgerin’ how to put dinero
in yore pockets while you been lappin’ up
booze. Come on.”

Slim could dimly see the horse the last
comer had ridden, standing ground-
anchored in the corral. The two others,
silenced, brought their mounts out of stalls
at the far end of the shed. The “Chief”
remained at the head of Slim’s improvised
bedchamber, and Slim took no chances on
shifting in the rustling straw.

That the fifteen steers had been stolen
he held no doubt; also none that any sug-
gestion of an eavesdropper would call for
shooting first and investigation afterward.
Though the voice of the Chief seemed
vaguely familiar he could not place it. He
had heard many new voices the past couple
of days and nights. The matter was none
of his immediate business. Rustlers he had
no use for, as a matter of his profession,
but he had his moments of discretion and
all the cowhoy's inherent dislike of horning
in—for all his swift championing of the
girl in Owl Canyon. That was quite a
different affair from this. He had no proof
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against these men save casual talk, or talk
that could easily appear casual.

The two others came up, leading their
already saddled mounts. All three mounted
with the despatch of long custom and were
off. Slim slid out of his stall for a closer
look.

If Pete had been saddled he might have
followed them. Not figuring on needing
the bay before morning, he had taken his
saddle into the office of the stable. As it
was, they were outbound for the ranch,
and, as he told himself, it was not he who
had lost the fifteen steers. The night was
chilly. He had not noticed it so much in
the stall with Pete as an impromptu stove,
but he did now and decided that the hotel
bed, with its blankets, was the better place
for the sleep he still sorely needed.

CHAPTER III

out toward Tres Pifios together, the

latter was uncommunicative. He had
not been able to eat breakfast, and he con-
fided to his new rider that he had a split-
ting headache.

“I wish you’d taken an advance from
me last night,” he said. “I'd be that much
ahead of those sharps that trimmed me last
night.”

The fresh air of early morning and the
action of the ride gradually alleviated
Walsh’s day-after symptoms. His eyes
were still muddy, but he grew more cheer-
ful and communicative. The two took a
mutual liking to each other. Now and then
2 fleeting look of hardness passed over the
features of the owner of Tres Pifios as if
he had unpleasant thoughts, but Slim de-
cided that the man was his own worst
enemy, with plenty of good qualities that
might have been better developed under
clifferent circumstances.

“Hope you’ll like it at Tres Pifios,” said
Walsh. “We’'ll do what we can to make
vou. They say we set the best table in
the county. Got a Chink cook, but my
sister runs the commissary and she’s a
wonder.” His face clouded.

“I've made a full-sized ass of myself,”
he went on ruefully. “You know the
blonde I was with—reckon you danced
with her. She sure can lift a light and
lively hoof. :

“She wants to get out of the game she’s
in. Asked me would I help her, and of

FOR a while, as Slim and Walsh rode

course I said yes. Fair enough, but I
promised I’ll get up some sort of a picnic
for her out to the ranch. That was easy
enough last night but, well, there’s nothing
of the snob about my sister Belle, but she
draws her lines, an’ I reckon a gal that
dances at the Cactus is outside of 'em.

“If Belle took a notion on her own ac-
count to help her out it ’ud be different.
But she ain’t strong on me goin’ to the
Cactus at all. You—you wouldn’t want
to invite La Rose out some Sunday on yore
own account? You could say she wanted
to buy a hawss. Mebbe we could fix
things up that way.”

“I don’t reckon she’d come fo’ my ask-
in’,” said Slim. “I didn’t git on right well
with her last night. An’ I'd sure hate to
git in wrong with yore sister right off the
jump.” Walsh groaned.

“Reckon I got to draw out my own hoof.
Funny you didn’t get along with La Rose.
I don’t go to the Cactus more'n o:nce &
month on an average, an’ she always
seemed a prime favorite with all tlie boys.”

Slim turned the talk. ‘“‘You said some-
thin’ about losin’ stock when you hired
me,” he said. “You all been havin’ trouble
with rustlers?”

Walsh turned ir his saddle with his face
suddenly growr kard and stern.

“Reckon I was drinking more'n I fig-
gered. Makes a man talk foolish an’ loose
You besfter forget that, Marvin.”

“I sure will,” said Slim, and kept his
wonder to himself that a man who had
been missing fat steers should want to keep
quiet about it.

“We’'ll be home inside of an hour,”
Walsh spoke up presently as, at mid-
morning, stopping at a willowed spring to
breathe and water the ponies, they halted
amid the first slopes of the foothills toward
which they had been steadily riding. “I've
got a good ranch,” Walsh went on, ‘“be-
longs to Belle and myself, half an’ half.
Old Man left it that way. Plenty of
water, good shade, lots of native grass an’
open range back of it atop.the mesa. Full
section under wire. T. P. beef fetches top
price. The Old Man always kept the stock
up with thoroughbred bulls and I've done
the same.

Slim, finishing his smoke, pictured Belle
Walsh, idly enough. She would be older
than her brother, he imagined, taffy-colored
of hair with a stout and shapeless figure, a
prime cook and housekeeper, but inclined
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to be fussy as to the condition of mess-
hall and bunkhouse. She would be gen-
erally intent upon keeping the riders in
their places, which meant away from the
ranch-house. There only the favored fore-
man, by right of established, unwritten
law, might claim the privilege of evening
entertainment and, sometimes, take his
meals. But so long as the grub was good
that did not bother Slim, and he did not
mean to bother the lady.

HEY entered

Slim chuckled to himself at his precon-
ceived notion of Walsh’s sister. No stout,
talfy-haired woman of middle age would
have ridden the mustang like a whirlwind.
The pony’s glossy hide gleamed silver and
copper. There was a fleck of brilliant
orange color at the girl's neck, flaring long
before there was any chance of distinguish-
ing features. Yet there came over Slim a
curious feeling, the premonition he de-
fined as a hunch, developing into certainty
as the oncoming rider, catapulting down

that narrow trail,

a draw that
gradually nar-
rowed to a gulch.
Back of the mesa
that ever loomed
up before them, a
dark cloud was
slowly rising and
advancing. Against
it the face of the
mesa was startlingly
displayed, with three
great pines plain in
the immediate fore-
ground as if they
stood on the very
verge of the mesa
cliff. They were old
and their shafts
towered high before
a bough branched
off. One was bare
of foliage, lightning
blasted, the two
others tufted with
dark but vivid
green.

Walsh pointed
them out as they
crossed the spark-
ling, shallow creek that suddenly looped
its way across the draw.

“Tres Pifios,” he said, pride once again
in his tones. “They named the place for
it before my dad’s time. Folks claim
they’re three hundred years old. That’s
what the Indians say. Great landmarks.
LLook prime against that cloud, don’t they?
That looks like a cloudburst, but we ought
to beat it home. You'll hear this crick
singin’ when it breuks.

“By thunder! That’s Belle now.
us comin’.”

Slim saw a rider on a pinto horse, and
the rider seemed slim as a hoy.

Seen

BELLE WALSH

tossed up an arm in
greeting while
Walsh shouted a
welcome. Genuine
affection between
these two, Slim told
himself, and sudden-
ly felt an outsider,
unattached and
lonely.

Here was the girl
he had rescued from
the bully. He had
considered that she
had been both rude
and ungrateful. De-
spite the visions of
the night, he had
ordered himself to
forget her, and now
his heart pumped
furiously, so that he
could feel the hot
blood tingling to his
finger-tips. No girl
had ever made him
feel that way be-
foree. He resent-
ed it.

“Slim Marvin is
goin’ to ride for us,” said Walsh, by way
of introduction. “He’s the kind we want.
Goin’ to start in bustin’ colts. Up to you
to keep him contented, Sis.”

The girl’s eyebrows went up slightly, as
if she were surprised at her brother’s en-
thusiastic endorsement of an untried em-
ploye. She gave Slim a cool little nod.

“A goud hand’s always welcome at Tres
Pifios,” she said with irritating emphasis.
“I think I saw Mr. Garvin Tuesday in Owl
Canyon. He must have been on his way
to Caroca.”

“The name’s Marvin, miss,” said Slim.
“Not Garvin.” There was anger back of
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his quick flush, but he followed her lead.
She showed plainly she did not want their
meeting referred to. “But I don’t remem-
ber meetin’ you all,” he drawled. ‘‘Seems
like I should have.”

That got him a gleam from her eyes—
direct. He could not decide if it meant
surprise, anger, a certain admiration or
more positive amusement.

He dropped back, letting brother and sis-
ter ride together. He could see that they
soon got into talk that hinged on serious
matters, the girl relating indignantly some-
thing that had happened, the man.angry,
receiving it wrathfully, then slumping sud-
denly with a shrug of his shoulders while
the girl flared up and rode ahead in a flash
of anger. She pricked her pinto to a lope
that took them to the narrow trail that
wound up the right hand cliff to the bench
above.

She could hardly have told her brother
of the Owl Canyon episode after practi-
cally denying it kefore Slim. Still, she
might have eliminated Slim from her ver-
sion. It was a single trail now and, when
the men reached the bench, the girl had
vanished into a grove of cottonwoods that
screened off the main portion of the T. P.
buildings. Slim came up beside Walsh who
rode on in gloomy self communion, and
they loped in silence by fields of emerald
alfalfa, growing vigorously under irriga-
tion. The whole ranch bore signs of care-
ful planning, though there were hints here
and there of carelessness—tools left out,
a broken lateral gate, a windmill that
squeaked.

HOUGH Walsh’s face was somber, his

brows were creased and his mouth and
jaw firmer than Slim had so far seen them.
He ventured a remark,

“Likely stand. Second crop, I reckon?”

“Yep.” Walsh shook off his depression.
Alfalfa does fine. Belle’s goin’ in with
the car to Caroca after dinner. Nothin’
you left behind?”

“My hawss is packin’ all I own, ’cept my
second string pony. Left him in the next
county. I’ll send {o’ him sometime, or my
friend’ll ship him oveh.”

The big cloud was perilously close to the
sun, ominous. The three pines were still
in vivid light, the middle one showing al-
most white. It looked not unlike a great
gallows, Slim thought, the fancy height-

ened by the presence of a buzzard on the
outstanding horizontal limb.

They trotted down a narrow lane between
two corrals while the sky began to darken
more and more, and things became strange-
ly silent. The advancing cloud was dense
enough to blot out any sun.

“Belle’ll lay off that trip, I reckon,” said
Walsh, as they emerged in full sight of the
long, low ranch-house.

A man came out from a small shack that
had a sign on it-—orricE—advancing to-
ward them to suddenly stop and stare at
Slim, who gazed back with his face as hard
as granite, his body, easy in the saddle, sud-
denly alert, hand falling back instinctively
toward his gun butt.

For a moment the man’s bruised face
was devilish, then it twisted into shape, the
eyes still smouldering malevolently though
the mouth, with its cut lip, formed into what
was meant for a grin as Walsh called out,
“Hello, Sled! Here’s Slim Marvin. Used
to be with T-in-a-box, over in the next
county. Goin’ to break these colts for a
start. He’s on the payroll. Slim, this is
Sled Raynor, foreman.”

Sliny's watchful eyes were glinting like
mica flakes in granite, but Raymnor only
nodded at him with rough acknowledgement
that was outwardly friendly.

“We sure need a good buster,” he said.
“Glad to meet you, Marvin. Kind of wor-
ried 1'd have to break those colts myself.
You'll find a couple spare bunks in the
bunkhouse. Take either of 'em. Make
yorese’f at home., Chow’s in the leanto back
of the house.

Slim was plainly dismissed—with another
puzzle. It began to look as if Belle

Valsh and Sled Raynor had mutually
agreed to say nothing of what happened.
Why? She did not seem the sort to permit
insult.

“What about this fifteen head, Sled?” he
heard Walsh demanding as he rode toward
the bunkhouse. “Belle tells me they were
run off last night. It’s plumb funny I lose
cattle whenever I go to town. Plumb funny
they always happen to be three-year-
olds.”  Slim caught the reply, assured, al-
most insolent.

“Ain’t it? Thet’s jest how it did hap-
pen.”

“No one ridin’ herd? Look here, Sled
—” Walsh’s voice, thickly passionate,
stopped. His sister was coming down the
path. She had changed into a gingham
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gown and a hat that fitted snugly, pulling
on gloves as she came.

“I'm going to eat in town, Joe,” she
said, her voice cool. “You and Sled can
talk things over by yourselves.”

Raynor had pulled off his hat, but the
girl paid no attention to him. She must
have caught the note of quick rage in her
brother’s halted speech. She passed so
close to Raynor that she almost brushed
him, but he might well have been the gate
post, and his swarthy face turned almost
purple.

There was thunder in the air, storm
about to break loose, but Slim fancied that
all the tenseness did not come entirely from
th atmospheric conditions.

“You can’t go in now, sis. Thet cloud’s
goin’ to break inside of a few minutes.

= You'll never make the crick till it goes
down.”

“I'll go round by the big bridge,” she
said coldly. “I've got my slicker in the
car. And I'm eating in town. Raynor’s
been eating in the bunkhouse,” she added,
pointedly, as she left the two gazing after
her. It seemed to Slim that she was skirt-
ing deliberately on the edge of some dan-
gerous topic, as if she dared Raynor to tell
why he had eaten in the bunkhouse while
Walsh was absent. Yet she had clearly
avoided it before.

And the fifteen rustled steers! The
three men in the corral shed! The one
they had called Chief. There had been a
moment last night when he had wondered
if Sled Raynor’s had been the voice he had
thought he recognized. But it was not.
The girl turned--—alled back.

“There's a message on your desk, Joe.
1 found it skewered to the front door this
morning. I kept the knife that fastened
it.”

There was challenge in that. It was
likely she did not expect Slim to hear it,
though he was not sure about that. But
his ears were good. Walsh swung from
his saddle, calling out for someone to
come and take his horse as he strode up
the path to the veranda, Raynor following.
A cowboy with a face the color and tex-
ture of a walnut, bow-legged from the sad-
dle, came hurrying to the horse. The girl
had disappeared.

Slim unsaddled Pete hurriedly, turned
him into a corral, toting his saddle and
warbag for the refuge of the bunkhouse.
The storm was on them.

He heard a flivver engine starting furi-
ously as it was given gas. Then the sound
was lost as a javelin of lightning rived the
great curtain that was sweeping out to the
plain and thunder pealed and crashed and
pealed again, heralding the tremendous
downpour of the rain, hissing as it struck
the ground. The trees swayed. Rivulets
started here and there, confluent, hurrying
to the creek that would become a raging
torrent in the next few minutes.

In the midst of it, racing with the storm,
was the girl who had found the knife-
skewered message on the door.

The interior of the bunkhouse was as
dark as if it had been night. And it was
empty. A flare of lightning showed it—
stove and table, bunks and benches, a few
chairs, odds and ends of personal belong-
ings about. Slim dropped his heavy sad-
dle to the floor.

There was trouble at Tres Pifios—that
was very evident—and Slim Marvin had
a surefire hunch that he was destined to
take a hand in that trouble.

CHAPTER 1V

HE girl and her brother sat together

I in the big living-room before a fire

where pine burned briskly, for the
nights on the mesa bench were cold. The
ranch boasted an electric plant for pump-
ing and lights and the electricity was veiled
by tasteful shades of parchment.

There was no one else present. Ray-
nor’s privilege had seemingly been with-
drawn, or he had not chosen to exercise it.
The faces of brother and sister were grave.
The girl held a paper in her hand, a square
of wrapping paper on which was roughly
scrawled:

“Receat for 15 Steers Contributed
The Nite Hawks”

The paper showed a slit near its top.
She fingered a cheap hunting knife, the
blade worn and the vulcanite handle
scarred. ;

“How much longer are we going to stand
for this sort of thing, Joe?” she asked.
“The whole county scared by a mob that
steals cattle and .calls itself the Night
Hawks. They say in town no one knows
who belongs to it, or who doesn’t, and
they are all afraid to talk about it.

“Raynor had no night herd out. Claims



90

he thought they were safe in the lower end
of the gulch, not half a mile from the line
fence. And this the third bunch we’ve lost
this year. Three thousand dollars won’t
cover the loss. What are you going to do
about it? Fire Raynor—or are you afraid
of him?”

Her brother covered his face with his
hand as if to protect it from the fire,

“I can’t fire him, Belle,” he said wearily.
“I've got my reasons. But I’m not afraid
of him, if that is what you mean. I’d like
the chance to kill him,” he added with a
spurt of energy. The girl looked at him
sadly, then her face brightened with re-
solve.

“Your new hand thrashed him on Tues-
day,” she said quietly. “He told you his
horse jumped at a rattler in the road and
fell over the cliff. That’s what he told the
rest of the boys. And Marvin hasn’t said
anything to the contrary, so far.”

“What? Slim beat him up? You saw
it. How did it happen?”

“Raynor was trying to make love to me.
Marvin thought I didn’t want him to. He
saw me fighting with Raynor, and he inter-
fered.”

“Sled, making love to you! The yellow
coyote!” Walsh was not wearing a gun,
but his hand made an instinctive gesture as
he sprang up, his face flaming. He start-
ed to stride toward the door while his sis-
ter watched him curiously. He stopped,
turned, flinging up his arms in an impotent
motion.

“Sit down, Joe,” she said. “Tell me
about it. I’ve got a right to know. Ray-
nor’s got something on you. He almost
said as much when he swore I’d marry him
befaore he was through—and be glad to.”
Her voice carried a contempt she seemed
unable to curb entirely. “What is it, Joe?”

ALSH hesitated, standing by the
fire, forearm on the mantel, head
on it, kicking at a log.

“I heard some things in town today,
Joe. That’s why I wanted to go, why I
wouldn’t wait. I’ll tell you about them
presently. But tell me about Raynor first.
Before he does.”

He turned a haggard, careworn face to
her.

“T'll tell you, Belle. I've hoped there
was some way out. There isn’t any. But
he’ll not marry you. He'll not lay his
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dirty fingers on you again. The mangy
breed!”

*‘Breed?”

His grandmother was Mexican—or In-
dian. He’s got me in a cleft stick, Belle.
He’s been bleeding me, but I didn’t dream
he’d touch you—except as you lost with the
steers.”

“You think he’s mixed up in their being
rustled? I've suspected that. That ties
him up with the Night Hawks.”

“Mebbe. There’s people use that name
for a mask. He’s hinted at it—at the
power back of him. Hinted I should join
—that I’d have to. It’s been raisin’ hell
with me, Belle. I—”

“Go on, Joe. We'll work it out.”

“We can’t unless—but that would leave
you in the mess. I've gone over and over
it.” His fists clenched, opened. He leoked
like a young man suddenly stricken, grown
old.

“We can, Joe, and we will. Even if—
we have to go away from here.”

She spoke with an effort. Her brother’s
face lighted, dulled again.

“I’ll go with you anywhere, Joe,” she
said. He flashed her a look of gratitude,
of love, but his features were pinched.

“You can’t go far on the road I may
have to travel, Sis. It may lead to the
penitentiary. It may— They hang for
murder in this state,” he ended abruptly.

“Murder!” Her face blanched. “Youl
I don’t believe it.” And her chin grew
firm as her eyes flashed.

“It was this way, Belle. I don’t know
so much about it, after all,” he went on
hurriedly, like a man resolved to a con-
fession and anxious to get through with it.
“I had been drinking, of course. I was
drunk. It was after the spring roundup
—not that that’s any excuse. We kept it
up late, and Raynor said there was a fan-
dango on at a place just outside the town.
Said he could take me if I wanted to risk
it, but he’d not take any more, because the
Mexicans were not over fond of us ming-
ling with their rackets, and I could talk
Spanish. Of course he speaks it like a
native.

“They did resent it, though the dance
went on. There was one chap who pre-
tended to take offense because I threw a
gold piece at the girl who danced. It’s
the custom, of course, but the gold drew
attention. He said a lot of things in Span-
ish. Raynor told me to swallow them, but

»
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the state I was in—we’d been drinking that
rotten Pisco, it’s like fire in you, gets into
your brain—I said something back.

“Sometimes I think it was all planned.
I’'m almost sure there was dope in my last
drink. I can’t remember the rest of it.
I know the Mexican drew a knife, I can
almost swear to that, thongh Raynor says
he didn’t. I can remember a shot—"
Walsh spoke with frowning brows, striv-
ing to conjure something definite out of a
hazy memory. ¢After that—I don’t know. -

“I was outside, struggling with Raynor
who was trying to get me into the saddle.
He said I had shot the man and killed him,
that my bullet went through his head be-
tween the eyes—God!

“The door of the cantina opened and a
mob came out, howling. We were in the
caddle, riding like devils with a pack after
us. We got clear, up to the old adobe on
the Spanish grant. And we'd lost them.
The ride had sobered me—with the thought
of what I'd done. Still I couldn’t remem-
ber drawing my gun or pulling trigger—
til 1 looked at it. Raynor had it. Took
it away from me after the shooting. One
shell had been fired—only one, but that
was enough. It had killed a man.”

Presently he spoke again in a flat, hope-
less voice.

“Raynor seemed decent about it. He
said he could fix it, that the man was
wanted anyway for smuggling, if not
worse. And he did hush it up. I couldn’t
tell you. I had to get the money. You
kept our books. So—that first bunch of
steers we lost—I stole my own cattle, Belle,
our cattle, God help me.

“Since then Raynor has used his hold
over me. He may belong to the Night
Hawk gang, or he may have used that for
a cover, but he's taken our steers, connived
at it, and he laughs in his sleeve at me.
He's threatened covertly. He’s even sug-
gested partnership and now—he’s dared to
think of you. I'l—"

She clung to him, soothing him, telling
him she didn’t believe that he had commit-
ted a crime, that it would all come to light.

“He’s got it all written down, witnessed,
left with someone who'll use it if anything
happens to him. My hands are tied. If
I killed him, it would all come out just the
same. You'd be disgraced. Belle, I've
drunk to forget it, I've shown the yellow
streak. I'll never touch another drop, an-

other card. I swear it. But what’s the
good of that?”

“Leave it to me, Joe. We'll find a way.
We'll get at the truth. You didn’t kill any-
one. If you were drunk, drugged, someone
else could have used your gun, or they
could have used their own, and then fircd
a shell from yours to make you think you
did it.”

He looked at her with the face of a
drowning man who has grasped a plank
out of the smother. And then he fouad it
only a straw, sinking into despondency.

But the girl was fired with resolution
She communicated some of it to him.
“We'll wait, Joe. I can handle Raynor."”

“You'll not encourage that snake. I
won’t stand for it.”

“Leave that to me, Joe. We're fighting
for your life, for our happiness. Trust a
woman's weapons.”

F()R a time he sat silent. Then he got
up.

“You're the better man of the two,
Belle. I'm glad I've told you. I'll do
what you say.”

She kissed him, clung to him for a little

“What did you hear in town?” he asked.

“It was Wing that started it. Joe, I
don't think it’s just curiosity on his part,
but there is little goes on that that China-
man doesn’t know about. And Wing has
been devoted to me ever since I nursed him
through pneumonia last winter.

“People call Chinese eyes inscrutable,
but I've seen a lot in his. He came to me
yesterday after you had left. It cost him
something. He was terribly afraid all the
time we were talking—not long. You know
how he talks in his pidgin English. ‘Missy,
something not all right along of you, along
Mister Joe. I sabe. You take laundry in
town tomorrow. You take along Hop Lee
—he my cousin. He belong along same
society. You tell him Wing send you.
Maybe he tell you something.’

“Of course the laundry was just an ex-
cuse, but it was a good one. I saw Hop
Lee. He had been expecting me. And
he was frightened, too. Afraid of the
Night Hawks, I suppose.

“ “You sabe Raynor foreman your place?’
he said. ‘You sabe him no good? Plenty
bad. No good along your place. No
good along your brother. I heap sabe. No
can speak too much. You very good along
Wing. That all same good along me. Sabe?
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Bimeby, maybe you get in heap trouble, I
talk along some more. Not now.

“And that was all I could get out of him.
He talked laundry and nothing else. Ev-
erything was ‘no sabe’ and his face was
just a mask. But his eves were kind,
Joe.”

“I don’t see where that helps us much.”

“Neither do I. Not now. But they were
both afraid, and they went out of their
way to say something to cheer me up.
They don’t take risks for nothing. They
don’t talk for nothing.

“That wasn’t all I heard. I had a long,
confidential talk with Mrs. Jaynes. You
know that Mr. Jaynes and she lived in
Mexico City, and that he has always been
close to President Diaz. Well, there’s trou-
ble in the air. Nearly always is. Profirio
Diaz rules with a heavy hand, and it is easy
for any glib talker and fighter to stir up
the peons into a revolution.

“There’s one on foot now, and Diaz is
letting it grow so that he can get all those
who are against him in the ranks of the dis-
contents and then crush them with one
blow. His spies know all that is going on.
Mrs. Jaynes likes both of us, and I think
she guesses that things are not over good
with us in a financial way. A-Mexican
federal agent has seen Mr. Jaymes in re-
gard to negotiations about ammunmition and
the possible purchase of a gunboat from
our government. And—this is where we
come in—the federal troops are on the way
to the border. They’ll make headquarters
almost across the river from Caroca, pre-
liminary to swooping down on the rebels.
They’ll need beef. Jaynes will recommend
you. They’ll pay top prices for old cows.
And they’ll pay cash.

“Joe, if we could do that, get Raynor
out of the way somewhere. Sell off the
stock?”’

“Go away? Run away and leave Tres
Pifios?”

HE nodded, her lips firm pressed yet a
little tremulous.

“No. I'm not going to run away. You've
stiffened me, Sis. I don’t think I killed that
man. We’'ll stick. I’ve told you, and
that helps, a heap. But we'll sell that Leef,
too. We'll have money to fight with.
Raynor stealing those steers, with what he
might do, has had me nearly crazy. Like
taking it from you. You know how slim
the bank account is. And a note coming

due. I've been gambling like a fool, to try
and make it up.

“We've got to do more than get Raynor
out of the way. I can do that by sending
him with a shipment on the reservation
contract. I meant to go myself, afraid to
trust him with the steers or the money.
But most of the hands are his choosing.
He’s made it rotten for the good ones who
wouldn’t stand for his methods. Weeded
’em out, and I had to accept his reasons.
You wondered why I let ’em go.”

“That was your end of it, Joe.”

“There are a few I can trust. It might
be managed. That new chap, Marvin.
You don’t seem to like him, Belle. Seemed
to me you were pretty cool the way he’d
acted. Funny Sled stood for him the way
he did.”

“Sled Raynor won’t want him to say
anything about what happened at Owl
Canyon. It would make his men jeer at
him or lose confidence in him, anyway.
He’ll ask Marvin to say nothing. And I
didn’t know that I was going to tell you,
Joe, but I had to, to make you tell me—
everything. So I—discouraged him.”

“I'll say you did. Think he’ll keep
quiet?”

She nodded, her face away from her
brother.

“Mighty fine chap. He'll do to take
along. It aint fair to snub him, because
he did you a favor.”

There was a curious little smile on the
girl's lips before she replied. ‘“There was
a minute when I wanted him to kill Ray-
nor, Joe. But he beat him to the draw and
he took his gun away and handed it to me.
Then he fought him bare-handed. I was
afraid his interference would work wrong
with Raynor. He'd been hinting things to
me, too. They nerved me to talk to you
tonight. But he only sulked. I suppose
he was thinking up excuses for the boys.
It was a wonderful fight, Joe. Marvin
can take care of himself.”

“By Jings, I believe you do like him
after all, Belle!”

The firelight flushed her face; perhaps
something else.

“You ought to make it up to him some
way, Belle. Him and me are goin’ to be
pals. You oughtn’t to have snubbed him.”

“You need a pal, Joe. A man pal. Be-
sides me. And—if I snubbed him it was
only for his own good.”
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“I'll be Jinged!"” said her brother. “You
women are beyond me.”

“I’m going to find the right one to travel
along with you, some day, Joe.”

“Not much. Not while I’'ve got you.
Don’t you go thinkin’ of gittin’ married.”

“Me?” She laughed and left him, tak-
ing up the Night Hawks’ receipt, throwing
it into the fire. He did not notice that she
had not replied to his remark.

“That wasn’t quite all I heard today,
Joe. They are talking of getting up a
crowd of the owners, those who have had
cattle stolen, to clean out the Night Hawks.
The Cattlemen’s Association will finance
it, pay a big reward.”

“They won’t ask me, if they guess how
my steers went,” he said grimly. “I can’t
join ’em the way things stand.”

“You can’t refuse them, Joe. But that’ll
work out. It's late. I'm going to bed!
Good night, Joe.” |

After she had gone Walsh sat late by the
fire. His thoughts were bitter ones, but
they strengthened his face. 1t was mould-
ed into resolve when at last he followed her
example,

CHAPTER V

for an unbrokea horse, as applied

to the roan that stood stiff-legged
and flat-eared in protest against the rope
that held and choked it while Slim reached
carefully for the loose end of his single-
fire cinch beneath the brute’s belly.

The roan was all of four years old, a
wise, rangy looking beast, of hammer head
that was half concealed by the blindfold.
It was sick with rage since the moment it
had been driven with the rest of the cavvy
into the corral, then segregated with others
that had managed so far to hokl the free-
dom of the range. It was afraid—afraid
of the man smell and the man noise, the
whirling rope and tightening noose, and it
had fought valiantly, for all its fear. It was
far from spent yet, though it had only
quivered when Slim gingerly set the sad-
dle on its back. One helper held the rope
high heels dug into the soft dirt of the cor-
ral, two others had helped adjust the
bridle and the heavy bit. The roan’s head
was high, too high to be handled. He had
suddenly tossed it up from the clutch of

COLT was purely a technical name

the helpers and they waited their chance
to get another hold.

The horse had shown all signs of being
a twister, and they left the rope on him un-
til the last moment, after the saddle was
cinched. Slim had not expected to break
horses, and his single cinch was not what
he would have chosen for the job, but it
would do, rather than borrow another sad-
dle. The roan had quivered when first
blanket and then leather had been placed
upon his back. After that and the up-
swing of his head on a neck of steel, he
stood taut, lips drawn back, nostrils wide
to show their crimson lining. He was
game, and he meant to put up the fight
of his life against the servitude of the sad-
dle. Slim had picked the horse as the
hardest job of the bunch in hand, meaning
to tackle it while he was fresh.

The helpers were plainly anxious of
their own minor risks in the performance.
They had been turned over to him by Ray-
nor, still surface friendly, but not trusted
by Slim. Belle Walsh had bheen right.
Raynor had taken him aside the night be-
fore, after supper, while she and her broth-
er talked together in the ranch-house, and
suggested that byegones suould be bye-
gones.

“I reckon I'd have acted the same way
if I was in yore place,” the foréman said.
“Course you don’t know all the circum-
stances. You're sure quick on the draw,
an’ handy with yore fists but—TI'll put it to
you square an’ fair: We need a good hand
here an’, if you stay, you can easy see it
wouldn’t do me no good with the boys,
bein’ foreman, to have a yarn like that
passed round. You got all the best of it.
How erbout callin’ it quits?”’

“Suits me,” said Slim. And it did, since
he had determined to remain and watch the
trouble that was brewing at Tres Pifios.
Raynor’s plea was specious. He had un-
doubtedly accounted for his bruises an-
other way. The best way to get out of it
was to make a pact with the new rider, or
Slim might destroy much of the bully’s
prestige.

“Walsh does some of the hirin’,” Ray-
nor continued, “but I do the firin’. If you
like the job it’s all hunky with me fo’ you
to stay.”

“Lies like the clock ticks,” Slim told
himself. “He’s jest about as fair minded
as a sheddin’ rattler.”
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HE men, ropers and riders and the

rest, were, he shrewdly suspected,
most of them on the ranch because of their
sympathies with Raynor. It is not always
as easy to tell strains of mixed blood as one
might imagine, even by a range rider,
where all faces are burned dark by sun and
wind and rain. But where Indian blood
is strong the eyes are telliales, and it was
such a sign that made Slim suspicious that
half a dozen at least of the hands had an
admixture of blood that came from the
south side of the Rio Grande. Raynor
amongst them.

But he said nothing, even when he be-
gan to believe that Raynor had not tried
to give him the best men for helpers in
the breaking corral. Walsh did not ap-
pear, but it seemed as if general opera-
tions had been suspended to watch the new
hand tackle his dangerous job. No buster
lasts long. Broken limbs are the least of
his troubles. A broken neck may finish
him, but rupture is sure to claim him. He
may have to sit a horse until the blood
comes out of nose and ears and mouth;
there is always the chance of a leg smashed
against the corral fence by a maddened
horse, ribs crushed by a rearing fall, a
chest perforated by the steel core of the
saddle tree and horn. On the range, bust-
ing holds the fascination of a bullfight, and
usually the work is done by a traveling pro-
fessional for high wages.

It looked as if every man on the T. P,
except the boss was perched on the top
rail, aside from the helpers. Raynor sat
astride a chute gate. The Chinese cook
peered through the bars. The tall and
taciturn Englishman who seemed to attend
to all the machinery on the ranch, squat-
ted, with his grasshopper legs and brick-
red face atop a hinge pole of the main
gate, humped up, smoking a briar pipe.

Interest was usual enough and this at-
tendance might be flattery. It might be
lax discipline on the part of Raynor. It
might be a special custom—or it might be
something else. That Raynor hoped for
a spill Slim was certain. There had been
few friendly overtures made to the new
hand in the bunkhouse overnight. The
silent Britisher’s attitude had been, after
all, the most cordial.

Slim felt the general wish, the almost
universal hope that the roan might worst
him, but these hostile statics only made
his lean face a litle grim, and his eyes hard

and frosty. He was quite sure of his ability
to ride the horse—given fair play.

He caught the swinging cinch with its
steel ring, threaded through the latigo strap
and drew it taut, while the roan grunted
and instinctively blew out against the pres-
sure.

“Git hold of his head,” Slim snapped,
his drawl gone in action. “Git that rope
off him. Stan’ ready to take off that
blindfold—an’ don’t take it off till I give
the word.”

The helpers got grip on the bridle at
cheek straps while Slim set his knee against
the roan, watching for the first jump,
hauling on the latigo, gaining inch by inch,
making his turns. Still the roan stood
with only the restless nostrils, the slightly
twitching ears and flanks that shivered
once in a while, to show that it had any
idea of what was going on.

Slim gathered reins and mane into his
left hand, close to the withers, facing the
saddle. He swung a stirrup toward his
foot, but set only enough heft upon it to
hold place while his right hand stole up to
the horn.

The roan would break out into an equine
tornado the moment that blindfold and
cheek grips were released, he knew. He
had to get into the saddle at lightning
speed or counteract a whirl by drawing
himself flat to the withers until the jump
was ended, and then fling leg over cantle.
He put a little weight on the stirrup, the
saddle creaked slightly as the roan leaned
away and his weight came on the horn.
Slowly the roan’s back was arching, like a
cat’s. The rope was off.

l‘Now-,Yl

HE helpers sprang back, raced for the

rails, one with the blindfold. Slim
and the roan fought the first round in a
whirling pillar of dust out of which they
emerged with the roan sunfishing like a
rodeo untameable, shifting to wild bucking
round the corral.

There was no shouted slogan of “Ride
him, cowboy,” no words of either encour-
agement or even excitement, though the
struggle was dramatic enough—while it
lasted. The end came swiftly. The roan
threw itself, and Slim took saddle again as
it sprang up, foam flying from its bitted
jaws, its hide streaked with sweat, eyes
wild; rearing, starting a series of pro-
digious leaps.
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At the third of these the cinch broke,
and man and saddle went flying tbhrough
the air to land with a dull smash while the
roan went careering, triumphant at having
rid itself of the burden it feared would
master it. A rope sang and the roan was
checked, snubbed to a post, flung to the
dirt.

Two or three men, Raynor among them,
advanced slowly to where Slim lay with
the dust settling down about him. His
head was tucked in like a turtle’s and for
a moment or two he was motionless. He
sensed the silence, his brain working fast
to a conclusion of foul play.

The cinch was nearly new, of good
manufacture, a woven web that ended in
the stout leather through which the ring
was reeved. The latigo strap was of
sound hide, pliable, well-oiled. He had in-
spected the saddle the night before to offset
the lack of hospitality in the bunkhouse.
Now he fancied he had better have left the
inspection until that morning.

Instinctively, out of long experience, he
had fallen on his shoulders and, while the
breath was jolted out of him, there was
no other damage done. He retrieved his
gun which had flown from the holster,
went over to the saddle and carefully
looked at it.

“Hurt any?” asked Raynor and, to Slim,
his voice held disappointment.

Slim did not answer him. He was look-
ing at the latigo. The break—if it were a
break—was curious. It was diagonal and,
while such a thing was barely possible,
from a badly cured hide, it looked more
like a cut than a tear of fibers, except for
the last inch of it. To Slim, someone with
a thin blade had sliced slantingly into the
leather with careful if diabolical skill, cut-
ting on a long slant two-thirds of the way
through, and then pasting or gluing it to-
gether, working in a little dirt and grease
to hide the damage.

On a direct pull it might have lasted for
hours. With a ramping, twisting devil
like the roan it was a certainty that it
would break within a few minutes, as it
had, within a few inches of where the strap
went under and through the latigo ring.

Slim exhibited it. Since his rage did
not call for immediate action without a
real target his southern drawl was pro-
nounced.

“There was nothin’ wrong with that lat-

igo lahst night,” he said. “I overhauled it
myse’f.”

Raynor stepped out truculently, backed
by the presence of his men.

“You sayin’ one of this outfit did that?"”
he demanded.

His hand hovered above his gun butt,
but did not descend. Slim was eyeing him
with a look that was cynically suggestive
of past humiliation.

“I didn’t do it, fo’ a fact,” said Slim.
“An’ I suah reckon it's goin’ to be hahd
fo’ me to say who did it. I ain’t the kind
to go huntin’ fo’ trouble,” he drawled while
the lookers-on held their breath to listen,
“but, in case I happen to run into it, I aim
to ride it, same’s 'm goin’ to ride that
roan hawss soon as I fix me a new latigo.
I don’t believe in showin’ off none, but
I_"

He stooped, all eyes upon him, and
picked up an empty tobacco tin that one
of the hands had tossed, empty, to the
dirt. It was bright red and it made a bril-
liant streak as Slim suddenly tossed it into
the air. The blued steel of his gun caught
the light before fire spurted from the muz-
zle, and the tin, at the height of its flight,
jerked as a bullet tore through it. Twice
more Slim hit it in its zigzag fall, once
again just before it touched the ground.

“What’s thet play fo’, if it ain’t showin’
off?” sneered Raynor.

“Jus’ to express my appreciation of a
practical joke—if cuttin’ thet latigo was a
joke. Wel'll let it go at thet, though there’s
been too big an audience here this mo’nin’
to look jest right to me. There's two ways
of bein’ popular. I see a bull fight once at
Juarez an’ the toro was the mos’ popular
thing in the ring. He was there to git
killed. Tl call this a joke, unless any
hombre wants to announce it ain't. In
which case,” he added, and his voice rang
like the stroke of an anvil, “I got two shelis
left in my gun’

“What’s the matter?” asked Walsh,
coming in through the gate that the lanky
Englishman had swung open for him.
“Anyone hurt?”

“Not yet,” said Slim.

HE crowd had melted away with the
exception of Raynor and the English-
man, tapping out his pipe on his heel.
“My latigo busted,” said Slim. “You
got a new strap an’ a riveter? Thet roan’s
a likely hawss. I wouldn’t wondeh but
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what there was a little eagle in him some-
wheres.

“I’ll git you a strap,” said Raynor and
disappeared. Walsh looked uncertainly at
Slim, noticed the punctured tin and turned
it over with his foot before he threw it .out
of the corral.

“Thought you might have started a
shootin’ scrap,” he said.

Slim shook his head. “Jest the oppo-
site,” he said, and reached into his shirt
pocket for the makings. Walsh crossed
glances with him for a moment, hesitated
and then offered a match for the quirly
Slim completed with one hand. He said
nothing, but Slim had read something in
his eyes.

“She’s told him,” he decided. And
walked toward the roan, now hitched to
the corral fence. It snorted and tried to
wheel.

“All right, my son,” said Slim. “I ain’t
goin’ to huht you. Jes’ make you useful,
caballo. You an’ me are goin’ to be
friends.”

The helpers came back with Raynor and
the latigo with which Slim replaced the
broken strap.

“T’ll keep this fo’ a souvenir,” he said.
“Let’s git on with the roan. No need to
blindfold him this time. He’s part broke
already.”

He finished his morning's work without
audience outside of the imperturbable
Englishman, smoking his pipe. In him
Slim sensed friendliness. Raynor left, and
the helpers did their best. Four colts were
turned into the right road for service before
the triangle clanged for grub.

After the meal, with most of the hands
absent on their various businesses, the
Englishman joined Slim as he sat on a
bench before starting in again.

“Good show, what?” said the other. “My
‘name’s Walters, Marvin. Didn’t get a
chance to talk to you last night. Turned
in early. Had to go over the car after
Miss Walsh brought it back. Quite a bit
of a job.

“One of those blighters sliced your
cinch,” he went on. “They’ll leave you
alone after that shooting. Ripping stunt
that. Most of 'em are blighters, y’ know,
an’ Raynor’s a blister.

“Mighty glad to have you here. I'm
not much myself. Remittance man and a
general rotter, but I like to see fair play.
I’'m not much on ropin’ or ridin’. Never

will be. Couldn’t handle anything like that
roan. Admire you—immensely. I'm the
handy man. If you get what I mean. Fix
the dynamo, mend the pump, overhaul the
tractor and the old Lizzie. Regular tinker.
What? Don't talk much, but want to say
this. If you ever need a man at your back
I'll try to be there. So long. Got a short
circuit to fix. Loafed this mornin’. Won-
der Walsh don’t kick me off the place.
Fact is, Miss Walsh is sorry for me. That’s
the sort of chap I am, Marvin. The
women get sorry for me. God made them
that way. I went the other way. To the
devil, old chap.”

He stalked off, and Slim watched him
with friendly gaze. It was just as well to
have someone to depend on at the T. P.—
outside of Walsh—and he felt that Wal-
ters—if that were his own name—for all
his self depreciation, had good stuff in him.

CHAPTER VI

HERE was a difference in the at-

I mosphere of the bunkhouse that

night. Not all of it could be attrib-
uted to Slim’s display with his gun. That,
he calculated, would be most likely to affect
the men of mixed blood, but, while they
treated him with a certain half sullen re-
spect, it was a silent one. After the supper
meal they foregathered with Rayvnor at one
end of the table and started plz) ing monte
with a pack of greasy cards. But there
were others who nodded at Slim as thev
came in, while one or two spoke. These,
it seemed, were not without their feelings
of fair play toward a newcomer who had
acquitted himself well. The outfit ap-
peared to be split into two factions, those
who blindly regarded Raynor as something
more than foreman and those who remained
neutral in their regular jobs. Walters, the
Englishman, mute most of the time, sat
next to Slim, offered him a well read mag-
azine. Slim was no longer an entire out-
sider. Two hands had gone to town in
the afternoon, and these he had considered
as Raynor’s immediate followers.

The fifteen stolen steers still bothered
Slim, though he fancied he now remem-
bered the man who had been called Chief.
A vague memory of a voice across the
poker table where he had spilled his check
grew stronger, but he still felt that Ray-
nor had something to do with the deal.
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Slim kept his ears open to the general talk
while he turned the pages of his magazine,
reading automatically. Sometimes the page
was obscured by a phantasmal illustration,
nothing at all to do with the story, a pic-
ture of Belle Walsh’s face, always with a
sentence whispered in the back of his brain
—*She told him about the fight after all.”

Slim was far from a fool. It was plain
enough, putting things together, that Ray-
nor had some hold over Walsh, and that
explained the reluctance of the girl to have
Slim interfere. She knew of that hold, or
suspected it. He had been her champion
once and he stood charged to help her
again. Slim decided that what he needed
now was the combination of a cool head,
good ears and a quiet tongue.

He had an idea that he had another
friend outside the bunkhouse in Wing, the
presiding genius of the mess-hall. More
than once he had noticed the genial China-
man regarding him with eyes that were
distinctly approving. The cook might ap-
preciate the scene in the corral, but Slim
did not analyze the reason for the friend-
ship. It might never come to more than
an extra slice of apple pie, perhaps one for
Pete, an inveterate lover of sweets. Never-
theless it seemed worth having.

There was some jesting with the fore-
man that struck Slim as not altogether
void of sarcasm.

“Mighty nice of you to spend an eve-
nin’ with us,” said one. ‘“We don’t often
see so much of you. Ain’t you goin’ over
to the Big House ternight?”

“Im shy of dinero,” retorted Raynor.
“I’m takin’ up a collection. You want to
jine in?”

“I ain’t much on Mexican games,” said
the other, and by the tone of his voice
Slim had little doubt that this man, at
least, resented a little the fact that he was
working on an equality with men of min-
gled breed. Slim went on reading, listen-
ing. The gamblers’ voices rose and fell.
Raynor seemed to be winning on the turns
of the cards. The four men at Slim’s end
of the table began to talk in comparatively
low tones, but he heard them distinctly,
though they apparently took it for granted
that he was absorbed in his magazine.
Walters, behind a cloud of smoke, set out
his cards at Canfield.

“Wonder if they’s anything straight
about this revolution?”

“Revolution, nothing. They don’t call

’em revolutions across the river. They call
’em demonstrations. They have to happen
every so often. Old Porfirio holds ’em
checked up so hard they’re bound to buck.

“I mighty nigh got demonstrated agin’
a wall one time. They kin call ’em what
they durn please, but I'm tellin’ you they
spill blood an’ fire when they git goin’.”

“That’s the time you want to watch out
fo’ a Spigotty.”

“That’s South American
Greaser.”

One of them looked a little apprehen-
sively toward the other end of the table.

“To blazes with them!” said the speaker.
“Spigotty, dago or greaser. You can’t trust
none of ’em.”

“Youre dead wrong there. Jest as good
as any folks. ’Cept the breeds.”

They agreed on that and Slim felt bet-
ter. If there ever came a time when issue
was taken against Raynor there would be
more than one or two against his crowd.
Six, counting Walters, not counting Wing.

“Probably git some news from town when
the boys git back.”

“I ain’t goin’ to wait up ha'f the night
to git it.”

‘“Hear thet rumor about the Cattlemen’s
Association?”

“What?” The voices dropped lower still.
Slim believed the precaution taken more
against the monte players than himself.
He could still hear fairly well in scraps.

wah-wakh,

E heard bits about the Night Hawks,
about a big reward, a vigilante or-
ganization. And, piecing them together, he
drew a right conclusion. He arrived also
at a pretty definite conclusion that what-
ever there was of inside crooked work in
the stealing of T. P. cattle, these four men
were neither in on it, nor were they mem-
bers of the more or less mysterious Night
Hawks.

There was a near row at the table end.
It was curious that none of the men he
fancied as breeds had other than eminently
American names. Raynor threatened one
of Slim’s helpers, called Taylor, snatching
his cards from him. Taylor flourished a
knife that seemed to come out of his sleeve,
but dropped it as the muzzle of Raynor’s
gun came above the edge of the table.

“If I didn’t need you,” Raynor snarled,
“I’d shoot the lungs out of you.”

The other mumbled something and Ray-
nor shot a quick look down the table as
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if realizing that he had said something im-
prudent. He saw nothing that did not re-
assure him, and the incident passed.

Slim was genuinely tired with his day.
He turned in early and soon Walters
crawled into the bunk beneath him. One
after another followed. The card game con-
tinued until someone protested loudly and
forcibly from a bunk. Raynor went outside
alter turning down the lamp, but those
who had played with him sat round the
stove where wood was burning slowly.
Slim, half asleep, felt the cold breeze as
Raynor came in again with the two who
had gone to town. It was late, he knew,
by the shift of moonbcams on the wall.
The lamp was out now, all had gone to
bunk, but these three, and the room echoed
with the varied snoring of the slumbering
hands.

Raynor was talking in a low tone, using
Spanish. Slim listened in, glad of his work-
ing knowledge of that tongue. He guessed
the conversation the end of more vital mat-
ters discussed outside, but it was interest-
ing enough.

“They might as well offer fifty thousand
as ten,” said Raynor. “No one will ever
collect it.”

“I'm not so sure of that. Dios, ten thou-
sand American pesos is a big sum!”

“You thinking of going in for it?’’ came
in Raynor’s voice.

“Me? Heart of the Virgin, no!”

“Then keep watch on your tongue or you
may lose it. A dog may eat it.”

There was silence, the scuffling of men
undressing in the dark, creaking of bunks,
and silence. Slim did not go to sleep again
that night. Ten thousand dollars was a lot
of money. One might buy a good outfit
with half that amount. Even aspire to
think of marrying someone with property
rights of her own, for instance. And, if
the collection included the elimination of
Raynor? Why not?

The Englishman surprised Slim the next
morning, finding a chance to talk apart.

“Hear those two chaps who went to town
come in last night, with Raynor?"

“Yes. You awake?”

“Don’t sleep much. Thought you might
not be snoozing either. Your breathing
was mighty easy over me. Hear what they
said? Understand it?”

‘“Yes. You habla Espawol?”

“Yes. Not sayingso round here. Rotten
work going on in this county, Marvin.

Some of it slops over on this ranch. Can’t
understand it all. Don’t need to. They’re
rooking Walsh, and he’s a decent sort.
Sister is—well, she’s sorry for me, let it
go at that. I'm more or less of a rotter, but
I draw the line at stealing—what? You're
straight as a bit of string. Raynor’s crooked
as a hound’s hind leg. Willing to wager
his right name’s more like Herrara. 1've
heard odds and ends, nights, when I'm
awake, going over the bally mess I've made
of things.

“Well, you heard ’em. These blackguard
stealing caitle all over the shop call them-
selves the Nights Hawks. No one knows
who belongs. Now the Cattlemen’s Associa-
tion are after them. And it looks as if our
little pal Raynor might be one of the bally
ringleaders. Seemed to be afraid a bit.
What? Thought the other party might
squeal. Ten thousand’s a nice little parcel
of spondulix.

“You and L, now, suppose we get a rum-
ble about something? Land our man. More
with him, maybe. What say if we go halves
on what we collect? Both work together.
I'm not quite the ass I look and almost
anyone would look silly beside you and
your gun. What price us, old scout?”

Slim could see that Walters had intend-
ed to let him in on the overhead talk, even
if Slim had not chanced to know Spanish,
and he warmed to the Britisher. Whether
they would be able to trap Raynor and,
through him the heads of the Night Hawks,
was another matter. But it was worth try-
ing, and he reflected that he had more
than a suspicion he knew the man called
“Chief.”

He nodded.

“You're on, old chap? Righto.”

CHAPTER VII

T WAS Sunday morning and the outfit
I lounging generally. Some had gone to
town, but most of them loafed, mend-
ing leather or clothing, cleaning guns, sky-
larking. Walsh was in Caroca, trying to
make final contract for the sale of beef
to the Mexican federal forces who were
now camped close to the border. He had
kept this quiet. Not even Raymnor sus-
pected the possibility of such a deal.
The T. P. riders gaped when a roadster
came down the lane from the gate that
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opened on the main road. There was a
vision driving, alone, and most of them
knew the lady, at least by sight. La Rose,
in summer costume, stunning to their eyes,
though her complexion, like her costume,
was a trifle pronounced.

Slim, shaving meticulously by a mirror
hung to a nail outside the bunkhouse door,
saw her reflection and promptly drifted
inside. He did not think she would be es-
pecially eager to see him, and his action
was natural enough. La Rose had seen
nothing of Walsh on the road or in Caroca.
But she hesltated to call at the house, and
drove on to where the men rose as one from
the bench and off the top rail of the op-
posite fence. Those who had sombreros
swept them off gallantly as she surveyed
them with a smile. Walters stepped for-
ward.

His manner evidently impressed her as
a brand of politeness not common to the
neighborhood.

“I’ve never seen you at the Cactus, have
I?” she asked, her eyes roving for sight
of Walsh, or Raynor, or Slim. She was
still vindictive, but Walters, with his un-
affected gentility, checked her a little. He
was a distinct type. As a string to her
bow he might be efficient. And she was a
little afraid of him.

“I didn’t know I'd find you there,” he
said, and got a dazzling smile for reward.
“My error. Can I serve you?”

She was not quite sure whether he was
mocking her or not with his melancholy
eyes. Here was a man who had seen life.
Remittance man, of course. But apparently
working. A phenomenon. A puzzle that in-
trigued her—a little. She made up her
mind to see more of him.

“I’'m looking for Mr, Walsh,” she said.
“T rather think he expects me.” -

She raised her voice, which was well
modulated, hoping that Raynor might be
within hearing, knowing that some of these
men considered her more or less the fore-
man’s girl, sufficiently so not to try to
mine his claim. The long Englishman with
his horse-face, was different. She rather
thought he’d cut in on Raynor if she tried
to make him. Slim dropped out of her
mind. The man called Taylor went in
search of Raynor, currying favor, and found
him looking at a wirecut on his horse.

“Johnny Bull’s trying to steal yore gel,”
he said.

Raynor

looked at him in surprise.

“What’s eatin’ you?” he asked. “What
al?”

“La Rose. She’s here in her John Henry.
Come out to see Walsh, she says. Ses he
was expectin’ her.”

“That’s a damn lie.” Raynor hurried
off. La Rose called to him gaily. She was
chagrined at the news of Walsh’s absence,
but she was not going to spoil her day.
Raynor was the next best bet. To pit him
against the Britisher might be better fun
than the cowboy whose name she did not
know. She considered Slim as dumb where
women were concerned, anyway. He didn’t
matter so much with better game in hand.

Walters knew by bunkhouse gossip of
Raynor’s leaning. He was shrewd enough
to debit La Rose with her desire for flirt-
ing and its complications. He had not trail-
ed the world without acquiring wisdom.
And he turned away, despite her alluring
glance. Raynor caught it and his face grew
darker. This was his girl. He did not relish
interference and the word of Walsh
rankled.

“Thought you weren’t comin’,” he be-
gan. “You're late.”

La Rose gave him an admiring glance,
gasping a little at his cleverness. She let
him help her from the car, draw her away
from the crowd.

“What’s this about Walsh? Trying to
start somethin’ you can’t finish?”

“You've no strings on me, Sled Raynor.
You're hurting my arm.”

“T’ll twist it off if you try to make a fool
out of me. Rollin’ yore eyes at that Brit-
ish dude.”

“He’s a gentleman, anyway.”

“Well, I'm not. As for that dude, I'll
spoil him if he monkeys round you. Now
then, what about Walsh?”

“He invited me out here.”

“I don’t believe it. If he did, why ain’t
he here to meet you?”

E had to let go her wrist and La Rose
was beginning to enjoy herself.

“I didn’t set any special date.”

Raynor’s face began to twitch. “I'll tell
him where he heads in. You, too. You lay
off Walsh.”

“Since when did you give me orders?”

“I’'m givin’ ’em to you now. You came
out here to see me, sabe? We'll take a ride
together in thet car of yourn, back on the
mesa. I'll git the Chink to put up some
lunch.”
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This did not suit La Rose. Things were
not going as she planned. Raynor was as-
serting his masterful manner, and she felt
something of the old lure of it.

“I'm not going,” she sald. “If Waish
isn’t home I'll call on his sister.”

That was bravado, but Raynor's coarse
guffaw stung her pride and unleashed her
temper.

“Think she’s have anything to do with
yore sort?” Raynor sneered.

La Rose, in a fury, slapped him across
the cheek. Her jeweled ring struck the lip
that Slim had split and which was barely
beginning to heal. Blood spurted and, as
La Rose started back, alarmed at the result
of her blow, but still angry, Raynor started
for her. But he checked himself, pressing
the loose ends of his neckerchief to the cut.

“I'll fix you fo’ that, you hellcat!” he
said. There were flakes of fire in his dark
eyes and his voice was low and deadly.
The girl shrank further off, watching his
clutching hands, suddenly afraid.

“You'll leave me alone. I'm through
with you,”” she panted, forgetful of the cow-
boys, a dozen paces away, watching them.

“I’'m not through with you.”

“I know too much about you, Sled Ray-
nor,” she said, and her voice grew shrill
with terror.

“Yah! what you know!” He stood in
frent of her, covering her from the little
crowd in the front rank of which stood
Walters, his left hand stroking his gaunt
chin, his lank figure seemingly slack,
though there was a light in his teo often
vacuous eyes. La Rose backed against the
fence of the corral, at bay. Raynor had
boasted to her that the hands at Tres Pifios
were his tools and, with Walsh away, she
became panicky. Womanlike, she seized
any weapon.

“We've got a new dancer at the Cactus,”
she said. ‘“She’s made friends with me.
Calls herself L.a Paloma. She knows you.”

La Rose had made no definite threat: it
was probably that she suspected more than
she knew, but Raynor’s face turned to
that of a devil as he heard the name of the
girl who called herself the Dove. Far from
a dove was Teresa Hernandez. A hawk, too
wild even for Raynor to tame. It was she
who had danced at the canting the night
Rayaor had dragged Walsh away after the
quarrel and the shooting.

“T’ll slit your throat before it cackles too
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much,” he said, his eyes bloodshot, murder-
ous. “And La Paloma’s afterwards.”

She believed him, for all the sunny day
and the onlooking cowboys. It all swam
before her eyes a little.

“You'll swing for it,” she gasped as Ray-
nor made motion toward his belt, the devit
inside of him rejoicing at sight of the fright-
ened woman who stared at him in genuine
horror. Neither of them noticed Walters
strolling toward them. He’d scare her into
line, thought Raynor; flash the knife on
her. He drew it halfway from its sheath at
his belt, then sent it back as La Rose
cowered.

“I'll do better than that,” he said grim-
ly. “I'll send in yore name to the Night
Hawks, my lady. They won't slit that pret-
ty throat of yores, mebbe, but they’ll do
worse than that. You won’t want to call
voreself La Rose after they git through with

ou.”

She blanched under her rouge at the
name of the masked riders of the night.

“Oh, my God!” she moaned as Raynor
grioned at her. .

“Rotten bad form to frighten a lady.
Raynor, what?”

Walters wore no weapon. His hands
dangled low at his sides. There was a
flame in his light biue eyes that held Ray-

nor for a moment before he stepped back,

crouching at the hips, his bruised face cruel,
his hand darting to his gun.

“You damned dude!” he said, and 1.2
Rose shrieked.

T WAS Raynor’s love of making a man
cringe when he had the drop on him
that saved Walters. The Englishman stood
his ground as the foreman’s gun came out
of its holster and he let the muzzle nose
its slow and deadly way upward. On the
cry, Slim, his face clear of lather, his dress-
ing finished, sensing the note of distress,
sprang through the door of the bunkhouse,
Colt in hand, taking in the situation as the
cowboys stirred, the whole action swift as
the turning of a hand.

“Raynor!”

The foreman half turned. He had Wal-
ters covered anyway, and there was an im-
perative accent to the calling of his name
that warned him. He saw the glint of blued
steel in the hand of the new hand. There
were thirty yards between them, but fear
laid a hand on his shoulder and his pulses
slowed. In that instant Walters deftly
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kicked the gun out of his hand. It went
flying over the bars into the corral. The
Englishman offered his arm in courtly
fashion to the girl and she took it, glad of
the support, as he strolled off with her.
Raynor was left with distorted face, con-
vulsed with rage, humiliated, conscious of
the menace of the gun in Slim’s steady
hand, of Slim’s watchful gaze.

Then the weapon was holstered, and
Raynor strode up to Slim, fists clenched.

“Damn you!” he spluttered. “You're
fired. T'll give you yore time. Git yore
hawss an’ fog out of here, pronto. The
dude goes, too.”

Slim laughed quietly. “I wouldn’t think
of leavin’ till yore eye gits well,” he said,
softly. The words braked Raynor’s fury.
“Makes you look so’t of one-sided,” Slim
went on, his head on one side as if he con-
templated whether it would not be a
righteous deed to restore balance by a sec-
ond attack. “Man who hires me fires me,”
he drawled. “Thet’s a rule of mine. I
reckon Walters feels the same way erbout
it.”

“Walters’ll have to wait till Walsh
makes him out a check,” said Raynor. “The
two of you can go together.” It was a lame
way out of it, but better than none. Slim
had worsted him. Walters and La Rose
were walking toward a flower garden. Beile
Walsh stood on the porch surveying them
curiously. She had vaguely heard the
shriek, from the back of the house where
she had been in conference with Wing over
culinary matters.

Raynor wheeled, lunged into a lane be-
tween two corrals. He entered one, retrieved
his gun, saddled and mounted his horse
and rode off toward Caroca, presumably to
meet Walsh and ensure the discharge of
the two hands.

Slim went back into the bunkhouse. He
was still clear of La Rose, content that
Walters had taken her off, though he did
not suppose that the girl would want to
have anything more to do with him. He
had brought matters to a climax that might
lose him his job. That did not worry him
so much as the thought that his useful-
ness might be destroyed in aiding Walsh
and his sister. It all depended upon how
strong a hold the foreman possessed over
his employer. Walsh would be loath to
lose him, he felt certain. And Walters
was a man hard to replace, with his knack
with engines.
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It would be all settled when Walsh got
back from town. It was no use borrowing
trouble, and Slim did not see how else he
could have acted. Therefore he shrugged
his shoulders and, gazing through a side
window, saw a scene that rather staggered
him. Belle Walsh was coming down the
path to the gate. Walters, imperturbable,
was halting to greet her, La Rose hanging
back, uncertain of her reception.

The Englishman had secured the danc-
er’s right name—and that was curious in
itself, for no one else in Caroca knew it.

“Miss Walsh, will you permit me to in-
troduce to you Miss Margaret Baker?”
he said. The words were carefully chosen,
and the emphasis as carefully placed. It
neither offended La Rose nor deceived
Belle Walsh. She looked a little search-
ingly at Walters and then at Margaret
Baker. She took in the rouge, the gown,
the perfume and, since she was far from a
fool, it is probable that she placed the
dance-hall attraction with fair accuracy.
Perhaps she saw more than most people
did. Perhaps it had not been all pretence
when she had told Walsh she wanted to get
out of it all.

And, besides, Walters was a favorite.
Belle relied on his discretion in such mat-
ters. She was not narrow minded.

“I am glad to meet you, Miss Baker,”
she said. “Won’t you and Mr. Walters
come up to the house? It’s pleasant on the
porch.”

A ROSE went up between the flowers
with her eyes moist, to the danger of
their make-up. She was subdued and gen-
tle and the hostess did most of the talking.
She did not ask her guest what she was
doing in Caroca, but she did find out where
she came from, and soon the two were
talking about gardens, with Walters, strok-
ing his chin, between them. It was a cu-
rious conclave.

“I thought something had happened,”’
Belle Walsh said once. “It sounded like
a shriek, and that brought me out. It was
fortunate I did, and saw you.”

“Shriek of laughter, I rather think,”
said Walters. “Raynor was really humor-
ous. Had to be for me to see the joke,
don’t you know!”

When La Rose left her voice shook a
little. “I'm not fixed so’s I can entertain
you,” she said, “but if I see any way of
getting even, I’ll grab it.”
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“She’s just about an angel,” she told
Walters as they latched the gate, while
wondering cowboys whispered and whis-
tled softly.

These demonstrations ceased as the
Englishman came up with the girl on his
arm. They had seen a touch of his qual-
ity. And to cross him meant crossing
Slim Marvin, still inside. Walters, un-
conscious of any hitches, told La Rose that
he wanted her to meet his friend.

“Saved me from sudden death and all
that, when Raynor started trouble,”” he
said, and called Slim’s name aloud, pre-
senting Mim as Mr. Marvin. There was
no enmity now in the eyes or the heart of
La Rose. True hospitality had almost
wrought a miracle.

“I'm glad to know your name,” she =aid
to Slim. “I saw you call the turn on Ray-
nor.”

Slim begged her not to mention it, while
Walters slipped inside and came out buck-
ling a gun belt about his waist.

“I’m going into town with you,” he said
to La Rose.

“How will you get back?”

“The Old Man has the car,” he said.
“He said he’d not likely be coming back
till late. I’ll find him. And you might
run into Raynor.”

She knew he meant Walsh by the ranch
term of Old Man. And she hoped they
would pot meet him on the way. Things
had changed since morning. As for Ray-
nor—the fear of his threat was still upon
her, though she had tried to shake it off.
She knew its possibilities.

“If Rayhor meets us?” she prefaced.
“He’s got it in for you.”

“l know one end of a gun from the
other,” Walters answered laconically, and
the girl felt confidence in his ability to take
care of himself. He had placed himself
in jeopardy for her sake greater than he
would generally risk, she fancied. “I heard
what Raynor was saying to you as I came
up,” Walters went on. “Don’t you bother
too much about that. A lot of that Night
Hawk talk means nothing.”

“You don’t know,” she said.

“Know quite a lot. They've rather shot
their bolt, y’ know. Cattlemen’s Associa-
tion after them and all that sort of thing.
Don’t you worry.”

“I won’t, if you tell me not to.” She
said it simply, without coquetry. “I don’t
know what Joe Walsh will think of me
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having visited his sister. Hell be furi-

ous.”

“Why?"

“I imagine you can guess if you want to
try. I'm not her sort. You know what
I do for a living.”

“Dance your feet off. Look here, Miss
Baker, I’'m glad to say that Miss Walsh is
a friend of mine, I'm a bad egg and she
knows it. I try not to be a cad, but I'm a
long way from being a saint. A sight
further off than you are.”

“You'’re a man.”

“There’s jolly well no difference. Wom-
an gets the worst of it, that’s all. And
I'm mighty glad that vou are a woman,
by Jove, I am! A f{riend of mine is a
friend of Miss Belle’s, or I wouldn’t have
introdured you.”

“You mean you really want to be a
friend of mine?”

“We'll start at that.” She looked at
him with the searching glance of a woman
often deceived, but he met it imperturba-
bly, with a little nod that warmed her.

CHAPTER VIIL

ALSH came back from Caroca,
&/ %/ Walters with him in the car, tri-

umphant. Thanks to Jaynes, he
had been in touch with an empowered
member of Diaz’s staff and laid plans for
a highly satisfactory deal. He was sure
now of selling his excess beef at a goofl
price. The Mexican federal troops were
coming up close to the line at a point al-
most opposite Caroca. A tentative price
and quantity had been discussed. He
could get rid of all his grade stock and
financially shelve his worries,

He was able to throw off his worry about
Raynor to a great extent. The foreman
had found him, demanding the discharge
of Walters and Slim, and Walsh had ef-
fectively denied him.

“No time to talk about such nonsense,
Sled. I’'ve got a big deal on hand. Need
every hand I've got. l.et it blow over. I
want vou to deliver the stock to the res-
ervation. I’ll be busy while you’re gone.
It’ll all be forgotten by the time you get
back.”

Raynor’s eyes narrowed. He’d deliver
the steers and collect the money. Whether
he’d turn it over to Walsh or not, he was
not so sure. He did not like Walsh’s man-
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ner. It was a little too confident. He
seemed to be getting out of hand. But he
said nothing more about firing Slim or
Walters. When he had seen Walsh and
the Englishman leave town he got busy in
quarters that he knew as excellent sources
of information, seeking to find out what
Walsh meant by his big deal. What he
learned caused him to grin complacently
as he began to lay his plans. He, too,
would have to be busy before he started
for the reservation, so busy that he was
willing to leave La Rose alone for the time
being. He would take with him his own
special crowd from the hands at Tres
Pinos. What he had to say to them after
they got away would quite restore his pres-
tige. It was late when he got back to the
ranch. The next day he greeted Slim and
Walters with a surly nod.

Walsh, telling the news to Belle, paid
scant attention at the time to what she
said about her guest. After she had gone
to bed, however, he whistled softly and re-
solved to keep his peace. If Walters were
really taken with La Rose his own little
entanglement was over with. She was not
a bad sort, he told himself. And Walters
knew his own affairs best.

All he had to do was to time things
properly. It would take Raynor all of
ten days to go to the reservation and hack.
Ample time in which to round up, deliver,
and collect spot cash for the Diaz contract,
once that was signed. And he had lee-
way on the reservation delivery. Raynor
would lay no hands on the Mexican pesos.
He began, in his new found confidence, to
almost believe that Raynor had been bluff-
ing him. As scon as he had money in
the bank he meant to start some inquiries
about the man he had killed. With money
he could employ the right people to find out
the exact truth of the affair.

The reservation steers were rounded up,
and Raynor departed. Apparently the
foreman knew nothing of the projected
sale to the Mexican commissary, and Walsh
breathed a sigh of relief.

He summoned Slim to the ranch-house
the night that Raynor left and told him of
the deal.

“I’m making you acting foreman, Slim,”
he said. “Your salary goes up to ninety.
May stay there. You don’t know the
place yet, but Harper does and he’ll tell
you where the stock is ranging. Three
hundred head, including cows, at sixty dol-
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lars straight. War prices. Start rounding
up tomorrow. We’ve a week to deliver. 1
can get some drivers later. We’ll hold
’em in what we call Little Park, inside
the wire. Don’t have to cross the river.
They’ll take ’em over on this side. I'll
go with you, of course.”

Here was a different Walsh from the
man Slim had first met, forceful and sure
of himself. Slim rejoiced, not only for
the sake of his new made friend, but on
his sister’s account.

She met him at supper and her mood
was gracious.

“I’ve got a delayed acknowledgement to
make to you, Mr. Marvin,” she said.

“Oh, call him Slim,” broke in her
brother.

She hesitated, flushed a little, then did
as she was asked, and the sound of his
nickname on her lips was music to its
owner.

“FT’S an apology as well,” she went on.

“I’ve told my brother about what hap-
pened in Owl Canyon. There were rea-
sons for the way I behaved. Some day
Joe will tell you about that, I hope. 1’1l
try and make amends. Joe says you are to
be acting foreman. Youll take your
meals with us, of course, as many as you
can, and come over evenings.

Here was heaven for Slim, striving to
say the right thing and getting tongue-tied.
She laughed at him, and after supper
sang and played for both of them.

Slim found himself very much at ease,
after the singing was done and Walsh busy
at letters and accounts. She got him talk-
ing of hunting and fishing and showed
herself as no novice at either.

He went back to the bunkhouse walking
on air, building castles in the same un-
stable medium. And he was up at dawn,
flinging himself into the work. Raynor
and the Night Hawks were forgotten in
the task at hand.

Followed glorious, crisp mornings with
the steaks broiling and the coffee simmer-
ing, potatoes frying, biscuits in the camp
oven, Walters installed as cook for the
little outfit. Swift riding after the scat-
tered bunches of barren grade cows, cull-
ing the steers, shouting across arroyos as
the stock plunged to escape the roundup,
and the ponies slid down on their tails or
climbed like goats, as keen for the work as
their riders.
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And always, early, Belle Walsh, loping
out from the ranch, doing her share on a
wise old cowpony, almost as good as a
man, staying till sundown, going back to
the ranch again with a cheery wave of
hand that Slim came to think was meant
for him more than the rest.

She was more than making amends. He
felt sure of that sometimes. She found
opportunity to be with him through the
day, and there were glances besides the
hand waving when they parted.

Then Walters served the savory supper,
and afterward told them in his jerky, ef-
fective way, many tales by land and sea,
adventures credited always to someone
else, but which Slim guessed were largely
personal experiences. So to bed, tarp on
the ground, blankets over and boots in
with the owner to save frozen wrinkles in
the moming. Sometimes Walsh stayved
out with them. Two nights of the five he
went home with his sister to be near the
telephone.

By noon of the sixth day the full ship-
ment was assembled in Little Park, a bowl
in the breakdown of the mesa with a spring
in the center and good feed between the
sage and mesquite clumps. They were in-
side wire, but Slim ordered night herd. The
day was sultry, and he did not like the
look of the weather. He remembered the
day of his arrival, the three pines standing
out against the big cloud, the center one
blasted, looking like a great gallows, and
the downpour that followed.

HE stock was to rest quietly till the
next day, set for delivery. Slim was
responsible, and he took no chances.
“Storm may set ’em millin’, if it comes
after nightfall,”” he said. “There’s enough
of ’em to stampede, and I've seen less
break plumb through three strand. Five
wouldn’t hold ’em. And we don’t want to
lose 'em the way other stock’s been lost
off this ranch. We'll split the night herd.”
He was quite sure of the men under him.
They were good hands, content with their
wages and their jobs, and now beyond any
possible influence from Raynor, if they had
ever been susceptible, which he doubted.
He supposed he would have to give up his
authority when Raynor came back, but he
was not sure of that. Walsh had meant
something when he said his foreman’s wage
might be continued.
Storm masses assembled, seemed to dis-
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solve all through the morning, and soon
after noon the weather grew more omin-
ous. Dark, slatey vapors piled up back of
the mesa, the cattle were uneasy at their
grazing, there was no air stirring, and
every move of the men brought sweat from
their skins. There was little to do, but he
held them all for the night watch. Fven
Walters, who rode well enough. Walsh
left before supper, approving Slim’s plans,
leaving them in his charge.

“I’ve got some phoning to do in winding
up the business,” he said. “Report things
in good shape, for one thing, thanks to
you. You won't stay a hand long, Slim,
vou know how to manage.”

Belle Walsh had not come out. The
Mexican commissary colonel, with one or
two companions, were to come out to the
ranch to inspect and pay over the money,
and she had plans to attend to for their en-
tertainment.

“Be sure to be on hand, Slim,” Walsh
said as he left. “Need you to help talk
to ‘'em. I can't do it all, and you know
the lingo.”

“So does Walters. How about him?”

“Sure, Might have known he'd talk
Mexican. Never says much, that hombre,
but he knows a heap. Both of you show
at lunch. Harper can run things out here
till inspection.”

1t did not cool off at nightfall as usual.
There was a mist over half the sky, and
no stars visible. The air seemed heavy,
compressed under the sheer weight of the
black cloud mountains behind the mesa,
over it now, with streaks of lightning flick-
ering through the mass, and now and then
a low rumble nf thunder.

“She’ll be more’n jest a cloudburst,” said
Harper. “When she comes we'll be swim-
min' herd stead of ridin’. Yes, sir, we'll
be duckfooted befo’ momin’. Who goes
on first?"’

“We'll shoot for it,”” said Slim, and the
dice were rolled on a hlanket by the light
of the fire. Walters had got a pile of
wood, enough for the night, an extra tar-
paulin to keep it dry, though Harper
vowed it would float off once the storm
broke.

“] know ’em when they come this time
of year,” he said. “Reg’lar Noah’s Ark
floods. Think they was a lake over you
an’ someone pulled a slide out of the bot-
tom.”

Two men mounted and rode round the
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‘dark mass of the herd. The sound of
their crooning, melancholy songs came to
the others, a word or two of the Cowboy’s
Lament:

“Oh, as I walked down the streets of
Laredo,
As I walked there in Laredo one day!”

Tobacco glowed save where Harper
softly mouthed his harmonica, the fire
burned sluggishly and the clouds impercept-
ibly moved eastward.

“I got a hunch,’ said Harper as he
tucked his harmonica away. “I sure got a
hunch this is a hoodoo night. You heed
me, hombres, there’s goin’ to be trouble
at Tres Pifios befo’ mornin’. I felt this
way befo’. Once was the night I went an’
got married, an’ another time we got
mixed in with some rustlers an’ rode the
leather off'n our saddles fo’ we got clear.
‘Nother time——"’

“Thar’s frogs down in the spring to do
the croakin’,”’ said the man next to him la-
conically. “Go down an’ jine ’em, cow-
boy.”

“Trouble at Tres Piftos!” The phrase
stayed in the front of Slim’s mind. He
had used it himself, and now it came with
a premonition he set down to the weather
and his own nervousness in handling the
cattle through the night.

HE two riders were walking their

horses round and round the herd that
stood unfeeding, snuffing, snorting and oc-
casionally pawing at the ground.

Harper, not to be balked, started a new
subject.

“Fine weather for the Night Hawks,”
he said. “If they got wind we had this
herd here all ready to stampede, they’d
save the storm the trouble. Drive ’em
over the line an’ sell ’em to the greasers.
They’d buy. Price ’ud likely be better
than a regular deal.”

“What would we be doin’?”

“Shootin’ off our li’l guns, one bullet to
every fifty agen us. It’'s a Night Hawk
night, I’'m tellin’ you.”

Slim shifted uneasily. The possibility
was not too remote. He knew the deal
had been kept quiet, but there was no tell-
ing where it might have leaked. None
knew the sources of information of the
Night Hawks. It was said that there was
at least one active member on every outfit.
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“Jolly rum thing happened once down
in the South Seas,” said Walters as he
made his pipe draw to his satisfaction.
“In the New Hebrides, at a place called
Aoba. Called the Traders’ Graveyard, too.
Only there were no graves. The natives
who killed ’em buried ’em in their bellies.
There was a copra planter by the name of
Heywards——"

Silently Slim blessed the Englishman
as the rest craned to listen to the yarn
There was no sense talking about the Night
Hawks. That sort of thing made for bad
shooting if anything should happen.
They would listen to Walters all night
with his talk of pearlers and poachers,
cannibals and wizards, club houses lined
with skulls, and grisly tales of idol drums
beating up for head hunting raids.

A few heavy drops fell, spitting in the
fire, ceased. The gloom seemed to deepen.
A livid tongue of flame that lapped the
forward edge of the cloud showed it far
advanced. When the rain came they would
be in the middle of it. They dragged their
slickers to them and put them on, while
Walters yarned on.

CHAPTER IX.

HREE men came out in a car to

Tres Pinos that night, late, just be-

fore Walsh was ready to go to bed.
Belle had sat up with him, Walsh had been
uneasy at the gathering storm, consulting
the ranch barometer that pave an ominous
reading.

“T think I ought to go out to Little
Park,” he said.

“Why? Slim can do everything, can’t
he?”

“He surely can. Mighty good man.
Too good to be a hand.” '
“I don’t think he will be long.”

“That’s what I told him myself.
him, Sis?”’

He asked the question without special
meaning and stared as he saw a swift hiush
sweep over the girl's neck and face. She
nodded at him, conscious of her telltale
banner of rose.

“By Jings!” he said softly. ‘Like that,
is it? Couldn’t suit me any better, Relle
I'd pick him fo’ a brother-in-law without
hesitatin’. He'll do to take along. But,
dern his hide, he’ll have to stay here at
Tres Pifios. I'll be Jinged I lose you fo'

Like
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housekeeper. Two men won’t be much
more trouble’n one, will they?”

“You're a bit premature, Joe,”’ she an-
swered him more composedly.
“Ain’t spoken yet? He will. T’ve seen

it in his eve. Saw it the night you sang
in here. He’s a bit shy. Best men usually
are that wav.”

“Including yourself?”” Belle parried,
thinking that she had seen the look her
brother spoke of long before. In Owl
Canyon, even when she had snubbed Slim,
for Joe’s sake.

“Me? I’'m cut out fo’ a bachelor. I'm
not shy. I’m too easy. Too liable to be
taken in by some designin’ female who
wouldn’t know a saddle tree from a waffle
iron. Think we better leave it to Slim
tonight.”

“Of course. And you’re tired.”

“I am, Sis. Been under a strain. But
I wouldn’t wonder but what we were out—
of the woods.”

The Raynor matter was taboo between
them by mutual consent. She smiled at
him.

“I’'m sure of it, Joe.
bed?”’

It was then they saw the headlights of
the car outside, halting, shut off; heard
steps on the porch. They looked at each
other in a quick alarm. The dead Mexi-
can, for all their affected cheer, stalked a
constant phantom through the secret places
of their minds.

Joe went to the door and admitted the
visitors. Two were big cattlemen, the
third the sheriff of the county.

“We’re a bit late, Walsh, but it’s im-
portant and we had to go to other places.”
The speaker was a tall, gaunt man with
strong features, iron gray hair, mustache
and goatee of the old-timer. It was Hes-
keth, a close friend of the elder Walsh
while the latter was alive.

Shall we go to

ALSH produced cigars, saw them
seated. Belle, reassured by the talk

of other visits, slipped out to make coffee.
“Won’t keep you long,” said Hesketh.
“It’s about this Night Hawks matter.
They’ve got to be cleaned up. I’'m repre-
senting the Cattlemen’s Association in this.
We came to an agreement at the last meet-
ing. A special one. You weren't there.
We didn’t want to say what it was about
in the notice. Can’t be too careful of a
leak. I trust my hands, but I'm hanged
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if T know or not whether some of them
haven't been mixed up in it. Can’t keep
track of ’em when they say they’re goin’ to
town. I suppose you didn’t think it im-
portant, like the rest we’ve seen tonight.

“We want you in with us. We've voted
ten thousand dollars to be given to the
men who turn in the ringleaders. Under-
stand there are three of ’em. One called
the ‘Chief.” We’ve got the funds and, if
we hadn’t, we’d raise 'em by special as-
sessment.

“You've got that shipment rounded up
you were talking about to me?”’

He did not mention Diaz, but he was in
Walsh’s confidence. He had helped in the
preliminaries. Walsh nodded.

“Holding them in Little Park,” he said.
“Deliver ’em tomorrow.”

“Tidy amount there for you. Got a night
herd? One you can trust?”

UYeS‘U

“We've heard a few things. You're in
with us on this, of course? In your own
interests.”

Walsh hesitated as his sister came in
with the coffee.

“My brother will join,” she said.
were talking it over the other night.”

“Good. Thanks for the cofiee, Miss
Belle. We need it. It’s going to be a
bad night, and we may be busy. We’re
looking for some action tonight, Walsh.
I'd ask you to come along; there’s thirty
of us ready for a start when we get back,
but I recommend you to go over to Little
Park, whether you’re sure of your men
or not. Never can tell when those Night
Hawks’ll swoop. They’ve probably real-
ized their time is getting short. Bound to
have heard what we're up to.”

He leaned forward and shot out his
question. “What do you know about your
man, Raynor? Is he in charge of your
herd at Little Park?”

Little bunches of muscle showed along
the line of Walsh’s jaws as he set them for
what might be coming. He did not look
at his sister.

“Why?” he asked. “Though Raynor
ain’t there. He’s taking a bunch over to
the reservation on the beef contract.”

“Humph! Ever thought he might be
mixed up in the steers run off from you?
You told me it almost looked like inside
work one time.”

Walsh spoke slowly, picking his phrase.
“T’'ve got no evidence that way,” he said.

“We
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“When did he start with the rezervation
bunch?” Walsh told him.

“Figure he ought to be there by this?”

“QOught to be there yesterday at the lat-
est. Delivery’s due tomorrow. They
won’t inspect till then. I didn’t get the
whole contract. They’ll wait till it’s filled
from other ranches. I allowed two days
for red tape. They use it plenty over to
the Agency.”

The three looked at one another and
nodded. The sheriff coughed and spoke
for the first time, jerking his head toward
the third man.

“Pritchard, here, says he saw Raynor in
town last night, or thinks he did.”

“I ain’t certain,” said Pritchard. “I ran
out of gas outside of Padilla’s fonda an’
went in to get some. Padilla’s got a car.
There was a bunch of men in the bar, taik-
ing Mex. Some of 'em went out as I went
in. One of ’em sure looked like Raynor.”

“That’s all,” said Hesketh, rising, bow-
ing to Belle as he finished his coffee.
“We’'ll be going along. Made time in the
sheriff’s car, but I wouldn’t wonder if we
all forked saddles tomght It’s going to
be a wild one.

Gun belts showed on all of them as they
stood wp.

“Take my advice and go out to Little
Park, Walsh,” said Hesketh as they left.
“An' take a good slicker along. You'll need
it.”

Walsh watched the car lunging off
through the night, heard the first patter of
heavy rain.

“You're going, Joe?”

“I think I'd better. Hesketh’s advice is
usually good. There’s something on foot.
If that Night Hawk bunch wants to make
a quick haul before they get stopped, ours
is a tempting proposition. Only five men
with Slim. 1 hate to leave you alone.”

“That’s foolish. There’'s Wing. And
nothing to be afraid of. I'll go to bed.”

HE steers that had heen destined for

the wards of the Nation were herded

in a narrow glen recessed on the mesa top,

two days’ journey from Tres Pifios. Two

men guarded them, though only one was on

watch and he sleepily, cursing his luck at
being left out of the fun.

As the rain began to come down hard

he went over and woke his companion, set-

ting his watch. the only one between them,
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ahead an hour. He had no intention of
getting wet.

“It is not that late,” said the other in
Spanish. “You are a liar, Pedro, and if
the moon was up I'd prove it to you.”

“It's up, but you can’t see it for the
clouds, compadre.”

“Then what in the name of God is the
good of standing watch and getting
drowned when you can’t see the hand be-
fore the eyes. Let the steers watch them-
selves! They can't get out of the gulch
It’s wired.”

“You wouldn’t say that if Raynor was
here.”

“Raynor! He works for us tonight. L.et
us rest. It is an evil night. I heard an
owl after I lay down. The worst of luck.
If things go wrong it will not be with us.
Here are fat cattle. We know the hidden
way through the mesa. We might even
take them to the reservation and get the
money. We could say the storm hindered
us.”

“Luls, you have the brain of the arch-
angel Michael. I will share what is left
in the flask with you. Good mescel. And
then we will rest.”

With the tarpaulins left by their absent
comrades spread over them the pair, rid-
ers in the pay of Tres Pifios, members of
the Night Hawks on picket duty, snored
in unison.

CHAPTER X.

UT from Caroca, clad in ponchos
O of oiled cloth, hiding them from

chin to knee, save as they flapped
in the gallop, like wings, a masked caval-
cade swept through the dark, stormy night,
racing toward Little Park where Slim and
Walters, slickered, but with their gun belts
outside, rode round the restless herd in
their turn at night watch.

It was Slim who first caught sight of
Walsh in a gleam of lightning that showed
up the hides of the restless herd like wet
satin, their tossing horns and restless eyes.

“Thought I'd ride over,” said Walsh,
“Everything O. K.?”

“All's well, so far. We're holdin’ ’em.
It’s sure goin’ to be a wet night. Every-
thing all right to the ranch?”

“Yes'"

“Miss Belle there alone?”

“With Wing. She wanted me to come.”

Slim said nothing. A vagrant wish
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came into his mind that she had not been
left at Tres Pifios without her brother.
But there could be no danger at the ranch.
Somehow he felt there was trouble in the
night.

“We just went on watch,” he said fin-
ally.
“Good. Tl ride with you.”

“There's coffee by the fire, under a
tarp,” said Walters.

“Fine. But I—”

He never finished the speech. Out of
the black night a horde of horsemen
swarmed, a shouting mob that split about
the herd. Guns fired, stabbing the gloom.
Lightning flared and the rain poured down
as men struggled out of blankets and
sought their saddles.

Riderless horses careened, charging the
stampeding cattle. Clang of breaking
wire. Shot after shot. Seven men against
five times as many. Fighting against des-
perate odds as the thunder rolled and
crashed.

HE herd once broken, started toward
the fence where the wire had been al-
ready cut to give passage to the raiders.
Though many of them blundered against
the wire in their frenzy from fire and storm,
the rest poured through the gap toward
which they were driven; while the majority
of the Night Hawks seemed bent on exter-
minating the men in charge of the steers.
Whether they recognized Walsh, identi-
fied him as the owner, was hard to say.
Tremendous bursts of lightning levined
through the clouds or lit up their under
surfaces and all the rain-soaked earth.

So brilliant was this display that it mo-

mentarily illumined all unmasked faces,
bringing them out of the blackness as viv-
idly as a photographer’s flashlight.

Yet all this was so mingled with the
speed and twisting of the horses, upflung
necks, rearing bodies, men bending from
their saddles to fire, or riding close to their
mounts’ manes while they reloaded, that
distinguishing individuals was largely a
question of chance.

Slim and Walters were the closest to-
gether when the rustlers came charging
and shouting through the fence in their
well planned offensive, surrounding the
herd, driving them off, while they wiped
out all witnesses of their crime. That
Raynor was in this Slim did not doubt,
and he guessed that the reservation deliv-
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ery had never been made. The foreman
and his followers had got wind of the sale
to the Mexican federals and, knowing
every inch of the terrain, had watched the
gathering of the herd and waited until the
last moment when they could strike most
efficiently.

As he saw—while lightning glared a
ghastly blue—the T. P. Steers leaping
through the gap where the wire had been
nipped, plunging through breaking strands
that gave before their brutish madness or
piling up against it in a living wave, Slim,
firing at the ponchoed figures whose dis-
guise made it easy to distinguish friend
from foe, sought for the foreman.

Here was a man’s affair. Raynor ar-
rayed against Tres Pifos would be fair
game to Slim’s gun. The hold Slim fan-
cied Raynor held over Walsh could be
wiped out and a good riddance. But all
the raiders were masked with black silk
kerchiefs tied above the bridges of their
noses, hanging down to join the batlike
ponchos. From beneath the short folds,
hands were thrust to hold reins and shoot,
as the robber cavalry systematically went
about their butchery.

Not without their rebuffs. On his right
Slim saw Walters coolly discharging his
gun with deliberate aim, waiting for the
lightning flashes that came in fast succes-
sion. The Englishman would probably
never acquire the cowboy seat, but he rode
like a polo player, weaving through the
men who opposed him and sought to shoot
him down in the wild turmoil of gale-flung
masses of rain.

Slim felt the swift sear of a bullet at his
right side, judged it had grazed his ribs,
felt a warm gush of blood against the
chill of his slicker envelope. His hat was
gone, by bullet or wind, and the rain pelted
at him, obscuring his sight, plastering his
hair down on his forehead. What of the
rest of his guard, of Walsh, he could not
tell. Even Walters was lost in the mad
meélée now, but he saw ponies galloping by
in the glares, their saddles empty, reins
trailing, heavy stirrups clattering, and
could not tell in the brief glimpse to which
side they belonged.

His roan bucked, stung by a bullet, but
it did not falter. A missile thudded into
the wood of his left stirrup and splintered
it, though it did not touch his foot. Now
and then he caught the yells of the raiders.
At first they had been meant to start the
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cattle; now they were calling to each other
to kill.

One loud voice bellowed close to him.

Spurts of flaming powder gas shuttled
through the night, hell fingers pointing the
way death had gone. There came the
shrill neigh of a pony, mortally hit. A
buffet came to Slim, not seemingly severe,
as if someone had flipped the side of his
head at his left ear. Almost instantly
there came a numbnmess that passed away
again, but blood was pouring down his
cheek, to be washed off by the pelting rain.
A lock of his hair, lank with the wet, had
gone. The top of his ear was torn away.
If he got out alive from these odds, these
men intent on murder, balked in their de-
sire only by the fury of the elements and
the night, he would carry a souvenir of it
to his grave. It was a close call. Death
had literally whispered to him and passed
on.

AYNOR he could not find. How
could he expect to? Despair blent
with rage as he saw riders closing in on
him, heard the near hum of the bullets they
sent, while he, in the tense defenceless
moment of reloading, broke his gun. Rid-
ing like an Indian, elbow crooked about
the horn, crouching on one side of his leap-
ing roan, he thrust cartridges into the cylin-
der with fingers that were stiff from the
rain, clumsy, so that he drepped two of the
shells he had taken from his belt and
straightened up again with only four loads
between him and the men who rode to sur-
round him.

The last flash had shown the cattle all
through the wire, displayed little groups
where one or two men fired at half a score,
perhaps broke through the ring with empty
gun, perhaps went down—and not alone—
to the soaking earth. Guns still cracked
oatside his own particular affray, his com-
rades were not yet all killed, though none
of them could long survive.

“Clean ’em up!”

That came from the Night Hawks’
leader with a flash from the side of his
pony’s neck. Came with a blow as the
bullet bored its way through Slim’s left
forearm, numbing it so that he could bare-
ly hold the reins. He dropped them over
his saddle horn and rode with his knees,
swinging the snorting roan straight for
the dark bulk whence shot and voice had
come.
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This was not Raynor, but it was the
voice of the man who had been called the
Chief in the corral shed. .

The other reared his horse with spurs
and curb to shield the shot he expected,
but Slim, wild with the pain of his dis-
abling wound, desperate in the knowledge
that soon he must go plunging out of his
saddle to oblivion, yet cool enough in his
intent and its performance, roweled his own
mount. The roan, knowing this called for
supreme effort, charged the opposing steed
with weight and Dbattle squeal, with drum-
ming hoofs and chiseling teeth.

The horse went down, and a shot came
up from the ground as the leader crashed
and fired upward as he struck dirt. Slim
fired back to a target behind the flash, and
the struggling horse pawed its way up and
went charging off, dragging by one stir-
rup a man who would never pull trigger
again.

One shot more—hit or miss he could not
tell—a swerve in a wild hide-and-seek—
only two cartridges in his gun—one arm
useless—the roan tiring a little, perhaps
from loss of blood—it was very close to
the end. Slim wheeled a littie in his saddie,
he seemed to see the next flash of light-
ning through a veil. Down by the fence
the cattle seemed coming back, leaping——

By the eternal God, these were not cat-
tle but men, riding like the whirlwind,
shouting cries of grim triumph as they
came! No ponchos or masks on these,

“We've got ’em, boys. Yah-yah-yah!”
The hoarse gutturals of excited men who
sight their human quarry after long suf-
fering and resentment, men who rode with-
out thought of quarter or pity, hardened
with the cruelty of justice. )

The lightning was gone, but ray after
ray shot white arrows into the night;
winked out and on again. The cattlemen
had electric torches that they switched on
and off as they rode, their guns barking,
biting, while they picked out their targets.

The eyes of the horses shone like great
jewels as the rays picked them out, and
then shot dazzling into the faces of the
riders. Taken by surprise, then conster-
nation as they knew themselves outmatched
and their leader no longer able to rally or
difect them, the Night Hawks sought safety
in helter-skelter flight. It was every man
for himself, pursued by the avenging posse
of the Cattlemen’s Association, the raid
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broken, a failure, the boasted power of the
Night Hawks snapped.

A lone rider, low in the saddle, raced
past Slim, a dull blot in motion, until the
lightning revealed him, every hair on the
horse slick with rain, the man’s black poncho
like the hide of a broaching porpoise, his
black mask roughly moulding his features,
hat brim low.

N the horse’s flank showed the hip
brand of the Tres Pifios ranch—T. P.

It was hard to be sure of color in that
momentary glimpse of palpitating, fluctu-
ating light, but if the horse were a buck-
skin, it was Raynor’s, the one chosen by him
for his first string pony in preference to
his own. Incidentally it was the fastest
horse on the ranch.

And Slim had seen something else that
gave him fresh strength and energy to top
the tide of relief that had come with the
charging legion of the cattlemen—a wire
scar, half healed, a triangular wound that
was unmistakable. It was Raynor making
toward the ranch.

He remembered that Belle was there
alone—save for Wing. The scene in Owl
Canyon projected itself on the screen of
memory, Belle struggling in Raynor’s grasp.
Slim to the rescue—then, and now.

He felt the roan’s quarter give a little as
he wheeled him about on his hind legs, but
the game and sturdy mustang leaped to the
chase in full stride that seemed again un-
faltering. Raynor was well away, lost in
the darkness, but the roan followed a trail
that his senses found, though Slim’s could
not. Behind them the shots and the shout-
ing died away as they swept round the
shoulder of a hill. The rain was ceasing. or
passing over. The air was suddenly cold
and sweet, and Slim responded to it, alert,
forgetful of his wounds, of his loss of blood;
a champion going to the rescue of the girl
he loved.

He did not believe that Raynor thought
he was being followed any more than he
imagined he had been recognized. One
faint flutter of lightning showed the fore-
man, well ahead, well forward in the sad-
dle, »sing the most of the buckskin’s speed.
He was gaining on the roan.

“Iet out a link, Petey.” Slim bent and
patted the neck that stretched out rigid as
a bar.

Up went the roan’s head, with an impa-
rient movement that seemed to say, “I am
trying.” But it was plain that he was doing
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his best and that it was not equal to the
pace of the buckskin. It was too far to risk
one of Slim’s two precious shots. He knew
now that the bullet had either bruised or
broken one of the bones of his left forearm.
It was no more good to him than a stick.
To reload without halting was impossible.
Hard to accomplish with one hand under
the best conditions. And the buckskin was
drawing away.

Slim’s buoyancy vanished like the gas
from a punctured balloon. Unseen in the
night, his face became gaunt and wan and
old, strained, lined deep, while his imagina-
tion ran riot as to what the fate of Belle
Walsh might be at Rayner’s reckless, re-
lentless hands that night. As best he knew
how, he prayed.

The roan began to falter, to shorten
stride, to go lame in its off hindquarter.
When Slim patted its neck he had felt the
wound, high on the crest, that first had
stung it. But it was plainly hit in the flank
or the quarter. Like himself it had been
losing blood, and it was bearing his burden,
straining every energy, working the great
pump of its heart to the utmost.

“Petey, you got to make it—somehow.
You got to, hawss. God, make him lastl
I can’t do it afoot. That devil of a Sled’ll
get her. God, help us git through—an’
damn him!”

CHAPTER XI

away from the disaster that had en-

gulfed his companions, overtaken
the organization of the rustlers, wrecked
his own plans that he had devised so cun-
ningly and given out to the members of the
Night Hawks.

The men he had taken with him, when
he left the two on watch over the reserva-
tion shipment, were by now either dead,
badly wounded, captured. Dead, their
presence would damn him, alive he knew
they would squeal. His game was up in
Caroca County, but he could still sting,
like a crushed hornet.

He might be able to get away with the
reservation stock—though not by deliver-
ing them to the Agency, for he knew the
Agent there would have all the news before
he could get there. He would have been
warned, and offers of rewards would soon
be made for him. He would have to re-
join the two and drive the cattle through
secret mesa ways to where he could sell

RAYNOR felt that he had got clear
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them. That was risky, but possible. But
his grand coup had failed, and he was an
outlaw.

Walsh! He hoped that Walsh had been
killed, and then hoped that he had not. He
might still milk Walsh from a distance un-
der threat of the penitentiary and the gal-
lows. As for the girl—he had meant to
marry her, to get possession of the T. P.
ranch ultimately. The Night Hawks organi-
zation was only a temporary affair to him,
a money supplier, a source of excitement.
Lelle Walsh he did not crave from any per-
sonal, physical choice. He would like to
master her, but he knew he would soon tire
of her. Girls like La Rose, like La Paloma,
were more in his line.

But Belle Walsh. Here was his immedi-
ate revenge on Walsh, who otherwise might
slip from his clutches if he had come out of
the fight. Raynor had some money at Tres
Pifios, in the mattress of his bunk. He'd
get that; there was a bottle there, as well,
a flask of mescal, strong stuff that would
put courage into a cripple. Quite a little
money, winnings at monte. His share of
raids, his private stealings from Walsh.

Damn Walsh! He'd get even. Damn the
girl who flouted him and told him to stay
away from the house! She was stuck on
Slim Marvin. He was pretty sure he had
put a bullet through Slim Marvin’s head,
but if he had been mistaken and Slim still
fived, why he would be welcome to Belle
Walsh— after Sled was through with her.

She would be in her room, asleep. Wing
didn’t count. Save that the fool Chink left
the back door to the kitchen open of a night,
No need to lock doors at Tres Pifios, they
considered, though he believed that Walh
locked the front door from force of habit
every night. But the back would be open
and he knew the lay of the house down-
stairs, he knew where the girl slept. If
her door was locked—it would not matter.
He would take her by fright and force, let
her scream and scratch as she would—
this time.

He had no idea that he was followed.
He might not have much time for what he
planned, but he would have enough. The
fight was still going on. The cattle would
have to be rounded up again, there would
be long flight and pursuit. Walsh would
wait to know his cattle were safe before
he came back—if he was able to.

He reached the ranch headquarters,
pulled up in front of the bunkhouse and
got down from the half-blown buckskin.
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He did not turn on the light, but crept to
his own bunk and found his cache, paper
money in a compact package, the flask of
mescal, from which he took long gulps,
gasping, as the fiery stuff stung tongue and
palate and throat while its fumes mounted
to his brain.

Outside again, he listened, fancying he
heard hoofbeats, deciding it was only the
drip and splash of rain from roofs and gut-
ters.

The back door was open, as he ez-
pected. He crossed the kitchen, feeling his
way, striking some object against a pan of
rising biscuit, stumbling over a chair. A
door opened, a voice that squeaked a little
called out.

“Who that? That you, Misteh Walsh?"
Raynor tore off his mask.

“It's me, Wing. Raynor. Got a message
for Miss Walsh from her brother. Just
rode in from Little Park. It’s important.”

The Chinanran was plainly suspicious,
He sniffed as if he smelled the fiery mescal
on Raynor’s breath, !

“Missy Belle, she in bed, asleep,” he
said. “Whasse mally you no give message
in mo’ning?”

“She won’t stay in bed when she hears
it,” said Raynor. “You give it to her,
Wing. Come here and Tll tell it to you.
Don't want to shout it all over the house.”

A little less doubtful, Wing switched on
the light in his room, then in his spotless
kitchen, entering in padded slippers to
where Raynor sat on the table, swinging
one leg, trying to appear nonchalant though
he was chafing with the delay.

“Gimme a drink of water, Wing,” he
said casually.

E caught the extended left arm at the
wrist and pulled Wing to him. His
gun barrel fell on Wing’s head and the
Chinaman crumpled up and fell like a wet
rag, unconscious and bleeding. Raynor
picked him up easily in his arms, flung him
on his own bed, bound him and gagged
him with strips of cloth he found in the
kitchen. He turned out the light in Wing’s
room, locked the door, taking the key from
the inside and keeping it. He picked up
the heavy glass that had not broken when
Wing dropped it, and poured into it half
of what was left in the flask, swallowing
it. Then he hesitated, and finally emptied
the pint container.
Last of all, he turned out the kitchen
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switch and stole through the pantry into
the big living-room. The stairs were to his
right.

Raynor listened at the foot of the stairs,
hearing nothing but the ticking of a clock,
water dripping in the kitchen.

With the face of a grinning fiend he
commenced to climb, a dim bulk that lost
itself as he progressed, little creaks of the
treads proclaiming his slow and cautious
progress. At the head of the stairway he
paused again, turned to the landing’s right
and tried the handle of a door. It moved,
but it would not open.

Bolt or lock held him. With an oath he
stepped back. There was a little stir inside
the room, the girl’s voice calling.

“Who's there?”

Raynor made no answer. He took a
backward step or two and flung himself at
the panels, shoulder first. They gave a hol-
low sound, but they resisted. Cursing, he
launched a kick with all his drunken might.
Something gave, or started to give, and,
with two more kicks, the lock catch tore
out its screws through the splintering
wood. As he came through the doorway
with his leering face the room was suddenly
bright with light. Belle Walsh had touched
a button by the bed where she sat up from
the pillows, her eyes shining bravely, a
gun leveled in her hand at the intruder.

“Put up your hands, Raynor, or I'll
shoot,” she said, and, as he lurched for-
ward, pulled the trigger.

The shot went wild. Raynor had moved
too swiftly, snatching a cushion from a
chair and jerking it in the same motion
fairly for the bed. While she flung it aside
he reached her, wrested away her weapon.

“Yah, you an’ yore popgun!” he jeered.
The girl drew the quilt about her, her eyes
widening as she began to realize she was
at bay against this beast.

There was a slight scuffling sound on the
stairs. It ceased. Raynor turned slowly,
wondering whether Wing could have man-
aged to get free, a little stupid, his brain
sluggish from the quantity of strong alco-
hol he had taken so rapidly into his sys-
tem. Behind him, the girl cowered, hope
lighting her face that swiftly dulled again
as she saw Slim, his hair lank about his
forehead, one side of his head bloody, blood
dripping to the floor from the useless arm,
reel against the doorframe. His eyes were
set, his face racked with pain and ex-
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haustion, as he strove to summon the re-
serve he had already drained heavily.

Raynor laughed.

“Here’s where the best man wins, Slim.
An’ where you lose, damn yore soul!”

He fired, deliberately, just as a blaze
was beginning to come into Slim's tired
eyes. Belle screamed and Raynor fired
again at the figure slumping to the floor.
The wounded arm was put out as uncertain
prop to the failing knees. Slim’s face grow-
ing gray as the blood drained away behind
the tan. Lips, opening a little, shut again
as the jaws clamped and from the floor,
streaking upward, there came a spurt of
fire—another. The emptied revolver clat-
tered, sliding along the floor, stopped by
a rug where Raynor clutched the fringe
convulsively as he strove to rise—and could
not.

Slim propped himself by the door frame.
His voice sounded hollow as the voice of a
ghost.

“Got—here—in—time. Reckon—I—jus’
made it—honey,”

CHAPTER XII

now, and he was no langer by the

door where he had slumped when Ray-
nor’s shot got him in the shoulder. The
second had missed as he had fallen. Or
maybe he had got Raynor first. Anyway
he had got him.

Same room, but he was in bed. In——7?

Someone came over from the window
and stood beside him.

“Good man, what? Got your eyes open,
have you? Got to keep quiet. Doctor’s
orders.”

Slim opened a mouth that seemed
somehow rusty at the hinges, moved a
strangely feeble tongue and spoke in a
foolishly weak voice.

“Raynor?”

“You're not to ask too many questions,
old chap, but Ill tell you what you’ve got
to know.”

“You better, or I'll run a high fever.”

“I’m not your only nurse, old chap. I’m
just relief. Mealtimes you’ve got a better
one than I am and she’s a regular tyrant.
What? Be on duty in a few minutes.

“Raynor? You nearly put his light out,

SLIM blinked at the room. Daylight
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but he wasn't quite dead when the crowd
got here. One chap they said was the
leader was shot through the brain.”

“I shot him. They called him Chief. He
was a chap named Kirk. Won my money
down at the Cactus. I recognized his voice.
Couldn't see his face.”

“It was Kirk all right. And that ties
you up with another chunk of the reward.
Seems I bagged the third man they were
after as the jolly old ringleaders. He was
dead, too. The chaps were a bit excited.
Three of our chaps got hurt besides four
or five of theirs. So they took Raynor
while there was some life left in him, and
hung him up to the middle one of the three
pines.

“None of ours killed. Harper’s the
worst off, and they say he’ll pull through.
You remember Miss Baker? Used to dance
a bit at the Cactus? She is out here helping
to nurse the boys over in the bunkhouse.
By the way, she and I are going to get
married next month. Congratulations in
order and all that sort of rot. Thanks, old
chap. Don’t tire yourself by talking. You
can talk to your other nurse in about three
minutes, all she’ll jolly well let you.

“You see the reward was worded ten
thousand dollars for the apprehension of
the three main johnnies or for such infor-
mation as shall cause them to be appre-
hended. Something like that. That makes
three thousand, three hundred and thirty-
three dollars and thirty-three and one-third
cents for me, and six thousand, six hundred
and sixty-six——"

Slim interrupted him. “Nothing of the
kind. Halves or nothing. Our agreement
was to split.”

The Englishman nodded.

“Correct. Mighty sporting of you, just
the same. We got all the cattle. Turned
’em over next day. Some of them were a
bit cut up, but they were all for commis-
sary, and the troops didn’t seem to care.
Walsh got the money. Everything is happy
and the old goose honks aloft, you know.
Wing got a crack on the jolly old bean.
That’s healed up days ago, though he in-
sists on wearing a bandage round the co-
coanut. Badge of honor—what?”

“Hold on. Days ago? What’s the idea?”

“Nothing but the natural flight of time.
It will wing, old chap. You've been in bed
for ten days. Doped up a bit most of the
time to give the patches a chance to graft
in,” He looked at his wrist watch. “Sorry,
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but my time’s up. She’s always punctual.
You’re a lucky dog, Slimi, but you deserve
1 [

There were light footsteps outside and
Wailters placed a finger to his lips.

“Mum’s the word, old chap. I haven't
told you a thing. Let her do it all over
again.” He nodded again and winked, slip-
ping out of the door as a girl in crisp,
white linen came in. She was not a nurse,
because she wore no cap and because she
broke all regulations by giving a glad cry
as she saw Slim’s eyes open.

“Slim!”

The kiss, which was mutual, was quite
spontaneous. So were those that followed.

“I can’t put my arms round you, honey,”
Slim finally said. “Seems neither of ’em
work real well.” A statement that was
corroborated by two fast healing perfor-
ations, one in the left forearm and another
through the right shoulder, enough to have
spoiled any man’s shooting, but a lover’s.

Belle Walsh responded as he wanted her
to, though she protested it was against the
doctor’s orders for him to be excited.

“Excited, honey? If you jest knew how
rested I was. Specially about money.”

“Money?” She thought he was getting
delirious, but his eyes laughed at her.

“I’ve got nigh five thousan’ dollars com-
in’ to me, honey. Enough to buy into a
ranch, mebbe, or start one of our own.”

“It wouldn’t have made any difference,
dear,” she told him. “Not to me.”

Slim sighed happily.

“It sure would have to me. Now I'm
goin’ to hurry up an’ get well. Walters tells
me he’s goin’ to get married nex’ month.
I don’t see why I should be left out in the
cold like that, jest because I happen to be
sick fo’ a spell.”

“You are not to talk about anything ex-
citing. If you do, Ill leave you.”

“That’ll excite me mo’.”

“T've got something that will put you to
sleep, sir.”

“You wouldn’t try to make me take it.”

“Would you refuse me anything?”

Such talk is silly to those not taking
place in it, but it was eminently satisfying
to both these two.

HE shadow had passed from Tres
Pifios. La Rose—Miss Baker now,
until she became Mrs. Walters—had got
some hints from La Paloma that Raynor
had deceived Walsh into thinking he was
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a murderer, but she declared that she
hated all gringos and would not testify to
anything definite. It was Wing who came
to the rescue when Belle questioned him.

“Allee light. I talk now. Night Hawk all
gone. Layno’, him dead. Chinaboy not
aflaid now. I speakee. lLayno’ all same
make fool of boss. One time boss get too
much dlunk, go along with Layno’ one
place. Catchee mo’ dlink. This time no
good. All same dlug. Sabe?

“Then boss get in low. Layno’ he take
boss out—too much dlink, too much dlug.
No sabe what happen. Layno’ tell him he
kill man.

“Man not kill. All same bad man sheliff
he likee catch. Boss pay money. Layno’
he give some this man. He go Mexico. Boss3
he think all time he kill him.”
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“How do you know this, Wing? Can
you prove it?”

“Suah. Can do. Catchee witness. L’
Mexican gal. This gal, her auntie, she be-
long along this place all happen. Gal she
that place along that time, too. Bimeby my
cousin he mally that gal. Velly foolish but
he in love. Then evellybody damn fool
Waltehs, he damfool—"” He checked him-
self.

“Slim, I don’t think him damfool. Mis-
sy Belle, suppose he fall in love along of
you. He allee same fine man, lide like heli,
fight like hell. I think he makee love same¢
way'”

Which recommendation may or may not
have had something to do with the finale
of this story. Which ends—even as it does
in the movies—in a clinch.

TheSecond Avenue Kid

. OF GANGDOM IN
y TR THE WEST.

RN TIUE GRBGh——

“YOU—wlpod blood off my hand,” the girl
said suddenly. “I would have been arrested
if that had been seen. I'm—grateful to you for
wiping it off and trying to keep me from
knowing about it. But—you'd better go away,
1 think. Nobody has aslkied you any questions,
yet. But they’ll think about your Lelng shot,
and that you were the first one to pass be-
tween the cars after the—man that was killed.
They are going to suspect you, they are going
to arrest you—"

‘But nothin’ worse than that,” said the Kid.
His eyes were suddenly mocking. “Lady,

o
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winced
and
gobhed as
bullets
struck
him.

by WILL F. JENKINS

y'tippin’ me to leave town. I'm teilin’ you.
Before I leave town there’'s goin’ to be trouble
poppin’. I'm advisin’ you, earnest, to stay in-
doors as much as y' can for th' nex’ few days.
Especial, I'm advisin’ you not to go near the
bank—any time. As for that fly cop, instead
of his gettin' me in trouble—"

The girl looked at him steadily, though her
face was growing a trifle pale.

“What?”

“I'm arrangin’,” saild the Kid grimly, “so
he's headin’ for th’ Pearly Gates at sixty miles
an hour! An’' I'm goin’ to arrange it thorough!"

AND THE KID MADE ALL THE NECESSARY ARRANGEMENTS!

Don’t miss this swell yarn in the April issue of

DOUBLE ACTION GANG

NOW ON SALE!




MEXICAN
GOLD

by RUSSELL HAYS

A Badman Guesses Wrong and Gets
a Bellyful of Lead for His Reward

ral fence to enter the livery stable by

one of the small side doors back of
the stalls. He stole into an empty stall and
peering through a crack in the partition
could see the yellow glow of the lantern
hanging over the barn’s high front door.

He stood listening, his angular face as
lacking in expression as a mask. His thin
tawny eyes fixedly staring.

The two Mexicans who had paid for their
meal at the Bonito with a twenty-peso gold
piece, were sitting their horses in the shad-
ows at the rear of the wide driveway while
they talked softly with diminutive, spider-
eyed Jacinto, hostler and half owner of the
feed barn. Delaney could only catch a
word now and then. The two riders were
telling Jacinto what to do and when to do
it, no doubt about that. Delaney eyed their
horses with a covetous tightening of his lips.

“No brand on ’em,” he was thinking.
“Racetrack stuff the rebels glommed over
at Agua Caliente. Damn fools to be bring-
in’ ’em this side the border.”

Damn fools, too, to be flashing twenty
pesos gold in the Bonito! Yet they weren’t
soft spots, either. Delaney had a feeling he
had seen the blue-eyed one somewhere be-
fore. There weren’t a whole lot of Mexi-
cans with eyes like that. His outfit looked
a great deal like a rurale’s. Delaney won-
dered if he might be an officer in the rebel
army which -the Federals were slowly but
doggedly shoving back toward the border.

It bothered him, this sense of recognition
coupled with his inability to place the man.
It might change his plans. He had already
decided to follow the two, to come up with
them somewhere out in the desert; and, if
conditions were right, to relieve them of
the dinero he felt certain that they were
carrying.

As he continued to peer through a slit in

DELANEY had climbed over the cor-

the manger, he saw the blue-eyed Mexican
reach down to Slap Jacinto affectionately
on the shoulder; saw the man’s white teeth
flash in a careless smile, and Jacinto’s flash
in turn. There was a soft clink of coine
passing into the hostler’s scrawny hand.

“And if any should ask which way we
have gone,” said he of the blue eyes, in
Spanish, “Why, of course, Jacinto, you will
tell them.” He chuckled at his jest.

“Certainly,” said the hostler,and chuckled
also. He sorted the coins into the pockets
of his loosely hanging vest. “Hasta la
vista!”

“Adios.”

The hooves of the racers thudded on loose
boards as the two reined around to ride out
the door at the rear of the stable. Jacinto
closed it after them, and stood for a mo-
ment by the open window, staring out into
the high-domed desert night.

Delaney crouched down behind a manger
as the little hostler moved back toward the
front of the barn. He could hear the Mexi-
can whistling a dance tune softly as he
passed him. Jacinto seated himself on a box
just outside the wide front entrance and
rolled a cigarette. For several minutes. De-
laney stood watching him, cat-eyed, musing.

The American thrust his lean hands deep
into his empty pockets. He nodded his head
grimly and stole toward the door of the
stable.

Jacinto looked up from pleasant contem-
plations to see the gaunt gringo stranger
come silently around the corner of the grain
bin. The hostler was startled.

“Como esta?” he hissed,

“It’s just me,”grunted Delaney. “Where’s
my horse?” y

Jacinto was reassured by his manner. He
had been rimmed out of his feed bill by
deadbeat Americanos before. And this one
must be a deadbeat also, else why would
he be eating frijoles and tortillas at the
Bonito at twenty cents a plate?

“To-night you pay up, si?” Jacinto ques-
tioned. “Four days, six dollars you owe
now.”

“Sure, I'll pay,” said Delaney off-handed-
ly. He thrust his fingers into his empty
watch pocket. “Go ahead—get me that
roan of mine.”

The Mexican, half convinced that Dela-
ney had the money, lighted a lantern and
led the way over to a north stall. Delaney
patted the outstretched muzzle of the long-
legged none too well fleshed horse which
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Jacinto brought out to saddle. Delaney
tested the cinches. He stepped around be-
side the Mexican and jammed the muzzle
of his gun into the man’s middle.

“Kecep them hands where I can see ’em!”
ke hissed.

He reached over and lifted the short, tip
heavy knife that was sheathed beneath Ja-
cinto’s left armpit. Slipping the blade inside
the latter’s waistband, he slashed through
the belt and top of the hostler’s Levi’s so
that they came tumbling down about his
hony shanks. Jacinto’s spider eyes grew
murderous.

“Santa Maria—you pay for this,” he
breathed.

Delaney placed the edge of the knife
against the hostler’s throat. “Where was
them two amigos of your'n headin’ when
they left here a minute ago?” he asked
tonelessly.

“Amigos mios—no!” said Jacinto, and
shook his head energetically. He thought a
while, then added glibly: “I hear them say,
though, that they ride south across the bor-
der.”

“Yeah?” whispered Delaney. His tawny
eyes stared dully at the Mexican's face.
“You mean they’re goin' north by Morelos
basin, don’t you?” The sudden terror that
flashed across the other’s face told him that
he had guessed right. “What I wanta know
is the name of that blue-eyed hombre, an’
where he’s headin’ with all that dinero?”

Jacinto gave a choked cry. He clawed
wildly at the hand pressing the knife against
his throat. There was a brief struggle. The
lantern gleamed evilly on polished steel.
The hostler cried out shrilly once; a cry like
that of a rabbit that feels the snap of pur-
suing fangs. Then he slumped down against
the wall, his own knife buried to its hilt in
bis skinny shoulders.

“Huh—I never figured he’d go at me like
that,” muttered Delaney.

He knelt down and went through the hos-
tler’s vest. The pockets yielded an even
dozen of twenty peso pieces. There was
nothing else of value on the body, not even
smaller change. Delaney placed the money
tn the buckskin belt inside his shirt. He led
the roan out the back door of the stable. He
swung into the saddle and sat for a moment
considering. No one had come to investi-
gate the hostler’s cry.

“There ain’t no sense in a man ridin’ on
an empty stomach,” he told himself.
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He made his way by a circuitous route to
the rear of the Rancher’s Cafe. Tying the
roan in the shadows of a mesquite clump,
he filled his waterbag from the tank at the
rear of the restaurant, hung it on the saddle
horn, then circled to enter the building by
the front door. Not until he had seated
himself at the greasy counter did he dis-
cover that he was being covertly watched
by a stocky, red faced man, who with two
companions, was seated in one of the nar-
row booths huilt against the east wall.

Delaney swung around on his stool.
“Hullo—Gombel,” he greeted woodenly.

“How's tricks, Delaney?” answered the
other. As he raised his arm to shovel his
spacious mouth full of food, the man at the
counter could see the gleam of the U. S.
Marshal’s badge on his shirt.

“They could be worse,” Delaney admit-
ted.

He turned back to carve on the steak the
waitress had placed in front of him. Some-
how, it had lost its flavor. Delaney was
almost regretting that he had not ridden off
on an empty stomach. Not that Gombel
had anything on him. All Gombel had were
suspicions. He’d had them for several years
now, but that was all the good they had
done him.

Yet some day, Delaney knew, if he con-
tinued to work along the border, Gombel
would pin an airtight case on him. He
wasn’t a fool, and he wasn’t trying to fool
himself. It was just the law of averages.

Gombel showing up here at Los Her-
manos at such a time drove the realization
home. Delaney gulped down his food.
Even though they couldn’t prove he had
done in the greaser, he was reflecting, the
Law would soon be wanting to question
him. They would know that he had had his
horse stabled there. He was thinking that
he would keep on riding until he had put a
couple of states behind him.

He got up hurriedly, stopping at the cash
register to settle for his meal and to buy
half a dozen sandwiches to take with him.
He tendered one of the gold pieces. The old
desert rat who ran the Rancher’s examined
it critically.

“You got no American money?” he
complained.

“No, I ain’t,” said Delaney. He wished
that the old man had not protested so
loudly. Looking into the narrow mirror
back of the counter he could see that Gom-
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bel and his two deputies were staring over -

at him with sudden renewed interest.
“Damn it all—what are they doin’ here in
Los Hermanos, anyhow?” he asked himself.

The old man finally gave him his change.
He stalked out. Delaney stowed the sand-
wiches away in a saddle pocket. He stepped
into the saddle and roce boldly off up the
main street. Los Hermanos slumbered on
into the night,.

A few miles out of town the road forked.
One branch ran south to old XT ranch.
The other branch turned north across the
desolate, wind swept floor of Morelos basin.
Delaney followed the latter. The moon had
risen since he had left town. It leered down
malevolently, a huge, golden, misshapen
globule.

Delaney twisted in his saddle to look
back at the town. The lights had dwindled
to small twinkling dots. He stared harder
into the vague moon silhouetted outlines of
the night. Someone was riding along the
road behind him. He could barely make out
deeper, slowly moving blots of black.

“It couldn’t be nothing else,” he mut-
tered. “Dammit, I wonder if Gombel could
be trailin’ me?” His lips pushed out sul-
lenly.

Herode on. There was little else he could
do. He kept looking back. At times the rid-
ers behind him seemed to have disappeared.
He was beginning to hope that they had
turned south toward the XT, when he
picked them up again. He urged the roan
to a faster pace.

Common sense told him that Gombel, or
no one else, could have pinned the knifing
on him this soon. Reason said that it was
unlikely that the Mexican’s body had even
yet been discovered. Yet at the same time,
some sixth sense was telling him that it was
himself rather than coincidence that had set
the riders on the road across the basin.

The hours sped by.

The basin walls spread farther and far-
ther apart. The road grew more rutted and
sandy. Giant cactus towered over the waste-
land, and in the gullies smoke trees reared
their spiny limbs in ghostly banks of grey.

The hooves of the roan pounded along
rhythmically. Delaney wondered how far
ahead the two Mexicans on the racers might
be. Far enough, perhaps, that if they sus-
pected he were following them, he would
never come up with them.

In his own mind, he had long since ac-
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counted for the supply of Mexican gold
which they were obviously carrying. It was
the racers which had decided him. He had
read of the Agua Caliente racing stables
being cleaned out to supply mounts for the
officers of the rebel army. The rebellion
hadn’t been going over so well of late. The
Federal army had been winning its battles
with discouraging consistency. It was con-
sequently high time for the leaders of the
cause of freedom to be thinking of that not
so distant day when they would again be
seeking the welcoming haven of los Estados
Unidos.

Hence, what was more logical than that
they should send a goodly portion of their
loot north to be hanked? What had partic-
ularly appealed to Delaney, however, was
that the American authorities would have
no knowledge of what was taking place.
And, further, that the rebel officers having
lost their loot, would hardly feel like report-
ing their loss to custodians of law and order
on this side of the line.

The moon rose higher and higher. Look-
ing back, Delaney could see no sign of the
riders who had been behind him. Nor look-
ing ahead, could he see any sign of those
who had gone before him. But he was cer-
tain that this was the route they had taken
for he could clearly make out the hoofprints
of the racers.

The basin was pinching in again. Guay-
mas springs would be a few miles ahead.
Dawn was breaking shell pink beneath the
cloudless blue of the sky when Delaney
rode down into the tiny amphitheater that
held the springs. At one time there had
been an adobe ranch house there. Now all
that remained were a few crumbling walls
shadowed by leaning, bushy topped cot-
tonwoods.

A nearly colorless streamer of smoke spi-
raled up from a camp fire below the springs.
Two horses with the sleek lines of thorough-
breds were staked out to graze on the
parched grass. Delaney rode boldly over to
the fire. The two Mexicans squatted beside
it looked up at him curiously.

“Buenos dias,” said he of the blue eyes.
His lips were smiling. His eyes were cold
and unblinking.

“Howdy,” said Delaney. He glanced up
at the lightening sky. “Looks like it’s goin’
to be another hot day.”

The blue-eyed man nodded in agreement
as he pushed a makeshift coffee pot to one
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side of the fire. Delaney could see that his
companion was studying the roan, was prob-
ably recognizing it as one of the horses he
had seen stabled in the livery barn back at
Los Hermanos. That wasn’t so good. He
rode on over to the small pool of the springs.
The roan thrust its muzzle thirstily into the
sool’s crystal mirror.

Delaney leosened his cinches and staked
the pony out where it could scavenger a few
nibbles of bunch grass. Munching a sand-
wich, he strolled back to the fire,

“Didn’t T see you fellows down at Los
Hermanos last evenin’?” he questioned
casually.

The two by the fire exchanged glances.
it was plain to Delaney that he of the blue
eyes was the leader. The other, full cheeked
and brooding eyed, was taking orders.

“You saw us there?” the first man coun-
tered.

“Yeh; wasn’t you eatin’ in at the Bo-
nito?” said Delaney.

He looked down at the pearl handled
guns strapped about the*man’s flat hips.
With eerie suddenness it came to him where
he had seen the Mexican’s likeness. It had
been beneath the word “Wanted.” The man
was better looking than his picture. The
man who looked up at him from over the
coffee pot was none other than el Halcon,
bandit chieftain, rustler, and killer wanted
on both sides of the border!

“Si, we ate our dinner there yesterday,”
said el Halcon. Tiny metallic glints of
mockery played in his pale eyes.

Delaney wet his lips with the tip of his
tongue. He had a queer feeling that the
Mexicans knew he had followed them and
why. It came to him that, if this were the
case, there was little likelihood of his ever
getting the drop on them. Little likelihood
of his ever getting the drop on el Halcon,
anyhow. And if he did, what then?

Delaney’s gaze shifted restiessly about
the small lava walled pocket. He noted that
the saddles had been left on the horses graz-
ing over in the old corral. Whatever loot
el Halcon was carrying would likely be in
the saddle bags. The American’s mind con-
jured up a picture of leather sacks filled
with twenty peso pieces. He would need a
stake like that if he were going to quit the
country. He couldn’t turn back now. Not
after he had come this far.

He squatted uninvited beside the fire.
The plump faced bandido held out the cof-
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fee can. Delaney shook his head, He was
thinking how neatly a man could be shot
while his head was tipped back drinking.

“Don’t care for none right now,” he said.

El Halcon raised his blond brows in po-
lite inquiry.

Delaney scowled. “This country seems
to be gettin’ right thickly populated,” he
stated.

“What you mean?” asked El Halcon
quickly.

Delaney shrugged. “ ’Tain’t often I run
across’t anybody campin’ here. And ’sides
you, they was somebody ridin’ this way
along the trail back of me last night.”

The Mexicans got his meaning. El Hal-
con smiled. “Looking for you, amigo?”

“Or—for you?” asked Delaney.

They sat silently, staring bleakly at one
another, endeavoring to read each other’s
thoughts. The sun crept up to the crest of
the Botellas and peered curiously out across
the basin. El Halcon came suddenly to his
feet.

“I think, Diego, it would be well if you
were to ride up to the ridge to see what
you might see,” he said in Spanish,

((Si.))

The somber-faced man gulped down the
last of the coffee. He hurried over to catch
one of the racers, and rode back along the
trail by which Delaney had entered the
pocket.

El Halcon gazed thoughtfully after him.
Delaney looked down at his fingers and
saw that they were trembling. His hand
swept casually back toward the butt of his
gun. With a gliding motion like that of an
untwisting rope, the bandido turned back
to face him. El Halcon’s sinewy fingers
clutched the pear! handle of one of his guns.
The silver plated barrel pointed at Dela-
ney’s stomach.

“You know who I am?” he questioned
softly. His pale eyes clashed with the
Americano’s tawny, squinting ones,

“Hell no,” grunted Delaney.

The Mexican smiled, a slow mocking
smile. “No?” He shook his head. “You
didn’t follow us?”

“Followed you, nothin’,” growled Dela-
ney. “You an’ me’s got nothin’ to scrap
about. I had to leave Los Hermanos in a
hurry. They was some U. S. marshals come
to town. I know this country in north of
here.”

Ll Halcon spun his revolver on the trig-
ger guard, gripped the butt again with a
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jabbing motion. He scowled. “It might be
—that you tell the truth,” he said half to
himself. He stepped around behind Delaney
and lifted the latter’s gun to drop it in his
own holster. His predatory instincts assert-
ed themselves. His searching fingers found
the money belt strapped inside Delaney’s
shirt.

“Give it to me.”

Delaney’s brows knitted. He hesitated.
Finally, he unbuckled the belt and held it
out. He turned to watch the Mexican as
the latter dumped the gold pieces out into
the palm of his hand. El Halcon’s pale eyes
grew very small. “So you have seen my
friend, Jacinto?” he questioned. “No?” He
commenced counting the coins.

Delaney had a tremulous feeling in the
pit of his stomach. His body was taut as
finely stretched steel. A fine sweat had
come out on his chest. He wondered how
long El Halcon would play with him. His
mind seemed grown apart from his body.
He saw the Mexican drop one of the coins,
reach instinctively to pick it up. He saw his
hand reach out and grab the plated barrel
of the revolver.

They fought like madmen. El Halcon
had out a knife toward the last. He
slashed Delaney’s neck and shoulders.
Their breath was in each other’s faces. De-
laney brought a knee up into the Mexican’s
groin. His groping fingers closed on an
oblong boulder. He struck with frenzied
strength. El Halcon’s voice trailed off
abruptly in the midst of a hissing Spanish
oath. His skull was battered in.

Delaney sprawled out face down and lay
there panting. He felt weak and shaken.
Presently, he got up and stared about him
with glittering yellow eyes. He slipped his
gun back into its holster. The Mexican’s
belt yielded a thousand dollars Mex, more
or less, which went to join that which was
again in his own money belt. As an after-
thought, Delaney took the jewel encrusted
crucifix from about the dead man's neck.
He held it up between him and the rising
sun, studying its gleaming facets, his ex-
pression enigmatic.

Smirking, he dropped it in a pocket of
his vest. His wounds were superficial
There was one on his shoulder that needed
sewing together. He fashioned a crude
bandage for it.

When El Halcon’s companion came rid-
ing back down to the springs, El Halcon
appeared to be sitting with his back lean-
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ing comfortably against the bole of an
ancient cottonwood. Delaney, too, was seat-
ed; his body partially hidden by a remnant
of adobe wall. He waited until the one
called Diego had come close enough to be
staring with sudden alarm at the blood-
stains on the dead man’s clothing. Then he
shot three times in rapid succession.

Plump-faced Diego slumped from his sad-
dle. The racer spun around to race back
trail in a sudden burst of speed; only to
circle back to where the other thorobred
was staked out in the old corral. Delaney
got on his roan and rounded up the two of
them. He didn’t take time to count the
money in the saddlebags. There were near-
ly twenty pounds of it. He placed the two
canvas sacks in his own saddle pockets.
Then he took the saddles and bridles off
the racers.

“I hate like hell to leave you,” he mut-
tered. “Takin’ you along, though, would
be a dead give away.”

He took one of El Halcon’s water bags,
refilled his own, and with them swishing
musically from either side the pommel, rode
away. The sun seemed to have leaped up
into the stagnant sky. Already it beat down
fiercely. He rode south from the cotton-
woods for a short ways, then reined left in
a wide circle.

This course brought him eventually along
a route paralleling the trail that ran north
from the springs. The going became rough-
er and rougher. The trail climbed steadily.

A few miles farther and he would have
climbed to Guaymas pass at the head of it.
There at the summit, the trail forked.
From there, a man might turn any which
way. With water for a dry camp there were
within a range of a few miles a number of
secluded pockets where one could safely
rest as well as find feed for his mount.

Delaney patted the roan’s mane encour-
agingly. “It ain’t much farther. We'll be
in the shade ’fore that sun gets up high
enough to bake us on these rocks.”

His wounds had nearly quit bleeding.
Looking back over the basin, he wondered
what had become of the riders he felt cer-
tain had been dogging his trail the night
before. Not that he cared greatly any long-
er. Another mile and he would be through
the pass. After that, even if he did meet
some wandering rider, there would be no
way to link him with what had happened
at the springs.

Even a San Carlos apache would be un-
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able to follow the trail of the roan across
the rocks. Hereafter, he would travel most-
ly at night. In a week or so he would be in
a country where they had never heard of
T.os Hermanos. Where one might take
things easy and enjoy himself for a while.
Delaney’s mind lingered on the thought.
Wine, women, and song! Particularly, wine
and women.

He came to the summit of the trail. Cane
cactus and candlewood thrust up thin prick-
ly arms above the tumbled rocks. Ahead,
the Guaymas dropped away into the pastel
reaches of the desert. The roan pricked up
its ears.

Delaney's hand dropped to his gun.
“Easy, boy,” he said, and pulled up, thin
eyes staring suspiciously ahead.

Some tiny sound caught his ear. He
glanced up at the jumbled rocks to the left
of him. Sunlight played on the grey metal
of a gun barrel. He saw Gombel looking
down at him from over the top of a ragged
square of lava. The marshal’s full face
seemed redder than usual. It was strangely
complacent.

“We aim to have a little talk with you,
Delaney,” he said. “You didn’t give us
time in Los Hermanos, last night.”

Delaney glanced on down the summit
and saw the crown of another hat poking
up behind a cactus clump. He looked to the
right of the trail and found a third man
standing boldly in sight some little ways be-
hind him.

He knew then who it was had been fol-
lowing him the night before. Knew that
the marshal had banked on his going by
way of Guavmas Springs, and had cut
straight across the basin to the pass.

“You didn’t say nothin’ about wantin’ to
talk with me, that I recollect,” said De-
laney.

He was thinking that the marshal must
have an airtight case against him at last.
He wondered if someone could have seen
him leaving the livery stable. Whatever the
line-up against him, the money in his sad-
dle bags would probably cinch it on him.
Three murders! They’d been wanting to
put a rope around his neck for quite a
spell.

Delaney glanced from the corner of his
eye at the trail ahead. There was a deep
gully to the left of it. The gully ran along
the summit for some distance. There was
a chance, that if a man got into it and
bent low over his horse’s withers, he would
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be pretty well hidden. It was as good a
bet as any.

“An’ I don’t want {o talk with you, no-
how.” he said.

He drove his spurs into the roan’s flanks,
jerking at the same time on his left rein.
His gun flashed out. He shot wildly at
Gombel and the man behind the cactus,
saw them duck down even as they shot in
turn. The roan reached the gully in two
mighty leaps, slid down the crumbling side
of it on its haunches. Delaney pressed
down over the pommel. The gully was shal-
lower than he had thought it would be.

He glanced back over his shoulder at the
marshal. Gombel was squinting along the
sights of a carbine. Delaney felt two burn-
ing weights tear through his body. His
limbs were suddenly paralyzed. He fell
from the saddle. He was aware of a cloud
of dust billowing up about him. After a
while it began settling. Dimly through it
he saw Gombel and one of the deputies
staring down at him.

“We was aimin’ to ask you where you’d
got that Mex gold you was flashin’ back
there in the restaurant,” Gombel was
saying.

Delaney’s lips moved in a curse. No
sound came from them. His mind struggled
with what Gombel was saying. It came to
him that the marshal had followed him to
find out where he had gotten the twenty-
peso piece. He realized that Gombel had
not even known about the murder of the
hostler before leaving Los Hermanos. He
vaguely made out the third member of the
posse coming up with the canvas sacks that
had been in his saddle bags.

“Well, here it is,”’ the deputy said. “Most
of what they got when they stuck up the
Calexico Border Exchange.”

“I figured it was him done it,” said Gom-
bel, “the minute he begin gettin’ flustered
over gettin’ his change there at the cafe.”

Delaney grimaced comprehendingly. He
had been wrong when he had thought no
one on this side the border would be on
the lookout for Mexican gold. EIl Halcon
had held up an exchange on this side of the
line! Had probably stolen the racers, had
never been in the rebel army at all. Dela-
ney glowered fiercely up at the sun. The
cards had been stacked against him from
the beginning. Still, it had been a right
interesting game while it lasted. He felt
strangely content. Wondered why the cloud
of dust was growing darker.
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The REMUDA is open to all rcaders of WESTERN ACTION NOVELS. We encourage corre-

spondence.
own home town.

Here, you will muke new friends; perhaps thousands of miles away or ri};ht fn your
Send your letter in to us and we will print it in these pages. T

ou don't

want your name and address to appear, Nifll your nickname and send addresg confidential to us

and we wil! forward all answers to you.
Room 203, 165 PFranklin St.,, N. Y. C.

et’s hear what you think of this magazine,

Address,
The Old Wrangler.

MUSICIANS WANTED
Dear Wrangler ;

Pleasc publish this letter and help me secure
some pretiy pen pals. I am dirccting the band
and tcaching music in a high school now. I at-
tended oollcge in @klahoma, during mg summer
vacations I travcled with a dance hand and
have been in tw nty-cight states. I have had
many interesling crperiences. My age 18 twenty
geven and I am nearly six fect tall and am dark
compleaioned with brown hair and bluc eycs.

Here in Western Ncbraska, 18 i8 rather lone-
some at times, 8o I sure would like to have
some Pen Pals especialy musicians.

Sincerely,
LEON ARENDS
Boz 272
Dalton, Nebraska

INTERESTED IN ENGLISH TYPR
FOOTBALL

Dear Wrangler :

Here’'s loping wyou will welcome to the
Remuda an old reader of your mag. I should
like to hcar from readsrs of both scres and I
promise to answer all letters by retwrn from
wherever they come from. I am five fcet seven,
twocigh 175 pounds with no superfluous flcsh on
me. 1 am snterested in all 8ports vepecially cyel-
ing which I have many medals to show for and
alzo football (the English type), 8o if anyone
in any part of the world wants to hear how the
0Old Couatry is geiting on I shall be very glad
to answer. I promisc snaps %f mgwl,f to the
first twclve letters I reccive. So Cheerio, t4ll I

receive somcthing.
IVOR (ELUE) EDGAR
P. 8. I am age 20.
3% Pye Grecn Rd., Nr. Cannoch,
Stafjordshire, Engiand

IIE'S BEEN PLACES
Decar Wrangle :

Am terribly lonely at times and would ap-
preciatc if you would round mec up a few pen
pals. Will answcr all lctters and cxchange
photos. Am an cz-cowboy, five fret rix, brown
hair, grcy cycs, weigh 149 pounds. iiave been
in the army, in thc Philippinc I8lands, at Man-
{la, on the Island of Cuzon, and can tcll lots of
{nteresting storics. I have also heen to China,
Japan, tawaii, and Panama, and California.
Now, I would like to hear from {o¢~cign DPen
Pals. Bveryonc is wclcome and 10ill answer all
letters. I almost forgot to mcntion that I am

30 ycars of age. ~
WALTER NEIMAN

Rockford (lamp 1

Rockfora, IiL.

HE KNOWS I{IS WEST

Dcar Wrangler :

I'm wild and woolly and full of fleas, and
hard to ourry bclow the knecs. But don’t be
afraid, folks. I''m only an Ordinayry cow nursc
from out Montana way looking for pen pala. I
have just moved 4nto thc city after spending
mosd of my life on the ranch, r.o»sc?!lmtw I
would appreciatc and answer any letters writ-
ten to me. I i1oceuld like to hecar from people
from the east or sowtheast parts of the U. A,
and also from forcign countries. 1 am 18
years old, have bluc eyes and hrewn hair, am
six fect tall and we%?h around 180 pounds.

“Western Action Nowcls” iz the only Western
mgazine I have read that makes wme think of
the west as it really was, and still i3 in placecs.

Bzpectantly,
LESTER KIPP
15-5 8t. N. W.
Great Falls, Mont.

HORSES! HORSES! MORH IIORSES!
Dcar Wrangler:

Well here comces a soldder from the Hawailan
Iglands in quest of Pen Pals. I harve been a con-
stant readcr of your Mag. for a long time and
belicve me I like it. 4 was born and ratsed in
the state of Texas and have always been a lover
of fine horses. Ro I am in quest o,! gome fine
ywn? people to 1w07rite to on that su }ﬁ:cr,. I will
also tell those «cho wish to kmow ail 1 can about
the Paradise of the Pavific.

I am twenty years of age, flve fcet cleven
inches tall, wcigh one hundrced ond seventy-
three pounds. I have blue eycs and brown hair.
My hohbhies are awimming and horse-back vid-
ing. Well I guess that is about all so I w04l close
10aiting for a boatload of mail from oll over the
states and elsewhere.

Adios Wrangler,
NNETH PERDUR
Bat. “C” 55th C. A. C.

Fort Kamchamcha
Honolulx, Hawaéi

HE HAS SOUVENIRS TO0 OFFER
Dear Wrangler :

I've been reading “Western Action Noveis’’
for quite a while and T think they're gwcll,

How about getting me some pcn pals.

I am 20 years old, 5 ft. 11 inchez tall and
weigh 165 pounds. My faroritc sporta arc foot-
bali, basehall, swimming and horse back riding.

I promise to anstoer all lctéers and will ex-
change srapshots.

I promise to send the first ten souvenirs.

B. H. JOIINSON
Btry. A, 2nd F. A.

Fort Clayton, Canal Zone.
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IN UNCLE SAM’'S NAVY
Dear Wrangler :

I read your magazine and enjoy your stories
very much und would cnjoy having a few pen
pals via the Remuda route.

I am «a gailor in our Uncle S8am’s Naury now
stationed at Brcmcerton, Washington. I have
been several trips to all parts of Europe and
alsn the South Sea Island. Can spcuk three
different lunguaqes algn write them, so give @
guly @& break and get me some pen pals from all
oeer the world.

I am 20 summers young. Hnare bliie eycs,
blond hair, 5 ft. 8 in. tall and weigh 157.

I sinecercly hope this letter finds a place in
your tnaguzine so a million rcaders can sec it.
1 remain gincerely yours,

R. E. RINOSBY
U. 8. Naral Hoapital

Bremerton, Washingion

LIKES ALL SPORTS
Dear Wrangler :

I enjoy nour magazine and like it very much.
I would appreciate it very much if yow would
publish wny letter.

I’ll be s!xteen next month, harve blond hair,
blue eycs and considered good looking.

I wcould like lo correspond with pen pals
from everywhere and promise to answer all
letters.

I love dancing, 8swimming, brschall, footdall,
tennis, skating. I lore to write, x0 come on and
get your pcns in answer to my call for pen pals,

1 wouldd like pen pals from either sexr from 16
to 20 years Lut anyone 18 1celcome to write.

I will also exchange pictures with enyone
that cares to write to me.

Hoping to yet many letters.

I remain yours,

JEAN PALEY
5907 N. Rernard St.
Chicago, I11.

NO ONE IS TOO YOUNG OR TOO OLD
Denr Wrangler :

Maybe I'm too young to join the Remuda but
I hope not hecause I amn the only one in our
Jamily and I get quite lonesome for semcone to
talk to or corrcspond with 8o rope me a few
pen pals please.

Mf Jfrrorire sport 18 horaeback riding and
my lobbics are skating, drawing pictures and
writing letters 8o I don’t think youw can swamp
me with letters.

I am 5 ft. 2 in. tall with light brown hair anl
brown eycs, 13 years of agec and can ride a
horse with the best of them, or mast of them.

I read your Double Action Magazines con-
tinually and find rcal enjoyment out of the
yarns that are in them, I greatly en]'oyed read-
ing the “Bucaroo of Blue Wells,” and the
“Heud of Five Corners.””

I am Rhoping that I get lIctiers from boys,
mostly from the west in Arizona, New Merico
and Teras, letters from other places will be
welcomed.

Don't forget that I am a lonely cow girl of
13, 8o pen pals fill my mail hox full.

JEAN SPENCER
P. 8. 8napshots will be exchanged if some are
sent and send plenty.
Rox 213
Sundance, Wyoming
NG TS YOURS

AN EXCILUSIVE DRAWI
Dear Wrangler :

I'm a very lonely girl Iivin? way down here
in Dicie—Gcorgia, to be eract, and would like
some pen puls from erverywhere, cspecially real
cowpunchers from the wiéld and wriolly west.

1'm 18 years of age with gray e)jes and curly
halr. Algo I’m five feet three inches tall.

I get very lonesome and am “just dying” to
hear jrom other places.

M)y favorite pastimes arc reading, going to
the movies, writing letters and drewing. To the
firet three that write I promise ¢ drawing. You
can e surc it will be erclusive as I make up all
my idens. ;

So come on, all you boys and girls and twrite
to me—I’ll be waiting.

8 CHRISTINE GARDNER
Boz 302

Waycross, Georgia

J.IVES ON A RANCH
Dear Wrangler .

After reading “The Remuda,” in 8o many of
1{0:1;' swell magazines meaning “\Western Action
;t-'m:v{x” of course, I couldn’t resist the appeal

0 you.

Is there some one some where who wonld cn-
joy an industrious pen pal. Writing and re-
ceiving letters i8 my most interesting hobby,
thao I do havre others.

I am a widow of 28 years. Harve brown hair,
hazel eues and fair complexion. Am tall, slender
and somewhat of a tom-boy tho I’'m supposed
to he grown up.

I’'d like to hear fromm every one old and
young, malc or female, who will write. Will an-
swer letters as promptly as possible. I work,
oﬁ courge and live on a ranch {n the heart of
the rockies.

Have becn over guite a lot of this swell place
we live in _known as the U. &, Would like
to go to Canada, Mexico and Alaska. Won't
dunic ane tell ime about them?

May the good clean reading of Western
Action Novels continue for ages to come and
thanks a tot Wrangler and W. A. N. for the
pen pald I hope to find thru your help.

A pleascd reader,
“JACKIE” HOLLAND
Rox 6

1'abernash, Colorado

WHO ARE HER NEIGHBORS
Dear Wrangler :

Hello! May I come in and join the joll;{
crowed of pen palaf I am a girl o} ninetecn wit
brown hair and blue eycs and fair mmkleﬁan.
I am 5 foot four inchcs tall and tweigh about
125 pounds

1 am intcrested in practically everything and
tore to make friends. I'd likc to hecar from boys
and yirls that don’t live 30 far away. So come
on boys and girls, in Indiana and ncighboring
statcs, 1eon’t you please write to aome one who
{3 gimply craving for your friendship? I promn-
ise to answer every letter no matter where it
i8 b]{rmp.ﬁ}law about it, let’s give the mailman
a big job..

Sincercly
MIS8 MAGDALEN A, WINIGER
809 B Cotumbia Bt.
Evansville, Ind.

WANTS HIS MAILBOX FILLED
Denr Wrangler:

Sure hopc you dow’t mind my bush‘ng into
the “Remuda’” but 1t just couldn’t be helped
after hearing twhat crerybody else has to say
about the Western Action Novels. I just kave
to voic¢ iy opinion. After reading Western
Action Novels I’ll 8a)) no other Western Maga-
z}n.e I’ve ever read can compare with the likes
o

tl.
I sure would love to try my hand at aewriug
en pals. I am twenty years old, have blon
air and blue eyes, like all outdoor sports,
ecspecially football and bascdball, I also enjoy
parties.

I will do my best to answer all letters I re-
ceive, 80 ecome on girls and boys, give me a
break and fill my mail box.

Yours lmlgv

HAROLD NICKELSON
46 Michigan Avenue
Aft. Clemens, Michigan

LIKES TO WORK WITH HORSES
Dear Wrangler: =
Would you do me a big favor and print this

plea for Pen Pals in “The Remuda”?

I am a young Texzan, 28 yeurs old, 5 ft. 8 ins.
tall, dark brown hair, dblue eyecs and a fair com-
plezrion.

Lettcrs from everyone will be toelcome, and
w(llh gladly exchange photos with those who
10ish.

I like all k nds of sports, espeéially riding
and working 1with horses.

Ax for your mnagazine, I think 1t i the best
on the newsstand.

Your pal,
LEWIS W. BASS.
P. 0. Rox 303
Schulenburg, Teras.
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BEAUTIFUL BLUB HAWAII
Dcar Wrangiler :

I'm a coustant reader of your Western Mag-
azine, and cnjoy vowur double action storics. I
would like to juin yowr pes puls olud.

I am a girl 17 years old, & ft. 3 in. tall,
1wcight 118. Ilonde ir and blue eyes.

I 1would like to hear {rom pen pals from all
over tho world espcoially Hawali.

My holLdbics arc daucing, rvading, and listen-
ing to the radio.

I lve §n a siaall town where there 48n’t wnuoh
to do, 30 have lots of time to answcr all 1w0ho
writc. Will gladly cxchange photos.

Stneerely,

. PHYLLIS HATFIBLD.

325 Penn S¢.,

Huntingdon, Pcana.

A HIGH SCHOOL BOY
Dear Wrangler :

I reckon there’s nothing better tham “West-
ern Action Novels.”” I would likc to get 4n touch
with Pen Pais from all over the United States.
I am a boy of 16 ycars, 5 ft. 8 in. tall, with
dark broswen hair and cyes. I lived (n Maryland
Jor 13 ycars and I am now kiving < 1’hila-
delphia, bul it’s nothing like the country. I
came to Philadelphia tyying to get a beiter edu-
oation. I am in scoond ycar high at German-
town High School and I am getting atong swell.
I wish both boys and girla aroung my age would
kindly write to me. My hobbies are danoing,
horreback ridinyg, and rost of all aviaron. I
will eachanye personal snapshots woith anyone
writing to me. Come on, boys and girls, and get
acguaimted. Your pal,

EDWARD SOOTT.
5045 Pulaskt Ave.,

Philadelphia, Pa.

CONSIDERED GOOD LOOKING
Dear Wrangler : .

Hoa are chances for a ymmg soldier {n ths‘
U. 8. army joining your Pen 'al club? I am 1
years of age. 6 ft. tall, and weigh 143 tbs. I
would like to hear from cowgirls from the west
moat of all, aud jrom anjy other girls in the
United Btates or eign countrice. I am inter-
estcd in anything sensible. I 10ill answer all
letters sent to me andad will eschange snaprhots.
I am congidercd good looking and have blue
cyes and light brownish wary halr. Come on,
gwis, you arc all énvited to write.

Bimcerely yours,
PVT. RED.
Oare The Wrangler.

COME ON, B AUTIFUL GIRLS!
Dcar Wrangler :

If that cxccent magazine of yours still has
the I'en Pal department, there’s a cwrious fcl-
low from Aussic Land who loves anything from
the wide open spaccs to the noisy city, from the
blue of the sky to the green of the sea, just
1wonderding if ther¢ are any young female
Yankces with cnough encrgy to scad a letter
acress a Jfew thousand wmiles of water to a
yaunf chap 19 pears old, 6 /Y. 10 éns. high, and
weighs 12 stone (7 10s.).

hey say over hore there are lots of beautiful
girls in America. )}1’ cll, let’e hear frem somc.
ours,
M. H. OLIBSBOLD.

Elderslic, Camden,

New South Wales, Australia.

PREFERS W. A. N. TO HISTORY

Dear Wrangler :

As I am in sunny South Africa I would like
to hare I'en PPals all over the globe.

I am a student at the Monument IHigh
School, but seciny that I don't overburden my
young head, I have plenty of lime to corre-
spond with all who care to write.

I am 5 jt. 6 ins. tall, weigh 136 1bs., hazel

e8, fair hair and fair compleaion. Find more
pleasure in helping with the sheep and outdoor
swork than helping in the housc.

1 can assure you that I find the magazine
much more interesting than history.

Thanking youj!m* all my Pen Pals,

IRS CAROL. MESNARD.,
13 Croft Rt., Roodepoort,
Transvaal, South Africe.

With hundreds of letters coming in every
week, it 18 impossible to print them all. Below
arc names, ages, and desoriptions of some Pen
Pala, who will be cager to hcar from you.

Maryary McMichacl, (colleots view oards) Lik-

on, Ore,

James K. Harvsh, (23, plays the guitar) Bozx 29,
Fredonia, Pa.

Jomen Cunningham, (28, will exchange snaps)
Winlaton, ria Tresco, Victoria, Ausiralia.
Anna PParamski, (21, brown cyes) Fire Points

Filling Sta., Waukegan, IlU.

Roplic Sutinis, (25, blue eyes) Five Ioints Fill-
ing Sta., Waukegan, I11.

Bill Fdes, (20, wants Ncw York pal) 89 Mil-
bonk Kt., Northam, Southampton, Fing.

Austin Cragyg, (20, likes danoing) 1215 Bergen
8i., Brooklyn, N. Y,

mgm Gibron, (ioncsomc backelor) R. 2 Middle-

urg, Ind.

Helen Shwanek, (18, lives om @ farm) R. D. 2,
Trenton, N J.

Douglas Threadgould, (19, keen on all sporis
Crossing House, Stralton, Burton-on-Trent,
Hngland.

Albert Hayman, (22, Ukces hiking) 2509 Doug-
lag St., Philadclphia, Pa.

Leroy Vern Reynolds, (15, loncsome oowboy)
Grand Junction, Colo.

Ethel Mitchell, (17, olive complerion) Rte. 2,
Rule, Tcras.

Woodrow Wilaon Kramcr, (would like to hcar
from felow Konsens) Box 383, Marquette,

HKansus.
Le¢ Watking, (18, htll bllly) Rte. 1, Belmont,

Y.
Carl Hecller, (“Breeey”) 20124 West Cherry
Kt., Milwaukee, Wisc,
Miss D. Moore, (creryone welcome) “T'ad Ping,”
North Iid., Threc Bridgcs, Sussce, Bngland.
Leo T. Pcrking, (20, “in thc heart of the
Ozarks"”) 1incoln, Ark.

Qinger Kocllhofler, (18, lonely blue-eyed blend)
476 Bo. 10th Rt., Newark, N. J.

Dorig UGregory, (20, both seres wantcd) Gen.
Del, B, Peoria, 1.

Bud Winslow, (13, freckle face) Rte. 1, Olym-
. pta, Wash.

Frank R. Kari, (20, trifle over sir {cct tall)
3145 Washington Awvc., Albany, N. ¥,

Beryl Ingram, (14, green cyecs) Héll Crest, Im-
prey Park, Droitwick, Eng.

Kenneth Chang, (20, ¢ scaman) T770 North
Sehool Bt., f{onolulu, Ffarvatd. =

Allen (arrctt, (fond of the west) R. 4, Oom-

merce, (Ja.

Elio I’aganelli, (17, interested in track run-
ning) 1801 No. 60th At., Cicero, Il

Bob Martiss, (17, baschall fans wanted) 2812
W. Mauadison Kt.. Chicago, Ill.

Shirley Priestman, (13, stamp collector) Coi-
taye 2, Kings Park, L. I., N. Y.

Eileen Sandcr, (16, poet) Rte. 1, Bor 54, Cen-
tusia, Wisc.

Wally Norris, (22, interested in stamps) 109
Radcliffe Rd., Northasm, Sauthamgton, Hng-
{rsnd.

Margaret Colling, (13, colleots movie star pic-
xu'c;,c) Qb livuse, Kings I’ark, Long Island,

Ralph L. Invia, (23, 101ll cachangs 8naps) Bozx
145, Drumbo, Oniario, Canada.

Robert Prelesnick, (18, has travciled a lot)
B. R. HuC, Palisade, Colo.

Adcline Smith, (14, prefers outdoor sports)
Rte. 2, Box 324, #ranklin Grove, Ill.

Mazina KRcllcy, (14, will evchange photos)
Franklin Grove, I,

Daniel E. Canner, (30, lives on a farm) R. 1,
Boxr 24, Woodbine, Virginia.

Ed. Verisalle, (27, just returned from jroars at
8ea) 1327 8. 218 St., Milwaukee, Wiso.

Earl Heller, (hoa big fect) 305 »Mirst &8¢,
Watcrtown, Wise.
Mary E. Coatce, (16, quite a tomboy) Rison,

Oharles Co., Maryland.

Leslie P. Northward, (19, fend of swimming)
2 Hendham Rd., Wandoworth Common,
London, 8. W. 17, Eng.

Bhelton Graddos Wright, (20, farm boy) Tuock-
erman, Ark.

Harotd Ncllis, (19, interested in boxing) 27
N. Division St., N3, Johnaville, Ncw York.
Edward Baker, (17, Wcesterners wanted) 40

Northjield Bt., Greensoioh, Conn.
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Large U. S. cent over 100 years old.......
U. S. large copper cent....ccceccveneens
U.S. large copper 2¢ coin...ce.veeueeas
U. S. large copper bard time token.
U. S. 1863 Civil War token...........
U. S. silver half dime.......ce00iveenceccanae
U. S. nickel three-cent piece....cccccceuaveen.
U. S. silver three-cent piece. ...
U.S. flying eagle cent.............
U. S. thick white Indian head cent.
U. lg copper large half cent over 100 years

U. S. fine silver dollar 1798, rare...........
U. S. gold dollar, old, fine...
10 different dates of Indian head cents....
U. S. Colonial bill 1797, fine, rare......... ..
Confederate $10.00 bill, artillery.....
Virginia $1.00 treasury note, pretty.
Georgia $5.00 bill, 1862, fine..
Confederate bill 50c; Jackson....
Calitornia gold quarter, queer....
California gold half, queer
10 different queer forelgn bills.....
10 different foreign coins......
S different foreign nickel coins......
Roman bronze B.C. coin, Roman soldier:
Foreign old nice silver dollar.....
Foreign coin over 100 years old.
Foreign coin. fine, dated before 1800.
Foreign coin, fine, dated before 1700

Foreign coin, dated before 1600.....
$2.00 catalogue value of dxfferent
foreign stamps ...........0..... 50000000000

100 different fine forel.gn stamps..
S different fine foreign covers.......
25 different nice U. S. stamps......
U. S. first flight cover, fine....
U. S. first day cover...
. S. fine cachet cover. ....c....
100 mixed foreign stamps..........
1060 mixed foreign stamps.........
1c00 different foreign stamps, fine collection
Ohio pretty Sc fractional currency bill, 1862.
500 different fine foreign stamps.........
$1040 catalogue value fine different foreign
stamps
S different camera photoc of prvtty ‘French
bathing beauties .... .
Ivory telescope watch chann, Lord" prayer
in

39852005 000000000090 AGOEO00 00008000C00003
lvory tclt-scope watch charm, ten come
mandments in it. ......
Ivory telescope watch ¢hlrm, preuy French
girl in dt........i.e el seese
Miniature gueer Aztec pottery..
Tesuque (used) genuine Indian plpebo
Catawba (used) genume lndian pipebow!
Pair Sioux b
Pretty long
quilt .. &
Indian, pretty, solld beaded watch fob.....
Solid, beaded, pretty, leather belt, fine
MR gopeooco 0peohane000606300000000 0000 4
Sohd beaded, pret!y hat band wide
Woven, pretty designed horse ‘hair belt. .
Miniature, pretty, pistol shoots a real lhen.
beauty . c..ieiiiiiiiiiiiiiiciiiiitoiiiainans
New bunting kmle. g ine deer foo!
New hunting knife, preny goldstone han-
dle, in sheath..... 00
New belt spots and sets on patural bide
with hair on

Mexi. [

Catalogue, S Cents

CURIOS FOR SALE

20c
15¢

Minerals, Weapons, Old West Photos, Beadwork,
Indian Relics, Stamps, Coins, Bills, Books, Curios.

INDIAN MUSEUM, Northbranch, Kans.

| THE TRADING POST

Ilere i schere the readers of WESTERN AC-
TION NOVELS can exchange somecthing they
hare, but do nut want, for semething that some-
one clse may have and thot you may want.
Thig 18 a frce scrvice, but your announcement
must not cxeced 28 1cords. 1t nmutst be under- |
stood that WESTERN ACTION NOVELS i8 not |
responsible for losses sustained.

Print your snnounocement clearly., Nothing but
Lona fide “gwaps’” will be inserted. No sales.
Encloge (hp{;my of this announcement with
jour “swap.

Want Short ”l\{wl 4 Wood=man, 16 pump or dou.
ble, Remington 22 [ieldmaster rifte. Weaver rifle
grope, Welker, 408 No. 1larvey, Oak Park. 11
Iiave guns. revolvers, old clock, old comns, ete.
Want Indiaa relics, violins, e¢te.  Send your list
and get mine. B. B. Campbell, R. No. 1, Box 88,
TuHahoma, Tenn.

Have 5 volmmes Library of Freemasonry, illus-
trated, leather bound. Also 5 fiction books aud
200 magazines: Detective, Western Adventures,
ete.  Want low speed, 6-volt geuerator or offers.
Max Helz, \Waldohoro., Me.

Will swap Stamps, stamp for stamp. quality for
quality. Send 100 with return 3c. postage, and I
will send like amount. L. C. Fuller, Pinehurst,
North Carolina.

Swap: Naxophone and ease, cap shotgun, sword
cane, camp stove, 1639 book, mounted deer heads.
Waunt : Firearms, portablie typewriters, old stamps
on envelopes. or what? Stjohn, Berrien Spriogs,
MIlchigan.

Have forty late western maguuues. five pairs of
riding breeches, two khakf tropical uniforms,
light small car In excellent running coudition.
Would like small trailer. Jean G. Malleux, Box
88, \Watertown, Alass.

Huvo elvcuw engineering course, Eastmun kodak
%, German bayounets, prioting press, re-
vofver. electric razor, rubber boat inflated, motor,
Remington & Oliver typewriters. \Want radio
or. J. Steel, Box 107, Cincinnati. Ohio.
Diamond rings, 75 pounds solder, 500 artlcles for
scrap gold, pistols, saxophone, bird stones, broken
watches, yellow cases, coins, sterling silver eggs,
honey. Faoceller, 3117 Brigham. ‘Toledo. Ohlo.

100 magazin 8, 1 Argosy printed July, 1903, 31
years old. Want Carl Zeiss & llensoldt 8 power
grey army fleld glasses and pew conditlon Win-
chester or Remington 5-shot, 22-bolt action clip
nl\lagalz(tne or repcater action. S. M. Smith, Lure-
tha, Ky.

What do you want for correspondence courses,
scouting, sports and athletic goods, stamp albums,
stampg, magazines, hooks, novelties, etec. R. Yates,
Laurel Hill, Coleraine, County Derry, Ireland.
Will exchange picture cards, 3% X215, views of
Australian towns and ecenery for cards of other
countries. Cards must be only 3!4"x214” in size.
A. M. Prior, New Moonta. ()hl Australla.

Have a 43-70 rifle, good sh: uw \Will trade for

stamps or stamp collectlou. . E. Brittain, R. D.
No. 1. Mozardore, Ohlo.

Have approximately 200 formulas. Worth $50,
Trade lot for typewriter, or correspondence courses,
or Encyclopedia Britannica, or archery equipment,
OrI:"xll\}“Zmy course. C. Edinonds, Kalmata, Tara-
naki, N.

Wanted: Radlo or train eguipment, electric. I
have colns, stamps, magaziner, books, flashlights,
pens, small size boxing gloves, camera, and gun.
Peoter Mesger, 2011 D St.. Belliugham., Washington.

Have end:mvlm,:i duted 1789, N. W. taxidermy
course, U, 8. school baujo course, oll aintinﬁ
plants, vases, clectrie cluck, others. Vant ci
guns, swords, Indian pottery, coins, bronze and
marble statuary, plants. Stanley Pytel, 5025 Og-
den Ave., Cicero, Il

Trade these three valuable mnm'{-malﬂng formu-
las, shaving creawm, tooth paste, chewing gum, for

100-shot air 1stol. or 1,000 different stamps, or
c“‘l’{';s‘{] og Ju-jitsu. G. Edmonds, Kalmata, Tara-
na N, &
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25¢ for. the DELUXE EDITION with ‘permapent: cloth
ver: New ftems: - thin| at !

joke Eajes, -uulul tirme
Fames, etc.,etc. - Sramps

el r_mmamt.mmvwwmmmwm SECRE T. USED BY smzs.eom ouuc*nons. 100 PER BOTNLE,




SOOTHE KIDN EYS

with real sanfalwood or/

oy

When the gemto—urmary passages
become irritated, don’t use cheap
drastic medicines. Tell your drug- |
gist you want genuine Santal Midy
Caplules. Used by millions. They con-

tain true East Indian santalwood il

CAPSUIES
\710\ 4

ENJOY LIFE

Money Back It not Satisfled
Men—Women—Don’t act old. Feel Young
again—rfull of pep and youthful ambition.
‘Step out and do things.” Take ANGELA
MATE. Harmless, no injurious drugs or
dope. Delicious and stimulating. Praised by thousands
and acts quickly. Approved by many Physicians. RE-
SBULTS in 48 HOURS. Bix weeks supply, $1; C. O. D
plu- postage.

NorthAmerican Mate Co., Dept. 38-C, 120 Greenwich St., N.Y. G

FISTULA

nyone suffering from Fistula, Pl!el or any Rectal trouble
15 urrea to write for our FREE Book, describing the
McCleary Treatment for these treacherous recial troubles,
The McCleary Treatment has been successful in thousands

of cases. Let us send you our reference list of former
patients living in every State in the Union. The MeCleary
Clinie, 489 Elms Blvd., Excelsior Springs, Mo.

arrange s romantlo eorre-
npnndenoe Ior you. Find ynuuelf s
g/ sweetheart Ameriea’s foremost
,'. select social eorrespondenee elub. A friend-
for Ionel ladies alg‘fuulm Members
mrywhere' NFI'D TAL in tions by letter;
efficient, dignified nnd eonl.muuus service. I bave made thou=
mds of I.nnely why not you? Write for FREE

Box 988, Jacksonville, Fla

LIQUOR HABIT

d for FREE TRIAL of Noxalco, a
home treatment. Can be given secre
enyone who drinks or craves thkey,
Wine, Moonshine, etc. Your request for 5

and $2.00 tmatment whx:gh

178, BALTIME'HE. MD.

TILLIE & MAC

Peachea and Brmming. Dumb Dorn. M-zgle and Jiggs. Boss and
Bubbles, Andy Gump and Min, A ve. French Stenograp her

Kip and Alice, a \lodeln Life. MSht In Paris, Toots end Caspar,
and over 100 more jokes «f similar Wpe; also over 70 miniature
snappy scenes of the French type. eolargements can be had at bar-
gain vrices. In additlun to all these, there are more than 30 Actuail
Contact Print PHOTOS, Muntmartre type of men and women in
different loving poses. including women alone in various scenes, etc
Remember. these contact prlmu are _GLOSSY FINISHED actuai
PHOTOGRAPHS made from IMPORTED EGATIVE.S Also some
short steries and 12 lntel‘eltln: letters.

You will recelve ali the above. Bend Cash, @uney order oF
stamps. Immediate shipmeat

SPECIAL—ALL FOR $L.00
REX SALES CO.

4160 Park Ave., New York City

mfood}t{)r dmﬁk to
Gin, Home Brew,
Free  Trial

MARRY RICH

Send 10e for photos and P. O. addresses of
rich and beautiful women who wish to marry.

JANE FULLER CLUB
Box D-1888 Milwaukee, Wis.

LADIES!
DELAYED?

¥ COTE ¥ Uirnkns FAILRD
Extravagantly vml-mld. Iﬂ\ullmiﬂ e mu uv‘ « medi
merit. Reputauon and resulits do! ?hnu-ﬂ of
[ wtum-u-udé 1:

% nbnurmal dts
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ral ulml'll:hr advertised products fall
ssed 3 mos. After raking f “l I') K.
he flow :;n

nave Iennlﬂ 10 1w
BR

I’T |
e COTE PRODUCTS 60,55 e, L0y wie

NEW DISCOVERY!

Wby Sutfer With An itchy Scalp?, Why Rave Dandruft? Why Be Bald?
You, too, can have thick, tuxuriant, clean long hair

MADAME BARBARA’S
COCO-TAR HAIR GROWER

The only combination of COCO-TAR with
MANGE and other valuable oils.
Widely used by men and women. Prepared
by n registered pharmacist. Our Jow overhead
ennblea us to send you a FULL TWO OUNCE
TIN foronly 50c. We pay postage. Order now.
EMM-KAY LABORATORIES
Dept. WAN, 2159 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK CITY

Always More for Your Money
in a Double-Action Magazinel

Use reliable time tested B X
nature fails!

DE LA l E D, compound now depended upon by
*ng, satisfying, Gdoﬂ!iuou RELI

gest, unusua
ha ny users wo
after 3 other remedies failed. No pains.’
Tned vanoul medncmes for years. Wxsh 1 bad

m only a_few hours in some cases :ccordmg to
OTHER PRODUCTS FAIL H.
BX" . G. "Good_results.
“BX nfver fanled me yet.’

worked

heved in day.”
of andy kind. They are wonderfu

stnctly pure |nﬁred1=uta according to the U. S,
many CArs,

SURE
KNOW?” f{ree with order.

Dg only rexre! is that every woman doesn’t
pe,”” 0O narcotics, no opiates, no habit- {ormnls rurg 8 1 arsh mineral or metallic dru
onsti

usands of grateful users everywhere GUAR ANTEED PURE HA RMLESS. $2.00
orﬂdh rushed fast first class mail, “plam seszl;d hox. & positively no mail sent to you all

MONTHLY RELIEP COMPOUND when
Don't be alarmed or discouraged but l.z is remar able relief
sSo_man UICK ACTING! Brings sooth-

EF wit out Dlln or "ICOI'IVCD:C-HCC ln some
'i" discouraging, abnormal delays 1 to 5 days =

MEN CONTINUALLY REPORT, AMAZI G SU CESS EVEN

M. othxn elped

Years ago. M. Dda’cd wee! Ee
lef W"h o ln.‘l or mconvemence
Positively contains

ompo unded of the best,
American_an Fnégsn Doc!or and nurses
3 Pﬁ EY AS.

rward, * AT EVERY
ne where other products

only % box and got r
now about

tuents used by

P. writes "“25c Trial wor ed

(all dl Won(lerlull Can’t be beat! Will always keep on hand :md pass the good word along.”

B X PRODUCTS, 1505 East 60th Street, Dept. MS02, CHICAGO, ILL.
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ACTUAL REPRODUCTIONS

o? Original Photographs
Made in Paris

As oxr S8PECIAL end to tonvincs you that wo have the astuff, we
offer on GLOBBY FINISH photographlc paper, made and
olearly deyeloped. the followink 4 kroups of Photos

No. 1 Group consisting of 8 Picture (,omhlnntlon

No. 2 Greup consisting of 8 Picture Combination

No. } Group consisting of 12 Picture Cembination

No, ¢ Groun consisting of 18 Picture Combination
The above include Photos of men and women In Intcresting poees,
wornen ajone. etc.. all real photos fer the Lover of Art. Remember
they are actual reproduciions of genuine Froench Pictures.

Also, with the sbove, we include a combination of 72 miniature
picturca some of which are couple3y. at no extra cost. These are la-
cluded s» that you may. if you wish, solect your own subjects, and
we will make up for jeu a largs photographic reproduction of any

., at moderate prices. ‘[hese will be ectus! photographs made
trom original negatives,

14 y—8end this ad with sour order and we will also nond
you absolutely free, the following: 12 Love [etlers. read two wass,

some uhort lwrlea and an ﬂlunntod booklet of interesting
csrtoon soen Get order In N and get acqualnted.
EVERVTHIN MEETIONEIJ ‘ABOVE INCLUDED

Hend casd, money order or stamDe. immediate shiDmeat, eeat

o AREX COMPANY
§48 Malrase Ave.—Dept. CM New York City

W.ll

in I’”umpewomr_‘n arn not dislﬂ‘ssed
about abnormal, unnatural perindie
delay. . . They uss Dr. Haller's
famous Prescriptions, almed to end
most_ discouraging, over-due, de-
layed cases, within three days. No
longer need modern women be satle-
fled with old-fashiomed pills or gel- & calnabies o calendar
atin capsules that act llke a laxa- celluloid cese.
tive, whan what womeon really want iz quick relisf fmns llnmturﬂ dal
WORKS LIKE MAI.-I
ol "’?;"&‘L‘T"”’s" ‘the na ket.” P. c u

ment on r . C.
?“wﬁ-“r‘*r:xrrlmlm 5000 and it mrksd like a elmru B didn’t work
until the pules were used, T didn’t think they would work be-
cause I r.rled uurylhim: elsa, ::t l’lmerxptm .ooo sure is woo-
derful. I nl dnlpyed 2

EIWS l(‘%a\Nﬁ I’llt('ll’ﬂlﬂlt'ﬂ'
Dr. rmmp Prnwrlpllml heeause they are the only ecomplote
three-day combination trealmenta on the American market aimod to
give Immediate-satistying-sure results. Dr, Haller's Prescriptions

FREE -l'?lqlh A

penan, sank in pisin wrapper,

are a serisa of treatments sll In one somblnation package with
nl inatructlons for home use.

Quicker acting than pllls or

MEN—SAVE 807

Buy your Drug Sandries. Specialties.
Bupoplies. Novsitles. ete. direct from
maaufscurer throagh our Mail-Order Dept. All personal ftems
are mailed postpaid by us in plain, gealed packege. Weo have
everytuing. &8ead for FREE {llustrated mail-order catalog.

THE N-R MFG. CO., Dopt. 840, Box 353, Hamilton, Ostarlo

D0 AS OTHER
WOMEN DO

GET A MODERN WOMANS REMEDY

WHEN TROUBLED w74 DELAY

I-ulm Troubled With Delay try ‘"Martha Beasley's Rellof

Once.  Don ’l WI nnn-r. A prvr.rroq”uvaru:
m-ﬂ thon of Has rapldly relleved
unusual, ovm-rﬂne_L deiayug wl.-h appearing
Many women have also reported successful
lwu 'Olrm remedies falled. Non- fbcllt‘!dl'“

relieve
lun Wu

use of NTQW“ power
ltrull flow. ositivel aaome
or n_ got
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mmt

on Dur lol‘-b Ilw hn
or Send wo Pack

lo GENUINE MENSTRUA
EEDY REBULTS
withou

when delayed. REIAHK!BL“
n mamI unuxunl overdue It sbnormal
pain, venlence
QUILHEB .I\("I‘ING
b?m i! d where dinary rellsf fall, a8
Q IGIE ACTING and much easier and sconer sssimilated by

an experiment but widaly kmown for years, and of »
oﬂan rnarrd by physicians

B0 COSTLY RARELY OFFERED

Cn‘b me over 0% more than ordinary reliel compounds, out costs
oo more! Teasteless, =asy tn take Oonul no dope, npo nar-
mﬂu no nplates, oo habit forming ®, no harsh drastic min-

oral polsons to punish the —oaly pure, harmiess, laboratory

md vegelable ingredients u for many years by physicians alf

ever the world Absolutely safe to m- for women report

affects a: all, after the flow was restor

READ WHAT RATIS]-"IFD CUBTOIIERH BAY

wm‘l‘l.! amhusium umnwn.la r o"i o?m:l overdue,
mm noth wnr 8 uun enslrua.”

FURETY PRODUCTS "Con 6028 HARPER AVENUE.

defy anyone to imitale our Lreatments, If you
it ordinary pills or capsulss have
want the finest nmduuu that meney and sclence
can producs, L demand Dr. Haller's
Famous Prm!lpli.nns. eosting us about five
times as much to
produce as ordi-

capsules alone. We
want depandanla action . . .
fallod ir you

you,

P
lvasmno
and easy to take
T. 5. B., Cailf,

GOLD CERTIFICATE GUARANTBE
It is underetood that, should the ﬂnt trcatment of
Haller's “‘Preacription 5000" or ‘‘Prescription 2000’ E
brlnx rel!af wo wnl refund your money, or, at our onuon- mDD
5.00 or $2.00 treatment free of c
zREI.IEF “PREB(:RIPTIO coNMDBINA;mN TRE%TUEN‘I'
‘“PRESCRIPTION 5000 $5.00
We Take Your Word and Decisfon. You Can Trun Us Because
We Have 8atisfacterlly Served Women for Over Fifty Years.

Don't waste valsable t o by \nnlln Act {mmediately. Send
order right now to H. A YN DRUG {NC. Address ncarest
office. Eastern Office: Bcauhenvme. Ohlo; Western Office: 1928 Talt
Avenue, Hollywood. Calif.

Always More for Your Money

ina Double-Actlon Magazmd

months Meastrua deserves

{
1 mny similar medicines None ever
ht&plmﬂ when mer missing 2 perinds Ivlemlml
E. "Missed # months snd | box brought wom-
'l’ Mru several products talled

NUTIIIV(- Bl‘."l“!"lﬂ{ THAN MENSTRUA

u order MENSTRUA we will not sond lilerature telling of

wmﬂ.h ng mw md ‘stronger,” for we have only one reliel com-

g}u —the bes can procure! Ln MENSTRUA we off lw ur
EST Drofllm f-‘llls‘l' lhd at the lowes! possible price—

higher than avked for ordinary rellef compounds BAFETY, PURE

GUARANTEED! Pri 0 Ped
saied box. CNPRIGEUESS "IN F OR M ATTON

postpald. 1o pl
CHICAGO, ILL.

free_with_order
DEPT. 2 MS 4
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The Ferbriddon Secnets

Sex e Daningly Reveol

WAY with false modesty! At last a

A famous doctorhas toldal//theseccets of
$ex in frank, daring language. No prudish
beating about the bush, no veiled hints, but
TRUTH, blazing through 576 pages of
straightforward facts.

Love is the most magnificent ecstasy .in
the world, .. know how to hold your loved

ATTRACT THE OPPOSITE SEX!

Know bow to enjoy the thrilling experi-
ences that are your birthright. .. know how
to attract the opposite sex...how to hold
love.

Are you an awkward novi ¢ in the art of
fove-making? Or, a master of its difficule
technique? Knowledge is the basis of the
petfect, satistying love life. Ignorance leads

A FAMOUS JUDGE
SAYS THAT MOST
DIVORCES ARE CALUSED . gy
BY SEX IGNORAMCE! I'\} Gofeh " Ly

® Whea » man aad woman who have been

@ mutually attracted to cach other and have enjoyed

each other’s company separate, there must be some
tragic misunderstanding. most cases that
wisunderstandiog is due co sex ignorance.

18 S£X% IGNORANCE

DRIVING THE ONE |
YOU LOVE INTO THE
ARMS OF ANOTHER? ?

& Learn how to keep the love of your hushand og
wife at the high pich of chriiling devotion. A
satisfactory sex life will bind yous loved eac 9
you for all time.

one, don’t glean half-truths from uareliable
sources. Now you can konow how to end
§gnorance . .. fear . .. and self denial!

Everﬂbinf pertaining to sex is discussed
§n daring language. All the. things you
bhavé wanted to know about your sex life,
information about which other books oaly
vaguely hint, is yours at last.

MORE THAN 100 VIVID PICTURES

The 106 illustrations leave nothing to the
imagination . . . know how to overcome
physical mismating... now what to do on
your wedding night to avoid the torturing
gesults of ignorance.

Some will be offended by the amazing
{rankness of this book and its vivid illustra- ¢
tions, but the world has no longer any use
for prudery and false modest .

Don't be a slave to ignorance and fear.
'En;o_y the rapturous delights of the perfect
physical lovel .

st love . « . scandal . . . divorce. . . can
often be prevented by knowledge.. Only
the ignorant pay the owful penalties of
& wrong mode of life. Read the facts,
clearly startingly told ... study these illus-
trations and grope in darkness no longer.

SEND NO MONEY!

~ Toshowyou our faith in your satisfaction
‘with this nmazing’book, we are offering it
to you on trial. You send no money—just
£ill out the coupon below and thea when it
Arrives, in plain wrapper, pay the postman
$82.98 Flus postage. Keep the ve day:

*t.ben it you are not completely satisfied, sen.

‘it back and we will refund your money im.
mediately without question. *“Sex Harmony
and Eugenics” will oot be sold to migoss.

576 DARING PACES

to fear, worry, disease and shame. End
ignorance today. You owe it to yourself—to

the one you love—to read this book NOW!

THIS BOOK
HOT S50LD

WHAT EVERY MAN SHOULD KNOW  There is no longer asy need to pay the

Tho Lovers* Embrace | Howts Regaia Virilty ul price for one moment of bliss. Read
Sorteet Jhe.i:;m; Sumisare the scientific pathological facts told so
2] i s &n el dul 2

Venereal Diseases o The Trath Abost Abuse bravely b A Dr. Rubin. The chapters on
o venereal disease are alone worth the price

WHATEVERYWOMAN SHOULD KNOW  of this book!

Jove of Perfect Mating Hewlo Atttact and Hold Mep You wane ¢o kaow, and rou sboald know every

What to Atlow s Lover te Do Sexual Slavecy of Women tbing about sex. Sex is no onger a sin, a mystery,

Vutimute Femisine Hrgitno of Hap0y Marriags it is your test power for happiness. You owe it

he Vital Organs

o yoursell, to the one you love, (o tear aside the
curtain of !’unocrl:r learn the naked trutbl

" FREE J AMAzING NEW BOOK ON

NATURAL METHOD Of BIRTH CONTROL
AW‘AY with astificla) devices ! Na;\ue offers a
heatchfal hod o i

Birth Control Chard

Pianeer Poblications, lnc., 1270-6tb Ave., Dept. 319 New York, N.Y.

Please sead me, *'Sex Harmony and Eugenics” io ??‘“ wrapper. [ will
pay the postman $2.98 (&lus postage) on delivery. If ¥ 2am oot complecely
satisfied, 1 can rewen. the book and the entire purchase price will
sefunded immediately. Also send me FREE OF CHARGE, yous book oa
“New Birth Coguol Faas. ™

codception as cecently proven in startling scientific
cescs. The famous Ogino-Knaus theory of rhycthmic
birth contrel is explained in decsil and includes s
camplete table of ferdle periods. This book is

with ordess for Sex Harmony.

PIONEER PUBLICATIONS,
Rodie City, 1270 sm; Ave., New Yock

Namé

Add,

City and Siats. Age
Orders from Forvigw Countries 13 Shilliegs in Advance

1IN
cy




FACTORY TO YOU

NEW REMINGTON NOISELESS PORTABLE

10%

A DAY

AT LAST! The famous Reming- w;?:::iv
ton Noiseless Portable thatspeaks GUARANTEE
in a whisper is available for only

10¢ a day. Here is your opportu- Fltl:én'li"kvl AL
nity to get areal Remington Noise- OFFER

less Portable direct from the fac-
tory. Equipped with all attachments that make
for complete writing equipment. Standard key-
board. Automatic ribbon reverse. Variable line
spacer and all the conveniences of the finest
portable ever built. PLUS the NOISELESS
feature. Act now while this special opportunity

GREATEST TYPEWRITER BARGAIN
IN 10 YEARS

The gem of all portables. Im-
agine a machine that speaks
in a whisper . . . that removes

to flow from the machine.
Equipped with all attach-
ments thatmake forcomplete

. all limitations of time or writing equipment, the Rem-

holds gOOd- Send coupon TODAY for details. place. You can write inali- ington 1\101«91:-,-“ Portable
lﬁm:g,aetxﬁk rgotnp1 aliultllx?aré [:rndlltl‘f.‘q tmamf?]dm and

y erth” withou e slightest steneil cutting of truly ex-

You DON T RISK A PENNY fear of disturbing others. eceptional character. Fur-

And in addition to quiet is a
superb performance that lit-

nished in black with shlmnﬁ
1
erally makes the words seem

chromium attachments. Ma:
coupon today!

W e send you the Remington Noiseless Portable
direct from the factory with 10 days’ FREE
trial. If you are not satisfied, send it back. WE
PAY ALL SHIPPING CHARGES.

FREE —)

TYPING COURSE

With your New Remington Noiseless
Portable we will send you—absolutely
FREE—a 19-page course in typing. It
teaches the Touch System, used by all
expert typists. Itis simply written and
completely illustrated. Instructions are
as simple as A, B, C.
method. A littie study and the average person, child_or adult
beco es fascinated, Follow this course durin
Period we give you with your typewriter ang
why you ever took the trouble to writeletters by hand.

FREE —

CARRYING CASE

Also under this new Purchase Plan we
will send you FREE with every Remmg-
ton Noiseless Portable a special carr;
ing case sturdily built of 3-ply woo
This handsome case is covered with heavy du' Pont fabric.
The top is removed by one motion, leaving the machine firmly
attached to the base. This makes it easy touse your Remlng-
fon anywhere—on knees, in chairs, on trains. Don’t delay. .
gend in the coupon for complete details!

CLIP COUPON NOW...

river trail. »

Even a child can easily understand this

the 10-Day T'rial
you will woncer

SPECIFICATIONS. Stand-
ard Keyboard. Finished in glis-
tenmﬁ black with chromium
attachments. Takes paper 9.5
inches wide. Writes lines 8.2
inches wide, Standard size, 12
i,ard ribbon. Makes upto?clear,

gible carbons. Back spacer.
Full size platen. Paper fingers,

roller type. Black key car ds with
white letters. Double shift key
and shift lock. Right and left
carriage release. Right and left
cylinder knobs. Large cushion
rubber feet. Single or double
space adjustment. All the mod-
ern features plus NOISELESS
operation.

of Jobs are waiting for people who can type.

typewriter helps you put your ideas on paper m
logical, impressive form...helps you write clear,
understandable sales reports letters, articles,
stories. A Remington Portable has startedmany
a young man and woman on the road to success

MONEY-MAKING OPPORTUNITIES OPEN. Hundreds
aw

A GIFT FOR ALL THE FAMILY. If you want a gift for

h]l‘t]rdﬂv Christmas or Graduation . . . one Father. Mother, Sister
or Brother will use and ﬂI)I’“"?(’I‘Itc for -
rears to come . . . give a Remington Noise- /“| L
ez3 Portable. We will send a Re mington =

Noiseless Portable to anyone you name,
and you ean still pay for it at only 10c a
day. Few gifts are eounluru]ly f:_m-mg
as a New Hemington Noiseless Ior{ahis-
Write today

SEND COUPON WHILE LOW PRICES HOLD

I Remington Rand Inc.,

l-{eép awéy from the river trail.

Dept. 138-4
315 Fourth Ave., New York,

Please tell me how I can get a new Remmgton Noiseless Portable
plus FREE T{Dm;z Course and Carrying Case, for only 10ca day.
me, without ebligation, new illustrated catalogue.

t writer
¥ Ris0 send

Name, - - =

Address.

City. State

In hns



She Clippsd ths Coupon

Easy to pay for

Kalamazoo

—only 18¢ Quality can't

a day be beaten

Champion bakers
praise the oven
that “floats in
flame"

Nearly200Stylesand Sizes of
Heaters,Ranges and Furnaces

Clip the Coupon—Mail today for
new, FREE Kalamazoo Catalog.
Kalamazoo FACTORY PRICES
have saved our customers from $20
to $50.

Cash or Easy Terms—as Little
as 18c a Day—Year to Pay

Mail Coupon. Get our Cash or Credit
terms—as little as 18c a day for
stoves. Take a whole year to pay.

30 Days to Test
_ Kalamazoo Quality
e Use any Kalamazoo in your

30 Days FREE Trial

days at our risk. If
not completelysat-
” isfied, yourmoney
Pl Cash or Credit
As Little as 18¢c
a Day on Stoves

will bereturned.
24 hourship-
ments.

..,

= Year to Pay
FACTORY

hﬁ:’oved by Good
Housekeeping Institute

Gas Stoves

Savz ot KALAMAZOD
FALTORY PRICES!

Kalamazoo Stove Co., Mfrs.,
681 Rochester Ave.,
Kalamazoo, Nich.
Dear Sirs: Send me your
FREE FACT®@
CATALOG. Checkwhat
you are interested in.
Coal & Wood Ranges (J
Coal and Wood
Heaters (] Combination

Coal, Wood and Gas Ranges []

| saved over Y3

by buying direct
from the Factory

More Bargains thanin

20 Big Stores
Mail Coupon. Get FACTORY
PRICES for New Coal and Wood
Heaters, New Porcelain Enamel
Coal and Wood Ranges, New Com-
bination Gas, Coal and Wocd
Ranges, New Gas Stoves. Oil
Range<. Furnaces. Nearly 200 Siyles
and Sizes.

New Colors—New Features
New color combinations, new fea-
tures such as Copper Reservoirs,
Non-Scorch Lids, Enameled Ovens.
See the famous “‘oven that floats in
flame.”” Read what national and
state Cooking Champions say about
this great oven.

Over 1,100,000 Satisfied Users

Kalamazoo has been in business
more than 37 years. Over 1,100,600
satisfied customers praise Kalama-
200 Quality. “I have used a Kala-
mazoo for more than 30 years. It is
a good range still,” says Mrs. Daisy
Wagner, Bradford, Penn. “Used =z
Kalamazoo 24 years. Wouldn’t trade
it for a new one of any other make,”
says Mrs. S. Thomas, Overton, Nev.
Clip the Coupon. Mail today for
Free Catalog.

KALAMAZOO STOVE COMPANY,

Manufacturers
681 Rochester Ave, Kalamazoo, Mich.

Warehouses: VUtica, N.Y .; Youngstown, Ohio;

Reading, P’a.; Springfield, Mass.

RY
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